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Hypnotizing 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 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 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. 

“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.

# # #
 
  


Hypnotizing 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.

“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 clicker. 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. 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 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.

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.

# # #
 
  


Hypnotizing 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 tehre.

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.”

“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? 

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 

“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.

# # #
 
  


Mesmerizing the Best Friend
 

Lane and Jessica showed up at the residence, each a bit intimidated.

“Didn’t they tell us it was an easy one story?”

Lane nodded, thumping his cooler against his thigh. “Yup.”

“That’s a three story house, Lane.”

He nodded again. “Yup.”

Ugh. It was like drawing teeth with him. 

She tried to put on a cheerful face, smiling and tossing her hair back as they approached the house together. The impulse to reach her hand out and pat him on the back—she could sense his mounting frustration—was almost unbearable, but she checked it.

The house above them was rather enormous, on the top of a short hill. It had a slanting black roof, and deep red brick, each window a long ovoid shape. There were forty stone steps up to its front door—Jessica counted. The lawn was unkempt, and kids from around the neighborhood had already started tossing eggs and stones at the old thing.

The two were doing volunteer work for the local Community Center. It was their job to clean out the possessions of old hoarders, usually dead ones, to help new individuals move in. Most of the houses were used for halfway homes, but some were used just to raise money for the Community Center with the profits of the house sale.

“I know this house,” she said, trying for a little conversation. “I forgot about it until now. But there was an old magician who lived here with his assistant. They married when he was just getting started out. They made lots of money, I think.”

“Yeah?”

“She died like five years ago or so I think. I guess he didn’t take it well.”

He said nothing in response, of course. Jessica tried to not to sigh and show her frustration—that would just make things worse.

Ever since she had turned down his stupid, ill-advised love proposal, it had just been down hill for the two of them. She had been as nice as she possibly could, explaining to him how she just didn’t feel the same way as he did. He was more like a brother to her than a lover. 

It killed her mostly because they had been such good friends not too long ago. Three days! They had been friends for years and years—since Jessica was ten and moved in down the street for them. They each loved the same TV shows, and would reenact stories from the big fantasy adventures with walking sticks and bathrobes, floating around the neighborhood and shouting out lines of dialogue. Any time one or the other had a birthday party, they would always make sure to give each other their presents last, knowing that what they delivered would trump anyone else. 

They even arranged their high school schedules around each other's classes so they could have the same lunch. And all throughout high school, they had been close, not breaking up into different cliques even though Lane was becoming more of a programming nerd and she was becoming more and more focused solely on her studies.

Things could change so quickly. Before, he had been warm, happy, smiling all the time, always with something chipper or funny to say. 

Today, and for the last three days, he was dour. 

It was her own fault, she supposed. She shouldn’t have ever demanded that their supervisor at the Community Center put them on the same team. If she hadn’t made such an enormous deal of working with who she thought at the time was strictly her best friend, then she might have been able to get out of working with him on this Saturday.

But no. 

“I’m sorry,” Dylan, her boss, had told her. “I booked everybody’s schedule around you two. There were some complaints, but you put the demand forward so hard that I can’t do anything else now. Try again in a month.”

She was stuck with him. For a whole month. One month of Lane’s endless, sour mood. God, if only he had kept his mouth shut and didn’t tell her he loved her! 

Jessica thought it could be cool to work some community service before heading off to college later this year, in the fall. The two of them had just graduated from high school, each eighteen years old, and Jessica wanted to pledge to some sororities. She would have a better chance for the big ones, like Kappa Phi Theta, if she worked community service first, though.

In any case, she liked helping people. She felt like a life in community service wasn’t a bad way to live. She wouldn’t be paid much, of course, but it was a calling, and she felt—very strongly at times—that it was calling to her. Happiness was helping others out. That was just how she had been raised.

Lane said he wanted to do some community service too, just to help out. That he felt bad about not giving back after being raised with so much privilege. He wasn’t rich, but he was a white kid living in suburban America, and he said all the stuff that he took for granted—a nice house, a nice car, a guarantee of a safety net—got to him from time to time. 

Now, Jessica knew that volunteering had only ever been to get close to her. Of course, he was too proud to back out now. Or maybe he just wanted to sneak glances at Jessica.

Jessica was positively, achingly gorgeous. She knew this about herself, though she tried not to be identified by it. She was a real woman, with real ideals and ideas and thoughts and motivations and concerns. She wanted to save the environment, and use quinoa in every meal. She wanted to switch entirely to electric cars, and run airplanes off of lithium batteries. She wanted to spend her life making the world better.

And what she did not want, at all, was to hang out with Lane today. 

She sighed. At least she went out of her way to not dress provocatively. Her thick, long, shiny dark hair was bundled behind her back in a thick ponytail, her slim, shapely legs covered over with jeans. A tight t-shirt—probably too tight for her liking with Lane around—tried its best to cover over her enormous bust.

She had experienced a rather late growth-spurt within the last year, and she was still somewhat in denial over her blooming, and had refused to update her wardrobe accordingly. Her friends would tell her it was no use being gorgeous if she wasn’t going to flaunt it—even Lane had dropped similar comments, which in hindsight now felt creepy—but Jessica wasn’t just going to start changing her personality because she had turned out beautiful. Men could look at her angelic face or her bright blue eyes or her incredibly sexy lips all they wanted—she would stride right on by and do what she wanted while they were distracted.

The two made it up to the last step at the top of the hill. Lane dropped his cooler down on the porch, scooting it out of the doorway. The last house they had been to, Jessica had nearly been buried alive under a stack of magazines fifteen feet tall and ten feet wide. Luckily, Lane had grabbed her out of the way just in time. 

That had been just yesterday. Afterward, he still barely spoke to her, and she was afraid to talk to him much, lest she get drawn into another discussion about how she wasn’t going to start loving him just because he wanted it. 

The door to the house was already open, but they had the keys just in case it wasn’t. Inside the entryway were a multitude of photos in frames on the walls, each with the frankly beautiful assistant—whatever her name was—paired with The Great Machismo. Most of the photos had her bending over in front of him, or on her knees, or sliding up one leg, or other various forms of supplication.

“Gross,” said Jessica, eyeing the photographs.

“Yeah,” said Lane. “Take a look.”

He was pointing to the study across the hall, where there were stacks of shopping carts layered on top of one another, each filled with bags of trail mix. One whole wall was covered by boxes of pens, and the wall opposite was covered with boxes of pencils. The last wall had interlaced boxes of colored pencils and highlighters. Several grocery bags littered the space in between all the shopping carts, each filled to the brim with cereal box tops. 

“Okayy...” Jessica said. “Let’s get to work, I guess.”

Since the owner was dead, all they had to do was move everything out of the house into the yard, where the community center service would come by later in the day and load it all up on a truck. They were to make two piles—one for still useful items, like the pencils and pens, and the other for things with no apparent use, like the box tops. 

After two hours, they had cleared out the living room entirely, and Jessica said something about being thirsty. 

“I’ve got some bottled water in the cooler,” said Lane. “You want one?”

“Sure,” she said. 

She was reluctant to take anything Lane gave her just on principle, but she felt she had little choice in the matter. When Lane stepped outside to grab the cooler, she heard a loud thump upstairs. They hadn’t even ventured upstairs yet. 

Lane came back inside and handed her a bottle.

“Did you hear that?” she asked, twisting open the water and taking a swig.

She could see Lane trying and failing to avert his eyes from her lovely mouth wrapping around the water bottle’s head.

“Hear what?”

She wiped her mouth. “There was a sound upstairs.”

“Maybe he had cats?”

“Dylan said there were no animals here.”

“Let’s go find out,” he said.

She knew he loved animals. He had always gotten the best grades in biology, figuring out how stuff was supposed to work. It was the one subject that he could actually tutor her in. If there was computer programming, he would have tutored her in that as well—but that was just a series of electives at their high school.

Following him upstairs, she looked critically at his backside. He just wasn’t...firm enough for her ideal man. He was skinny, and not bad looking, but Jessica was holding out for a sensitive jock type. A completely ripped athlete with a heart of gold who would read her poetry as he fed her grapes. Was that too much to ask?

The upstairs was uncharacteristically clean for a hoarder. There were several stacks of books, and many, many notebooks filled with spidery-scrawl handwriting that flipped openly from the breeze coming in through the windows, but not really a lot of junk.

“I guess he didn’t have enough time to get started up here.”

Lane nodded. “I guess not.”

He bent down. 

“Hey, look at this.”

There was a book splayed open—no title, written in some language Jessica didn’t recognize—with a deep portion of it cut out in the shape of a circle. Next to it was a golden pocket watch.

“I guess this was in there?” Lane said.

“Yeah,” said Jessica. “But why carve out a book to hide a pocket watch?”

Lane shrugged. “Maybe it’s worth something?”

Jessica rolled her eyes. “Everything is worth something. Especially the hidden kinds of things.” 

She snatched it out of his hand, opening it up. There was a little note inside. 

“It says, ‘Thirty Minutes of Unlimited Induction. Limited to One Use.’ What does that mean?”

He shrugged. “Well, the one use thing, that’s self-explanatory, right?”

“Right. But one use of induction? Induction into what? That doesn’t make any sense.”

“Can I see it?”

She handed it to him. He did know about machinery and that sort of thing, she supposed. She watched for a moment as his fingers slid across the dials.

Humming quizzically, he pointed it at her, and she felt hot, sweet, perfect orgasmic bliss rush through her body.

“Laneee,” she moaned. “Fuckk Laaaneee...”

And then her mind simply went away, ready to be filled in with whatever Lane happened to say.

* * * * *
 

“Jess? Are you okay?”

Lane was snapping his fingers in her face. She giggled happily, snapping back at him. 

A surprised smile slid over his face. 

“You okay?”

“Uh, yeah. Why wouldn’t I be okay?” 

She slid her hands over one of his, grabbing them and sliding them in between her tits. Then she started mashing her titflesh on his hand. He liked that, right? Why wouldn’t he? She had great tits. She knew that. She was proud of them. She was proud of her body. She should really show it off more. Lane would like that. 

Jessica would love anything at all that Lane happened to like.

He shuddered and started breathing hard, looking her up and down. His other hand went to her waist. She nodded small, encouraging him even more by licking her lips.

“It’s just...you were...spacey for a moment...or thirty...”

“Mmm,” she purred, sliding his hand up to her jaw and then cheek. “Maybe I was just thinking about how I have like, the biggest crush on you.”

That was an understatement, if there ever was one.

“You...you do?”

“Of course I do. I’m in love with you, silly. Can’t you tell?”

She hardly felt she could make it more obvious. Still, it didn’t hurt to work at it. She slid one leg up his. 

“Say...say that again,” he said. He was biting his lip now, clearly turned on.

She drew herself close, crushing her tits against his chest. His hand was trapped there, now, completely enveloped.

“I’m in love with you, Lane.” Her blue eyes shone with an almost zealous light. “I’m so sorry I freaked out when you told me before. I just wasn’t in my right head at all. But I totally am. I love you more than anything, more than anybody. I need you in my life, Lane. I need to be your girlfriend. I need to do as I’m told and be your total fuckbabe sweetiegirl. Please, Lane? Please make my dreams come true?”

She knew she was born to be his girlfriend. She had longed to be his girlfriend for as long as she could remember. It was her life’s goal. More than helping others, more than going to some stupid college or earning degrees or jobs or whatever—Jessica needed to be Lane’s girlfriend and adore his face with her lips and enormous tits as much as possible.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, I’d love that, Jessica.”

From out of nowhere, she came. The orgasm rocked through her body, and she held his hand even tighter to his chest, her strawberry-sized nipples rubbing up and down on his torso. She knew he could feel the hummingbird fluttering of her fragile heart, the heart that he now controlled utterly, as the bliss slid through every last crevice of her being. She held him tight, her hips bucking, kissing his ear and breathing so hard. Lane grabbed her ass, hard, and that made her cum even harder.

“Holy shit, Jessica...did you just cum?”

“Yeah,” she whispered happily. “Oh fuck yeah I did, love. Just for you.”

Squirming delightedly, her pants totally soaked from her hot pussy juices—she didn’t stop to think about how one orgasm by itself was not enough to completely soak her pants—she looked up at Lane beseechingly. He moved his hand from out of its space between her tits and then wrapped it around her ass with his other. He picked her up purely by her ass cheeks and kissed her.

It was the most perfect, most wonderful, most passionate love-filled kiss Jessica could ever have imagined. She could have died then and done so happily. She sucked at his tongue, loving every perfect inch of it. When he finally drew away just for a breath, she needed more.

“I want to go down on you, baby,” she purred. “Please?”

She tilted her chest up so he could see right down her shirt. In case he couldn’t see enough, she tugged hard at the neck, showing off her breasts even more.

“You want to go down on me, here?”

She nodded. “I haven’t gotten to do it ever. And I need to show you how contrite I am, love. Please?”

Lane bit his lip. “You want to suck me off because you love me, huh?”

“Of course I do! I love you completely! I’d do anything for you! You’re my superman, love. You’re my big bad hero man. I need my boyfriend’s cock inside of me, filling me up like nobody else gets to, please!”

A hot, dominant edge had taken Lane’s face.

“Kneel down.”

She did so happily.

“Take your shirt off. I want to see your tits.”

Again, she did so happily, showing him her perfect, young eighteen year-old tits, so firm and round. 

“The bra, too.”

She did it without a second thought, eager to show herself off for her boyfriend. There was no sag to her enormous breasts. She was so proud of that. So proud that she was so pretty, just for him.

Jessica didn’t care she was supposed to be working. She didn’t care she was in a dead stranger’s house. All she wanted was to suck Lane off. Her best friend. Her boyfriend.

“You’ve never been fucked in the mouth before, have you Jess?” He started unbuckling his pants.

She shook her head. “No way, baby. I’ve been saving myself for you. I’ve barely even kissed other guys...and if I was, it was just practice for you! I need to be your perfect girl, Lane! I need to be yours, totally!”

His pants and underwear dropped all the way down to the floor. She could easily see his thick, hard cock, so ready to go. “You want me to fuck your mouth for you?”

“Yes, baby! Take my stupid mouth’s virginity! I don’t want it anymore! I don’t need it when your cock is so big and true and wonderful!” She took in a deep breath, so in love with the sight of his perfect dick. “Please, Lane, baby, you have to fuck my mouth with that thing. Please? Fuck my throat, Lane. Fuck it like it’s a pussy.”

Obliging her, he shoved his cock hard into her mouth. She slid her lips over it, savoring the taste of his perfect rod.

In a perfect world, he would have taken his time, letting her explore the taste of his cock, letting her find out just how wonderful his cock was inch-by-inch. But no—she had asked him to fuck her mouth, and fuck her throat, and that’s exactly what Lane did.

With a dark grunt, he took a hold of her thick, shiny dark hair and drove his hips furiously into her face, relentless. She was gagging, soon—Lane didn’t care. So, Jessica didn’t care. She would learn to overcome. His cock filled every part of her—it was literally too much for her. 

That was really fucking hot, she decided.

She could have her throat fucked, though. She could be Lane’s special mouthfuck girl. She was his girlfriend. That made her special.

It seemed important to stare at him the whole time while he fucked her mouth, her tongue rapidly sliding over every bit of thick meat that it could. Hot, delicious shlocking noises rang out in the empty house, punctuated by the happy slaps of her naked tits against his legs.

She stared at him with all the love she could possibly muster. He seemed angry as he fucked her, and that was so fucking hot, like he was fucking away his frustration by driving his big fat meat into her so fucking hard. 

If she could form any words that weren’t slippery, sexy moans, they would be, “Oh my god, Lane, I love you, I love you so much!”

Jessica’s enormous tits bounced wildly as he fucked her harder and harder, filling her up totally. 

“You’re my fucking girlfriend,” he grunted. “Mine. All mine. My girl. My fucking blowjob girl.”

“Mmmhmmmm!”

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “Fuck, Jess. I love you so fucking much. I love you. Oh god, oh god...”

He erupted in her mouth, unable to hold back any longer. Jessica knew it was because she had been such a perfect little cockdoll girlfriend that he had cum. His hot spray layered in her throat and mouth, filling up her every thought, her every possibility for the rest of her life. She knew that no matter where she went, no matter what she was doing, all points began and ended with her boyfriend’s cum spraying inside of her. 

Finally she withdrew her mouth from his cock, but only to clean it more thoroughly and swallow even more of his cum. 

“That’s so good,” he said softly. “What a good girlfriend you are.”

It was a dream come true. She was his girlfriend. She couldn’t believe how perfectly lucky she was to be with him.

* * * * *
 

“How’s my little loveslave doing?” 

Lane bit Jessica’s shoulders as she did the dishes. It was her night for the dishes. She was happy to do them. Clean dishes made the little home they shared, the top floor of a duplex, even better. They had moved in together only a few days after Jessica announced her love for him, over six months ago. He was going to college in the city now, and she was working a full-time job as a secretary, basically supporting him. She thought that was terrific, that she could help him like that. He promised her that once he was done with school, then it would be her turn, and that was really so generous of him.

Girlfriends were supposed to be agreeable.

But, as he whispered to her, hands wrapping around her waist, she felt reluctant to play at that exact moment.

“Baby, I just...I don’t want to do that roleplay stuff tonight. Is that okay? I just want to make special, hot, sexy love to you later, when I’m done with this...like we used to.” 

She leaned her head into his, but he drew away. She could feel the disappointment brimming off of him.
More and more, Lane had been asking for her to call him Master while they fucked. 
Jessica liked it fine—it was a neat little way to spice up their dirty talk. She’d say things like, “Fuck me, Master” or “Your slavegirl needs your mighty dick, Sire.” And he would fuck her that much harder.

But, it wasn’t her thing all the time. Lately, though, it really seemed like it was Lane’s thing. All slave for her, all Master for him, all the time. She missed the lovemaking sessions they had when they first started their relationship, where he would stare into her eyes and just list out all the happy, lovely, wonderful things he adored about her.

She was always thoroughly happy to go to bed with him. Fucking her man, when he was so wonderful and beautiful and she loved no one else better? It was transcendent.

Perhaps he could be a little better in bed, or a little bigger, but Jessica was fine without those things. Making love to her wonderful boyfriend was the best thing in the world. She would do it however he wanted. But...if she could influence what he wanted, if she could mention maybe another way of getting things done...wasn’t that good of her? To be open and honest about what would make her happy too?

“I’m going to go read for class,” he said, sulking off.

She sighed. Her man was so complicated. She would have to work harder to know what he wanted. Being a great girlfriend was everything that Jessica wanted, and she could only ever be Lane’s girlfriend. 

When she finally finished up the dishes, Lane walked back into the tiny kitchen, holding the gold pocket watch he had taken as a memento, he said, of her pronouncement of love for him. She thought it was sweet at the time. But lately...

“That thing again? Come on, Lane,” she said, smiling and shaking her head.

Every little while or so, he would take it out and show it to her, trying her to do...something. He’d ask her how she felt—always, her answer was great. Being around Lane made her feel just fabulous. But he always seemed disappointed in the answer.

“No, I’ve been thinking about this a lot. This time...this time I want you to try something for me, okay?”

She would be happy to try anything once for him. That was how they ended up doing anal—which she would not confess to ever liking, though she loved that Lane had loved it. Afterward, of course, she asked very sweetly not to do it again, and he acquiesced. He was wonderful like that.

“This time I want you to point it at the mirror, and press this button,” he pointed at the side of it.

She took it. “This button?”

He jumped to the side, ducking his head. “Whoa. Yes. That one.”

She giggled. “What do you think is going to happen?”

“Just...just try it and see, okay?”

She shrugged. Of course she would try it. She was his girlfriend. She’d always be his girlfriend, unless he gathered up the courage to propose—and then she’d happily be his wife. 

Stepping in front of the mirror, Jessica took a breath, quite happy with what she saw. She was wearing a happy little yellow sundress, skimpy and sultry, showing off lots of her gorgeous breasts. She loved that she was so pretty, just for Lane. 

He shut the door behind her.

“What’s that for?” she called.

“Just trust me,” came his voice through the door.

“Okayyyy...”

She held up the pocket watch, pointed it at her reflection in the mirror, and pressed the button.

And then her world exploded in happy, thoughtless bliss.

* * * * *
 

Jessica felt herself coming back online, brushing her hair in front of the mirror. It was thoroughly shiny and sexy, just like Lane deserved of his girlfriend.

She sighed. She was really tired of that designation—girlfriend.

It was so drab and boring to just be her love’s girlfriend. He deserved so much more than that, didn’t he? He deserved something sexier. Something so much more incredibly erotic.

I really should be Lane’s slave, she thought. 

She was naked in front of the mirror, she realized. Totally naked, her pussy dripping hot wetness like she had been cumming for the past thirty minutes straight. And yet, even so, she still wanted more sex. She wanted Lane to fuck her and call her his fuckslave and she wanted to call him Master and she wanted him to be her Master.

The thought clung to her mind like it was coated in molasses. There was nothing in the world that makes more sense. In fact, if she was his slave, that would mean that she could just be sucking his cock nonstop.

He could just be watching television or playing videogames or any of the other really important manly things he did all day, and she could crawl up to him and start sucking off his big fat cock that she loved so fucking much and just suck and lick and adore him until he spurted his cum down her happy little slave throat. Then she would go make him dinner like a good slave and then suck him off again while he was eating dinner.

That would be so cool.

The bathroom door was open. When had that happened? She shrugged. It didn’t matter.

Stepping out of the bathroom, she rushed to the bedroom, where she put on her sexiest lingerie as quickly as she could. The black corset, of course, that made her big tits look so fucking great, like she had stepped right out of a porno. 

And the lace panties with the garter strap too, along with those smoky hot stockings that covered her legs and made her feel like she was just born to be shown off for her Master. 

Tall, tall black heels, of course, the tallest ones she had. They were only a measly four-inches high—she’d have to fix that soon. And then the coup de grace: black elbow-length opera gloves.

She had never worn them, even though Lane bought them and said she would look really sex if she did. She didn’t understand that. Why had she been such a disagreeable bitch? That was no fair to him. She needed to show him what he was to her.

Every part of her now was advertised as a complete fucking slavecunt for Lane’s use and abuse. Her hair, so long and thick and shiny and sexy, ran all the way down to her waist. Lane insisted that she had long, gloriously healthy hair, and she was so glad she had obeyed. There was no way he could look at her and think about anything else except for hard, furious fucking and putting her in her place as a bitch that only just barely deserved his glorious cock.

That was how she should look all the time. She didn't care if he wanted to go out to eat and have her on a leash, or walk through the park with her crawling behind him. If it was what he wanted, then he should get it. Lane was that important. Her Master was that important.

Fuck, she hoped he would let her call him Master.

She strutted down the short hall of their apartment, easily in view of where he sat on the couch, watching her approach. Almost like he was expecting her...like he was expecting this outfit. That was good. She wanted him to expect her to wear sexy things. 

Casually, he pointed a finger down on the ground. Obediently, Jessica started to crawl toward him, swaying her ass happily as she stared up at him with lust in her eyes. When she finally reached him, she wrapped herself around his leg, her huge, delicious tits enveloping his thigh.

“Lane, baby? I’d like to ask you something.”

He stroked her hair. She purred happily. 

“What is it, love?”

She melted a little, hearing the pet name...but it hardened her resolve too, knowing it was the wrong one for a fuckslave like her. She took a breath, further hugging his thigh with her big breasts, and began.

“It’s just, like, I’m tired of all these roleplay games. I really, really want to be your slave for real. I don’t want us to be playing around with it. I don’t want to just say those words. I want you to know, in your heart, that I’m your total, absolute slave. I want you to know I’d do anything you ask. I’d steal things. I’d lie.” Her voice got huskier and huskier as her pussy moistened. “I’d murder someone. I’d seduce some old man so you could have all his money. Anything at all you want, Lane, I want to do it for you. Because I don’t own myself. You own me.”

She could see the excitement building in his face, and in the bulge in his pants. She leaned forward a bit and slid her hand over his pants, rubbing intently.

“You’re my owner, Lane. You’re my fucking Master. I don’t care if I never call you anything but Master ever again. I’ll do it in public, in front of my friends—you can upload hot photos of me sucking you off on the internet and make money off my hot fucking body, Sir. I don’t care. I am whatever you need me to be. I’m your fucking slave, Master.”

Her gorgeous face had become more and more intense as she spoke, her breaths harder and harder.

“Fuck,” he groaned finally, stroking her lovely face. “Are you sure about this?”

“Oh yes, Master.” She nodded intently.

He scratched his head. “I’m only asking because you’re not begging. If you were serious, I’d think you would beg.”

Oh god, she was so fucking stupid! It was the proximity of his cock making her so dumb. She had gotten greedy, demanding things from her Master, not thinking to beg.

“I’m so sorry, Master!” Her big blue eyes were so wide and earnest. “I can do that! Please let me beg! Please let me beg to be your cockslave fuckdoll!”

He ran a hand through the thick, sexy mass of her hair. “Very well. Impress me.”

Obediently, she bowed her heads between his ankles, raising her ass high in the air. 

“Please, Master,” she purred. “Please let me be your fuckslave forever. Let me obey you in every possible way, please? Let me do anything and everything you desire. Let me be your perfect fuckpet slave now and forever, oh please, please, please!

So enthralled was she in her worship that she hardly noticed Lane had gotten up. In fact, she did not notice that he had moved at all until he ripped her panties down and shoved himself deep in her pussy from behind. 

“Ohmygodohmygod!”

Lane grunted and shoved into her even harder. “You like that, slave? You like it when I take you how I want?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Tell me again,” he grunted, pumping his thick, hard cock. “Tell me what you’d do for me.”

“Anything you ask,” she moaned.

He thrust harder. His cock was so fucking big. She couldn’t imagine a cock ever coming close to his.

“I’d steal for you.”

Grunting, he slapped her ass. She came right away, her face thumbing against the couch cushions. 

“Yes! I’d lie!”

Thrust, thrust thrust, slap. She came again, again. Each new spanking was a new orgasm.

“Murder.”

Thrusting even harder still, pushing her face hard against the couch, he started to tug her thick hair back. It was so fucking perfect.

“I’d take everything someone else had and give it up to you, my Master!”

Slapping her ass wildly now. Her head was caught between the floor and the bottom of the couch, and she just simply did not care. Her orgasms arrived like trains in a subway, one right after the other, going every which way through her body.

“You have no will but my will.”

“No will but your will!” she cried out. “No will but my Master’s will!”

Finally his orgasm burst inside of her. It was Masterseed. It was godcum, filling her up. It was her alpha and omega, everything she hoped to achieve from life. It was so warm, so gooey and wonderful. She was such a hot fucking perfect slave to make her Master cum like that.

“Very well,” he breathed on top of her, after a minute. “You can be my slave. You call me Master from now on, girl.”

She had been Lane’s fuckslave for as long as she could remember, deep in her heart. Now it was her reality. 

She couldn’t help it. All her dreams coming true at once. She came once more, her pussy vibrating madly, turning around and holding her Master so tight, knowing he was going to give her countless more orgasms in the future.

# # # 
 
  


Mesmerizing the Cheerleaders
 

“Explain to me again why we are having this meeting? Aren’t you an alumni?”

“Yes, Miss Fellows. That’s right.” 

The young man, Daniel, leaned forward, grabbing a photo off her desk. He was of average height, average build, his hair short and brown and his eyes distant brown. He wore jeans and a blue hoodie. To be frank, he was rather beneath having a conversation with Joanna Fellows, but as the cheerleading coach of Lovely Valley High School, she had to deal with a great number of undesirables. Constantly, men were attacking her solitude and personal space, trying just to have one more second of her lovely face or firm, delicious figure. As a ridiculously beautiful brunette thirty year-old, Joanna was rather used to it. 

“Is that your husband? Your kids?”

A frown formed on her her lovely face. “Um, yes. But I don’t see—”

“How long you been married? Your kid looks like, what, two years old?”

“Three. And that’s how long we’ve been married, but I don’t see—”

“That’s good. I’m not really about older women, but you’re so gorgeous, I figured what the hell, you know? You only live once. It’d be weird if your kid was older, though. I don’t know why, exactly, but I know that’s true. So I’m glad she’s young, because you are really just incredibly hot.” He smiled. “You know you’re gorgeous, don’t you?”

There was such a stream of vileness, such outright contempt for her station pouring from this boy, that Joanna hardly knew where to begin. 

As such, she could only really stammer out a response. “I—you see, now see here, I don’t—what do you mean, I know I’m—”

She shook her head. This boy was very confusing and right away. He had just stormed into her office and sat down, barely even saying who he was. That was unusual at any time, but especially on a Saturday practice, when practically no one else was at school. 

Joanna purposefully asked for Saturday practices for the lack of distractions—so many of her girls were rather beautiful, and so boys from all over the school would skip class to come and watch her team work out. And probably too, of course, to watch Joanna join in when she had to.

Joanna, of course, did know she was gorgeous. Joanna was tall, in incredible shape from her many years of cheerleading semi-professionally and then coaching, with beautiful breasts that enabled her to convince most men of anything she wanted to convince them of. Today, wearing her tight spandex coaching shorts and tighter cleavage-baring button-up jacket revealing the lovely deep line of her bountiful bosom, should have been a banner day for getting what she wanted from every man.

Except for this young brat, of course.

Her looks were how she landed her super hunk husband, Jerry, who ran the town’s only used car lot. He was rich, and Joanna loved spending his wealth and being the recipient of it. She had three fur coats, her own master bathroom, and a walk-in closet the size of a barn. Now that she had a child with him, she had really locked him in. He loved their little girl, and treated her like a princess, surpassed only by Joanna herself.

“Look, toots, you don’t gotta be humble with me. I think you’re smoking hot. It’s no wonder you’re a cheerleading coach.”

This really raised her ire. “I-I-I am the cheerleading director because I cheered all through college and won state awards. It has nothing at all to do with my appearance or my figure or my breasts—”

“Whoa, hey,” he held up his hands. “I didn’t say anything about your tits. Though they are really nice. They real?”

“Of course they’re real!”

She felt stupid for giving him the reason to focus on her tits like that. But all the time, men thought she was a cheerleader just because she had big, firm, delicious breasts. In truth, they were more of a hindrance to her career than anything else. It was difficult enough doing all the back flips and twirls required for cheerleading without an extra ten pounds on your chest. 

She stood up, pointing at the door. Her tits bounced gracefully with the movement. “I really must insist that you leave. Now. You have far outworn your welcome, young man.”
Joanna felt she had been quite forceful. She felt like he must have really heard her, that there was to be no doubt what she wanted and that he would acquiesce.
All the same, he remained seated.

“Nah,” he said, waving a hand. “When does practice start, by the way?”

“What does that matter? Leave!” She pointed again, jabbing toward the door.

“It matters because I’m waiting for my girl Valerie. I really, really want to see her. But it’s fine that I saw you first, I guess. It’s just I been soft on her for the longest time. We grew up across the street from each other. She’s really, damned pretty. I think she’s only gotten prettier as the years have gone on, and now other guys have noticed, and I think my chances with her have been drying up, sort of. I’ve never been really good at communicating what I want, though. Lately, though, I got all kinds of confidence. Your tits look amazing in that tiny little jacket, by the away. Do you catch a lot of guys staring at you?”

Of course, she did. But that wasn’t the issue.

“Leave!” Joanna’s voice was reaching the very top of her speaking tone, bordering on screaming.

“No? Didn’t I already tell you no? You gotta listen, babe. It’s gonna be very important that you know how to listen to me in a few seconds.”

He reached into his hoodie pocket, pulling out a gold pocket watch.

“I’m calling school security.”

“All right, all right, just hold on a second.” He was twirling dials on the watch.

Joanna had picked up the phone, and was searching her desk for the number. The watch started to glow. “W-what is that?” she asked.

“Oh, this?” Daniel held up the watch. “This is my magic watch. A new friend of mine gave it to me after I helped him fix his car on the side of the road. I’m good with my hands like that. He said he’d been wanting to give it someone who was basically decent. I guess...” Daniel smiled. “I guess I am a little decent. I’m only going to enslave you for sex. Nothing really nasty, though I could make you do anything at all. This watch, it only works on one person at a time, but there’s a loophole around that he told me about.”

That was it. She was going to slap him. Joanna stood up and walked around the desk. She heard a low, odd humming sound from the watch as she made the turn, and as she turned on him her legs gave out in instant orgasm, every last bit of her mind melting into the background.

* * * * *
 

“Oh god, Monica, I’m so sorry.”

Lovely, slim Lindsay bent over trying to help the busty brunette up onto her feet. Monica shoved her back, and the pretty girl banged her head against a nearby locker. 

“Don’t touch me, you idiot cow. Maybe if you weren’t such a fattie, it would be easier to not knock into your betters.”

Monica stormed off, rather enjoying the tears that had started to brim in Lindsay’s eyes from the impromptu humiliation. The stunning eighteen year-old would have been able to do much better if she’d had a little more time, but Lindsay jostling into Monica the moment that Monica entered the locker room had caught her off guard.

Calling Lindsay a cow, or even slightly overweight, as about as far as an exaggeration as someone could make about another human being. She was incredibly thin, almost too thin to be cute if it weren’t for her gorgeously styled blond hair and her beautiful face. 

Most every girl on the cheerleading team was just as lovely as Lindsay if not moreso. But Monica knew that if Lindsay or any of the other girls had even a shred of self-esteem, then they would be able to challenge Monica’s spot as Queen Bee, and the sveltely curved young beauty just couldn’t let that happen.

So, three years ago, when she signed up for the cheerleading squad, Monica started a private war against the egos of the rest of the squad. With Lindsay, this meant initiating a long campaign of digs against Lindsay’s weight, who was at a perfectly healthy size at the time. It was fairly obvious that Lindsay’s eating disorder and subsequent severe weight loss were a direct result of Monica’s constant potshots.

Good, thought Monica, tossing her hair back and holding her nose high as she approached her locker, set aside from all the other girls—as was the cheerleading captain’s privilege. Other girls deserved to hate themselves when she was around. Monica was better, and deserved to be recognized as such. She didn’t care how other girls learned their place, so long as they did.

For the longest time now, Monica had loathed most other girls. As far as she was concerned, they were in her way.

Pulling out her practice uniform from her locker, she reflected on how she especially loathed the new girl, Valerie. Not only was Valerie’s beauty homegrown and natural and pure, it was rather more striking than Monica’s own if one was paying close enough attention. Monica was your classic beautiful brunette, and alone in a room with a man, she was sure she could make him do anything she wanted. 

But Valerie was the kind of beauty that could make a man think anything she wanted. Green-eyed, blonde, with curves that went on all day and legs that didn’t know the definition of “stop,” there was not a fleck of a flaw on Valerie’s angelic figure or face. Her green eyes in particular made Monica green with envy. And so, Monica hated her. Just looking at Valerie, you knew she was the type to be gorgeous long into her fifties and sixties. 

Monica knew she was beautiful, knew she was desirable, but she also knew that had quite a lot to do with her youth. Once she got old enough, unless she had a man firmly manipulated to her needs, she wouldn’t be going anywhere in this life. 

Her mother had been the prettiest girl at Lovely Valley High School. Three years ago, Monica’s sister Laura had been the prettiest girl at Lovely Valley High School. And ever since Monica’s sister had gone off to college to conquer a man and take him as her prize-winning husband, Monica had made it her life’s mission to be the sexiest, hottest, most wanted girl at school in her mother and sister’s place.

It wasn’t that hard. Monica was perfectly beautiful. With her dark hair, slim body toned from years of cheerleading, and beautiful face, she broke hearts in every room she walked in. Boys or girls—she didn’t discriminate. Most of the girls in the locker room right now probably had some sick, twisted lust/hate relationship with Monica. She took enormous pleasure in the thought that if any of them had lesbian fantasies, they were chiefly concerned with her tight ass and the way it carved into her hot little spandex shorts. She liked it that way—it kept them off-balance and therefore easier to intimidate and manipulate. 

Valerie didn’t have enough exposure with the rest of the girls to work up that kind of obsession yet. 

Today, Monica’s body looked terrific in her tight, spandex practice uniform. The school’s colors were gold and blue, so her shorts were bright blue, tight and effortlessly showing off the amazing curve of her tightly toned ass. Her abs, a perfect combination of smoothness and tautness, weren’t covered at all by the tiny gold cleavage-baring top, with its short sleeves and fun little blue stripes. She put her long hair back in a thick ponytail, ready to work. When Monica showed up to practice, she showed up to show everyone else up.

The PA system dinged. 

“Monica, come to the Coach’s office.”

That was odd. Coach Fellows almost never used the PA. Usually, she just shouted from her door.

Not thinking too much of it, she entered the office. Coach Fellows behind her desk with a young man, someone who Monica recognized remotely. Coach Fellows had a distant, serene smile on her face. Even though she was looking directly at Monica, the beautiful young cheerleader got the distinct impression that her coach wasn’t all there. Maybe it was drugs? 

And why was this man sitting in the coach’s chair?

“Have a seat, Mon-ic-aa.” Coach Fellows’s voice was sing-songy, tinged with bliss.

Yes, drugs. It had to be drugs. Still though, the coach was in charge.

“Yes, Coach,” said Monica, sitting down in front of the desk and crossing her legs. 

She didn’t spare a second glance to the man in the room. A boy, really, barely worth her time. She only dated college guys, and even then, just seniors.

“Please,” said the buxom blonde. “Call me Joanna.”

“O...kaaay?”

That was a near-taboo. The lovely cheerleading coach had insisted time and time again that she be referred to only as Coach, or Coach Fellows. Any attempts to call her something different result in marathons of push-ups. 

Meanwhile, the man behind the desk was just staring at Monica, a small smile on his face. He would been maybe marginally attractive, in an average sort of way, if Monica’s standards weren’t so justifiably sky high. Not just anyone could be allowed to be near her.

“You’re an incredibly beautiful young lady, Monica,” the Coach said breathily. “I’m sure you know this already.”

“Oh, I don’t like to make a big deal about it.”

The man laughed. “Please. Don’t start lying already.”

“Excuse me?” said Monica.

He leaned forward. “You make a bigger deal out of your looks than anybody on this planet, I think. You are nothing but your looks, sweetheart. You might as well own up to it.”

Joanna, next to the man, moaned out an affirmative. “Own up to it,” she whispered slowly, hotly. Her tongue lavished over every word. “Might as well.”

Monica was becoming...well, she didn’t know what she was becoming. Scared? Maybe a little? Was this how it felt for others when she seemed not to care about what they said?

“Miss Fellows—Joanna, I don’t understand. Who is that man in your desk? Why is he here?”

“This is Master Daniel, darling. Isn’t he wonderful?”

The man—Daniel—banged his hand down on the desk.

“Unbelievable. All the hell you gave me, and you don’t recognize me.” He shook his head, clearly getting mad. “That’s...that’s mind boggling, it really is. You just hand out abuse like candy, don’t you? Someone needs to do something about that.”

Monica arched an eyebrow. She could smell it now, the sex in the air. Was it his, or Joanna’s? Both? That was...that was disgusting, was what it was. 

Sex. Ick.

“Is that a threat?”

He laughed, hanging his head back. Then he just sort of stayed there, as if he was enjoying something long and thorough, something perfectly executed. His hand went over to Joanna’s hair, alternating between strokes and tugs. 

For the first time, Monica noticed Joanna’s arm movements, her hand pumping underneath the desk. How close she was sitting to Daniel. How she stared at him with complete adoration, unless he motioned with a finger for her attention to be on Monica. 

Monica was no stranger to sex. It was an excellent way to control men. She had never gone all the way, of course, but she had given out her fair share of handies and blowjobs. She could only promise them for money and favors so much, after all, without delivering. 

Mostly, she didn’t enjoy it. Sex was a means to an end—but she enjoyed that end, power, so very much.

“Joanna, are you...are you giving him a handjob?”

Now caught, Joanna seemed just to speed up her efforts, staring into Daniel’s face

“Of course I am, dear. He deserves it, for working so hard and being so wonderful. Isn’t he wonderful? Say how wonderful he is, Monica. Do it with me. You’ll really enjoy it, I promise. I didn’t think I would at first, but he showed me how wrong I was. He’s so good like that.”

She stroked his hair, kissing his face just a bit. Her eyes full of worshipful zeal, the kind that Monica had only seen in Joanna’s face before when she had been discussing new cheering routines. 

“B-but you have a husband! A little girl!”

“Oh, them. I don’t really care about them. Master said I could divorce that fat lout and stick him with the child. At least until she’s old enough for Master to take, just like he took me and he’s going to take you! By that time I’ll probably be too old to fuck him good enough anyway, so I’ll have a perfect replacement on the way already. Isn’t that great?”

“Shut up already,” said Daniel, putting a hand on the back of her head. 

Joanna nodded happily and gracefully slid down between his legs. Monica didn’t have to use much of her imagination to understand what she was doing. The hot, loud slurping sounds required very little thought to fill in the blanks. A long flush crept up over Daniel’s face. Apparently, Joanna was very good at being on her knees.

“Look babe. You gave me hell every day that you saw me in school. Which was, you might recall, a whole lot.”

“Oh...oh.”

Monica remembered now. A boy in the class ahead of her. She would order up her boyfriends to dump their lunches on him, or beat him up outside the cheerleader’s locker room, or prank call him and tell him to show up at Make Out Point by himself, whereupon she or one of her boyfriends would slash his tires. It was easy to forget doing things like that when she did them so very often to nearly everyone.

And now he had...he had somehow convinced Joanna Fellows to suck him off in front of a student. 

Drugs. It must have been drugs. Right? Well, she wasn’t going to take any, by god!

Monica, horrified, stood up and starting walking out. 

“I have to...I have to go!” she said loudly, panic tinging her voice.
“Wait a second,” he said, holding up Joanna’s hand, bent a little backwards. In it was a shiny gold watch. “You’ve got to watch this for a minute before you leave.”
“I don’t have to—”

Then an odd low humming sound began, and Monica couldn’t look away. Bliss poured out from the watch, and her brain turned turned off and her vile personality melted away.

* * * * *
 

“I’m sorry I’m late, everybody.”

Sweet eighteen year-old Valerie rushed through the double doors of the locker room, head down, not wanting to look at anybody. She hated being late. It embarrassed her terribly. Practice was supposed to start at ten thirty in the morning, but everyone was expected to be dressed and ready by ten for the Coach’s daily pep talk, which meant arriving around nine-thirty most of the time. Even so, most of the girls got there at eight or even earlier, warming up and watching videos. It was ten-twenty, and Valerie felt horrible.

“That’s all right,” every cheerleader said in unison. “We are all on time for service, all the time.”

Valerie wasn’t sure what to make of all those eighteen year-old lovelies chanting that sort of thing all at once. Certainly it was part of their job description to chant, but it seemed odd they would do it on her arrival. She also wasn’t sure to make of the fact that every girl was grouped up with at least one other teammate, often two, sitting down together and engaging in all kinds of licentious activities. 

Each deliciously hot girl was in underwear. Many were kissing each other. Others had escalated well beyond kissing, into full-on tit-grabbing and pussy-stroking.

She watched the gorgeous slim redheaded Darla sit in the lap of busty Asian Cecilia, kissing her passionately, like her life depended on it. Then tall, amazonian Debbie tapped Darla on the shoulder. 

“That’s good, babe,” said Debbie, her voice quiet and breathy, like she was afraid of disturbing someone nearby. “You really know how to use your tongue. But make sure you’re grinding properly. He’ll like it so much better if you’re paying attention to his big fat cock. Here,”

Darla slipped aside to let Debbie sit down on Cecilia, where Debbie ground her hot, wet snatch into Cecilia’s needy lap expertly. Darla, her eyes blank and almost lifeless, nodded thoughtfully.

“Oh yes,” Darla said, her voice also a hot, breathy moan. “I see now.”

Valerie would have left, then, like a normal person, except the whole scene had her horribly turned on. Her bisexuality was no secret to herself. If the entirety of the cheerleading locker room had collectively decided to give in to their hot lesbian desires at once, she was certainly in favor of it.

Although...why had they mentioned a “he?” Were they practicing for someone?

That would be pretty hot too. It was quite warm in the locker room, so all these young eighteen year-old beauties who were happily adoring each other’s tight, sexy bodies were beginning to be covered in sweat. Their bras and panties were all becoming casually see-through. Valerie certainly wanted to practice some kissing drills—maybe with that tart Monica who could never shut her evil trap—and so she began to strip down.

In her underwear, around all these other pantie-and-bra clad beauties, Valerie felt right at home. Surrounded by so many hot, young, athletic bodies, there was little to not be turned on by. All of the beauty and power of the school was concentrated right here in this very room, and each of these girls seemed compelled by something much greater than themselves.

She knew that she fit in with all the overwhelming volume of beauty in the small, sweaty room. Her blond hair was long and perfectly styled, her body lean, her breasts a considerable D cup that fit perfectly on her long frame, and her face was strikingly beautiful. She was gifted with plush, pink lips, bright green eyes, and wonderfully shaped cheekbones that made her face soft without seeming plump, and angled without seeming harsh. 

She was not tall, though not short—romantically, she liked to think of herself as the perfect kissing height for her neighbor, Daniel, who she had had a terrible crush on for several years now. 

That crush being denied and unsurfaced for so long, she had felt like she should at least explore her sexuality a little—she had no interest in other boys, who all seemed such bores when compared to Daniel, but other girls were free game as far as she was concerned. 

So what was happening in the locker room right now excited her quite a bit. She looked from one kissing couple to another, hot strings of lust tugging at her pussy.

Still, she felt like she should get a little more information about what was happening. 

Sitting on a bench near the water fountains were Angela and Lindsay, two lovely bleach blond babes who could have nearly been twins, locked lips happily, moaning into each and ever little lick and purr. 

“Um, girls?” 

No response.

“Are you...girlfriends, now? I’m really cool with that, but I’m just sort of...I mean, you’re being really open about it. Everyone is.”

“We’re doing kissing drills,” they cooed together, each gasping for breath. “Would you like to join us? Cheerleaders are required to be extra good at kissing, in case we are called to premium service.”

Valerie bit her lip, rather tempted. Kissing both Angela and Lindsay at the same time?

Um, yes please. 

She licked her lips a little, running her hands along Angela’s big, perfect tits. Angela just moaned and stared up at her with the promise that if Valerie tried, there would be more moaning, more squeezing, and lots of hot, wet kissing.

Wow, wow. Oh wow.

Valerie wanted this. She wanted this almost as much as she wanted Daniel. She had been waiting for him to ask her out ever since becoming a dating age, after growing up with him living across the street. If there was anyone she wanted to spend the rest of her life with, she knew automatically it was him.

She slid down one long leg into their joined lap, smiling. Their eyes were vacant and empty, but for these two, that was sort of par for the course.

She slid her lips forward into Lindsay’s face, pleasantly surprised at the hot, easy wetness that was waiting there for her. Valerie hadn’t kissed anyone before—saving herself for Daniel entirely. 

As they kissed, Valerie mused in the back of her mind about how cool it was to be a cheerleader. Valerie wasn’t sure why exactly she had become a cheerleader. She did it, at first, to kind of throw it in their faces, all these stuck-up bitches thinking they ran the school.

For three long years, they had laughed at her, pushed her aside in hallways, or sneered at her as she got straight As in every class. 

At the end of last year, after a particularly humiliating incident with a water bottle and the entire wrestling team, a lightning bolt of inspiration struck Valerie.

Why not become a cheerleader? 

Why not become the best cheerleader? 

She could do it for herself and for Daniel. Certainly, all those bitches had made his life hell while he was at school. Once she was the very best cheerleader, she would run them just how Monica did, and force them to apologize to him.

So, she spent all summer learning all she could about make up and fashion, knowing she had to look the part perfectly. Her blond hair, once an unkempt broken tangle of threads, was now flawless and shiny, like woven gold. By paying attention to her diet, her skin cleared up, her tummy flattened, and her eyes started to gain a luscious green luster that wasn’t there before. 

Lindsay kissed her hard, harder, as Angela’s face moved down to Valerie’s perfect abs, licking the soft muscles there. At the local gym, over the summer, she had taken two gymnastics classes and three other workout classes simultaneously. Her body became hard with sexy, luscious musculature. 

And at the back of her mind, through all this work, she thought—maybe this will make Daniel finally notice me again.

They had drifted away when he made it to high school. One year older than her, he just got caught up too much in his studies—and he was even more distant once he made it to college. Even then, when they would hang out during his time at home, he seemed distant, like his mind was a million miles away.

So at the end of the summer, she had lost forty pounds and looked like a supermodel princess. She rather liked it. Lately, she had found herself really quite enjoying all the attention she was getting. 

Boys gave her gifts. Other girls asked her opinion. Teachers didn’t mind if she stopped turning in work. It was wonderful what showing a little skin got her.

She especially enjoyed driving Monica nuts with her show of innocence about her own beauty. Girls like Monica only cared about status and beauty—it was fun to throw it in their faces every once in a while.

“Valerie,” said a breathy voice over the intercom. “You’re being called to service, dear.”

A long, jealous moan rose up from all the girls. Angela and Lindsay both stopped kissing her, retreating obediently.

“I’m so jealous,” said Angela. 

“So very jealous,” said Lindsay. “You’ll get to be with him now.”

Just the thought of “him,” whoever it was, drove Angela and Lindsay to start kissing each other again once Valerie had stood up completely, their fingers diving into each other’s soaking cunts.

Valerie stopped by in front of the locker room mirror before popping into the office—her hair looked a bit tangled from Angela’s strokes, but still flirty and sexy. Her plain white t-shirt and panties did nothing to hide how excitingly young and hot her body was. Whoever was in charge here, he would be sure to want Valerie.

And she wanted him to.

Something incredibly arousing was happening here. She knew she could run away. She knew that every single girl here had been dominated somehow. She knew they were all the servants of some powerful force, forever destined to do as they said.

It was easy to see that. She had read dirty, hot stories on the internet. She had fingered her hot cunt to them again and again, imagining herself in this very situation.

Run? 

As if. If she couldn’t have Daniel, at the very least, she could have some hot hunk totally mindfuck her. That sounded completely divine.

She walked into the office, completely unsurprised to see a make-shift throne formed out of six beautiful cheerleaders in a pyramid formation, just as they had been trained for so long. They were smiling and gasping in orgasmic bliss as they stacked on each other, just so happy to serve. The man on top of the hot, young throne was being serviced orally by Monica and her coach Joanna, each taking turns between sucking hard and lovingly and then kissing his thick balls.

Valerie drew in a shocked, perfectly excited breath.

It was Daniel. He was smiling wickedly down at her, though clearly trying to control the pleasure just her appearance gave him, on top of the sexy blowjob the two babes were delivering.

“Oh my god,” she murmured. “It’s you. You’ve taken control of all of them. You’ve...you’ve dominated each and every last woman here.”

“Yes,” he said, “ I have.”

She licked her lips, putting her hands in her face for a moment. This was all so much to take in.

“Daniel, that’s...that’s...that’s...”

“Evil? Despicable? Deplorable? Shameful?”

He looked almost ashamed as he said those words. And Valerie knew at that moment that, if there was one person in the world who Daniel would listen to, if there was one person in the world that he would stop all this because of, it was her. 

Too bad for all those cheerleading cunts, then.

“That’s really fucking hot, Daniel.”

He seemed taken aback. “What?”

His grip on Joanna’s head tightened. She could sense already that he was hoping, desperately, for exactly the words that she was bursting with need to say. He used Joanna’s mouth like a wet hand, sliding her up and down his shaft intently as he listened to Valerie. Joanna’s eyes were glazed over with pleasure.

“Daniel, I’ve been wanting you to ask me out on a date for longer than I can remember. I’ve dreamt of you coming over to my house and busting down the door and holding me down, fucking my mouth until I can’t breath. I’ve fingered my cunt so much thinking about that, Daniel. And now you’re here telling me that you’ve enslaved all these snobby bitches to your will and you’ve saved me for last? Daniel...”

She rushed forward, pushing on top of the throne of girls and kissing him on the lips hungrily. Her thighs slid over the cooing faces of Joanna and Monica, her hand shoving Joanna down harder on Daniel’s cock. His breath caught.

“That’s the hottest, sexiest, dirtiest, most wonderful thing I’ve ever heard. I want you, Daniel,” she purred. “I want it, Master. I want you to dominate me.”

“Fucking...shit. Wow.”

She kissed him again, nodding intently. “Mmmmhmmm. I want you to be my Master. I want to help you take over more stupid cheerleading sluts to worship your hard, needy cock, sir. Please won’t you let me?”

“Y-yeah,” he nodded. He tugged her hair then, a test maybe. Valerie cried out happily. “Yeah, that’s right. You’re just a little fucking slut for me, aren’t you? My special little Valerieslave, ready to suck me off. You’ve needed to for so long, haven’t you?”

“I really have, Sir! I really, really have.” 

Her voice was filled with whiny, hot need, so desperate to show him how much she cared. Open, hot lust poured out from his face, the most emotion she had ever seen from him. Clearly, it turned him on, knowing that she wanted this so bad. 

Hoping to double his lust, she slid Joanna off of Daniel’s cock and then wrapped Monica’s hair around her hand, shoving the lovely teen’s mouth up and down her Daniel’s cock hard, harder, harder.

“You little fucking slut, you take Master’s cock.” Valerie had a big, satisfied smile on her face. “You take it like you deserve for being such a cunt.”

Monica could only moan out a happy affirmative, so very ecstatic to do as she was told. Valerie looked back up at Daniel with her big green eyes, covering him with a love-filled gaze.

“How does it work? The control?”

“This watch,” he said, holding up a big gold pocket watch. “It entrances someone for about however long I need, but I only get one shot. You press this button, here,” he pointed, “and whoever’s looking at the watch is your slave.”

She licked her lips helplessly, so turned on. The vehicle of the destiny she had always wanted just sitting there in the hands of the man she had always wanted to be with.

“Tell me to do it, Daniel,” she moaned, jacking his cock so hard with Monica’s gorgeous face. “Make me yours forever.”

He was about to open his mouth, and she kissed him to cut him off just for a moment.

“Wait,” she breathed. “I have a better idea. What if you put me under the second you came?”

“No,” he said. “I can’t do it. It’s limited to one use, like I said. Forever. And all these girls have been taken and used the watch already. You have to put yourself under.”

Another sizzling hot kiss, choking Monica’s throat on her new Master’s cock all the while. It was fun hearing the once-snotty bitch try to breath.

“Even better,” Valerie said, half-purr, half-growl.

Pushing Monica and Joanna aside, she laid out on the pyramid of hard, hot teenage bodies beneath her, each still squirming with ecstasy from being so close to their Master. 

“Undress her, girls,” said Master Daniel.

Nodding with happy, lusty smiles on their faces, Joanna and Monica each ripped Valerie’s panties and sweaty white tee straight off. Right away, he entered her, wrapping her legs around the back of his neck. Practically squatting down into her cunt, he drove into her harder and harder with his thick hard member. He was so big! She couldn’t believe what she had been missing out on for so very long.

“Fuck me, Master!” she moaned. “Fuck me harder, please harder!”

He did tenfold. Valerie was endlessly impressed at his stamina. Surely he had been fucking all morning long. He was so very virile. How lucky she was, to have a man who could fuck for so long and so hard, and had such an array of choices when she wasn’t enough for him!

Her hands dug into the hair of the girls underneath her, pushing and pulling their faces against each other. She didn’t care how hard she was tugging. They would take it. They didn’t have a choice. Soon, she wouldn’t have a choice.

God, that was so fucking hot!

“I’m gonna come, Valerie,” her darling Master moaned, his pumps increasing again in intensity.

All the slaves around them gasped with instant orgasm, each of them writhing underneath the two as their pussies exploded with bliss. It was like a window into the future. They were cumming because he was cumming. Soon, that would be her whole life—cumming at her Master Daniel’s pleasure. Oh god, yes! Yes, please let it be true!

“I’m gonna come. I’m gonna...gonna come!”

She felt his hot, perfect release spurt inside of her waiting pussy, and for just a second, let herself enjoy that last bit of consciousness. Then she pressed the button on the watch, hearing its low, hypnotic thrumming, staring right into it. Her very last thoughts were washed away, just as all the others were, though probably Daniel would have rather liked them:

Bye bye, mind. I don’t need you anymore.

I’ve got my Master.

* * * * *
 

SlaveValerie adored SlaveMonica and SlaveJoanna. It was so hot how all three of them got to suck and kiss and lick Master’s big cock all at once. His dick was enormous, too big really for just one slave—they all knew this to be true. So SlaveValerie would suck on the head while SlaveMonica and SlaveJoanna would slide their tongues up and down his shaft. Or they would switch, and SlaveMonica would try valiantly to deep throat him while SlaveJoanna and SlaveValerie licked and kissed his thick balls. 

It was some time past six in the evening on Saturday. He was dozing in the coach’s office now, all the other enslaved beauties serving as a big, finger-fucking, big-titted pillow and mattress for his chosen three sluts. Somehow, his cock was still responding to their efforts. He was so powerful like that. SlaveValerie adored that about him.

Together, they adored their Master. He was so good and strong and wonderful. They would do anything at all for the rest of their lives if it involved pleasing him.

SlaveValerie loved Master Daniel. She always had. There was no other truth for her, no other thought. He was her beginning and ending. His will was her will. Obedience to him was purest pleasure.

She loved being his slave. She loved that she had been born to be his slave. She loved that all other girls were born to be his worshipful slaves, and those that hadn’t realized this yet were either not worthy of him or just not educated enough.

Suddenly, the phone rang. Master stirred, sitting up on an elbow.

“You’re the coach,” he nudged SlaveJoanna along with his knee. “Answer it.”

Obediently, she nodded crawled over to answer the phone.

“Act for society,” he instructed, right before she answered. Joanna nodded.

“Coach Fellows’s office. This is Coach Fellows. Who’s calling?”

Her voice, bright and cheery, did not match the blank, lusty stare of her face. That was really, really hot as far as Valerie was concerned. There was a quick back-and-forth, and then SlaveJoanna put her hand over the receiver and turned to Master.

“It’s the state cheerleading competition. The stadium that was going to host it is undergoing emergency maintenance. They want to hold it here. What is your will, Master?”

“Oh yes, Master,” urged SlaveValerie. “Do it, please. We can take all of them, Master. We can get every last one, just like you deserve.”

He grinned, tugging at SlaveValerie’s thick golden hair. “Oh yes,” he said. “I would like that very much.”

# # #
 
  


Mesmerizing the Bride
 

“You’re what?”

“I feel...trapped. Helpless,” said Paige. “The marriage is in what, two weeks? I feel like I can’t get away.”

Paige watched the beautiful blond Daniela sip at her soda through the long neon-colored twisty straw that the Corner Diner was famous for. Her plush lips couched the plastic tube perfectly. As they sat on the neon orange pleather seats, young twenty year-old Paige, dark-haired and quite beautiful herself, considered her friend. 

Would Daniela offer good advice? She loved Daniela—she was fun at parties, was a fierce protector of her friends, and had just the best fashion sense, always in designer clothes and cool, hip jewelry. They had gone to high school together, both graduating at the top of their class a year and a half ago, and each had decided to take a couple of years off and just enjoy life before stressing about education or some dumb career. 

For Paige, taking a year off had caused some dissent within her family, but eventually they accepted the decision. They accepted it more once she accepted the marriage proposal of Charles Race, first son of one of the wealthiest families in town.

For Daniela, it had been easy. Daniela’s whole family was just filthy rich, the richest in the state, and Daniela was not shy about sharing that fact or sharing her wealth with the people she had decided to care about. But she could be...wrathful, at times, and Paige was always trying to avoid stepping into the direction of that part of her.

“I mean, it’s marriage, Paige. Not getting away is sort of the point.”

“I know that, it’s just...”

Paige didn’t know how much information to trust Daniela with. In the past, Daniela had come to Paige with juicy gossip about their other friends—Lydia had a pregnancy taken care of when they were all in high school still, or Jamie was dating the guy from across town with two daughters, and so on.

Part of Daniela’s penchant for flair and snobbery had to have come from the fact that she was so gorgeous, and flaunted it at every opportunity. Today, for instance, she wore a gorgeous plain light blue silk blouse, unbuttoned just enough to show off her big, plump tits that were as voluptuous and perfectly shaped as the rest of her. Her tiny gray pencil blue skirt only further accentuated her hourglass frame, which was entirely highlighted by her thick, golden-spun hair that draped all the way down her back in luxurious waves and curls.

Most women were intimidated by Daniela’s beauty. Paige, although intimidated by Daniela more often than not, had no reason to feel unequal in that department. That was probably why she had ended up chosen as one of Daniela’s confidants—the beautiful blonde was distrustful of plain and ugly people, always believing them to be too jealous of her to tell the truth. Often, she was right.

Paige was a tall bronzed beauty with long, elegant limbs and an inheritance of Brazilian and Eastern European bone structure that landed her with a uniquely gorgeous face and tight, sexy curves. Her breasts, beautiful 36 D cups, were looked on with enormous envy by most women and with unrestrained lust by most men. And so, Paige was not intimidated by Daniela’s beauty because Paige knew, very obviously, that the two of them were on their own level, largely above everyone else. 

And though she would never admit it (unlike Daniela), she rather enjoyed being at that higher level and the privileges it granted her. Marrying a rich husband like Charles Banks, her fiance, was just one of the many privileges of being a gorgeous young woman. She tried to be humble, though, she really did.

Paige was still trying to put her thoughts together for an answer. Around her, the crowd in the diner bustled, and she noticed men stealing glances at her.

“I’m sorry, dear, hold on just one moment.” She held up a finger, catching the waitress’s attention.

The waitress was a perky young blonde, perhaps two years older than the two of them. She arrived with a smile.

“Excuse me, but what the fuck is this?” asked Daniela, holding up her mostly-full plastic cup of soda.

The waitress seemed taken aback. “So...soda?”

“It’s diet. I asked for regular. Are you so simple that you can’t distinguish between completely different logos and words on your little machine back there?”

“I...um...I apologize, miss, and...”

“Oh, I get it.” Daniela smiled. “This is an intervention on your part. You drink diet, because you’re a cow, and you think every other woman in the world must also. Look at my fucking body. Is it not clear how much better I am than you? Do I look like I need diet soda? Is that what you’re telling me?”

As she stumbled for an answer, Daniela grabbed the waitress by the elastic band of her skirt and poured her drink inside. The waitress let out a shocked little yelp. Her panties were soaked entirely with the sugary syrup water. The dark liquid ran down her thighs, bleeding into her socks and shoes.

Paige knew that in other towns, probably someone would call the cops on Daniela. At the very least, she would be told to leave the Corner Diner. Instead, everyone kept eating and drinking, doing their best to look as if they weren’t paying any attention, and the waitress kept her head down, tears starting to brim in her eyes.

“Fix it,” said Daniela. “Now.”

Daniela turned back to Paige. “Sorry. Good help is just so very hard to find, isn’t it? I’ll need to find out her name and make sure Father knows to discipline her family later.”

And that was why no one dared stand up to Daniela. Her wrath was legendary in the town, and either through the town’s factory or one of many side businesses, her father owned almost every source of income the town had. He doted on her endlessly, and she milked him for it, and his own moral standing was firmly in the gray. Punishing some waitress’s family for a wrong drink order was rather on the low end of the scale of what Paige had been witness to in the past.

Daniela’s wrath was, incidentally, why Paige was turning to her for advice. Paige had friends who would be more compassionate, probably, and more understanding, but Daniela would catch wind of Paige going to them first, and this was something that Daniela, as Paige’s self-proclaimed BFF, would be highly offended by. 

Depending on the nature of Daniela’s advice, the gorgeous blond might also end up offended by Paige going to ask someone else for advice after being consulted first. It was a tricky prospect all around.

Tricky prospects like that were why Paige kept so much to herself. No one knew she was still a virgin, for instance, except for Daniela. What Daniela thought was that Paige was saving herself for marriage. The truth of it was a little more complicated—that Paige was saving herself to by ravaged by just the right man. 

And she just didn’t feel Charles was that man, as much as she adored so many things about him.

Paige struggled to not say something about the overkill that Daniela had performed on the waitress.

“Good help is hard to find, you’re right. It’s a shame she forced you to do that.”

“Isn’t it?” Daniela nodded, examining her perfectly manicured nails. “Now, what is it that’s troubling you, dear? You’re feeling trapped, you said?”

“Yes. It’s just...I do so love Charles, but lately I just can’t get around the fact of just...” she sighed. “He is so very affectionate, and so very sweet, and he consults me on every single little decision that he makes. ‘Should I wear this tie with these shoes? This shirt with these socks?’” As if on cue, her phone buzzed. She picked it up and showed it to Daniela. “He’s left me thirty text messages since I’ve sat down here. And I’ve talked to him about this, Daniela. I have! But he doesn’t seem to get it. That he’s a free, independent man who can do what he wants. I don’t like being treated like some rich hobnobbery bitch who wants to control every aspect of his life. You know? I sometimes feel that I’m marrying him only because he said...”

Daniela seemed clearly annoyed. “He said what?”

“That he...that he’d die without me. He was very dramatic. Melodramatic, really.”

Truth be told, the way Charles acted toward her was about as exact the opposite as she wanted a man in her life to behave as possible. Paige had no interest in being consulted for every last decision. 

Decisions were difficult for her—there were so many variables to think about, so many people she didn’t want to offend or annoy. Society was such a delicate tapestry, woven from eight billion decisions all at once, and sometimes when she thought about adding to that tapestry it just made her mind spin.

She wanted a man to decide everything for her. She wanted the risk and the trouble of indecision to leave her. If someone could just tell her what to do all the time...if she could just leave her will behind, lock it in a box and entrust to some big-cocked hunk who would fuck her thoughts away and never let her have a moment of panic ever again...

She had dreams of domestication. Incredibly hot, naughty dreams that she didn’t feel she could share with anyone. They were in her head, all the time, so vibrant and alive that even right there in front of Daniela, as her friend was talking, Paige could see them clearly.

...Master was arriving home from work, and Paige was ready for him, kneeling in the thick shag carpet of the entry way, her wet mouth open.

When her MasterHusband arrived home, he enjoyed a good throatfucking of his best girl. And Paige always wanted to make sure he had what he wanted. 

Her elbow-length silk gloves covered her fingers as they dug into the thick material of the carpet. A black garter, lined with white frills, connected to hot lacy stockings decorated with little patterns of roses and stars. Her corset bra only just kept her massive, shiny tits in line, but each time she giggled or shifted her hair—which was a lot—they threatened to pop out of their constraints.

Her hair was enormously long, gathering on the ground all around her in a thick, dark mound. It looked like she was kneeling inside a shiny pool of shadow. Each and every lock was thick, fluffy, and impossibly soft. Sometimes, if she was very lucky, her Husband would cum in her hair but not tell her where, and Paige would be allowed to spend an hour or two searching through the thick strands so she could lick out the thick, hot goo.

For someone that was inside most all of the time, her skin was gloriously tan and shiny, contrasting sharply with the bright, light, Easter greens of her eyes. Paige liked being inside, though. She loved being a kept girl, a slavewife.

She had given up all that stupid college and career stuff. How could that possibly be important when she had a man at home to take care of and adore? 

Master had built this whole house with his two hands within a week after they had married, and Paige loved every spotless inch of it. It was so right, she thought—him building things, and her taking care of them all day to make sure they looked good. This was how man and slavewife were supposed to be.

Finally, he opened the door. His hulking, massive frame barely fit inside—even since the day he had built the house, just weeks ago, his muscles had grown. He was gigantic. Paige, kneeling, only barely came up to his thigh, and she was not a short woman.

She didn't mind the size difference at all. Just looking at the massive flexing of his muscles, the way they rippled and pooled with every little movement, the way they stacked and planked on top of each other, was enough to drive her into orgasm. She knew, because the other day, just for fun, he had instructed her to do it.

Paige always did what her MasterHusband said.

After closing the door, he didn't say a word. He just dropped his pants strode over to his slavewife, roughly shoving his thick, hard cock straight down her hot wet throat. 

He didn't like hunching over so much, so he slid one hand up underneath the big handles of her tits, and lifted her up off the ground like she was a toy. Which, of course, she was. Holding her like this, he forcefully fucked her mouth, choking her on his fuckmeat.

Paige did nothing to interfere. In a way, it was almost low-effort for her—like her Master was just masturbating himself and using Paige as his hand. She was fine with that. A good wifetoy was used however her Husband needed. She just moaned happily as he fucked her mouth like it was a cunt, and stared up worshipfully at the face of her living God. Her decorated hands ran up and down his shirt, which was dirty and layered in sweat from the day's work.

His balls tensed up, the twin grapefruits slapping into her cock-filled throat. He dropped down to the ground and sprayed into her body. His cum shot directly into her tummy, quickly filling her with pints of her daily meal. Just as quickly, the thick, white load overfilled her body, and he pulled out to spray her down with his cum.

The startlingly hot cum rushed over her body, plastering her face and tits with its gooey perfection. She came helplessly, constantly, as his cum piled on top of her face and skin. Paige held herself close to her Husband's cock, licking and sucking up any excess that she could possibly gobble down. Cum had puddled up over the thick blanket of her hair. She would have such a delicious time cleaning it later with her tongue...

Daniela was frowning at her.

“I don’t believe you,” she said coolly. “You come here, asking for advice, and then you zone out when I offer it to you? Do you think you’re too good for my advice? Do you think what I say doesn’t matter?”

Oh, no. Oh god, no.

“Oh, Daniela! I’m so sorry. I was just lost in my head space. I apologize, really I do. That was very unkind, and—”

Daniela threw up her hands. “Charles is a saint for putting up with a bitch like you. He wants you. He takes care of you. He does everything for you. And you’re mad because he wants your opinion on what he wears? You can’t even listen to me, no wonder you have trouble listening to him!”

“It’s not just what he wears. That was an example. If you would listen...”

“Oh, I’ve listened enough, and you didn’t listen at all. I don’t have time for ungrateful bitches who don’t know an incredible man when they see one. A wonderful, perfect man who any other woman would kill to be with. You disgust me, Paige. And you ought to stay with Charles. Because right now, my affection for him and knowing how he feels about you is the only thing keeping you safe.”

Daniela got up, grabbed her purse, and strutted off toward the exit. On the way, she flipped over the tray of soda that their waitress had fetched. The liters of liquid flew all over the poor girl. No one helped or seemed to care when the waitress broke down on the floor, cleaning up the mess.

Paige put her gorgeous face in her hands. That had escalated rather...quickly.

* * * * *
 

Joey slid the watch across the picnic blanket toward Daniela. He was staring at her tits, her neck, the tilt of her chin, but of course he was. She was fantastic, and they both knew it. Today, wearing her tiny black jean shorts and one-size-too-small t-shirt, most men she crossed had to stop whatever they were doing to watch her. The curves of her ass were plastered by the fabric of the jeans, and the shirt clung happily to her amazing bosom. 

She enjoyed a man’s gaze on her. It let her know she was in control of him. Men couldn’t help but do what she said when they were looking at her obvious divinity.

“So what’s so special about this watch?”

“I’m sorry?” said Daniela.

They were in a park, deep in the middle of a grassy field. It was a sunny day, though there were smatterings of clouds in the sky. On the other side of it, some overweight teenagers were playing touch football and laughing a lot. Birds sang in the distance. She was sitting down with Joey on a blanket that she brought. She hoped that any observer would think they were just having a nice picnic.

Joey was beneath her. His looks were average, his family status firmly stuck in the middle class. He was maybe one hundred fifty pounds, and well-shaped, but he was a bit too rough around the edges for her. Something about his disheveled brown hair put her off, the overly intelligent gleam in his dark eyes. He was wearing jeans and a button-up short-sleeve shirt, in an outfit that probably only cost him a hundred dollars.

So obviously, on a regular day, she would never have any sort of picnic with Joey. But today, just a week before the wedding, was not a normal day.

“You had me buy it with like three million of your dollars, in cash. Do you have any idea how much cash that is? It’s so damn much, Daniela. It weighs like three hundred pounds. So what’s going on with it? The guy’s house—the guy you had me buy it from? It was full of women who had no idea what to make of me. It was like they had never seen a man other than the guy who lived there. They were all dressed in lingerie and fetish outfits, lots of them were like, cheerleaders or something. They kept chanting his name. So what’s the deal with the watch?”

“Oh wow, Joey. I didn’t know it was so much trouble. You must have been really great to move through all those problems and get it for me.”

Her voice was soft, low, soothing. She knew just how to speak to appease a man. She knew her voice, on top of the rest of her incredibly-made body, was icing on the cake of her perfection. Many beautiful women had a grating voice, or a whining one. Daniela’s was always at the perfect level, always open, always like soft little licks to the pleasure center of a man’s brain. Soft. Happy. Centered.

Daniela did not like Joey that much. He was a self-professed “nice guy.” He probably didn’t understand why he never got girls. 
What this meant to Daniela was that he was the kind of guy that she could manipulate easily. He was one of five men who had an unending crush on her since high school. 
Well, at least one of five that she acknowledge. Her house had a separate mailbox for her, often stuffed full of packages and letters from admirers around the state. She kept those particular five on the rope by sending them emails, or following a blog post, or dropping a little monthly text. So far she had wrecked seven potential relationships, three of which had belonged to Joey. He really, really wanted to prove himself to her.

“No, it was fine,” he said, puffing up his chest a bit. “I just wanted to know what you plan to do with it. I mean, it’s important, whatever it is. I wanted to know how I could help.”

Of course he did.

“Really?” She made her eyes light up in surprise. “That would be so helpful.” 

Her hands, soft and tender, slid over on top of his. 

“You see, when I heard about this watch, I didn’t know if I should believe or not. But what you just described, with all those women? I think it’s proof enough.”

“Proof of what?”

“Proof that it’s going to change everything for the better. It can make people believe things, Joey. Any old thing.”

He slid back from the watch, eyes widening. “It does what?”

“It hypnotizes people. Mesmerizes them. Entrances them. Say something to them while they’re under, and they believe that. You can even make connect physical stuff to commands. Like you could say ‘sweat’ and they would sweat. 

He snapped his fingers. “That explains all those women.”

“I would say it does. It only works on one person at a time, though, and you can only ever turn it on once. So he must have...used one girl to hypnotize another.”

Joey’s brow had begun to sweat. “That’s...that’s um...”

He gulped, obviously holding in what he really thought. Daniela knew Joey was probably turned on by it. Whatever. Anything to keep him focused on his cock. 

“I don’t want to do anything so drastic as him. So you see, it’s for the greater good that it’s out of that man’s hands, right?”

“Yeah, sure,” he nodded enthusiastically. “You’re really swell for doing that. Maybe...maybe we should call someone?”

“Who would believe us?”

He shrugged. “Good point.”

She picked up the watch, stroking it a bit. “Anyway, I wanted to use it for myself. I have a friend who is really in dire need of a...shift in priorities.”

His eyes went wide, watching her fingers, and then her breasts again. “I don’t understand.”

“Do you know Paige?”

“Paige? Your friend Paige? Gorgeous and about to get married to the second-richest-guy-in-town Paige?”

“That’s the one.”

“Never heard of her.” He smiled, obviously pleased with himself.

She fought the urge to roll her eyes. “Well, if you had heard of her, then you would be interested to know that it’s not all sunshine and roses with her. She’s been feeling...nervous, lately, about the wedding. And she truly believes that she and Charles aren’t a good match.”

“And you want to use this watch to...to change her mind? To make her in love with Charles?”

She shook her head. “Oh, no! Joey, that would be truly evil. Changing someone’s mind like that. No, she feels stuck, like she can’t get out. So I want to help her. I want her to be convinced that she can leave whenever she wants. That’s what would make her happy, after all.”

“Oh.”

She saw him starting to think again. Couldn’t have that. As if it were the most natural thing in the world, she put her arms up and stretched them upward, putting her breasts on display. Her tight shirt slid up her torso, exposing her exquisitely muscled abs. Then she put her arms back down, letting out a cute little yawn. 

Joey had been staring the whole time, of course. He shook his head, still trying to think.

“I don’t know that I understand. What do you get out of this? Why do you care so much?”

“I care about my friend very dearly, Joey. She means the world to me.”

“You care about her so much that you want her to leave Charles at the altar?”

Daniela imagined that for a moment. Paige, in her gorgeous dress, hearing Charles saying all those words of love. And then she slaps him, perhaps even spitting on his shoes, and runs away...

...Daniela, right there, is able to comfort him and let him know it will be all okay. And after a few months, start dropping hints about much hotter she would look in the very same wedding dress that Paige had picked out...

Her cheeks had started to get flushed. There was a hot, severe wetness building in her pussy, and she had unconsciously began to bite her bottom lip. She wanted Charles so very much. It was maddening to think she couldn’t have him. 

Daniela got everything she wanted. Charles would not be an exception. He would not. Daniela refused to allow it.

“You okay there, Daniela?”

She snapped back to reality, smiling. “Yes.” She shook her head for a moment. “Yes. Just thinking.”

“You want to know what I think?”

Not really.

“Of course, Joey.”

His face had become rather severe. “I think you’re in love with Charles. I think most people in this town know that. It’s not a very well-kept secret, and I’m not sure how Paige doesn’t know. I think you want him for yourself.”

Hmm. She would have to step up her game a little bit. If he caught on to too much, too soon, he’d figure out without too much trouble that she needed him as a fall guy in case anything went wrong.

Her plan was simple. Since the watch worked by mesmerizing one person at a time, after she had entranced Paige, she would have Paige entrance Joey. That would work beautifully, just like everything else in Daniela’s life. 

She would have Joey would take the blame for screwing up the marriage, confessing eagerly, and order Paige to disappear forever, and none of the attention for any of the going-ons would be on Daniela.

She was rather impressed with her intelligence. It seemed a lifetime of plotting and gossiping had prepared her well for being conniving. She slid close to Joey, letting him feel her thick, golden hair against his shoulders. Her face was inches from his. 

She made her voice husky and urgent. “You can think whatever you like, Joey. But here are some facts. After this is done, Paige will be single. You might even leave a little implication in her mind there about...who to be attracted to, hmm? And I’ll be single too, still. And I’ll be very, very grateful to you.”

She could see him trying to resist her. And because she could see him trying, he knew that her methods were working. She slid even closer to him, her thighs moving against his. One of her sandals moved over his foot. 

“Please do this for me, Joey?”

“Do...do what?”

“Help me. The day of the wedding. I need you there for support. Reading Paige’s instructions. It has to be someone I can trust. I can trust you, can’t I?”

It also had to be someone she could control. And she knew she could control him. For whatever reason, she felt wrong about being the one to rearrange Paige’s head. But she had no problems with Joey doing it for her. 

“Daniela...Daniela, I...”

She stroked a finger across his chest. “When my friend is happy and free, then I’ll finally feel free to follow my own heart, do you understand? I need this...so that you and I can be together.”

“W-what? You just said...said for me to be with Paige...”

She put a hand on his crotch, her breasts sliding up on his arm. She let out a soft gasp of mock surprise when she felt his bulge. In truth, as a virgin, she had no idea what a good or bad bulge was.

“You’re such a man, Joey. Everyone in town knows it. I’ve known it. I’m intimidated by you...I want you to have more than just one girl. Paige isn’t enough. I’m not enough. But together...together we could be enough for a man like you.”

She leaned in and kissed him then, hot and wet. He was good at it. That surprised her. His tongue slipped into her mouth and danced with hers. His hands went up her back and dug hard into her lithe, strong muscles there, and then tugged at her gorgeous wealth of hair. 

That was enough. She did not like rough stuff. All those words, all that playing on his ego, she knew she was having exactly the effect she wanted. 

“You’ll help me, won’t you Joey? You’ll help me make this dream come true?”

“Yes, Daniela,” he said, staring at her with awe. “I’ll do anything you want.”

* * * * *
 

Joey, standing on the drive of the enormous, luxurious Race mansion and trying to look inconspicuous as he waited for Daniela to arrive, tried to keep focused. It was a beautiful day, not a cloud in the sky, and the temperature was cool. A slight breeze ruffled through the nearby trees.

The marriage was to take place in the middle of the Race’s expansive mansion grounds in a little over an hour. It was a beautiful estate, full of acres of green grass and beautiful flower gardens. The marriage itself was in a little area fenced in with bushes of white roses. He could see it easily from the mile-long driveway. The only way he had gotten past the guard at the gate was with Daniela’s invitation in hand, announcing himself as her plus one. 

He wore a plain blue suit, fitting tight over his slim frame. Joey had never been truly happy with his body—he always planned to add a little more muscle to his frame—but even he had to admit he looked good in a suit. 

For the past week, Joey’s mind had been thoroughly focused on Daniela, Paige, the watch, and the promises made to him. Paige and Daniela kneeling before him, adoring his cock...both women completely in love with him...

To think that Daniela had wanted that, with him, this whole time! It was unreal! He felt so incredibly lucky to be a part of it. 

She had been ignoring his phone calls thus far, but that was all right. She was just preparing. It was a big step they were going to take together. The only contact she had given him was to email him a script she had prepared for what to tell Paige when she was being mesmerized.

It was pretty straightforward stuff. “You don’t need Charles. You can leave him.” At the very, very end, there was stuff about Joey being rather attractive. 

He had the script in his coat pocket now, ready to pull out whenever he needed it. Of course, he had memorized it, hoping to impress Daniela should she ask about it.

He looked Paige up on the internet, just to remind himself of what she looked like. He hadn’t seen her since high school, where she was firmly positioned in one of the exclusive Queen Bee spots, running crowd control on who was popular and who was welcome at social events and so on. Her methods were gentler than Daniela’s, perhaps, but were methods all the same. If anything, Paige had only become more gorgeous, easily as gorgeous as Daniela, and completely heartbreakingly distracting. 

Joey, ever since hearing of what the watch could do, had been unable to stop himself from wanting to try it out in ways that he knew were completely immoral. His cock didn’t care. All he could think of was owning Daniela, owning Paige, having his own perfect girls doting on him at all times. Shifting on the concrete of the drive, his mind drifted to a daydream he had held ever since seeing Paige’s picture...

...Paige held herself close to her MasterHusband Joey's cock, licking and sucking up any excess that she could possibly gobble down. Cum had puddled up over the thick blanket of her hair. He knew Paige would have a delicious time cleaning it later with her tongue.

Her hands ran up his massive body as he stood in the entryway, breathing and grunting, petting his slavewife's head. Grizzled, hot sweat covered his body.

“May I wash you, Sir?” she asked sweetly. “Your shower fuckslut is already prepared for you.”

He nodded, grunting. When he was around her, he spoke mostly in grunts. Words didn’t really need to be wasted on obedient fucksluts like Paige. 

She didn't mind. He ordered her not to, long ago. He felt that speaking so infrequently made it all the more special when he did decide to call out her name during their intense fucking sessions. She, of course, agreed.

Taking his thick, rough hand, his wifeslave Paige led him into the bathroom and stripped off his shirt. Just like always, she moaned appreciatively. She loved his body. Its thick collection of muscles, stacked on each other like bricks. 

A hot moan sounded off from inside the shower when Paige opened its door. Inside was Daniela, on her knees in her brand new cheerleader lingerie—complete with stockings, pleated skirt, tiny bra top, and six-inch heels. She sat in the corner, her hands behind her back.

She was blindfolded, too—a request of Daniela's. She loved being fucked by her Master without seeing him. She said that, since Paige was Master's first slavewife and therefore so much better than her, only Paige should really be allowed to look at their Master when he came.

Joey didn't really agree—he knew that if he wanted, he should have dozens of girls watching him as he came—but he liked Daniela's initiative. Bending over at the waist, giving Joey a wonderful view of her tight, perfect ass, Paige turned on the water, making it nice and warm. Joey watched appreciatively as she she stayed out of the water's aim. He knew she didn't want to ruin the nice hot cumbath she had only just received in the entry. Later, Daniela would lick her clean.

Joey stepped into the shower, and Paige gathered up the loofah and soap and started lathering his body. 

He could sense her moist cunt squirming happily as she washed her man's thick back muscles. Grunting, he pushed Daniela backward into the corner, sliding his slick, hard-again cock into her face. He fucked Daniela's face into the corner, pushing out hot little moany squeaks from the gorgeous teen.

Before long, he came once again, bathing Daniela much as he had bathed Paige just moments ago at the front of the house. 

After finishing soaping him down from head to toe, Paige stepped around her Master in the large shower and undid Daniela’s blindfold, so the two of them could each step out of the shower first. They dried each other off with hand towels happily, so they wouldn't be making a mess all over. 

That would be rather rude of them, to leave puddles of water all over for their Master to have to deal with. The hot lusty messes their brains turned into when Master was nearby were the only acceptable puddles in the house...

Joey’s mind broke from the hot reverie when he saw Daniela strutting toward him. He may have been imagining a wet dream, but she was a walking wet dream.

If Joey didn’t know any better, he would have sworn that this was Daniela’s wedding day. Her dress was ornate and gorgeous, surely rivaling whatever Paige had on.

Daniela, simply, looked divine. The neckline of her pure white gown dipped low, hugging her plentiful bosom, her golden hair sliding down in loving curls to highlight the obvious plump half-globes of perfection that she boasted. A long golden silk ribbon wrapped around her body, matching the elegant tresses of her mane of golden hair. The dress was inlaid with what looked to be diamonds, sparkling in the sunlight around her cleavage and arms, which were covered in long white velvet gloves that stretched up past her elbows. 

Joey thought it was considered distasteful to show a lot of leg at a wedding, but still, Daniela had fantastic legs and from her dress it looked like she wanted to show them off. Apparently, she had compromised by having a sexy, sheer, white lace bottom to her dress—completely revealing her bombshell legs, but still opaque enough to not be showing off directly.

He also thought bridesmaids were not supposed to wear white, along with the bride. But Daniela was hardly any bridesmaid. She was the Maid of Honor, and more than that, she was the star of the show.

God, she was just the star of anything ever that she happened to be in. Watching her strut toward him, her gait so effortless and sexy in her high heels, Joey was convinced he would do anything for her. Anything to feel her kiss him again. 

He was thoroughly convinced he was in love. He had jerked off countless times since that kiss just a week before, each time dreaming of tasting her tongue again, feeling her sweet hot thighs against his body again.

“I’m glad you got here when I did,” Daniela said to Joey, slipping a gloved hand over his. The feeling was bliss. “I’m not sure how I was going to explain waiting outside, looking like this, risking this dress to the elements.”

“I thought most Maids of Honor got ready with the bride?”

“I felt it better she didn’t see me until the time to do the deed,” said Daniela. “Besides. I had my own special preparation to do.”

She certainly did. Joey couldn’t look at those gloves on her hands without thinking about her soft, velvet hands stroking his cock, her sultry soft voice begging him to cum all over her face. Then she would keep stroking him, encouraging him, begging him to do it again...

Later. After today. When he had proved his loyalty to her. When he showed her how much he cared. Then she and he and Paige would be together, just like Daniela said. He loved her for offering such an amazing grouping.

He leaned in, trying to seal their greeting with a hug. She smiled and stepped back.

“Not here, darling,” she warned. “Too many can see.”

He nodded. “You’re right. Sorry.”

Relief crossed her beautiful face. Relief that their ruse would not be broken, he was sure.

Men and women were bustling all around. A catering service, all the members wearing dark button-up shirts with red bow-ties, were busy preparing tables and situating floral arrangements on the plethora of tables. 

“It would have been such a nice wedding,” Daniela said. “It’s almost too bad.”

Something caught her eye across the grounds. He looked with her, but only saw Charles. 

“Almost...” Her voice had gotten wistful.

Jealousy attacked Joey’s thoughts—he tried to hold it off. Surely she didn’t want Charles. That was just some rumor. She had told him her intentions, had promised him! 

If he couldn’t trust Daniela, who could he trust?

She took his hand, the velvet of her gloves so soft and amazing, and he looked back into those deep blue, perfect eyes. All angry thoughts evaporated entirely.

“Meet me in Paige’s dressing room in five minutes,” she told him. “Exactly five minutes. Got it?”

“Yes,” he said. “Of course. I’ll be there.”

He watched her walk off, strutting in her five-inch heels. Her ass had a naturally sexy sway that he could have watched for hours. She knew she was gorgeous. Somehow, that made her even hotter. That she knew exactly how hot she was, that she understood everything that she did to the people around her, being so incredibly beautiful and superior.

Nobody questioned him or his purpose as he made his way through the grounds, following Daniela at a distance. Without any way of knowing where Paige was, the only real way to get there was to follow his love. This just made sense. He wasn’t trying to be surreptitious—or at least, not anymore than his motive required.

So then, he felt really strange hiding behind a nearby bush when Daniela ran into Charles. He couldn’t hear what they were saying, but she was obviously flirting with him. Charles’s eyes were clearly eating up Daniela’s dress, so sensationally sexy, especially with the living goddess who was inside of it. 

Jealousy attacked Joey again. He tried to fend it off. She had called him darling. That meant something, didn’t it?

But there she was, flirting with Charles, the same way she had with Joey. Was it all a feint? Was she trying to distract Charles, trying to manipulate him somehow? Or had she been trying to manipulate Joey?

Something about all of this struck Joey as completely, totally wrong. He wanted to believe Daniela. He really, really did. She was so gorgeous, and his heart just thumped at the thought of waking up next to her body every day...and waking up to Paige on top of that, oh wow! What a dream!

But...suspicion ran around his mind like a dark cloud. He knew what everyone else in town said about her. How she was a royal bitch. How she would cut someone’s throat as soon as look at them. She had ended relationships of Joey’s in the past, but that was only because those girls were wrong for him, weren’t they? He believed that.

And Daniela had told him to believe it. 

No, he thought, watching her smiling angelically as Charles walked off. No, he wouldn’t believe such terrible things about her. She was an angel. A goddess. She wasn’t worthy of such negative thoughts.

Daniela approached a small guest house on the far side of the grounds. There were plenty of bushes he could use as cover, and so he was actually quite close when Paige stepped outside, fanning her lovely face with her hands. Her dark hair had been done up in a gorgeous arrangement, one thick shiny braid looping back around the long locks waterfalling down her luscious back. 

A procession of women—her mother and cousins, he guessed—walked out with her. 

“I’ll see you soon, ladies. But let’s take half an hour, okay?”

They all nodded graciously. Joey scrambled to stay hidden in the bushes as they walked right past. It was exhilarating, like he was the star of some spy movie. He peeked his head up, getting a closer look at Paige as she focused on the approaching Daniela.

Oh, god. Paige was gorgeous. It was hard to think about anything else, let alone Daniela, in front of her. Her skin was bronze, her lips perfectly shaped for kissing, sucking, loving, adoring. Her cheekbones were so defined and soft, her face the very definition of beauty. Her hair, so long and dark, was thick and lustrous, possibly even longer than Daniela’s. 

The dress she wore was sensational in its simplicity, cut dramatically low to show off her braless tits—they hardly needed a bra to be firm and bouncy—and completely backless, held up by tiny golden chains criss-crossing around her neck. The expensive white cloth clung to her hips and slid sexily all the way down her legs, moving over itself in sexy folds before landing in a hot puddle on the ground. 

Daniela stepped in front of her, putting the two in direct competition in Joey’s mind. 

Fuck, who was hotter? How could you even make a decision like that? It was like choosing between the sunrise and the sunset.

Paige seemed rather upset that Daniela was there. 

“What do you want?” 

“I’d really like to have some alone time with you, Paige. Please?” Daniela was using her soft voice, the one that Joey could feel himself going to pieces just from overhearing.

“I don’t know how inclined I am to do that, Daniela.”

“I understand that. And I just—”

“The only reason you’re even still here is because Charles insisted on it. Do you know how embarrassed that makes me?”

“I do. I understand. I apologize. And I’d love to give you an even longer apology in private.” She held open her hand toward the guest house. “Please?”

Her words seemed to surprise Paige. “A-all right. All right, then. Come on. My hair and make-up are mostly done already. I think we’ll have some time.”

They stepped inside. Joey followed, moving around to a nearby window, well out of view from the rest of the grounds. He could hardly have anyone seeing that he was spying, after all. He knew that probably, per Daniela’s orders, he should go ahead and enter, but he was rather curious as to what she was going to say. 

The room they were in was like a small living room, with a light blue couch and matching loveseat, a cherry wood coffee table, and an extensive array of fruit paintings on the walls. He watched Paige shut the door. Daniela was across from her in the small room, smiling haughtily, her crossed arms pushing up her terrific breasts.

“Actually, I didn’t want to apologize to you at all,” Daniela said smugly. “I wanted to tell you you’ve been a conniving, contrary, evil bitch who doesn’t deserve Charles. I hope some day you die alone. In a cave. And as a matter of fact, I’m going to make all that happen.” Daniela laughed. 

Paige’s rage was instant. Her cheeks flushed, her mouth opened wide. “You—you bitch! What are you even saying? Do you really think...I mean...Daniela! What’s wrong with you? You won’t get away with something like that, Daniela! I don’t care how rich you are!”

Daniela laughed again. Joey wished it didn’t turn him on so much, seeing her act so evil and calculating, but it really did. 

“Of course I’m going to get away with it, sweetie. I’m going to make sure you’re never seen in this town again, and I’ve got some mope lined up outside ready to die for me just because I kissed him a little. He’s going to take the blame for all of this. And then Charles will come to me, needing comfort, needing a woman’s touch, and I’ll make sure he’s with someone who truly deserves him.”

And there it was. A cold, firm hand wrapped around Joey’s heart. He began to understand what he needed to do.

Paige scoffed. “Have you been drinking? Are you high? Good lord, Daniela. What do you think will make me do any of that? If you think, for even a second, that I’ll let you—”

But she didn’t get to finish her imminent tirade. Daniela had the watch out already. There was distinct, strong thrumming sound that reverberated in the room. Paige went completely still, and then her arms went limp around her side. 

Joey, seeing this as a good of a time as any to make his entrance, slipped around the house and stepped inside.

“Took you long enough,” said Daniela.

“Took long enough,” Paige echoed dumbly. She wavered as she stood.

“I guess we should keep our voices down,” whispered Joey.

Daniela nodded. “Just hurry,” she said softly. “We only have twenty-nine minutes or so.”

“Right.”

He looked at Daniela, all that sweltering hotness wrapped around such an evil core. He felt used, betrayed. Then he looked at Paige, and felt his cock swelling. Quickly, he walked to the windows and made sure he closed the curtains. Couldn’t have anyone repeating his little espionage. Then he turned to Daniela, struggling not to just stare at how openly gorgeous she was. Her gloved hands rested on her luscious hips, waiting for him to start. The haughty look on her face...he wanted to kiss her, adore her...but also to hold her down, make her beg to say his name.

“Here, give me the watch,” he said.

“What?”

“Doesn’t it only work if someone’s holding the watch?”

“I...I don’t know. Why would it work like that?”

“Why would it entrance someone at all? Just give it here. Just in case.”

She placed it in his hands. Clearly, she thought he was too dumb to figure out what power it held. Joey felt like his heart was going to explode. Everything was working his way, now.

“Paige, can you hear me?”

She smiled dreamily. “Yesss.”

“I’m Joey, Paige.”

“Jo-ey...”

Her voice so ghostly, so distant...with such a strong tinge of admiration.

“Did you want to marry Charles, Paige?”

“No...”

“Why not?”

Daniela hissed in his ear. “This is useless. We know why not. She’s unhappy! Start the script!”

Oh, the script. He had completely forgotten about it.

Paige was answering the question obediently. “He wasn’t enough man for me. He did not tell me how to be. Did not fuck me like I need. Always asking. Always begging.”

From over his shoulder, he heard Daniela scoff. The bulge in Joey’s pants got proportionately thicker. He stroked Paige’s gorgeous face then. She slid into it, her eyes still empty. This was all so hot and strange. Her breaths were shuddery and heavy.

“Have you wanted...” he took a breath, deciding not to care that Daniela was right there, “Have you wanted a Master, Paige? Someone to own everything little thing about you?”

A hot, sexy moan rose up in Paige, pouring out from the blankness of her face. “Yes.”

Fuck, fuck, fuck, oh fuck. 

Joey heard Daniela stamping her feet behind him. He could imagine her thoughts: hurry up, loser! Time’s wasting!

He smiled. She would be sated soon enough.

“You don’t care about Charles,” said Joey, very low, not trusting his voice to stay steady.

Paige nodded. “I don’t care about Charles.”

“You don’t want to marry Charles.”

“I don’t want to marry Charles.”

“Charles isn’t good enough for you.”

“Charles isn’t good enough for me.”

“You want a real man.”

Paige smiled indulgently. “I want a real man.”

“I’m a real man.”

“You’re a real man.” Her eyes shined brilliantly, filled with submissive vacancy.

“You want to belong to me.”

From the corner of his eye, he saw Daniela stiffen. 

“Want to belong to you.”

“You’ve always wanted to be my servant. My loveslave.”

“I’ve always wanted to be your servant. Your loveslave.”

She was practically drooling over the words. Every syllable was doted upon and sent out of her mouth with a bow on it. Her nipples were stiff inside of her dress, pushing up the slender fabric. This bride was his. She wanted to be his. 

He wondered if her own subconscious desires were going out of their way to reinforce everything he said. To forge unbreakable ironclad will on top of the impossible-to-deny orders that the watch allowed. God, that was so hot. She wanted it. She wanted him to take her, to remold her mind the way he wanted. 

Joey almost forgot Daniela was there until she tugged at his sleeve.

“Hey,” Daniela whispered furiously, her blue eyes wild. “What are you doing? I said she could find you attractive. Not that she was going to be your slave! You’re fucking crazy!”

He shrugged, turning to her with a smile. He fingered the watch in his hand. 

“I thought you would be less lonely that way.”

“Less lonely? What the hell are you talking about?”

“You’re a smart girl,” he said, turning on the watch. There was a series of low, hard thrumming sounds. “You’ll figure it out.”

Her gorgeous face stayed outraged for just a second before her face slackened, and a serene, blank smile arrived.

* * * * * 
 

In the small guest house, Paige’s brain came back online slowly, as if unwilling to leave the happy, empty place that her Master had led her to. She was sooo grateful to him for taking away that pesky will of hers. She had never, ever wanted it in the first place. Beautiful, wonderful girls like her didn’t need wills. They just needed a Master who would do all that thinking and deciding for them. 

She knew that was true because he told her so, but also of course because she had always, always wanted it to be so.

She was kissing Daniela’s neck, adoring the sweet, tender flesh there. Daniela was so very beautiful. She had the face of an angel. Paige loved Daniela, everything about her. Her violent temper, her hot flashes of jealousy, her supreme vanity. Master found all of this so deliciously hot about Daniela...it was simply never to be directed toward him, that was all. Only others outside of their perfect circle of servitude and obedience.

“You love Paige,” said Master.

“I love Paige,” Daniela purred.

“You relish her totally. She is your closest friend. You love to adore her body.”

“I relish her totally. She is my closest friend. I love to adore her body”

Oh, wow! That was so great! Paige felt Daniela was her closest friend, too! Wasn’t that such a wonderful coincidence? It was so great they would be getting along so well just for Master!

“Paige, finger Daniela.”

“Yes, Master.”

Paige slid her hand up inside of her best friend’s beautiful dress. She felt her cunt explode with hot, sweet orgasm the second her fingers reached Daniela’s pussy, just from obeying His will. 

Fuck, her Master was so fucking good to her to make her obey like that.

“Paige, finger Daniela and tell her how she needs to obey, serve, and pleasure me.”

Her fingers sticky from Daniela’s sopping wet pussy, Paige began to obey, her middle two fingers sliding in and out of Daniela’s hot entrance. 

“Service is pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Joy. Joy is Service. Service is Pleasure...”

As she spoke softly into Daniela’s ear, Master continued to rewire Daniela’s brain, with Daniela responding obediently to everything he said. She would be happily obedient to Master, joyful and orgasmic in his presence. She and Paige would always get along, and would do everything they could to make Him happy, together. And Daniela would happily donate all of her money to whatever causes Master decided, and would even go so far as to seduce other men just to get more money for Him.

He unzipped his pants, his completely stiff cock throbbing outward. Paige came at the sight, another hot orgasm flooding through her body’s senses.

“Paige, continue to indoctrinate Daniela.”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned, cumming again, holding Daniela so tight. Her breaths came hard and heavy, spilling against Daniela’s blank, blissful face. Daniela’s big, beautiful tits pressed hard against her arms, their skin so warm with joys of service.

“Obedience is Joy. Joy is Service. Service is pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Joy...”

With Daniela still thoroughly mesmerized, Master shoved his cock into her mouth. Her blank eyes stared up at him, absorbing everything, her mind wiring completely to his needs. She sucked dutifully, if robotically, mechanically kissing and adoring his cock while he fucked her mouth harder and harder.

Paige continued whispering, continued fingering Daniela’s pussy. “Service is pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Joy. Joy is Service. Service is pleasure...”

Master was going to cum soon. Paige saw him tensing, his hips bucking faster.

“So fucking hot. So fucking right. This is what I deserve. Yeah, yeah,” he tugged Daniela’s gorgeous golden hair.

“What he deserves,” Paige moaned into Daniela’s ear. 

Daniela moaned vacantly. It seemed her mind was just starting to come back online, just as Paige’s had. And the very first sensation she had, the birth of her new rewired mind, was to be completely surrounded by bliss and pleasure, held so tight and sweet by the incredible beauty who was her SisterSlave and filled with the cock of the Man she worshiped and loved as a Master.

Master’s facefucking increased in intensity tenfold as he saw the blankness fade from Daniela’s eyes. 

“Take my fucking cock, you slaveslut. Fucking take it.”

Daniela whimpered happily, and Master shot his load inside her. Paige could only look on with open, happy envy as Master favored Daniela with his seed. It seemed like he had been saving up for the amazing blonde, driving her lovely, once-haughty face against his hips again and again. 

One hand slid over to Paige’s hair, and Paige could not hold back her own orgasm any longer, feeling her Master’s pleasure conduit through her. She knew Daniela was cumming too, could feel her pussy vibrating and pulsing around her swift fingers, her entire torso trembling with uncontrolled bliss.

Finally, Master disengaged from Daniela’s face, taking in deep breaths. He pushed the heads of his two slaves together.

“Clean her off,” he commanded.

Paige obeyed, another hot, sweet orgasm kissing the heels of her most recent one, and frenched Daniela passionately, slipping her tongue deep into the perfect blonde’s mouth, licking up every bit of her Master’s cum that she could find. It was so fucking delicious, so incredibly good! She loved her Master’s cum, she loved Daniela, and she loved her Master. 

Then Master dipped his cock and balls down between their mouths, still slathered with plenty of his cum and Daniela’s saliva. They licked eagerly, so happy to clean for him. 

He seemed to be considering.

“Daniela here thought she was the hottest thing around...but then I caught wind of you,” he stroked Paige’s hair. “And I felt like you really outclassed her, you know? And then I was back to Daniela, thinking she was the classic beauty, all blond and big-titted...but then you’re so fucking tight and muscled and slender and tall...man. I was really having a tough time deciding who I wanted more.”

“That sounds so difficult, Master,” said Paige softly, in between licks. 

She was so saddened by the thought of her Master having difficulty with anything. He carried such a burden, doing all the thinking and working for such beautiful girls. It was all she could do to lick his balls and need to obey him with her sisterslave Daniela.

“So very hard,” said Daniela, listening intently as she slurped on the side of his semi-hard shaft. 

“It was. So I’m very glad it’s worked out this way, you see? You are both my completely mesmerized fuckslaves, now and forever.”

“I am your completely mesmerized fuckslave, now and forever,” they moaned in tandem, staring up at him with worshipful eyes and happy smiles.

He was their god. That much, beyond anything else, was quite clear. Master was just a hot little pet name that he allowed them to use. They were so very lucky that their god had allowed them to call him something so personal.

“That’s better,” said Master.

“Better,” echoed Daniela and Paige. “So much better. We love being your slaves, Master.”

Paige truly did. She could imagine, her pussy tingling, Daniela hating it. Perhaps somewhere in her mind, some willful part of her still existed, rallying against the unbreakable cage she was placed inside. 

But perhaps not. Paige had no idea how thorough the mesmerizing process was. She just knew that every part of her loved it. All that really mattered was that Daniela, on the outside, was smiling, happy, blissful, and her Master’s completely arrogant, vain, haughty fuckslave. 

“It’s time for us to go, girls,” he said. “Daniela, give me your wallet. I need to get us a ride.”

Daniela happily handed him her tiny designer purse. It was one of probably hundreds that Daniela possessed. He took out a billfold that had close to probably five thousand dollars inside. 

“What is mine is always yours, Master,” Daniela enthused, glad to give up her “property.”

“Meet me at the drive, together, in about five minutes. Make sure you’re presentable. I want you both looking perfect.”

“Yes, Master,” they cooed together. “Of course, Master.”

They watched him walked out, each holding the other, trying to hold back the need to crawl and follow him wherever he went. But after a quick moment of lusting after his perfection, they turned to each other and began grooming. They had to be presentable. They had to look perfect. He wanted them too. 

It was a rather easy job on Paige’s part, attending to Daniela. Even with just receiving the most forceful facefucking that Paige could possibly imagine, Daniela still looked gorgeous, barely a hair out of place. Paige did her best to smooth everything down, clearing up any smears and reapplying make-up where needed. Daniela, smiling blankly, did the same for her. 

“You’re so beautiful,” said Daniela, her voice full of admiration. “You must make Master so happy.”

“Oh, thank you! I was just going to say the same for you!”

Daniela smiled back. There was not even a hint that there had ever been any hostility between the two. It was so much fun, being slaves for Master.

There was an insistent knocking at the door, someone saying Paige’s name over and over again. Paige ignored it entirely, of course, until Daniela was ready. 

“He should love you,” she said happily to Daniela. 

“He should love you,” said Daniela. “It’s so much fun being the kind of gorgeous babe he prefers. It makes us so much better than the others.”

Paige’s cunt squirmed joyfully at that idea. Their chins held high, Paige and Daniela walked out, hand-in-hand. Paige’s mother was right there, hands on her hips, all gussied up for her daughter’s big day.

“The groom is all ready, dear! It’s time to get things started!”

Paige smiled. “Oh, no. The marriage is off,” she announced happily. “I’m going to leave now.”

“Of course you are, dear.” Paige and her mother were known to have little sarcastic games from time to time. “When will you be back? You really don’t have much time. Maybe five minutes if you must.”

“Absolutely never!” she giggled. “I’ll never be back!”

Her mother looked a little puzzled. Paige didn’t care, walking right past her with Daniela’s arm hooked in hers. Within a minute, the two had made it across the grounds and were standing at the drive, waiting for their Master. Guests had started arriving in droves—all the high society from town—and the two ignored them completely. 

All attempts at conversation from the guests were totally rebuffed with blissful, smiling silence. Nobody really deserved any conversation with them besides their Master.

Finally, a limo crested round the bend. She recognized it as the one that had been reserved to take away herself and Charles after the wedding. Little cans tumbled after it, attached to strings tied to the bumper. 

Just then, Charles arrived, touching her shoulder. He was tall, with gelled blond hair, his light-colored tuxedo not quite working for him.

Paige sneered down at his touch, and Daniela hissed audibly.

“Uh, Paige? Babe? What...what are you doing?”

The limo stopped in front of Paige. The door opened up—she could see her darling Master’s leg right inside. Beat-heavy music thumped out from it. Daniela, apparently lost in lust and completely forgetting about Charles, bent over at the waist and entered the limo ass first. Paige heard a hot, hard, spanking sound on Daniela’s perfect ass. 

Out from the corner of her eye, Paige could see Daniela’s legs intertwining with her Master’s. 

Paige groaned with lustful need. She pushed Charles away. She despised him. His stupid gelled hair, his idiotic eyes, his sad little lips. Everything about him was cause for disgust and sneering. 
“I’m leaving you forever,” she said haughtily, tossing her hair back. “You’re just not a real man, are you? I think we both know that. At least, I always have. Have a nice life.”
She slid inside the limo, leaving the completely crushed Charles with an evil little wink. 

Paige had learned some fun things from Daniela.

Master slapped her on the ass as she entered too, and Paige let out a helpless little giggle. The interior of the limo was luxurious—leather and chrome everywhere—and incredibly spacious. Master was almost completely spread out with Daniela on top of him, and they did not even cover half the room the vehicle offered. 

She watched the lady driver up front rolling up the partition, counting the thick stack of bills in her hands. She was a pretty young thing. Paige wondered idly if Master would like it if such a skilled, pretty driver were to become their officially enslaved chauffeur.

Daniela interrupted her thoughts, sliding onto Paige like a happy puppy, licking her neck and kissing her fiercely. 

“We did it!” she said exultantly. “We have him and we’re his forever! Oh, Paige, my darling perfect Paige babe, I love you so very much and I’m so utterly happy!”

Paige, kissing and wrapping her long, perfect legs around the waist of her busty, amazing friend, could only return the sentiment. Then, Master coughed. 

“Time to pleasure Master, girls,” he said, crooking his fingers at them. 

Daniela was a bit quicker on the draw, and slid over immediately across the backseat. Paige couldn’t hide the disappointment on her face as she watched Daniela open up his pants, once again taking privileged first access to his cock.

Master seemed to notice her initial sadness, though.

“That’s right, you didn’t get to feel me inside of you yet, have you? Come here, babe.”

He pushed Daniela aside, who landed with a happy little giggle, apparently drunk on glee. She slid down to the floor of the limo and crawled up around his feet, removing his pants entirely, and then enveloped one of his strong legs between her tits, kissing his knee.

Master took Paige’s perfect chin and guided her forward, kissing her hotly. She came, her throat pulsing as all her moans entered into his mouth. He was so very fucking perfect to her. She loved him. She loved him. She was his bride.

Pushing up her dress, he slid her on top of his cock, her legs bent on either side of his hips. Her entrance was completely wet and totally ready after the dozens of orgasms she had already had. 

Him being inside of her was better than anything she had ever experienced in the entire world. It hurt, rough, for just a moment, and then was pure, unrestrained pleasure. She knew he was perfect for her. She knew it in her bones. 

She was so glad she had waited until marriage to lose her virginity. He ripped her dress down, exposing her bronze, lovely tits. He pawed them roughly, hard, knowing she belonged to him. It felt amazing. 

Then he took handfuls of her hair, still pushing up inside of her body so perfectly, and tugged her face down toward his.

“I’m your real husband,” he grunted in her ear. “You only want to fuck me. Me and me alone, forever.”

“You’re my real husband!” she cried. “I want to fuck you! I want to only fuck you! You and you alone forever!”

She moved up and down on his cock, her hips somehow knowing just exactly how to pleasure his cock. Daniela slid up to one side and kissed him fiercely, possessively, and she and Paige exchanged a hot look. 

He fucking deserves this, the look said. He deserves us. We have to be perfect for him, forever.

Paige completely agreed, of course.

He kissed Paige deeply once more. “You’ll enslave other hot babes just for me.”

Oh, fuck yes! Anything he wanted! His cock filled her so incredibly well. The sweet motions of his shaft just got better and better. His orgasm was going to arrive soon. She could feel it. She could sense it, like a preternatural radar sweeping through her bones. His thrusts inside her pussy became harder, more frequent, and he picked her up and slammed her slim body down on his thick rod even harder.

“More babes, just for you! So many slavewives!” 

Paige was orgasming wildly, just imagining so many hot women on their knees for him, just being fucked by her mastergod.

“So many slavewives!” Daniela cried, orgasming with Paige.

With a long, loud shuddering grunt, Master came, his sweet, enormous load erupted inside of Paige, filling her up. The thick, perfect warmth spread through her entire body, sending shock waves of hot blissful orgasms skipping across her entire existence. There was nothing else important, nothing else truly real, outside of her Master’s hot, throbbing, gift-giving, goo-spurting cock buried inside of her. 

“Thank you, Master,” she moaned loudly, holding herself close.

Daniela, her body wrapped so tight against both of them, had cum with them as well, burying her face in between Paige’s tits and her Master’s chin. 

“Thank you, Master,” she moaned. 

She and Paige began to match each other’s rhythm and cadence.

“Thank you, Master. You are so amazing,” they said together. “You are perfect. We are yours, forever.”

“Good wives,” he said, stroking Daniela’s hair and kissing Paige deeply. “Good little slavewives.”

“Husband,” the new slaves said together happily. “Master Husband. Our Master Husband...”

The honeymoon was just beginning.

# # #
 
  


Hypno-App: The Librarian
 

“You can’t be serious.”

Adam put a hand to his head, aghast at the amount of books before him. There was a veritable mountain of material—books stacked up to the ceiling, all completely unsorted by any system, Dewey decimal or otherwise. Behind him, the other two students on duty that day were similarly dumbstruck by the amount of work before them. 

He, Camille, and Barbara were inside the Webster Hills High School library, standing in front of the lovely and stoic form of Miss Alena Durand. It was a breezy, cool Saturday morning, and the three eighteen year-olds and the twenty-something librarian were the only ones in the tall brick building. Their voices echoed off the top ceilings, caught somewhere by the enormous glass wall on the far side of the reading area. 

“Oh yes, Mr. Coolidge, I certainly can be, and am. Your task,” Miss Durand pursed her lovely lips and cleared her throat, catching the attention of young and beautiful Camille and Barbara, who had started flipping through the pages behind Adam. “Your task, the task for all of you, is to take these books and sort them into some kind of order. I would suggest first by genre, and then by author and then title.”

The library was a quaint little space. Miss Durand, who Adam knew had only had the job for the past few months, seemed to loathe its quaintness.  Posters encouraging students to read lined the walls, as well as pieces of classical and impressionist art. Student-made sculptures of bits of the galaxy stood on top of several shelves, on display for a recent project.

“What about, like, by size?” asked Camille. “There’s a lot of big ones over there...and a lot of little ones over there...”

“Yes, Camille. That’s a lovely idea,” the librarian said coolly. “And then when someone comes in here asking for a history of Cambodia, I’ll just direct them to the enormous shelf full of medium-sized books and tell them to fend for themselves.”

Camille rolled her eyes and turned away, staying silent.

Miss Durand smiled. “Now, did anyone else have anything stupid to say? No? Wonderful. Get to work. I’ll be in the office.”

Adam watched Miss Durand’s ass as she swayed off. Her shapely form was nicely constrained by her sharp gray pencil skirt. She wore thin pale blue pumps, which clicked as she strutted across the library’s tiled floors. If there was a single word to describe Miss Durand, it would be “imperialistic.” At five foot eight, short thick dark hair, and measurements of 36C-22-36—information which Adam had gleaned from several rumors about her—she was incredibly hot, but Adam knew that level of hotness was reserved only for guys well above his paygrade. Guys that could walk into a martini bar and feel right at home, and then buy the entire night of drinks for everyone in the bar, and then buy the bar itself. 

It seemed like she was a librarian only because she enjoyed order—organizing and shaping the way of things. Adam could respect that, for he had a lot of the same impulses in him.

He was a senior in high school. In a year, he would be going to Grant University on scholarship, though not enough to pay his whole way. He had stayed up the night before the SATS and ACTs—both nights—because he was taking care of his sick aunt at home. She was dead now, and had left him a little money—which wasn’t why he had taken care of her, but it was a nice added benefit to knowing he did his best to make the good woman comfortable on her way out. 

He spent that money on his computer, on his dream. He loved working on his computer, in any capacity, and tried to master every program he came across. This had helped him in his attempts to secure entrance into a good school like Grant University, but that had only gone so far, apparently.

So, he needed more scholarships so that he could focus on his studies and not have to work every day that he had classes next year. For more scholarships, he needed more community service. 

Thus, library duty on a Saturday. Library duty which, happily enough, had landed him a lot of time to gaze and gawk at a trio of incredible beauties that seemed not of this realm.

Barbara—who was studious, brunette, and beautiful, the kind of straight A student gal who never had time for dates because she was always hopping from one extracurricular activity to another—was here for the same reasons—better chances for scholarship money. She had soft, angel lips and big brown eyes, her hair in an effortlessly sexy mess dangling down her slim shoulders and tightly muscled back. She ran in different circles than Adam, though they were both in the same sorts of advanced level classes—she was a dancing captain, and a member of academic decathalon, and ran track, and all that sort of thing. 

Today, Barbara wore a very keen chiffon sweater, white, with a loose pleated skirt that still could not deny the firmness of her behind or the lovely shape of her legs in her modestly heeled sandals. It was very hard not to stare at the amazing line of her jaw as she picked up a book from the big pile and examined it, turning the pages. He had to fight down the urge to grip her there and pull her into him, taking her into his arms and sliding his hand down the supple crack of her magnificent ass.

Adam himself had very few extracurricular activities. He was a loose member of the computer club, and sometimes attended meetings for the science-fiction club on campus, but only when he felt like arguing about his favorite shows. Mostly he went straight home after school and worked on his own computer and interacted with people across message boards. He was skinny—mostly from forgetting to eat—and was shaped mostly like an odd collection of wires with a rather ungainly mess of dark hair floating around his ears.

He stepped forward toward the giant pile of books, poking it tentatively.

“How should we do this?” he asked. “Should we form some kind of assembly line?”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” scoffed Camille. “If we stooped ourselves to working with you?” 

Much as her words implied, Camille had a rather lofty opinion of herself. Adam would have been lying if he said it was undeserved. Working in such proximity to her (as well as Barbara and Miss Durand), he would in fact be lying if he said that he had not already planned at least five different jack-off fantasies for later this afternoon when he got home. 

She was, easily, the most gorgeous woman Adam had ever seen. Adam was a connoisseur of looking at women—he collected images from all over the internet, storing them in special folders and ranking babes by how hot they were. 

Camille blew them all away, even his very top folder. If ever she happened to pop into his head while he was stroking his thick cock, needing to feel that hot rush of sticky goo flow out from his body, then she was all he could concentrate on, even if he had other images right in front of him on the computer. He couldn't look away, or even think away. Her beauty was entrancing.

She was tall—nearly his own height, and Adam was just over six feet. Her legs were long and fit, her torso a hot collection of tight muscles and perfectly formed curves. She had the most amazing, bouyant, perfect 36 DD tits he had ever seen, which she went out of her way to show off in tiny tops like the one she wore today—a light purple drapey tank top that rested just above her belly button and scooped down to show off her cleavage. Tiny black shorts appeared to be painted on to her perfect ass, and she wore tall ankle boots with sexy cigar-sized heels.

The real magic of Camille, though, was her face. It was divine. He really had no other word for it. It hurt him, physically, every time he had to tear his eyes away from it. She had deep green eyes, a perfectly formed nose, plush lips, high cheekbones, and an elegantly curved jawline that inspired long nights full of the need to bite her just where her jaw met her neck. Her hair was thick and black, running down just over the tip of her bubbly ass.

Her face was amazing to him in that it could look equal parts sultry, cute, and sneeringly arrogant all at once. And that was how she looked now, staring haughtily at him, waiting for a response.

“I just meant,” he said to her finally, “That maybe it would be good to work together. It would get done faster and we’d all get to go home a little earlier.”

“That’s not a bad idea,” said Barbara, putting down the book in her hands and nodding. “I mean, at the very least, we can agree on what piles to form. Next to those plants can be everything from ‘A’ to ‘E,’ and over there at that table,” she pointed across the way. “That can be ‘F’ to ‘J.’”

Adam nodded with her. “That’s a great idea. And next to those railings, ‘K’ to ‘P.’”

The two of them went on like this, smiling and nodding. Barbara was easy to get along with, easy to talk to. She clearly thought she was better than Adam, at least socially, but didn’t mind working with someone who could get up with her.

Camille, meanwhile, spent her time texting on her phone. She was a cheerleader—purely. She was the cheerleading captain, though rarely if ever did she ever actually go to practice or cheer at the games. Most of the time, at the games she spent her time sitting in the lap of her quarterback boyfriend, who seemed unable to do anything but throw touchdowns. They were in the middle of their fourth championship run in a row, ever since he took the helm as quarterback as a freshman.

Adam supposed she was here only because the admissions department at whatever college she had applied to—probably the same sports-heavy jockland as her beau—hadn't seen her in person. If they had, there would be little doubt as to their decision. As things stood now, however, probably all her information was just on a piece of paper.

He and Barbara began to stack the books in the manner they discussed. He would pick up six or seven at a time and then pass them out into the various piles. Barbara did much the same. Camille, if she bothered to stop texting and giggling at whatever was on her phone, strutted casually to the largest pile, picked up one book, held it for a while and sneered before tossing it back. As if it wasn’t good or interesting enough to sort. Then she bent over at the waist, showing off her perfect ass, and grabbed another. 

He watched her, unable to really help himself. He got the feeling she knew he was watching. His cock got hard, right away, just seeing her bend over like that, and then slip back up. God, but her ass, her body, was so fucking perfect! It was like she had been created purely to tease him!

She turned, just for a moment, as she bent over, grabbing another book. She flashed him a little wink, a small smile. Just to let him know that she knew what was up—that she was enjoying herself. Then she finally grabbed a book and strutted towards him, tossing it into the pile behind him—the wrong pile, he noticed.

“Never, ever going to happen, loser,” she said softly, a lofty smile adorning her perfect face.

His face turned bright red. He saw Barbara had paused, watching the scene go down. 

Ugh. He needed to get away for a moment. Camille giggled as he stormed off to the bathroom. Probably she thought he was going to jerk off to her. He wished he could say she was wrong.

Frustrated, he walked into a stall and opened up his phone. Nothing got him in the mood to look at some porn like watching a gorgeous babe like Camille act so superior to him. He didn’t know why, but the anger and disapproval of women really just made him want to fuck them even more. Maybe that was why so many modeling photos had women who looked sort of pissed off. Girls who smiled were cute, of course, and so were women who were happy. He liked the transformation, he felt—changing from scornful and angry to gleeful and subservient.

This was where his burgeoning hypnosis fetish had come from. He had been reading stories online, finding stores of varies photoshopped images that had incredible babes with hypnospiraled eyes or beams of light shining into their foreheads and so on. 

All that visual work really did it for him. Lately, he had found a few image feeds through an app on his phone. All hypnotized women, all the time. Sliding his hand over his hardened shaft, he opened a few pictures—women bent over, their eyes glazed yellow or pink or purple—and saved them to his photo roll, stroking his cock all the while.

He imagined for a moment Camille with her eyes glazed over, so incredibly hypnotized. Barbara, too. Both of them on their knees...Miss Durand walking in, wondering what was happening...and only seconds later, being hypnotized just like they were...

His cock was fully hard in moments. He was going to just say fuck it and masturbate, and risk the girls smelling it on him.

Then his phone dinged. He had forgotten he even had it in his free hand. Looking down, he saw a message had arrived on the screen, blue type on a white background, covering up the image of the girl he had most recently opened:

Congratulations! Your interest in hypnosis and the metadata we’ve collected about you has made you the perfect applicant for our new “Hypno App.” Try it now! Own the girls of your dreams in our free trial, good for a whole week!

Adam stared at the message for several seconds, his finger floating over the install button.

Oh, what the hell. Why not? Probably all it did was put some fun zappy-eyed effect on girls in his wanking collection. He was down for that. His porn drive at home had another 500 gb of storage to fill anyway.

He waited in the bathroom, casually stroking his cock and imagining Camille and Barbara passionately making out at his command as he did. The app took about ten minutes to download, even on the school’s wifi—it was thirty two gigabytes! That was half of his phone’s storage. Holy crap. Luckily he had just moved a lot of files back over to his computer and had all that space free. 

When the installation finished, another blue and white message popped up:

Are you the Owner?

He tapped the “Yes” option that appeared.

The phone screen flashed at him, bright and furious. The power in the bathroom seemed to surge and go out, and he was in blackness for several seconds except for the constant flashing from the phone. Slowly, the flashing dissipated, and the power in the bathroom turned back on. Then another message popped up:

Owner immunized from control. Owner may now control at will.

He didn’t understand. He looked at the phone’s screen—it was just a floating mess of spirals. They seemed to tug at something distant in his brain...but it wasn't a hard tugging. Was that...was that the immunization? Would it do something else if he hadn't been immunized?

Still stumbling, he walked out of the bathroom and straight into Miss Durand. His phone fell to the ground.

“There you are,” she said, dusting herself off and shaking her head. “Taking a break while the women do all the real work? What’s the matter? Is stacking books not sufficiently digitized for your liking?”

“No,” he shook his head. “I’m sorry. I just...had to use the bathroom.”

He picked up the phone, the spirals still spinning wildly on the screen. He didn’t know what to make of them.

“Please. I know what men do in the bathroom with smartphones in their free hands. Give it to me.”

She held out a hand. It was delicate and perfectly manicured. He could see down the exquisitely tailored edges of her blouse and straight into her bountiful cleavage. She was so damn gorgeous. 

“Hand it to me,” she said again, clearly noticing where his gaze went.

Panic ran through Adam. “Oh, look. I’m sorry. I’ll put it away, okay? I’ll put it away right now.”

She snatched the phone out of his hands. “I said, give it to me. What could you possibly need on this thing right now that’s...that’s...so...sooo...sooooo important...”

Her mouth went slack. Her eyes widened. Her posture moved back into a relaxed position, her shoulders retreating. And...

Holy shit. No way. Her eyes...

He couldn’t believe it—her eyes actually had spirals in them. Not just the reflection from the phone. No, the entirety of her irises and pupils had become spirals!

His cock was hardening fast.

“Mi...Miss Durand?”

His voice was rough, barely above a whisper.

“Yes, Master?”

Holy shit!

He had to test this somehow.

“Alena.”

“Yes, Master?”

She would have never let him call her that, ever. He reached forward and touched her breast through her sharp suit. She moaned in orgasmic delight. 

No way. No fucking way!

She licked her lips, staring at him with her spiral eyes.

“Thank you so much, Master. Please, touch me more?”

“Fuck,” said Adam. “Okay.”

He slid his hand up and down her tits, and then onto her neck. She gasped, clearly orgasming just from him holding her neck, and not even very hard. He liked the look of his hand there. It looked good. Correct. Proper, to hold his hypnotized slave by the throat and let her know how her life was in his hands. His cock—which had never really been satisfied before from his attentions in the bathroom—was straining for release against his pants.

Someone could come by at any moment, though. He dropped his hand.

“Take me to your office, Alena.”

“Yes, Master.”

She sounded like she loved the idea—that having him alone, in private, all to herself, was a dream come true. She took his hand and he followed her lovely, sexily swaying ass into her office. 

Her office was small, almost entirely white, a sort of spartan decorative aesthetic. There were windows on either end, looking out into the cubicles of the rest of the librarian office nearby, and a spot where she could overlook the entirety of the library. 

Sultrily, she slipped up onto her desk, unbuttoning a few buttons. 

So, she didn’t need his approval for every action. That was good. She had something of a mind of her own, just one entirely dedicated to turning him on.

He had to find out more about this. Find out what the parameters were, somehow. He stepped next to her, in between her legs. She casually wrapped one long calf around the back of his knee. He toyed with the fabric of her blouse, pulling it out from her skirt. 

“Have...have...” he felt so silly saying it. Oh well. “...have you been hypnotized, Alena?”

“Of course, Master. You hypnotized me. For...for millenia.” She said the word rapturously, as if that was exactly the right amount of time to have her former identity wiped out of existence. “Millenia and millenia of pleasure. Just from you. You are soooo good to me, Master. Thank you.”

Millenia? The spirals must have somehow slowed her sense of time—delivering whole acreages of pleasure in a nanometer of a timeline.

“That’s really, really fucking hot, Alena.”

“Yes, Master,” she nodded. “I know.”

“You’re really fucking hot too.”

She nodded again. “Yes, Master. I know. I will be such a good slave for you to own if you enjoy showing off. I can do it ever so well.”

Adam felt his straining cock jump again. 

“Yeah,” he said, squeezing her hips, looking at her hypnotized face. “You'll wear tiny slutty dresses. Big heels. Sexy boots.”

“Yes. Yes. Yes. All of that. And anything else I know you enjoy.”

Good lord, but this was a dream come true! He stepped forward, tweaking one of her nipples. 

“You’ll do anything I order you to, won’t you?”

Her gorgeous face looked almost offended, as if he was accusing her of disobedience. “Of course, Master.”

He stepped forward, putting a hand through her short, thick dark hair. “Suck me off, then. Suck me off like a good slave.”

Her flash of annoyance melted in an ecstatic smile. “Of course, Master.”

With relish, she slipped off the desk and then unzipped his pants and shifted them down around his ankles. Up until the point of her tongue touching his cock, he thought this might be some dream. That he was simply still in the bathroom, stroking his cock with his imagination running wild.

Then Alena’s perfectly shaped tongue slipped over the head of his quite stiff cock. Her wet length slid up and down the top of his shaft, leading into a luxurious kiss by the achingly gorgeous librarian. 

Oh god. Her tongue circled around the head of his cock. She loved this. 

“Hoooo oooh hooolleeey fuck,” Adam moaned. 

She was good at this. She loved this.

Alena purred with immense satisfaction as her lips encapsulated his cock entirely, his long, thick, hard meat quickly bumping against the back of her tight throat. He put his hands on her short hair and tugged her against his crotch—she responded by groaning with need. His big balls slapped against her chin, her throat, and he pushed her harder on his crotch. 

His hypnotized slave, his perfect fucking hypnotized slave! He couldn’t believe it. He was fucking her throat now just like he had always dreamed of doing to a hypnoslave, his full length going deeper and deeper.

Looking down into her eyes, he saw the spirals starting to dissipate. For a moment, he worried, laying off from the throatfucking. What if...what if it was all only temporary? The message had said the app was only a free trial, after all.

But Alena’s eyes did not lose their tinge of devotion. They normalized back to their naturally luscious caramel color, and she took it upon herself to grab his ass cheeks and fuck her own throat with his cock, needing him to feel so completely dominant over her.

It all started to feel hyperreal to him. He was getting the first blowjob of his life! Not only that, he was getting blown by none other than Alena Durand, the hottest librarian in the world! There was no way this was real!

It was more than he could take. Her willingness! Her hotness! Her hot, hypnotized mind, now so obsessed with everything about him!

He came, jerking forward into her mouth, his hot load dumping down her throat. She seemed to cum too—like she couldn’t help herself from tasting her Master's load—her body vibrating and purring with her pleasure as she sucked down every last drop of his hot goo.

His cock slid out of her mouth and he sprayed just a bit more on her lovely lips. He sighed, feeling rather in love, as she licked them clean. Then, taking a long breath, she stared up at him with total adoration.

“Shall I suck you once more, Master? Your cum capacity is legendary. This I know to be true.”

Adam couldn’t do anything but nod. “Yes. Fuck yes. Do that again. Every last bit.”

“Gladly, Master. You are so kind to this slave, allowing me to taste you once again.”

Oh, that was so hot. Not only her willingness, but her absolute enjoyment of being his total servant. He loved that she went out of her way to tell her how every little order was a dream come true for her. 

He also loved everything that she started doing with her tongue on his member. He had started to become only semi-hard in the moments after his orgasm, but that did not last for long with his cock in the grip of Alena’s amazing tongue and lips.

Something knocked at the window. Adam turned and watched, his head so out of it that he didn’t even think to be startled.

The window had been open this whole time. How had he not noticed that? Oh god. And behind the window was...

Camille.

Oh shit. Camille was watching the whole thing. She was smiling with raw amusement. He could see her eyes boiling with this golden opportunity for...what? Ridicule? Blackmail?

“Alena...”

She moaned.

“Alena, Camille is watching. You have to stop.”

With a protesting moan, she pulled herself off his cock, breathing hard. She picked up his phone off the desk, standing up for a moment, trying to make it work. With a sigh, she dropped her arms to her sides and looked at him with regret.

“The phone is dead, Sire. Otherwise, I would enslave her for you.”

Alena wanted to enslave even more women for him? Holy fuck. That made his naked cock twitch hard—right in view of Camille. The teen beauty sneered and rolled her eyes, beckoning them to come outside with a finger.

Alena’s office had two doors. She pointed at the one toward the back. “Shall I go out that way and charge the phone, Sire, and do what I can to aid you?”

“Yes,” he said, nodding. “Yes, that would be perfect.”

Camille wasn’t watching anymore. He kissed Alena on the top of the head. “Good girl. Good slave.”

Alena moaned with orgasm, her jaw working up and down as she quivered with ecstasy.

“T-thank you, Master. Thank you.”

A little tear had appeared in one eye. A tear of joy, Adam was sure—there was no way to look at Alena and think she was anything but ecstatic with happiness.

Adam pulled up his pants and began walking outside to go talk with Camille. Normally, he would have been terrified. But, thanks to Alena, and thanks to his newly found power, he felt he had some reprieve from the stress that an encounter with the overwhelmingly gorgeous cheerleading queen would have caused.

She was sitting on a railing, her sexy legs crossed, twirling one long yard-length strand of perfectly shiny black hair. Fuck, he thought. She's heartstopping. He just had a blowjob from an achingly beautiful woman and Camille's beauty was able to practically dissolve any thoughts he would have ever had of Alena ever again.

Seeing him approach, she wagged. “Youuuu are in so. Much. Trouble!”

“Please, Camille...”

“Who else knows about this?”

“Nobody. You’re the only one. Listen, please...”

She smiled, already knowing this conversation. “You want me to be quiet.”

“Yes.”

Fuck yes. How would he explain this? How would Alena?

No, really—how would Alena explain it? He would have to coach her. Otherwise, she would probably start talking about how wonderful it was that she was a sex slave. While Adam and Alena agreed on that front, that didn’t mean that anyone else would think it was anywhere near okay.

“I have to admit,” said Camille, leaning off the rails. “I’m pretty impressed. I mean, she’s a total dish. Not as hot as me,” she giggled, “but still, like, really hot. Way out of your league hot. How did you manage to pull her?

“Don’t worry about it.”

She frowned. “Fine, then. Well, you want my silence? You’re going to have to pay for it.”

“Pay for it?” Adam laughed. “What, do you think I’m rich?”

She put a hand on her perfect hip. “I don’t give a fuck if you’re rich or not. I want money. I’m expensive. I deserve things. Look at me.”

Adam did. Despite himself, he was getting hard. She rubbed a hand down one side, her fingers sliding up her tantalizing midriff. Her stomach was completely flat, and totally toned.

“Look at how fucking hot I am. Do you think it’s just simple to maintain all of this?” She giggled again. Her perfect young tits bounced with the sound. “Well, it is, actually. For me, anyway. But I want more. I always will. And you’re going to help me get it, or I’m going to fuck your life up.”

Adam felt rather overwhelmed. “I don’t...I just don’t...”

She smiled and walked forward, wrapping her arms around his neck. Her expression was sympathetic—like she was talking to some dog who couldn’t quite get the notion he was supposed to play dead.

“Face it already. Losers like you love to be taken advantage of by hot babes like me. You think you’re the first guy I’ve blackmailed? Come on.”

Adam couldn’t help but agree with her a little bit. Her closeness was intoxicating—almost as intoxicating as the power he felt over Alena just moments before. Her eyes, so green! Her lips, so soft! Her hair, so long and smelling so amazing! Her thumb had started to stroke the back of his neck. He felt like purring himself.

Even though he would have gladly hypnotized her if his phone had been charged at the time, he still got a sick, guilty thrill out of taking out his wallet and giving her all the money in it. 

Camille slipped off of him and looked at the meager stack, clearly unimpressed.

“Two hundred dollars? Is that all?”

Adam thought that was rather a lot, actually. 

“I thought that was rather a lot, actually,” he said. “That was my birthday money.”

“Whatever.” She stuffed it down her bra. “You better double it next time I ask you.”

“When will that be?”

She tossed back her glamorous length of ebony hair. “Tomorrow, maybe? The next day? Like, whenever I feel like it, really. You’re in my hands now, dweeb. So keep some cash on you.”

“Yeah,” he said, stumbling back, not knowing what exactly to do. “Yeah, okay.”

She smiled cheerily. “Great! Okay, well, like, I’m going to go do whatever I want now and probably blow all your money on some make-up or maybe like some shoes? I haven’t decided. Anyway, tell Miss Durand that unless she writes me in for a hundred hours of work here, I’ll get her fired.” She giggled again and did a small self-impressed hop. “Okay, bye!”

Long legs striding and strutting, she bounced out of the library, humming to herself about her conquest.

Adam leaned back against the railing, putting a hand to his head.

What in the hell had he gotten himself into? And why did every single part of that whole exchange turn him on so fucking much?

From across the almost deserted library, he heard moaning and soft indistinct whispers. Was Alena playing with herself somewhere?

He tracked down the gorgeous librarian kneeling next to a power outlet in the history section, two tall shelves of books framing her sex-kitten form. What was really interesting though was that in front of Alena was Barbara.

He had forgotten all about Barbara.

Long legged Barbara. Busty Barbara. Brunette Barbara. Beautiful, beautiful, busty, brunette Barbara, who was now beautiful blank busty brunette Barbara. That’s how her face looked—totally blank. Her eyes filled with faint spirals, and her expression eager for more information to be thrust upon her. 

Adam felt like he had a whole cock full of very scintillating information to give her. The power cord to charge his phone stretched from the outlet to the phone in Alena’s hands.

Alena licked her lips and fingered her pussy, watching Barbara’s indoctrination. 

“Hello Master,” moaned Alena, her voice so throaty and sultry. “While you were talking to the Uninitiated, Master, I took it upon myself to hypnotize Barbara for you. Now she will be your Barbaraslave, as I am your Alenaslave. I hope this was acceptable?”

The Uninitiated. This must have been how Alena viewed any who weren’t worshiping him as she did. That was hot.

Adam leaned in and kissed Alena. She seemed taken aback at first, a bit stiff, but quickly melted into his arms. Her hunger was fierce and primal, her tongue searching in his mouth with an almost sloppy ferocity. 

“You did very good, Alena,” Adam said hungrily. “You are a good slave.”

Alena moaned in sudden orgasm. Adam didn’t think he would ever get tired of seeing that kind of instant response to his words. 

“You too, Barbara. You’re being a very good slave.”

Barbara moaned, but clearly wasn’t orgasming. The words seemed to effect her, still, like perhaps she had eaten a rather wonderful piece of fudge while entering a bath of exactly the right temperature. She licked her lips and sucked in a long, shuddering breath. He noticed that the spirals in her eyes weren't as severe and complete as Alena's had been.

Alena, nodding, seemed to notice him noticing that.

“I am afraid she won’t be as good of a slave as I am, Master. At least not at first.”

“Why is that?”

“A few reasons. The first is that she hasn’t had the program’s full charge, as I did.” She stroked Barbara’s hair. Doting, like a mother. “But I think more pressing is that she didn’t want it like me. She will require further sessions with the device.”

“You wanted to be hypnotized by me?” Adam asked, incredulous.

“I have always wanted to be dominated completely. It was my most tightly held dream. My cool and steely exterior was a way to ensure that the only kind of man who approached me was one who thought he was good enough to fuck and own a strong woman. I had no special feelings toward you, particularly—though of course, I now realize this was an incredible mistake. You are the perfect Master, everything that I have ever wanted. I adore you entirely. I should have been sucking and fucking and serving you long, long ago.”

“You know...I’ve jerked off, quite a lot, thinking about you. Fucking you. Holding you down. Hypnotizing you. Before all of this.”

Another long, throaty moan from Alena filled the library. 

“That’s so wonderful to hear, Master. I long to make all such dreams come true for you. If you like, I would be happy to volunteer to be hypnotized again, so you can do it on purpose. It is so wonderful that you have sucked away all those feelings of independence that I so despised.”

“And...Barbara? What about her will?”

“Some futile, stupid pockets of independence still exist within her. You will fuck them out of her, I am sure. Your cock is so wonderful. She will learn the truth and the way, and her will must erode over time. There is no other option before your power, before the mightiness of your cock, the omnipotence of your seed...”

She was getting worked up as she spoke, openly fingering her cunt even as she kept holding the phone. It was the hottest thing he had ever seen. He dropped his pants, kicking them away, and started stroking his cock. 

“Please, Sire, let me?” Alena smiled, brushing his hand away to stroke him with the hand she had been using to finger herself. “Or better yet, let her? It will enhance and intensify her induction if she is pleasuring you as it happens.”

Adam nodded. “Yeah.” He snapped his fingers. “Give her the phone. Barbara? Hold the phone. Keep looking in the screen.”

Barbara obeyed. Her eyes becoming more totally the big, sexy spirals that Alena sported, spinning endlessly. He loved that look for her. He turned to Alena, stroking her lovely cheekbones.

“Suck my balls while she strokes me off, doll.”

Alena complied happily, her lips almost instantly attaching themselves to his big balls, sucking and adoring them as adored. Adam shuddered, his cock growing ever harder. 

“Barbara,” he said. “Can you hear me?”

She mewed wordlessly in response. 

“Barbara, stroke my cock.”

Automatically, Barbara obeyed. Her mouth hung open a bit, drool starting to slide down. She was salivating for him. For this. He loved it.

“You like this, Barbara? You like stroking my cock?”

For a second, he thought she wouldn’t answer. But then her voice escaped, soft and slow.

“OldBarbara hates it...” said the sexy brunette in her soft, girlish voice, “but SlaveBarbara loves it. SlaveBarbara thanks you so much for letting her stroke you, Master!”

“You're welcome, SlaveBarbara.”

He pushed his cock into her face, sliding up and down her chin as she kept stroking.

“OldBarbara is in hiding, trying to find some safe place in the corridors of her mind. I want to get rid of her, Master. I don't like her. She thinks you're wrong. But I know you're right. Soooo right...”

“That’s right. We’re going to get rid of OldBarbara...”

He started pumping his hips into her hand, so perfectly lubricated now by his streaming precum. Alena continued to groan and moan, fingering her pussy as she licked his balls.

“Yes!”

“Only SlaveBarbara will remain.”

“Yes! Please! Master, please!” 

Barbara still stared openly at the screen, sucking in each spiral. Adam felt his arousal magnifying as he thought about each word of hers and his taking up hundreds, if not thousands, of years in her brain.

“Fuck away my independence! Make me yours! Make me yours, Master, please!”

“I’m gonna cum...” he moaned. “I’m gonna cum right in your hot face, oh god...”

She turned to him, her spiraling eyes lit up. “Yes! Do it now! Do it now while OldBarbara is hiding! Spray her out of me, Sire! Cleanse me!”

He shuddered, cumming once more. He didn’t think he had it in him to cum with any volume after the massive load he gave Alena, but he did and how. He sprayed all over Barbara's lovely face, her spiraled eyes blinking on and off as his cum washed on her lips and cheeks. Alena slid off his balls and he gave her a few choice spurts, one right into her mouth, and a couple of others sliding down her throat and hot breasts. 

He held his new slaves’ heads against his cock, and automatically they started kissing and cleaning. It was so perfect. Everything he had ever wanted.

Almost.

Once upon a time, he would have thought that two completely gorgeous hypnoslaves would have been enough for any man. But Adam couldn’t help but think this was only the beginning. There was, after all, still Camille to take. And he knew he wouldn’t be satisfied, truly, until she was on her knees before him, begging to be hypnotized again and again.

# # #
 
  


Hypno-App: The Babysitter
 

Camille served Adam an iced tea, dressed in a skintight lime green string bikini. Her buoyant tits were sprinkled with wet drops of the nearby ocean. Her amazingly sculpted, young eighteen year-old body looked even more amazing in the light of the tropical sun. Laying back on the lounge chair, he could hear the waves crashing up onto the shore in long tosses. It was an island paradise.

Smiling, without a word, her beautiful green eyes replaced by blank spirals, she slid down onto the chair with him, the plastic sinking just a bit from her thin, top-heavy frame. Her hand slid down to his crotch, which he saw no longer had pants for some reason. Her hand felt divine, stroking him up and down. 

“Master,” she cooed. “Master...it’s time to wake-up, Master.”

Huh?

Abruptly, he shook his head and opened his eyes. He saw his hypnoslave Barbara attentively stroking his naked cock, staring at him with adoration in her eyes. They were both in his bed, the blue sheets bunched up around their eighteen year-old bodies.

“I think my brainwashing is finally complete, Master,” she said, spirals still somewhat present in her eyes. “I stayed up all night looking at the device at your instruction.”

Her face, empty of thought and filled with love, made Adam’s cock twitch in her hand. Dimly, he remembered giving her the order. It was difficult to distinguish some of what happened from the night before—he had given lots of orders, both to Barbara and to his other devoted hypnoslave, Alena.

“Oh,” he said, nodding. “Good ah—” her stroking increased, excited at being praised. “Good girl.”

A low, happy moan escaped from her sexy, open mouth. He saw the phone on the nightstand table next to her, flashing one last warning that it was completely out of batteries before its screen went dark. Ah, well.

“Thank you, Master. May I be graced with your cum, please?”

He could see her body flushing from stroking him as hard as she was. Good. That was good. Her tight, sexy young body was clad in the lingerie that he had wear the night before.

It had been almost a week since that majestic day at the library when he had fucked Alena and Barbara’s minds for the first time. The time since then had been filled with more sex with more frequency than Adam had hitherto thought possible. He found that his cock was very capable of rising again and again and delivering enormous volumes of cum for his new slaves—and was even more capable of doing this when he had multiple girls in front of him.

The Hypno-App had only been a free trial, at first—but he had already coughed up the exorbitant price of ten grand to pay for the full app. Or rather, Alena did. She was happy to pay for it. 

“Anything to keep me as your slave,” she had purred, stroking away at his cock as she made the electronic deposit to his account in her office at the high school library. She didn't have much money left after that, but he was certain she could manage to blackmail and seduce other men to earn a nice salary on top of her librarian job. Perhaps even some of the other teachers at school. Camille was doing it with ease, and Alena—amazing sex kitten that she was—was nearly as hot as Camille.

Camille was, of course, still the main target for young Adam. As far as he was concerned, even with as gorgeous as his hypnoslaves were, they were all playing second-banana to the cheerleading captain Camille. His need for her felt almost physical. His heart thumped faster just thinking about her.

Alena knew of his need for her. She had promised Adam that she would do anything she could think of to force Camille down on her knees before her Master. Alena had tried calling Camille to her office to hypnotize her for Adam, to no avail. Camille simply didn’t feel the need to do what anyone said anymore, especially not Alena, who Camille was blackmailing through Adam. 

Camille, ever since catching Alena giving Adam a blowjob in the library, had been hitting Adam up every day for cash. He would have minded, perhaps, if it wasn't so easy to glean extra cash from Alena or Barbara to pay the gorgeous cheerleader. She had seemed rather pleased with his efforts so far—and weirdly, perhaps sickly, this had started to turn Adam on. Anything to see a smile on her face. 

Unfortunately, so far, whenever she had come to collect, it had been too public a place for him to hypnotize her. That, or his phone was just out of charge, as it was now in the bedroom with Barbara stroking his cock, drooling openly as she gazed at his stiffening member.

School had been something of a interesting negotiation, with Barbara and Alena both trying to hide how much they loved and adored him. Barbara passed him notes during classes, describing in detail the way she wanted his cock down her throat. 

That was easy enough to avoid, however. Not so easy was Alena, who had the full trust of the entire faculty at her disposal.

At least once a day every class, Alena found a way to request his presence. Of course, he would have to leave the class to go for appearance's sake, so as not to draw any questions from the teacher as to why he would ignore the request. And, since he couldn’t just be wondering about in the hallways or else risk the wrath of some assistant principal or another, he would decide to go meet with Alena. And after meeting her, and seeing whatever lingerie-clad loveliness she had decorated herself in that day just for him and him alone, he felt compelled to fuck her over and over in her office. 

She had mastered the art of the silent orgasm, cumming and mouthing her adoration for him with wide open brown eyes, even with her co-workers only mere feet away from her pussy being filled by his teenage cock.

Alena was starting to get more and more creative, which worried him a little. Yesterday, she had picked him up in her car as he walked to school and drove him to Make-out Point at the lake, where she quickly convinced him that the only proper way for him to start the day was with a blowjob from a slave.

“I’m gonna...gonna be late,” he said, protesting weakly.

She slipped her mouth off his cock, his precum slithering down her gorgeous face.

“Kings are never late, Master,” she moaned fervently. “Kings arrive right on time.”

As her mouth sank back down on his stiff rod, he could not help but agree. Later on, after he had expended himself down her throat for the first of many times that day, she forged the principal’s handwriting and wrote him a note that got him out of detention. 

Sooner or later, he realized, Alena would remember that as a school official she could volunteer to oversee detention at any time. Then he’d probably be stuck at school in the early morning, late evening, and all day Saturdays on top of his regular schedule. He supposed he could order her to stop...but faced with such a hot babe so eager to manipulate and fuck and connive her way into his favor, he wasn’t sure he even wanted her to. He was rather flattered by all the attention. 

Later on that day, he got a note that one of the counselors, young Miss Cynthia Tucker needed to see him. She was a beautiful young redhead, fresh out of college. Her tanned skin was all freckles, which somehow only made her all the more beautiful. 

Curious, he went down to the office—and saw Alena sitting on Cynthia’s desk, holding his cell phone, a soft pink light shining out of it and into Cynthia's face. Cynthia's eyes were big, bright pink spirals, her mouth hanging open.

Quickly, Adam put together that Alena had stolen the phone from him when she went down on him that morning. 

“Alena...Alena, what are you doing?”

She giggled, turning her head to look at him with a heavy-lidded gaze. Every time she looked at him, he knew without a doubt that he was the most important, most sexual being in the world to her. It was an addicting feeling.

“We’ll have to take positions of authority first,” she explained, still holding the phone.

“Positions...authority...” said Cynthia blankly. 

Her lips were glistening wet, as if Alena had been kissing her while she was entranced. Adam knew that was probably the case.

“First? What do you mean?”

“To ensure your rule, my Master love. You need to rule the whole high school. You have to be the King, and we’ll have to make sure everyone falls in line with your thinking. So, positions of authority first.”

“No...no, look that’s hot, Alena. I mean, that’s really hot.”

He could hear his heart beating, thumping hard against his chest. This super hot hypnotized slave of his, so filled with the need to make everything and everyone belong to him. She slipped off the desk, strutting toward him in her tight, pencil skirt—her white blouse popped open so her ample breasts were quite visible.

She nodded, stepping closer, pressing her tits against his chest. “It’s so hot,” she repeated sultrily.

“Yeah...yeah.”

He had stopped thinking, only staring down her cleavage. God, she had such terrific breasts. They were so soft, so large and firm. His hand slipped around her hips, squeezing her ass. She let out a delighted little chipmunk sound.

“You’ll be the King,” she cooed. “The King of the whole school. No one will stand in your way. We’ll make sure of it.”

“I only wanted...only wanted Camille.”

“I know.” 

She seemed as turned on by him entrancing Camille as he was. He had revealed how much he wanted the cheerleading captain as they fucked, and after they fucked. She was very interested in who he wanted to fuck the most. She had made a list—which of course he now knew what she planned to do with.

“I know, my darling Master. But if we go after them willy-nilly...we’ll be caught. I can’t allow them to take you away from me. I need you. I need your control. I need you to be in control of everyone...and I need Camille to be my queen. I need it so bad, because it’s what you need.”

Her words echoed in Adam's head as he continued to wake up, shaking his head and looking down at Barbara's sexy form next to him. He examined the sexy brunette as she continued to blankly and obedient stroke him awake.

At the time, yesterday afternoon, he had easily dismissed the idea of being the king of the school. It was a fantasy, that was all. A hot, sexy fantasy, but a fantasy nonetheless.

Now, staring at Barbara’s lovely face, he was filled with that thought again. Why not a king? Hypnotizing hot babes like Barbara had been a fantasy too, and that had certainly come true. He brought one hand up, stroking her cheek.

“Call me your King,” he said, his voice quavering a bit.

“Yes, my King. Anything you say, my King.”

He pushed her down on the bed and straddled her chest, sitting on her firm, sexy chest. 

“I’m going to fuck your face,” he said.

She smiled, biting her lower lip. “Thank you, my King.”

“I’m going to fuck your face and call you Camille. And you’re going to enjoy that I’m thinking about her.”

Her whole body was warm with desire. He could see her pussy leaking out hot trails of juice. 

“Yes, my King. That sounds wonderful, my King.”

He traced her mouth with his precum-dripping cock. “You’re going to cum when I say her name from now on.”

“Yes, my King.”

He slipped his already hard cock right in her mouth and began to thrust in and out. He went slowly at first, letting it get lubricated. Then he started increasing his speed. Barbara was already an expert at taking his cock in this fashion—he had fucked her face numerous times before this. Her pillowy tits were perfect cushions for his ass.

“Camille,” he moaned as he fucked Barbara’s face. “Camillee....Camillee....”

Every time he said her name, Barbara came, just as he ordered. He couldn’t hold back, fucking her harder and harder. He fucked her mouth like it was a cunt, like it was Camille's hot pussy, shoving his thick hard cock further and further down Barbara's throat..

With a spurious exhalation, he spurted down the bedazzled brunette’s mouth, thrusting with each hot load exiting his body.

“Camille,” he grunted with each thrust, twitching with bliss as Barbara orgasmed beneath him. “Camille. Camille. Camille.”

Barbara’s eyes seemed even more glazed than usual, facing so many orgasms in a row. He slipped his cock out of her mouth and whispered in her ear, “Good girl. Good slave.”

She orgasmed a final time, holding him tight, needing his closeness. Feeling somewhat generous, Adam allowed it for a moment. His wet cock traced long lines of jizz along her chin and neck.

The doorbell rang downstairs. He could hear his parents saying something, and then calling him down.

“Ah, fuck,” he said, looking down at Barbara. “Just...uh, get dressed and chill out, okay?”

“Yes, my King.”

Barbara slipped upward, her panties obviously soaked through from the number of orgasms he gave her. His room was basically soundproof—something arranged long ago from how much time he spent on his computer late into the night. So he wasn't too worried that his parents had found out he had brought Barbara over. Or Alena, too. He had forgotten about that. The three of them had been fucking nonstop until maybe seven or eight in the morning. 

Wow. 

Had...had Cynthia been there as well?

She had. She had until she remembered she had to go home to her husband, who she promised never, ever to fuck again. He had made her promise that. Alena made her promise to orgasm really loud with every shower, just so the idiot husband knew he wasn't good enough. Adam had fucked Alena really hard for thinking that up—which was probably why she had.

He looked over at the clock on the wall—crap. It was five thirty in the evening. When had it gotten so late? Had he been sleeping through the whole day?

His memory of the night previous—surrounded as it was by so much sneaking around his parents and illicit sex with gorgeous women—was not so great. 

Foggily, he remembered his parents insisting that they were going to hire a babysitter for his new baby brother—they said he was working so hard lately, and clearly had so much on his plate. They would feel bad giving him an extra responsibility when there were so many good applicants for babysitters in the neighborhood.

He threw on a pair of loose gray shorts and a tight white shirt. All of the fucking he was putting in lately, combined with constantly forgetting to eat anything, was leaving him pretty ripped. 

He picked up his phone off the nightstand where Barbara left it—and saw that the battery was completely empty. 

Ah, well. With Cynthia joining the ranks, he wasn’t exactly in the market for any new hypnoslaves all of a sudden. Even with prom in a couple of weeks, there was a lot of time left in school. And it wasn’t like he was going to be enslaving whatever stodgy old nanny that his parents had hired. 

He got downstairs just in time to see his parents driving away in their hatchback. They were in a rush, apparently. At the open door were the babysitter—beautiful, snobbish eighteen year-old student council president Josie Scott—and Camille. 

Adam suddenly wished he had spent a little more time thinking about what he wore. He hadn’t the foggiest idea that Camille was coming over.

The girl of his dreams, standing there in his house, and the tool that would allow him to hypnotize her was at least an hour away from being charged enough to work.

Fuck. 

It would have been easier, maybe, if Camille hadn’t clearly been dressed for a night out on the town. But she absolutely was. She wore a tiny red minidress that fit tight over her mindblowing curves. A large leather belt with a funky silver buckle hung loose around her waist, held up entirely by the width of her sexy hips. Her perfect, eighteen year-old cleavage was positioned for admiration, her tits pressed out and up by a just-barely visible black push-up bra. Her long, midnight dark hair was arranged in beautiful, shiny waves down her back, just barely touching the top of her bubble-shaped ass with length that only a high school beauty queen could get away with.

Most pressing of all were her boots. Knee-high, skintight leather boots wrapped around her perfect legs with sexy four-inch heels. Adam had a bit of a fetish for heels and boots, and he had in fact seen those exact boots on another model. He had even jerked off before, imagining the model was Camille.

Camille, of course, blew that model out of the water. Adam saw her and nearly fell down the stairs.

“Well don’t just stand there gawking, jerk,” Camille said, clearly happy with herself. “Invite us in and show us around.”

“Oh...ah...right,” he said, wishing he was wearing jeans or anything at all that could hide the boner his cock desperately wanted to turn into. “Come on in. Welcome. To...ah. My humble abode.”

Camille giggled. “’Humble’ being the key word. What a dump. No wonder you’re dressed like such a hermit.”

He watched Josie try and suppress her laugh. Ah, well. At least she was attempting to act like a sane human. 

He supposed Camille didn’t really need to act sane with how insanely beautiful she was. For whatever reason, the fact that she knew it about herself, and the fact that she liked to shove how much better she was than everyone else in everyone’s faces, only made him want her the more.

Josie was, by and large, a sort of cold person as far as Adam could tell. Her boyfriend at school, Philip, wouldn’t stop bragging for the first two weeks they started dating about what a catch he’d landed. Ever since then, though, all Adam heard from him—and this was all indirect, as of course someone who dated Josie wouldn’t be anywhere near Adam’s limited social circle—was bemoaning the fact that he was dating the hottest and most frigid cockblock on earth. She wouldn’t even let his hands on her breast through her shirt.

If she wasn’t standing next to the most positively gorgeous woman in the universe according to Adam, then Josie would have probably contracted quite a bit of his gaze and admiration. She had short light brown hair and sparkling brown eyes, her face sort of reminding Adam of any number of starlets he saw rising up the ranks in Hollywood.

Today she was wearing tiny denim jean shorts and a thin white blouse off over her belly-button. Somehow, she wore it innocently—as if she had no idea that her legs were so supple and long, and that her torso was so incredibly built. He doubted that she could really think that about herself, truly, but then Josie was an incredibly religious type. She led all the god rallies around the school, and actively championed slut shaming charity drives that handed out thick women's coveralls to the poor sections of town.

He felt rather certain that Camille hung out with Josie—aside from the fact that she was a cheerleader as well—mostly due to the low level of threat Josie posed. She was attractive, this was clear, but she wasn’t really working on being sultry or sexy, and so this made Camille all the more attractive by comparison. 

For most women, Adam realized this would be an obsessive over-analysis of companion choice. For Camille, though, he felt he was barely scratching the surface. Probably there were even more reasons she chose uber-religious Josie—her guileless nature, perhaps, making her easy to connive and manipulate into doing whatever she wanted or needed on a given day. 

The need to take Camille then was almost palpable. The girl of his dreams—literally—right there in front of him. But he couldn’t, not without Josie noticing. 

Adam struggled for something to say to hide the fact that he had spent the last several seconds openly gawking at these two beauties being inside of his house.

“So you’re both babysitting?” he ventured.

Camille struck a casual pose, hand on her hip. “Uh, do I look like I’m dressed for babysitting, dork?”

He shrugged. He had no idea how Camille would choose to dress for anything. He was glad to see her dressed, undressed, any of it.

“I’m her ride,” she pointed at Josie. 

“Oh.” He looked over at Josie. It was almost painful taking his gaze away from the dream-incarnate form of Camille. “The baby is in the back room,” he said to Josie, walking into the hallway a bit and pointing. “She’s sleeping, I think.”

“Cool,” she chirped, bouncing past him. “I’ll go check on her.”

And now he was alone with Camille. His heart was thumping in his chest.

“Do you have my money?”

“Your money?”

“The money you owe me for not spilling the beans about you and Ms. Durand. Come on, dork.”

Just for a look at her, like this, he probably would have given up his life’s savings. That need for her was probably plain on her face. She seemed to enjoy seeing it.

“One second,” he said. He rushed upstairs and ducked inside of his room. Barbara was nowhere to be found. That was...odd. He found the cash he needed from what Alena had left him the night before—over twelve hundred dollars inc ash.

He stepped out of the room, and Camille was right there. He put the cash in her hand.

She counted it quickly—a practiced sort of motion. “Is this it?”

“That’s three times what I paid you last time, Camille.”

“I know...but it’s still pretty sparse. I don't have to explain to you how much I deserve, do I baby?”

She called him 'baby.' Such a diminutive...and such a turn-on.

“No, Camille. You're right. I'm...I'm sorry.”

“You should be. So, step up your game.” She sniffed. “I smell sex. Did you just masturbate or something?”

He shrugged. “Or something.”

“Were you jerking off before we got here? Is that why you’re dressed like that in the evening?”

“I mean...” he shrugged.

She smiled, sliding a hand down her neck to her perfect cleavage. She had a shiny red ruby pendant there in the shape of a rose, the chain trailing over the amazing slopes of her tits.

“Were you thinking about me, Adam? Were you just imagining me, in an outfit like this?”

His nod was weak. God, why did it turn him on so much to have her reveal his own weakness to him? And she owned it. She owned him, totally. It was intoxicating.

She slipped a hand down to his thigh, moving it up slowly. 

“You’re not that bad looking, you know,” she said with a smirk. “Kind of cute, actually.” She leaned in, whispering in his ear. “I wouldn’t mind if you texted me when you came, thinking about me, Adam. Letting me know how much you’re in love with me. You are in love with me, aren’t you baby?”

He let out a weak groan and nodded. Her hand slid across his hard, practically exposed cock. She let out a satisfied sound when she found out how hard he was.

“You literally just came and I’m so hot that you’re already hard again.” Her smile was completely entrancing. He felt like he was under a spell. He didn't care. “You want to cum for me, don’t you? This whole thing turns you on.”

She turned her eyes up at him. God, those eyes! So green, so soft, so sexy and full of disastrous promises.

“It’s okay that it turns you on.” She kept stroking him through his pants. “I just wish I’d known. I love making men hard for me, making them do what I want. I’m fantastic at it. I could do it for a living. Do you know how much I had donated to me this year already? It’s well over five figures, baby.”

“Oh fuck.”

He didn’t know why that number turned him on so much, but it really did. Knowing that there were men all over town that gave her money just for being so beautifully hot, knowing that she was probably going to get more money tonight for nothing at all except for how she was born—oh god!

That was so fucking perfect and sexy!

“I’ll make you one of my special guys,” she cooed in his ear. “You can just give me a percentage of whatever you make for the rest of your life. Wouldn’t you like that? A little less upfront...but way, way more in the long run. And in exchange, I’ll let you think about me when you fuck that pretty librarian. Wouldn’t you like that?”

“Y-yeah,” he moaned, so close to cumming. “Oh god, Camillee...”

“She's sooo pretty...but all you're going to think about when you're in that hot, tight cunt of hers is me, aren't you? Won't you do that for me, baby?”

“Y-yeah...yeah...”

“I see you slobbering over my heels. If you do a really good job, sweetie, I’ll wear some tight high-heeled boots around school. How’s that?”

He whimpered. He was gonna cum. His cock had lifted his shorts up, the head exposed out from the leg.

“Leather ones,” she whispered. “With five inch heels. They’re like a second skin.”

Adam let out a throaty moan, cumming helplessly. She casually sidestepped his spray, to where it hit the carpet, piling up.

“Fuck,” he moaned. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.”

She giggled sweetly and landed a little kiss on his cheek. 

“Leather boots. Five inch heels,” she whispered into his ear. “Think about that the next time you cum, okay?”

He nodded dumbly. He could hardly do otherwise now. Just the thought of her exquisite body wearing those kinds of heels...it was enough to drive him insane with lust. It was enough to get him hard again. The clarity of thought that usually followed an orgasm was nowhere to be found as he watched her divinely sculpted body gracefully strut down the stairs. 

Clearly, he still wanted to dominate her. He wanted to take her, own her, hypnotize her like he had every other hot woman he had come across lately. Thinking about that, he grabbed his phone from his room, just in case he was somehow wrong about it being dead. 

He wasn't, of course. Oh well.

Still, somehow, he was just completely in love with her having this hold over him. Over and over again, he thought about how he couldn’t explain it. As he stepped down the stairs and watched her drive off, he felt himself rising up again, thinking about her in those boots. 

God, he wanted her. She would beg for his cock when all was said and done. She’d beg to raise him money like she did for herself.

That thought made him want to stroke his cock even more. He plugged in the phone in the entry way, setting it on the small round table there.

“Adam?” Josie called. “Could you come here?”

He took a second to calm down, taking deep breaths. He checked himself—no stains anywhere. Good. He could clean the carpet up later. Or have one of his hypnoslaves do it. With her mouth, maybe. 

“Yeah,” he called. “One second.”

After he made sure his cock wasn’t in quite as excited of a state, he strolled over to the kitchen where Josie was standing in front of the doorway with her arms crossed. She stepped to the side, letting him see inside.

“Why is Barbara sitting down in front of the refrigerator?”

Adam put his face in his palm. He had told her to chill out. Of course.

* * * * *
 

Somehow, in his post-orgasm haze, he had managed to convince Josie that Barbara was just having a bit of fun with her. She was his girlfriend, he explained, a lampshade that Barbara quickly attached herself to.

“I’m his girlyfriend,” she sang repeatedly. “We go out together. Isn’t that cool?”

Barbara had put on a fun, blue summer dress with no back, the top of it held up by a happy bow tied around the back of her neck. The bow was barely visible underneath the wealth of her shiny, sexy chestnut-colored hair, but Adam still liked knowing that it was there. That he could unwrap her like a present at any time.

Now the two girls were sitting in the living room, chatting amicably. Or, Josie was talking and Barbara was nodding as if she was interested. Adam knew the truth, of course, that Barbara’s only real interest was serving his cock—but her interest in Josie was a convenient illusion for the time being. 

So far, Josie was doing more babysitting of Barbara than the baby, but the baby was sound asleep as of yet. 

Adam, once again, wished he knew a little bit more about Josie. He wasn't really sure how to find out anything about a girl without hypnotizing her and ordering her to tell the truth first. Josie was a cheerleader, of course, and so was a bit full of herself. Her intense religious nature had allowed her to become the student council president by garnering the cheerleading and christian blocs at the high school, and that made her even more full of herself.

She had the type of attitude, talking with Barbara, that led him to believe he was one of those anti-feminist women who firmly believed that men were dumber than women and that women had a proper place running everything in a household, doing everything right while correcting everything that men did wrong (which was, again, everything). 

There was little doubt that she was going to get married to her boyfriend Philip the second she graduated, and even less doubt that her wealthy family would pay her way through college for a degree she would never use because she would be popping out kids the second she earned that degree. 

Adam didn’t really have much judgment for such a choice, though he didn’t understand it. And perhaps he was totally wrong—but that was the read he got from her.

Adam watched the two of them socializing on the couch in the living room, wondering how on earth he was going to explain to everyone at school how he had gotten Barbara to be his girlfriend. Certainly Josie would be going out of her way to let everyone know as soon as she could.

He supposed he could hypnotize Josie, but then, what if she caught on to what he was trying? What if she got away? And what if, like Alena said, someone caught on too soon and the whole business unraveled before his eyes?

He noticed already that, even to use the qualifier of “too soon” meant that he was slowly buying into the idea of being the king of the high school. He would have been worried, perhaps, if it didn’t turn him on so very much.

Barbara had so many extracurricular activities that it was rather simple to explain her constant absence from one or the other. Her parents traveled constantly, and both of them were out of town for the entire month leading up to prom. And Alena, of course, was a single woman with no responsibilities  to anyone except for the school and now to Adam.

“So, Barbara,” said Josie, crossing her long legs on the couch. “How long have you two been dating? I haven’t heard anything about on school on the internet or anything.”

“Oh,” said Barbara, her voice dreamy. “It seems like, just, the longest time. Ages and ages.”

Adam knew that in Barbara’s mind, she meant literally ages—the way dinosaurs had ages. He wasn’t sure about the mechanics of his hypnotic device, but he knew that it worked by surrounding a girl's mind with the idea of worshiping him for thousands, if not millions, of years. When she finally came back to consciousness, her actual life was a distant memory, and something easily wiped away with her new found adoration for him.

“I just never would have pegged you two as being together. How did you meet?”

“Oh, we’ve had lots of classes together,” said Adam nervously, stepping further into the living room. “We just started studying and it kind of grew organically from that. Really, we only really started going out like a week ago...but it’s been um...well. We just knew it was right.”

“Is that like, after you were working at the library? Camille told me about that.”

“Did she?” Adam’s voice cracked.

Did Camille tell her also about how she had caught the librarian gleefully sucking his cock?

No. No, of course not. If Josie knew that, her fundamentalism probably would have stopped her from babysitting at all.

“Oh yes. She told me there was just, loads of work to do. And that you two led the charge. I took that to mean you did most of the work while she sat around, being Camille...”

She laughed, and Adam laughed too—and so Barbara laughed as well, somewhat mechanically. Her start and stop were both rather abrupt.

Suddenly, the doorbell rang.

Panic struck Adam’s heart. Who was there? Who could possibly be interrupting? All of his friends would have texted first. Unless—

Oh god, Alena.

Oh no, no no no...

“No, sit down,” said Josie. “I’ll get it. I’m the babysitter, after all.”

Adam, frozen in terror, could only watch as Josie bounced past him and hopped into the hallway. Why wouldn’t his legs move? Oh god. This was all going to end in tears. Barbara had gotten up as well, taking the opportunity to smile and lick her lips at Adam while Josie's back was turned.

Josie opened the door and gasped immediately. Adam already felt he knew why, but finally was able to step out into the doorway enough to check for certain. 

Yep.

In the doorway, wearing a tight, pornographic red-and-black version of a cheerleader’s outfit, was Alena.

“M-Miss Durand?” Josie struggled. “What are you doing here?”

Her thick, voluminous hair dripped down one side of her face as she posed, sticking one hip out to the side with her leg forward. She held a tall shopping bag in one hand.

Without missing a beat, she smiled at Josie and pushed her inside. The oversexed librarian cast a quick wink at Adam.

“I’m here for you, of course. Didn’t you get my email?”

Josie, looking instantly unsure of herself, shook her head. “No ma’am. I’m sorry. What did you need?”

“Oh, we need to have an incredibly important conversation, my dear. You don’t mind if we do it here, do you? It’s incredibly important. And you just have to hear what I have to say.”

“I-I do?”

“Of course, dear. Why would I have come here on my way to a costume party if it wasn’t so important?”

“Oh. I suppose...I mean, I guess...”

“You wouldn’t think I would just arrive dressed like this to Adam’s house, would you? Don’t be silly, dear.”

“Oh, yes ma’am. I m-mean no ma’am. You’re right, ma’am. I’m sorry, ma’am.”

Adam could almost see how fast Josie’s heart was beating, responding to the threat of the authority that Alena had. Her face was getting flushed, and she was backing up against the wall.

“There’s actually an excellent reason I’m dressed this way, Josie. A very excellent, very compelling reason.”

“Oh,” she said, nodding. “Oh, that’s good. I was...I was a little worried.” She laughed nervously, the kind of relieved laugh someone has when they feel the danger has passed. “You looked like...like some kind of porn star!”

“You should have seen me with the wig on.”

“Wig?”

Alena pulled out a dark wig from the bag in her hands.

“Oh yes. I have a wig. It’s for a party, after all! Here.”

She slipped it on, and instantly she was a dark-haired beauty. She did a little spin. From behind, Adam thought she was almost a dead-copy for Camille. A small, hot shudder left his mouth. 

“Oh man,” he groaned under his breath, his cock growing hard again. 

“Now,” said Alena, moving closer and closer to Josie, backing her further up against the wall. “I need to speak with Adam for a moment. You don’t mind, do you?”

“No ma’am! Please, be my guest. I mean, his guest. Please go ahead.”

Adam had to admit he took some satisfaction in watching the prim and proper Josie act so flustered. 

Alena stopped for a moment to whisper something in Barbara’s ear, who nodded and guided Josie back into the living room. Adam started to wonder about that, but then Alena was guiding him into the kitchen. Her tiny pleated skirt swished as she moved, and he could see the amazingly sculpted lines of her bottom. He took her hard by the arm, spinning her toward him, and she let out a low squeal of delight in response.

“What are you thinking? What if my parents had answered the door?”

“You told me they were going out, Master.”

She trailed a finger down his shirt, clearly admiring his chest.

“I did?”

Adam’s memory of the previous night was dim, to say the least. He just remembered a whole lot of fucking, mostly.

“Of course, Master. I obey all your orders. You told me last night. You said it would be the hottest thing in the world if I showed up, dressed like a sexified version of Camille in her cheerleading outfit. You told me how you would order me around all night, calling me her name, and told me to even believe that I was her a little once you called me her name.”

Oh god. He had done that. It had seemed so hot at the time. This was as Barbara was blowing him and he and Alena were making out like ramped-up teenagers—not a stretch for Adam—in his bedroom. Their hands had been working on his cock in tandem, and he was just saying whatever hot stuff happened to cross his mind.

Now that he looked at her, all sorted with her gorgeous body poured into the skintight cheerleading outfit...the idea wasn’t seeming any less hot. 

“Have I disappointed you, Master?”

She looked genuinely scared. Of course, he had to comfort her, taking her into his arms and kissing her gently. She felt so fragile, so slim and needy in his grasp. It made his cock spring to life once more.

“No, Alena. Not at all. You’ve been a wonderful slave.”

Her incredibly sculpted body shook with orgasm as she came, staring up at him with her big brown eyes. 

“Thank you, Master. It feels so good to know I’ve pleased you.”

He nodded, knowing how true that was for her. He had no desire to be a particularly bad Master, if that's what he was—and he knew for certain that a bad Master would be one who wasn't clear about what pleased him, and one who kept his slaves in perpetual fear.

“You’ve been wonderful,  really you have, Alena. But...but you have to go.”

Alena's head went from one side to the other. “You are attracted to this babysitter, yes?”

“Of course I am.” He peeked out the door,examining Josie’s profile as she and Barbara looked through the record collection. “Just look at her.”

“Then should I leave? You really need to fuck her. And everything you need, I need to ensure.”

“Alena, I don’t want to argue with you on this.”

“That’s wonderful, Master.”

He wasn’t sure she interpreted that how he would prefer. He was going to follow-up, but she spoke too soon, soft and insistent. One of her hands slipped up onto his crotch, so familiar and ready to please.

“Master, I’m the one who ensured your parents would call her to hire her. How do you think Josie got the recommendation? I’ve been calling your mother to tell her what a wonderful student you are, and how you need a bit of a break from some responsibilities to excel. That’s why you have the night off from babysitting, and Josie has the night on.”

Oh god. She was just putting her hand in all the pots, wasn't she?

“Alena...”

“Cynthia has been calling as well. I think she’s been doing an even better job than I have. She recommended Josie also, of course. And, conveniently enough, recommended to Josie that she take up babysitting. She even offered to make a few calls to line up some work for her.”

Fuck, the rabbit hole just went deeper and deeper. How many strings was this incredible hypnoslave pulling at one time to ensure that gorgeous women were serving him? Did he want to find out? 

And more than that, did he really want to interfere?

“It’s just...Alena, you know, when you make decisions like this without me...”

It was hard to talk when her tits were mashed together so enticingly right there in front of him. In an amazingly hot cheerleading outfit. There was nothing stopping him from grabbing one of her perfect tits—so of course he did.

Alena moaned, biting her lower lip, making googly eyes at Adam. “She needs your cock so bad, Sire. Won’t you let her have it? Won’t you be her King, just like you’re my King?”

She leaned in close, wrapping her soft, tender arms around Adam’s neck. He could feel her perky tits crush against his chest, her long legs sliding around his. 

“Just like you’re going to be Camille’s King?”

“Fuck,” he groaned.

His hand came up her neck, gripping it lightly as he pushed her head back. She had such a delicious expanse of neck, leading so gracefully into the gorgeous line of her chin. The wig was still on—dark and gorgeous, a dead match for Camille's hair.

Alena, smiling sultrily, stepped away from him for a moment, bending over at the breakfast table across from the fridge. Her hair dripped down her shoulders so he couldn’t see her face...just her exquisite body.

“I’m your sexy Camille, Master. Can’t you see that?” 

Oh, fuck. Yes he could. He could certainly see that.

“Don’t you just want to fuck me from behind so bad, Master?”

He ran a hand down her exquisite back, a train of lust absolutely running over every nail of rational thought he could manage.

“J-Josie will...”

“Don’t worry about the babysitter, Master. Barbara’s taking care of her. You just need to think about fucking your favorite girl.”

“Fuck...Alen—” he started, then remembered, “...Camille.”

She moaned in orgasm and he could see her pussy quivering with bliss when he pushed her skirt up over her ass. She wasn’t wearing panties, of course. His shorts dropped to the ground. 

“Yes, my King,” she purred. “Fuck me like I deserve. Fuck your Queen. Please!”

“Yeah...oh yeah, Camille...”

He slid up inside of her pussy, gripping her hips tight. Her ass was so firm, so hard, that it was a simple thing to use her hips as handles as he shoved himself inside of her again and again. 

“Fuck me, Sir! Fuck your best girl! Fuck your Camille! Oh yes, please! Please do it! Please fill me up! I need only you! I need only you! Fuck your Cheerleading Queen, please!”

Her mouth was so filthy, so hot, that he didn't feel as if he had any choice but to cum. Alena was screaming loud, and he was certain Josie had heard them. He didn't care, though. He just needed to fill up his slave.

With a long grunt, he exploded into Alena’s pussy, knocking over two chairs with his spasming arms as he did. He lowered on top of her, groping her hot tits, his cum leaking down her stretched legs.

“Thank you, Master,” moaned Alena. “Thank you so much for fucking me like you would her.”

* * * * *
 

After some indeterminate length of time, he woke up in the kitchen, passed out on top of the breakfast table. All that cumming was taking its toll on him, clearly. He walked through the house in a daze, laughing to himself a bit about how wonderful and odd his life had become. 

In the entryway, Adam checked his phone—nearly charged. It was eight thirty at night. His parents weren't due home for another four hours.

That would be great if there was anyone in the house left to hypnotize. Of course, he knew that wasn’t the case. 

He stepped into the living room, fully expecting to only see Barbara still there, sitting patiently on the couch. He was going to have a lot of explaining to do at school on Monday.

Obviously, Josie had heard Alena’s incredibly loud moaning and her orchestra of praises as he came inside of her. And, hearing that, she had run away, texting and updating every social media outlet she could find, revealing the torrid affair between Adam and the librarian. Probably Alena would be fired—at the least. Maybe the police would arrive? That would be interesting. It would almost be a relief.

But, oh well. He could still fuck Barbara tonight. It was amusing to him—the thought of fucking one of the most beautiful girls at school being just a back-up plan.

But, that wasn’t the situation at all. Instead, Alena, Barbara, and Josie were all still in the room, with Barbara and Josie attentively listening to Alena speaking. Alena was up on the couch, with Barbara and Josie sitting next to each other on the ground in front of the coffee table, staring up at the hot librarian still in her sexy cheerleading outfit.

“Now, not just anybody can get on the school’s special double-secret honor roll,” Alena said, with Josie and Barbara nodding solemnly. “Only those who really know how to be team players are allowed. So, you’re both doing a great job by showing me what good team players you are right now, drinking that. But you have to go further. Kissing is a mandatory drill for entry, girls.”

If Alena uncrossed her legs even for an instant, her cum-filled pussy would be instantly exposed to Josie. Adam felt his cock stirring at the idea.

Barbara was sitting on the ground next to Josie. They each highball glasses in their hands, and both looked as though they had been drinking a large bottle of liquor sitting between them which Adam didn’t recognize—another gift from Alena's bag, perhaps. In actuality, only Josie looked really drunk. Her motions slurred all over themselves, and her eyes were tired. Barbara had a drink in her hands that she didn’t seem to be making any attempt at actually drinking.

Wait a minute, though Adam. Josie was...drinking?

This seemed far out of line with what he knew about her goody two-shoe nature, but at the same time, with Alena in charge, it made some sense. Josie’s fear of authority, and need to do whatever she was told by that authority, had clearly overridden her morality sensors. Or maybe that simply was the extent of her morality.

“Oh, hello Adam,” Alena turned, flashing him a smile and a wink. “As we discussed, I’m trying to indoctrinate Barbara and Josie to a more successful mode of thinking. As the super exclusive double-secret honor roll president, you know how taxing the indoctrination trials are.”

“Oh. Uh...right. Right. Very taxing.”

He caught himself staring at how wide and open Josie’s legs had become. They looked very fetching, so close to Barbara. Barbara, catching on, flashed him a wink and slid her leg up against Josie’s. Adam’s eyes grew and he tried to minutely shake his head.

Alena’s smile grew wider. “Barbara has been doing splendidly.” Barbara beamed. “Josie’s been doing well so far, though I think she could stand to show a little more enthusiasm.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” Josie slurred out. “It’s just this is all so new and so new and new, you new? I mean, know? You know?”

Alena turned back to Josie with a smile. “Yes, dear. Now, you want to be on the special secret honor roll, don’t you?

“O-of course I do, b-but—”

“How do you think Adam got to be secret honor roll president? It wasn’t just with grades. I had to know he was a team player. Aren’t you a team player, Josie?”

“Y-yes ma’am. It’s just—”

“Barbara’s already being a wonderful team player. She’s so ready to kiss you like I asked. Look at her.”

Josie did. Barbara had her hair pushed back, staring at Josie with moist, open lips and a smoldering gaze.

“Okay, then. Team players have to do what I say. So, kiss Barbara.”

Tentatively, Josie leaned in and pecked her lips against Barbara’s. It was a dry, sparse little thing. 

Alena tsked, very disappointed.

“Sweetie, don’t kiss like that. Your lips are retracted, your eyes are open, and you're jutting your jaw. It’s not a spoonful of hot soup, it’s a kiss. Kissing is fun. Say it.”

Josie took a deep breath, clearly distraught. “Kissing is...kissing is fun.”

“Good girl. Now, purse your lips. Good, like that. Now, close your eyes...that’s it. Lean in. Good girl.”

Barbara met Josie once more, the kiss really sinking in this time. Barbara’s hand started to slink up Josie’s side, and Josie shot back, standing up.

“What’s wrong?” Alena asked.

Josie struggled to keep steady. Clearly drunk, her legs were wavering. 

“She was...she was touching me!”

“Of course she was, dear. You’re very attractive, and so is she. That’s how attractive people give kisses. Go on, sit back down.”

Flustered, Josie sat back down, crossing her legs. She put a hand to her head.

“I...I’m not sure about this, Miss Durand. This all seems so very wrong.”

“Wrong?” Alena laughed richly. “Oh, dear. Come now. I’m a librarian. I’m the head of many educational committees. I’m the admissions director of the special exclusive double-secret honor roll. You don’t think I would have all that authority if I was going to be telling fine, upstanding young women like you to do wrong things, would I?”

Somehow, that logic worked perfectly on the drunken mess that Josie's mind had become.

“Well...no, no, I suppose not.”

Barbara slid her hand up Josie’s thigh, purring and sighing. “Of course not. Don’t worry about it. I trust her. You should trust her.”

“You hear that?” Alena nodded. “Barbara thinks this is all perfectly fine. Now,” she slid forward off the couch and sat down on the other side of Josie. “This is just a little harmless kissing. What if I kissed you? Would that make you feel better? Then, if any trouble was to be had, I would be in it as much as you. Would that put your mind at ease?”

“Oh...yes? I mean...I mean I guess so...”

She was breathing deep, shuddering as Barbara’s hand slid up even further her thigh. Alena put her hand on Josie’s chin and guided her in. Adam watched, stunned, as Alena locked lips with Josie. A few times, Josie tried to pull away, and Alena kept her there, licking and moaning, as Barbara’s hands went up to Josie’s inner thigh.

As they kissed, Adam snuck out momentarily to check on his phone. One hundred percent charge. He could take Josie any time he wanted. 

Oh, yes. That was definitely going to happen. He grabbed it and stepped back inside the living room, where Alena was still kissing a now-seemingly-more-willing Josie. He walked back into the living room and slipped the phone on the coffee table and gave Alena a squeeze on her shoulder to let her know it was ready. He sat down in front of the three sexy babes on the couch. 

Alena ended her kiss with the barely legal teen, soft hot moans trailing out from both their mouths.

“Now, I’m going to give Ma...Adam, a kiss. Okay? You watch.”

With a sultry smile, Alena slid back up the couch, leaning in and giving Adam a sizzlingly hot, long kiss. Her tongue slipped up and down his—she knew just how to kiss him, her entire body perfectly attuned to her Master’s needs. 

Moaning softly, she slipped away, turning back toward the two girls on the ground.

“You’re a little more familiar with Barbara’s form, so I’m going to have you watch her. Study this, okay? Go ahead, Barbara.”

“Yes, Alena.”

Barbara’s voice was low, almost monotone. She eyed Adam hungrily and slid on top of his lap. With Josie watching, he didn’t know what to do with his hands. Barbara solved the problem by placing them firmly on her firm, globular ass. On instinct, his fingers dug into the tight, young flesh there. 

Her lips crawled hungrily over his, so happy and eager to be touching him. Finally, he pushed her away. She slid down off of him, sliding between his legs and resting her head against his stiff bulge. Her thick brown hair slid sexily around her lovely face.

“I love you, Master,” she whispered so softly in his ear. “I can't wait to watch you make her serve just like I do.”

Shuddering, Adam gently pushed Barbara to the side, watching Alena take Josie by the hand and guiding her upward.

“Now, you kiss Adam. This is very important, Josie. This is your very final test. After this, you'll be in our special club. Go ahead and kiss him.”

Josie’s lovely face was fully flushed, her dark eyes full of worry. “I’ve never...never actually kissed a boy before.”

Wow. She was an even more frigid ice queen than her boyfriend had let on at school! And Adam was going to be this sexy, religious, snobby eighteen year-old cheerleader's introduction to all things sex. He would have been lying if he said the thought didn't excite him a lot.

“You should start, then,” Alena said. “It’s so very important to know how to kiss a man, sweetie.”

Josie clearly felt she had no choice but to do what the older woman said. Alena was so insistent, and her elegant presence demanded such total obedience. 

Josie’s breaths were hot, halted as she moved forward. She did not get on his lap like Barbara, but instead bent over at the waist, resting her hands on his shoulders. Her lips met his, so wet and so sweet. She moaned, so tentative. He could sense the guilt behind the pressure of her lips on his, the enormous amount of restraint that was slipping away as his hands crawled up and down her tight, firm cheerleader body. 

For a moment, Adam forgot entirely that he was planning on owning her mind. He forgot entirely that Barbara and Alena were there. 

Then he let her go. Alena was right there, holding the phone, and its endless spirals, directly in Josie’s face. 

For a moment, Josie was flustered. Only for a moment, though. 

“Wh-whaaat is...is...isss...” escaped her mouth, trailing off into nothingness, just like her thoughts.

The pink light was quickly sucked in by her eyes, which morphed sexily into hot pink spirals.

“That’s it, sweetie,” Alena purred. “Take it in. Take it all in.”

Barbara was still between Adam’s legs, rubbing her face against his bulge. Light spirals had formed in her eyes—she couldn't help but look at the phone a little.

“She got you so worked up, Master. I’m sure she’ll need lots of indoctrinating. Would you like me to suck you while you wait?”

“Yes,” he said, still looking at the hypnotized Josie. “Good slave.”

Moaning orgasmically, Barbara slipped his shorts down and swallowed his cock, deepthroating him immediately. Alena, with force that was entirely unnecessary but also entirely hot, wrapped her free hand in Barbara’s thick hair and started forcing the teenage slave up and down the massively thick rod of her King. He continued to watch Josie, her face still right in front of his, her eyes totally transfixed on the phone in Alena's hand.

“All of us,” Alena purred hotly. “You fucking own all of us, Master. All of us!”

Barbara moaned out in agreement. Her mouth was so hot, so tight, a perfect fuckglove for his cock. 

The phone in Alena’s hands stopped humming abruptly, and Josie’s moaning stopped just as abruptly.

“I think Barbara was correct, Sire,” purred Alena. “This one seems like she will need several indoctrinations, just as Barbara did. In fact, I wonder if—”

And then a long, orgasmic moan exited from Josie’s mouth as she focused on Adam’s form. 

“God?” she moaned. “My God! My Lord! My Savior!” 

She brought her hands up to her button-up blouse and ripped it down. Her breasts, perky and firm, were completely and suddenly exposed to him. They were smaller than Barbara’s or Alena’s, but still beautifully round, the nipples pink and pointed. Her spiraled eyes were full of desperate need, desperate worship.

“Cleanse me, my Lord! Wipe away my sin!”

Adam was confused. “Sin?”

“The sin of not believing! Of not worshiping! Of not being FILLED with your love! Please, my Lord! My God! Oh please!”

Quickly, Adam began to surmise that her devotion to God had not been wiped away, but rather reinforced and supplanted with the thought of him as that very God. All her religious belief to be so very proper and obedient was simply applied to something very real and very easy to identify—him. 

She thought he was God.

Adam’s cock, being attended to so beautifully by Barbara, stiffened even more. He pushed Barbara away, who landed with a soft moan, gazing admiringly at the new slave's devotion to her Master.

“That’s right,” he said, taking Josie by the throat and putting her down on the couch. “That’s right, little servant girl. My special daughter, Josie. I’m your Lord.”

“My Lord!” she choked out.

“Your God.”

“My God!”

“Your salvation.”

“My savior of all things! Oh yes! Fill me with your divinity, please! I need to be filled with your love!”

He was in no position to deny his newly acquired worshiper of anything. He snapped his fingers, and Barbara and Alena went to work, stripping her down entirely—her denim shorts quickly no longer part of the equation. Standing up, he held his arms out and had Alena strip him as well, taking off his shirt. It felt so good, so right, being attended to in this manner. Not even needing to undress himself—having servants for each and every whim. 

Adam knew that probably Alena wanted him to get used to such service. That she wanted him to not only want a servant to carry out each and every task he could imagine, but to have specialized servants for absolutely every task. A special blowjob girl. A rainy day foot massage girl. A girl for combing his hair. Another for brushing his teeth. Another still to suck his cock while he watched television, and another to give him handjobs while he played videogames. An endless amount of servants—all worshiping him as a god, as God, just as Josie did.

He was hard-pressed to find it within himself to resist such exercises of his power.

Josie squirmed with need on the couch, staring up at him. Her gaze stopped at his neck, even though it looked as though she tried looking farther up. It was like his face was too magnificent, too divine, for her to look at directly for very long. She squinted and turned away and then turned back in quick motions, like she was staring at the sun.

He maneuvered onto the couch and thrust inside of her quickly, immediately gratified by the long moan of instant orgasm that escaped her mouth. Her tight, wet virgin cunt spread easily for his massive meat, and any pain she may have felt at losing her virginity was quickly and decidedly overpowered by the overwhelming pleasure cascading through her body.

“Fuck her, Sir,” Alena cried. “God, you’re fucking her so hard! You’re such a King! You’re such a King God!”

Barbara moaned in agreement, moving into position to suck on Josie’s nipples. Adam’s thrusts became harder and harder. He cared nothing about pacing himself, and only about the hot perfect release of cumming in this barely legal virgin’s body. 

“I’m going to cum right inside of you,” he grunted in her ear. “I’m going to fucking cum right in your virgin belly.”

Josie gasped heatedly. “Bless me! Yes! Bless me with your grace! Oh please, Lord, bless me with your cum!”

“Fuck her, Sir,” Alena moaned in his ear, fingering her pussy with gusto. “Fuck her like she’s your Camille. Fuck her so fucking hard. It’s so fucking hot to watch you fuck her. Oh my god. Oh my god you’re so fucking hot.”

Barbara, her eyes still faintly showing spirals, stared up at him, fingering her own pussy as she watched her Master plow into her new sister slave. Adam couldn't help himself. It was all so wonderfully hot, and Josie's cunt was so perfect and tight.

His orgasm exploded out from him, hot cum spurting inside of Josie’s cunt. He could feel his hot gooey gift filling her belly and spilling out of her pussy, her legs wrapping and re-wrapping around his waist as she came and came again.

“Thank you, Master,” Josie cried. “Thank you, my God. Thank you, God!”

Alena and Barbara came too, watching him cum. Tears of joy sprinkled down Alena's gorgeously sculpted face, so happy at watching her King claim yet another slave with his cock. 

Josie kissed her God desperately, her sexy lips pushing up against his neck and chin as he rested on top of her. Barbara slid down to where her Master and her new sister slave were joined, licking up the excess cum she found there. 

“I love you, my God,” Josie moaned. “I always have. I am so blessed to have you in my life.”

Adam smiled. “I know.”

“I live only with my mother and sister, my divine lord,” Josie said softly. “I can convert them soon, and then we can transform my house into your church.”

“Church?”

“Every god deserves a church, Master.”

He knew it was a dangerous idea, letting someone worship him as a god. As God. But he couldn’t help but be turned on by it. And he couldn’t help also, at the same time, thinking that it was the perfect title for Camille. His Goddess, and he her God. 

His softening cock jumped inside of Josie’s cunt, returning to stiffness once more.

A church, dedicated to him.

Oh yeah, that excited him quite a bit. 

# # #
 
  


Hypno-App: The Prom Queen
 

It was finally going to happen. Adam was going to hypnotize his dream girl, Camille. He was going to hypnotize her, and he was going to make her his prom date and show off what a stud he was in front of the whole school.

That was the dream, right? That was what Alena wanted for him, and Adam had to agree that it didn't sound like such a bad idea.

Two hours ago, the gorgeous cheerleader Camille said she would be over in ten minutes. As usual, however, she apparently had little interest in keeping her word to him. He waited for her, pacing in the entryway of his new home. Upstairs, his bevy of beautiful hypnoslaves was waiting, fingering themselves at the thought of adding another sister to their sorority of service. 

It had been a month since hypnotizing Adam lived in Alena’s small two-story house now. With a surprisingly small amount of trouble, his first slave Alena had hypnotized key figures at the school, and they all rushed Adam’s graduation from high school. 

His parents had noted at the time that it was a bit odd—having a graduation in the middle of what was supposed to be his last semester of high school—but after two recently hypnotized assistant principals, the well-respected librarian Alena, and the startlingly beautiful redheaded counselor Cynthia all assured them of Adam’s incredible intellectual prowess, his parents no longer seemed to care. They had their hands full with their new baby, after all.

The next week, Adam struck out “on his own,” which meant that he and his hypnoslaves emptied Alena’s house of all her possessions—to fool Adam’s parents when they helped him move—and moved Adam in. 

Adam now had carte blanch to fuck, enslave, and keep as many girls as would fit inside of his new house—which Alena signed over to him in totality. He owned the property as much as he owned her. 

Alena was an incredibly special slave—not just because she had been the first he had enslaved with the mysterious Hypno-App on his phone, and not just because with hourglass measurements, a model's face, and thick dark hair she was a twenty-three out of ten. Rather, she was special because somehow, he had managed to make the very first woman he enslaved a natural submissive—a woman who truly, desperately wanted to be serving a strong Master like the kind that Adam wanted to be. Now, fully one hundred percent of her intellectual capabilities were spent on developing Adam's cadre of slaves. 

Compare this with a beauty like Barbara—Adam's second slave. Eighteen year-old Barbara, brunette and incredibly busty, had been a top student at high school. If she focused, now, she could channel some of that intelligence—but she wasn't quite at the level she had been when she had started. 

Or there was beautiful, leggy Josie, always in tiny shorts and tinier shirts—whose intelligence remained completely, but had been utterly realigned to researching and creating new manners of identifying Adam as God. 

But, for whatever reason, it didn’t matter to Adam as much that he had already hypnotized the eager and willing librarian Alena, one of the most gorgeous women he had ever seen, who had in recent weeks taken the role of matriarch for the hypnoslave collection he had developed. 

Nor did it matter that he had taken the future valedictorian, Barbara, now quite fond of tiny skirts, who had informally become a sort of girlfriend for Adam whenever he went around town.

And nor did it matter quite so much that he had completely rearranged the moral compass of Josie, who’s love for him was so complete that she worshiped him as a deity and preached regularly to the other slaves to try and convert them to what she had started to refer to as, “The Master’s Way.”

No, for Adam, only Camille mattered. Camille was who Adam wanted. She was his Golden Fleece, his Holy Grail, his Mount Everest. She was an objective for him, a destination, she was the symbol of everything he had ever wanted in a woman. 

Outside, pulling up in a tiny, beautiful black sports car that probably she had gotten for free, she arrived. 

Watching her step out of the car one long, perfect leg at a time, Adam gulped instinctively. 

She had on a skintight white dress made from some spandex-like fabric. It slid over her amazing curves wonderfully, highlighting her jawdroppingly tight, busty teen figure, and was cut low so every bounce and jiggle of her terrific tits was plain to all. Her long dark hair framed her face—hell, it was so long it framed her body—sliding in deep waves down her back. Every strand of hair was shiny, glossy, hot—he could not help but look at that hair and imagine pushing his hard cock through every lock, knowing the sensation of that would be just as hot as a blowjob from some lesser woman. Her eyes, blazing and emerald green, could easily be seen lighting up as she approached the house.

Of course, what made Camille even hotter for him was the sight of her thigh-high, tight white boots. Adam had something of a horribly hot kink for boots, perhaps even bigger than his kink for hypnosis. With relish, he watched her strutting toward him.

God. 

The buckles sparkled on the skintight decorations, reflected bits of sunlight as she strutted up to the house. 

Over the past few weeks, since moving in, Adam had started paying more attention to his fitness—you had to be in shape to keep up the fuck-marathons that he so loved to participate in with all his slaves, after all. So, his skinny frame had added a considerable amount of muscle to it, thanks largely to a diet created by the surprisingly adept cook, Josie.

Even so, and even dressed ably in a designer blue collared shirt and nice denim jeans, he felt horribly beneath Camille's league.

She did not bother to knock or ring the doorbell, simply stepping inside right away. 

“Hi, sweetie,” she cooed knowingly. “I’m so sorry I’m a bit late.”

Adam tried to be stern. She would have to get used to him being stern. He was going to be her Master, after all. His phone—with the Hypno-App fully installed—was waiting on the table. He wanted to stretch out this process a bit. He wanted to enjoy taking it slow with her.

“Two hours is more than a bit, Camille.”

“Is that how long it was? Oh, that’s too bad. But, I was just getting ready. Are you saying you don’t like the way I look?”

She put on her best little-girl pouty face. On her, it was a cock-thickening mixture of sadness and sexiness, making him want to hold her—crush her in his arms and keep her safe forever.

Adam was already faltering, looking for words. “No, I mean, of course you look good—”

“Good? Is that all?” she smiled, pushing his chest a bit. “Come on, sweetie.”

“Fantastic, Camille. You look...” he took a second to look her over. “Just fantastic.”

It was all he could muster—a paltry word for an ass so completely carved from marble, tits like ripe fruit from a cornucopia, for a living goddess on this earth.

She giggled, brushing her hair back. “Yeah, I know that, loser. So, where’s my money?”

For the past several weeks, Camille had been extorting Adam for money. It had started when she saw Alena sucking off Adam in the library, directly after Adam originally enslaved the hot librarian. It had continued—and escalated—when Camille had found out that it turned him on to be a sugar daddy for her. To, really, just be financially enslaved to her.

Looking at Camille, at her perfect young body, the arrogant, expectant look on her face, it was incredibly difficult not to want to stay so attached to her. How could you stop wanting to just do whatever a beautiful woman like that wanted? She had a grip on him, that much was certain.

“Here.” 

He handed her a thick wad of cash, over two thousand dollars, from his pocket. This was gathered from the several hypnoslaves he now had in his employ, all working various jobs.

He turned and grabbed his phone. Enough was enough. 

“I also wanted to show you this...”

He had to stop mid-sentence, though, dropping the phone back onto the nearby table, as he watched her inhaling the money and sliding it up and down her amazing tits.

Wow. Oh god, wow.

“I love the way this feels on my body, Adam sweetie. Wouldn't you like it if you gave me even more next time?”

“G-goddamn,” he let out a breath. 

She stepped close to him, wrapping her arms around his neck, staring into his eyes with those mind-melting green orbs of hers.

“Come on, baby,” Camille moaned. “Look at what I have on for you. Isn’t that good?”

“Oh, yes.”

She smiled, giggling again. But now, the giggle encouraged her tits to jump up on his own chest. “How much are you paying me now?”

“A quarter of what I make.”

Her hand slipped down to his crotch, unbuckling his pants. He let out a soft moan.

“A quarter? Oh my. What if it was...a third? Does that turn you on, sweetie?”

His hips were bucking into her hand. His phone...his phone was so close. But...but oh god, she was in total control of him! This beauty had him totally enraptured. He got lost just looking at her cheekbones, her neckline, her bare shoulders, the glossy locks of her hair...

She reached into his pants and wrapped her hand around his cock. Instantly, Adam was completely hard. Camille let out an appreciative little coo.

“I’ve seen you around town with Barbara, baby. Are you fucking her and Alena at the same time?”

He nodded. “Y-yeah.”

“Oh my.” She giggled. “I never would have thought you were such a stud. You’ve certainly got the cock for it. And now you've got this house to yourself too. You must be doing so many things so right.”

The compliment from his dream girl, unhindered by any backdoor criticism, was almost enough by itself to make Adam cum.

“What if they found out? How would they react? Would they be mad?” Her strokes increased in frequency with each question.

Of course, they had sucked him off in tandem last night. But she seemed to be getting off on his betrayal.

“Oh y-yeah,” he nodded.

“I’ll be quiet, sweetie.” She put her lips next to his ear. His breaths, hot and short, now mostly inhaled the incredibly soft fragrance of her amazing hair. “I won’t tell them you love me more than both of them put together.”

Her strokes, slowing down now, were so long, so infuriatingly perfect and slow.

“You do love me more than them, don’t you Adam baby?”

He nodded, stuttering out moans and groans.

“Tell it to me, sweetie. You love me more than Alena.”

“I love you more than her!”

Her strokes speeding up again. “Say her name. Say mine.”

“I love Camille more than Alena! I love you more than Alena, Camille!”

“You love paying me.” She purred the words into his ear. The hand on his neck had moved up to start stroking his hair.

“I love paying you.”

“You love doing what I say.”

Nibbling—oh god, she was nibbling his ear!

“I love doing what you say.”

“You want to cum for me.”

“I want to cum for you.”

He was actively thrusting his hips into her hand now, clearly just fucking her open hand. She hardly had to put in any effort. Something about that struck him as so very right—her not working at all to own him. It was just natural for her.

“You’ll cum only for me from now on.”

“I’ll c-cum only for you from now on.”

“Go on, then, honey. Give Camille a nice hot cum.”

Staring at her tits, her gorgeous boots, his amazing face, Adam groaned and shook, her hand sliding away as he puddled all over the floor. He looked at her the whole time, her gently amused face spice with just a dash of disgust.

She kissed him on the cheek. Long and slow, just like her strokes on his cock had been.
“You’ve been such a doll, baby.”
Her hand still around his neck, she pulled him in, her lips sooo utterly close to his. 

“It’s so much fun getting you off. I hope you won’t screw this up, Adam. I like making you do all these naughty things.”

It was as close to compassion as he had ever gotten from her.

And just like that, she was strutting off, two thousand dollars richer and with the guarantee from him that she would get more and more in the future. He might as well call her his owner, just as Alena and Barbara and Josie and the rest did for him.

And Adam thought—why not? Why not just keep doing this, forever? Have her manipulate him like this perpetually? He enjoyed it. 

He really, really enjoyed having her control him like this. He didn’t bother trying to explain it or justify it to himself anymore. He just accepted it.

He was her plaything, just like Alena or Barbara were his playthings. 

A thought occurred to him—the next time he saw her, he could tell her about the Hypno-App. 

God, yeah. He could tell her about what it let him do...and then she could have so much. She could have anything in the world that she wanted. 

His Hypno-Queen. Wouldn’t that be fucking hot?

* * * * *
 

Several minutes after Camille made her exit, Alena came down the stairs.

She was dressed in violet, flowery lingerie, her exquisitely sexy body on amazing display just for him. Purple six-inch platform heels decorated her feet, streamlining straight into the sexy violet stockings on her endless legs.

Adam leaned against the wall, his mind still adrift, getting slightly hard at the possibility of Camille learning about the capabilities of the Hypno-App.

“Where is your new slave, Master? We are so eager to lick her pussy as she sucks your cock.”

“It didn’t happen,” said Adam. He was still breathing hard from the encounter. “It’s all right, though.”

“Oh, dear.” Alena turned back up the stairs. “Barbara! Cynthia! Mindy! Master requires us!”

There was a series of soft thuds as the two slaves rushed down the stairs in their incredibly high-heels. Barbara, as was her fashion now, wore a tiny orange skirt and a skimpy white halter top that did nothing to hold in the enormity of her bra-less bust. Cynthia, redheaded and just barely in her mid-twenties, was dressed professionally. Later this afternoon she had a visit with her lawyer to finalize her divorce from her husband.

Mindy was a new girl—a manager at a furniture store in the mall. She was short, Asian, and had the most sensationally large breasts. They looked even larger because her frame was so petite. Adam had trouble understanding how she walked from place to place keeping her balance, at times. She wore—at his behest—mostly string bikinis and ridiculous high heels. Today's bikini was zebra-striped, the heels seven-inches and wrapping up around her sexy, tanned calves.

He beckoned for the four slaves to follow him into the living room.

Briefly, he turned to Alena. “Go ahead and let everyone else get to work, all right?”

Alena's eyes sparkled with the order, her first in over two hours. “Yes, Master.”

Life was pretty grand for Adam, on the whole. Outside of his most recent failure with Camille—if he could call it that—he had few complaints. 

Because he didn't have to go to school, he could spend all his days at home, working out and fucking whichever girl he happened to want. He had now at least one girl of every type he could imagine—redheaded, blonde, brunette, black haired, dirty blonde, dark brunette, auburn, Asian, black, Hispanic—all of it. Wasn't that nice?

Ugh. He was making excuses, now. He wanted Camille there—even if it was just to tease him. He wondered, aimlessly, if he ordered Alena to tease him like Camille did, whether she would do a good job of it.

He sat down on the leather couch—taken for free from one of his Mindy's store in the mall—and awaited their attention. Cynthia slid up one leg, Mindy on the other, and Barbara and Alena both attached themselves to his side.

“You’re so fucking hot, Master,” they moaned together.

Barbara: “So wonderful.”

Cynthia: “We love you, Sire.”

Mindy: “We adore you.”

“You’ll conquer her soon. So soon,” said Alena. “How did it go wrong?”

He had assumed it would be her to do the asking. She seemed to have more of an independent spirit than the others. 

Adam was certainly no expert, but it appeared as though Alena's willingness to be hypnotized, ironically, had allowed her to go through the process with more of her will intact. Contrast this with a slave like Barbara or Mindy—each of whom had been very resistant, and now were little more than gorgeous echo-chambers for Adam’s ideas.

He squeezed Barbara’s and then Mindy's tits, thinking about that. Fuck, but they were gorgeous. 

“It’s nothing,” he said. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“I understand, Master,” Alena said. “I certainly would not wish you to relive any unpleasant experiences. Just please know that if ever you should choose to communicate to us what occurred, we would be happy to hear it.”

“So happy,” agreed the other girls.

“So happy,” continued Alena, “so that we would be better prepared to take Camille in the future, as you so obviously richly deserve.”

“Obviously,” purred Barbara.

Cynthia nodded. “Richly.”

“Deserve,” finished Mindy with an ecstatic moan.

Adam was beginning to get hard again. It was difficult not to, being around so many gorgeous, empty-eyed faces, so desperate to hear him speak and command.

Alena put a hand on his leg. “If you wish, Master, we can discuss our plans for Prom Night. There is much to plan and discuss.”

He could hear the capitalization in her voice, like it was some holiday. “Prom Night,” not just “prom.” It was rather endearing, knowing the incredibly wicked things she had planned for it.

“I thought we talked about that already.”

“We began to, Master. But you wanted to throatfuck Mindy while Barbara begged to be allowed to cum, and then we all became very distracted.

The other slaves all agreed. “Sooo distracted.” 

Mindy was licking her lips, as if she wanted to do that again.

“But I must stress, Master, that Prom Night is so very important to our plans for your domination. And it is only two weeks away.”

Something was bothering Adam. He stood up, gently kicking away Cynthia and Mindy.

He didn’t respond when Alena protested, calling after him. He had no obligation to her, after all. He was their Master. He had no obligation to any of these women.

There were fifteen hypnoslaves worshiping him now. Seven of them lived in the house—five permanent members, and two on rotation to keep some variety going. The rest stayed in their houses—the eighteen year-old students with their parents, and the housewives with their husbands, and so on.

He walked to the back of the house toward the small, isolated backyard, with its ten-foot wooden fence. No one could see or even really hear in—it blocked the sound as well, like the wall around a highway. Alena had it installed shortly after he moved in. 

In the backyard, Josie was leading a sermon to a group of five hot young, beautiful slaves. All of them with perfectly arranged hair and make-up, their outfits designed purely to turn him on—schoolgirls, cheerleaders, bikini babes, that sort of thing.

Josie's speech was impassioned and throatily sexy. “...And then Master, glorious Master, eternal Master, stripped us of our evil wills. Our terrible control. He forced surrender on us, as he knew we were not holy enough to surrender by ourselves. And his goodness, his vessel of purity, his holy cock fucked away all will, all evil, all mutinous ideals forever and ever.” She held up a hand. “Gratitude, sisters. We must have gratitude at all times. For if we are not grateful, then we are wicked. If we are not obeying, then we are disobeying. If we have wills, then we do not have Master’s will. There is no in-between. We either serve him in all possible things, or we do not. Amen.”

The girls, in front of her, moaned out an “Amen” as they listened, sliding their fingers in and out of their hot, slippery young cunts. They came in unison, bodies shaking with hot, sweet young bliss.

Adam, watching this, felt two things:

The first, obviously, was arousal. A collection of incredibly hot, horny girls worshiping him like a god, so obsessed with his cock that they came just from the mention of it—just from the thought of it?

Uh, yes please. Sign him up.

The second, though, was an overwhelming exhaustion. He simply didn’t feel he had it in him to fuck all these women all the time. He didn’t feel like he had it in him to own all these women.

Ten was enough. Ten was more than enough, and he had fifteen! He had to stop this madness—he had to, if he could, find some way to reduce it. Just enough for him, and Alena, and maybe Barbara, and enough girls to work for him so he could pay for whatever Camille wanted. Wasn’t that enough?

“Master!” he heard Alena call. “Master, would you be so kind as to come here, please?”

Her voice was as supplicating and as gentle as always. Adam followed it back through the house.

Entering the large living room again, he was surprised to see the hypnotized faces of six brand new girls—all from school. Four were cheerleaders on the team with Josie and Camille—the sexy Asian Hwang, the sisters Carla and Megan, and the astonishingly developed black girl Latasha. The other two were teachers—a Misses Lewis and Misses Richards. Both of these were about forty, dirty blonde and busty, and still in obviously good shape.

“What. The. Fuck.”

Adam could scarcely believe his eyes.

“We are here to serve you at your pleasure, Master,” all six women intoned robotically.

“Do you like them, Master? They were to be a gift for you and Alena, but I assumed that you would still want to know of their existence.”

Adam put a hand to his head, trying to keep calm. “Alena, you hypnotized six more girls?”

“Technically, Sire, myself, Barbara, and Josie did the hypnotizing.”

“Do not fucking break down semantics with me right now, Alena.” His voice gained a hard edge to it.

Alena seemed a bit taken aback. “I apologize, Sire. I thought you would be pleased with my initiative.”

“Your initiative just gave us six more mouths to feed!”

Even though she looked somewhat cowed, Alena did not seem to fully understand.

“They are all gorgeous, Sire. Are they not?”

Adam had to admit that they were, of course. The married women were a bit older than Adam usually considered  for fuck-partners—but even so, with their bright eyes and slim figures, they were clearly beautiful.

“They will easily find work as strippers or just by extorting men as Camille was doing to you. Or, is doing to you. Excuse me.”

Adam sat down on the leather couch once more, pushing past the worshipful throng of new slaves. 

“Why...why these six?”

Alena slipped past the throng as well, kneeling down directly in front of her Master.

“They are all the nominees for Prom Queen, Sire. Camille will almost certainly win, but your standing orders were to, and I quote, ‘just make sure that no matter what, I hypnotize the Prom Queen.’ The most certain way to ensure that—”

“—Was to entrance all the nominees and the judges. Right. Wow.”

For a moment everyone and everything was quiet. He could hear the gentle, rhythmic breathing of each slave, all of them in unison. Even that bit of service to him—just breathing quietly—felt overwhelming.

Adam again got up and stepped out of the room. His head was spinning. All those wills, crushed in front of him...it was a lot to take in.

He could remember, clearly, when all he had wanted to do after finding out he had hypnotized Alena was to hypnotize Camille. That was it. And then Alena was so...so enthusiastic about her own hypnoslavery that he found it so hard not to want others...

He sat down on the floor of the hallway, resting his head on the wall. 

Mewling, Alena knelt down and slid her head in his lap. “Is there something the matter, Master?”

It was so hard to explain to her. All she understood—the beginning and end of her ideas about pleasure—was service. Service to him. 

Still, strangely, she was the closest thing he had to a real friend right then. He cupped her beautiful face in one hand, stroking her cheek.

“I know I’m supposed to dominate them, Alena, it’s just...” he shook his head. “I’m sorry. I think all I wanted to do was fuck them.”

She managed to look vaguely offended. Even a bit upset.

“That’s not the same, Master.”

“I know.”

“Is that how you feel about me? Did you not want to own me? Do you not want that now?”

Her look was so heartbreaking, so soft and vulnerable. He leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips. She moaned with pleasure from the brief contact.

“I want it, I do.” He shook his head. “I’m just not sure that it’s true yet.”

Alena looked lost, just as he had feared. He wished that he had somebody to talk to, somebody to call—but any friends that he had ever had in the past had drifted away over the past few months since he found the Hypno-App. And his family—well. He couldn't tell them either. He couldn't really tell anyone about this problem.

So instead, he pulled Alena in, kissing her once more, holding her close.

“We’ll fix this,” he said, squeezing her slim, beautiful waist.

“Yes, Master,” she said, her voice soft and strangely stern. “We must.”

* * * * *
 

Two days later—a firm “new-slave ban” in place, Adam woke up right before dawn to the grips of several hands on his limbs.

This wasn’t entirely new—being the master of a harem had its advantages when it came to being surprised in the night with sex, after all—but this felt different. More severe. These slaves weren’t petting him, were not adoring him. They were holding him down.

“Hey,” he said. “Turn on a light. Who’s doing that?”

“Just us, Master.”

They all spoke together, but he heard the distinct voices of Barbara, Josie, and Cynthia. 

Okay, then.

His eyes began to adjust to the dark, and he could make out the mostly-naked forms of the girls. For some reason, a body was just even hotter when it was covered in darkness. Each girl wore a matching outfit—stockings, short wrist-length gloves, sexy lace panties and a strapless bra—in different colors. Cynthia green, to contrast with her sexy red hair, Josie’s was pure white—perhaps to signify the purity of her worship, and Barbara’s was red. Barbara and Cynthia were on his legs, Josie holding down both his arms, her hot pussy right over his face. 

He found himself wanting to sink inside of Barbara’s wonderfully thick breasts and go back to sleep. He had a hard day of fucking and owning ahead of him tomorrow. It was only six o’clock, after all, and he had to get up at noon!

“Joke’s over, girls. Let me go.”

He squirmed, but the girls held him firm.

“Let go, I said.”

They all shook their heads. 

Josie spoke for them. “We can’t, Master. You ordered us not to.”

“What on earth are you talking about?”

“Alena told us all about it. You gave her super secret orders that we were to hold you down. And if you ordered us to let you go, and we complied—you’d be very displeased.”

“That’s a lie! I never said anything like that at all!”

Barbara nodded with a sexy, wicked grin, so pleased to be obeying. “She said that you'd said that you’d say that.”

“Okay...” Adam tried to think. “Okay. Look. The test is over. You passed. Great job. Now, let me up.”

Josie shook her head this time. “She said you’d said that you'd say that as well.”

Frustrated, Adam almost started to scream. And then Alena came in. 

Adam stopped struggling, awestruck as ever by her beauty. She wore a clearly expensive set of black and white lingerie. Her long legs were covered with tall, tall boots—skintight white boots, just like the kind Camille wore the other day. Leather evening gloves wrapped all the way up to her elbows. Her gown twinkled with jewels emblazoned on it. She was clearly—according to the long, sexy gaps he saw in her dress—not wearing any underwear at all.

She climbed up on the bed, shaking out her sexy thick hair.

“I know you won’t be able to take me to the prom, Master...so I wanted to let you know how badly I still wanted you to fuck me on prom night. So that’s why I’m wearing this. To be your hot little prom date, just for today.”

Adam was in a little bit of disbelief.

“Is that what this is all about? This whole abduction? Alena, you could have told me...”

She leaned in and kissed him, slow and hungry. Her every breath was a purr, her every movement was magic. He wanted her. Fuck, he wanted her so bad. His cock was getting hard, and already he was forgetting that he was restrained...

But she pulled away.

“Not entirely, Master. I’ve been speaking with the creators of the Hypno-App. They’ve been very helpful with some issues I’ve been having recently. With issues you’ve been having.”

Everything about what she was saying had started to make Adam afraid. Alena had acted independently in the past, but if she was talking with the creators of the App...that could go all kinds of wrong. What if she wanted the process reversed? He could go to jail! Or she might just kill him!

“You’ve been speaking with them? Regularly?”

“Of course I talked with them regularly. You gave them all my personal information when you paid for the app in full with my money, Master. They send me emails asking how I enjoy serving you. And of course,” she giggled, putting a hand through her hair, “I gave them more and more money when I kept upgrading other phones to be matched to your serving frequency, like mine and Cynthia’s”

He knew—knew—that was going to bite him in the ass. But god, the thought of having Alena with her own enslaving phone was just too hot to resist.

“Well what does that mean, talking with them regularly? What issues were you working out?”

“The issue of you not being sure whether you wanted to own us, Master. I had noticed this almost from the beginning. Your resistance to indoctrinating Barbara over and over again, like she needed. Your reluctance to being our King. Your protests against being our God. It is not good for you to deny reality, Master.”

“B-but that’s not reality, that’s...that’s...”

His voice trailed out. Clearly, that was reality to these women. They were all mewling and cooing in his room now, supplicating, whispering how he was their King, their God. Gorgeous, eager women who only ever wanted to be with him, forever.

Not for the first time, Adam began to understand that he really and truly had no idea what he had gotten himself into.

“That’s not what you think, I know. But it will be. They gave me a new Hypno-App, Sire. One that will work one time, on your phone. One that will work...on you. To make you all that you need to be. All that you want to be, like you told me.”

A deep, suddenly gnawing pit had formed inside of Adam’s stomach. 

“Alena...you don’t have t-to...I mean, that’s...”

“Wonderful? Superb? Terrific? A great idea for your slave to have?”

She looked so pleased with herself, so hopeful. He felt almost bad for hating the idea.

“Um...it’s just...I mean...I can’t believe they gave you a new one, just like that.”

“Of course they didn’t give it to me, Master. This is America. I’ve taken the opportunity while you were sleeping to entrance wives of prominent men about town. Their money is now your money...and your money paid for the new app”

“Fuck, Alena! We said no new slaves!” 

“I know that, Sire. But...” Alena bit her lower lip. “I just can't imagine that you really meant that. That makes no sense if you are to be our King.”

Adam searched for words. Fuck was the most prominent.

Barbara had discovered that she could be licking his cock even as she held down his leg. Moaning and encouraged, Cynthia joined her. 

Josie apparently didn’t notice, content to simply purr affectionately in his ear, occasionally moaning, “My god...myyyy God...”

Adam summoned up all the sternness he could muster with two beauties sucking and sharing his cock. “Alena, let me go.”

“I’m afraid not, Master.”

“Alena, you have to let me go. You don’t even know what this app will do!”

“Of course I do, Master. It will make you more dominant. It will make you into the Master you were born to be, just as you transformed me into the slave I was born to be, and didn’t know how to do it on my own.”

His cock, despite his very best wishes, was rock hard. Cynthia and Barbara’s mouths were very convincing. 

“This is for the best, Master. You want to be dominant. You told me so. It’s my job to fulfill all your heart’s desires. Each and every last one.”

“Alena, wait a second. I mean, hold on here. Let’s talk about this.”

“Yes, Master. In just a moment.”

And then she held up the phone’s screen to his eyes...and everything he knew was spirals, with Josie’s voice whispering in his ear, assuring him he was their living God.

* * * * *
 

And then, suddenly, it was prom night.

Adam arrived early—his was the very first group there, of course—with all six of his hopelessly-in-love-and-service dates. Barbara, Josie, Hwang, Carla, Megan, and Latasha. They been cattily fighting all day about who got to be the ones on his arms as he entered the doors—but of course Alena picked Barbara and Josie to win. They had been his first, after all.

The prom was being held in a small conference center in the middle of downtown with tall glass sides and a beautiful collection of indoor pools and flowers. The dance floor was around a small fountain featuring hummingbirds floating over mermaid. 

It was now about an hour into the prom, dark outside. Over a hundred people had arrived, and so far, thanks to Alena's plan, all of them had been entered into Adam's service.
That was just how he wanted it. A King was supposed to be in charge. He wore his dark tuxedo well—it had been tailored exactly to his measurements, after all.

His mind now completely on task, redesigned in the manner it was always meant to be, Adam was completely ready for the night, of course, as he was ready for anything now.

His entire worldview had shifted. No longer were social events something to scare him, and no longer did the thought of presenting himself as an owner of so many women fill him with the dread of wondering what others would think.

No. Now he knew that it was what he deserved. It was, in fact, just a glimmering of what he truly deserved. An inkling. He would own more than just all the eighteen year-olds at this dance—he was going to own this whole town, and run it how he pleased. And he was going to do it with Camille at his side. It was all for him.

To that end, he Barbara made out passionately in the middle of the dance floor. Other dancers—all girls—watched the two of them with open, easy hypnotized lust. All the guys had been ordered to a corner of the hall to watch and wait obediently, for an order. They would all have to obey anything one of the girl hypnoslaves said—all the girl hypnoslaves easily and happily obeyed Adam.

All the teachers present were Adam's as well, now. They looked on with lust, hardly noticing the  dancers feeling themselves up. Most—at his or Alena’s orders—had put on hot, sexy gowns of their own. It had been a busy few nights since Alena had been so good as to open Adam's mind up using the special new app.

Off to the side of the dance floor was a large collection of tables, for girls to rest and socialize. All five of Adam's other dates sat at one table, sending “Please-fuck-me-my-God” stares in his direction. As it should be. 

The photographer had, initially, wanted to charge him full price for each set of pictures with each girl. She had wanted to charge him even more, raising her eyebrows, when he told her about the sexual nature of the photos that he wanted from some of the girls.

Adam figured there was good money in selling photos of hot teen virgins in prom dresses sucking off a stud like him. He had mouths to feed, after all. A good Master had no scruples when it came to looking after his harem.

The photographer’s protests ended, of course, after Alena took her aside and gave her a quick, thorough hypnotizing. And, what fine luck: the photographer—whose name was Yvette—turned out to be a natural submissive just like Alena. 

They always took to their conditioning better. Good little sub girls for Master.

Gripping Barbara’s pert, firm ass hard, he led her across the dance floor to see how Alena was doing with her inductions at the entrance of the hall. 

The system they had set up—using the new, upgraded app from the Hypno-App folks—was to simply hypnotize everyone the second they came in through the door. The App was much better about draining the charge on a phone now, and if a phone was plugged in, there was practically no drain at all. 

Of course, a wrench would be thrown into the works the second that Camille showed up. Looking over the line still waiting to enter, Adam counted nearly thirty couples. But, Adam bet that Camille—vain as she was—wouldn’t even think of entering until most everyone had already arrived. 

So far, he had been right, and he was running out of potential inductees with the hall getting so full. 

Adam was going to be the king of this town, and these eighteen year-olds here would be the core of his rule. He needed strong, hot young people in his employ to spread his will around. 

Alena was in charge of taking pictures. They had a special booth made up just her dirty work—curtains all around it, so no one could see in.

Each indoctrination took about a minute and a half—so some people in the line looked impatient, but of course, all of them were willing to wait. They had to have their prom pictures, after all.

With a grin, Alan dipped Barbara right in front of the line, delivering a hot kiss and feeling up her body. She moaned appreciatively, wrapping one leg around his hips. One tit fell out of her dress. She didn't care that she was flashing so many. Neither did Adam. He liked showing off his possessions.

Some of the students looked as though they might complain, but then they looked into the vacant, lustful smiles of the teachers who had been watching. All Adam’s property. Certainly, there was going to be no recourse through those empty-headed authority figures.

Swinging Barbara back up, he ducked inside the photo curtain, following the next couple called in. Barbara followed along, still reeling from the heady kiss.

The couple was attractive—the male considerably moreso than the female—but not enough so that Adam had any real interest in using them for anything outside of spreading his will. The boy was in an ill-fitting tux, and the dirty-blond girl in a short green dress that wasn’t tailored properly over her hips. The sensationally leggy Alena was behind a small tripod holding up her smart phone, plugged into a socket in the floor.

“Now,” Alena said. “Smile wide for the camera.”

“Camera?” said the girl. “That’s just a phone. Where’s the real camera?”

Alena just smiled. “Hold that thought.”

Zap.

The couple clung to each other, drifting, eyes full of spirals. 

Adam’s crotch stirred, watching the instant transformation of both the boy and the girl. He considered them again. Clearly, he wanted nothing to do with the boy—he might make a decent worker drone in the days to come. With a second look, taking his time, he generously conceded that the girl perhaps could serve as some sort of cup bearer down the line.

Alena, as her station required on such a momentous night, looked stunning. She dressed in a pure white gown—reusing at her Master’s behest the same idea of her previous “prom outfit,” except now she had on sky blue leather gloves and skintight boots instead of white. Her dark hair was arranged in an ornate beehive, completely complimenting her gorgeous cheekbones and hot chin line.

A sexy, dark metal torque fit around her throat. Adam grabbed it, pulling her in tight. She smiled up at him, enjoying his grip on her. Enjoying how much he owned her—how much he enjoyed owning her. He twisted the torque around, cutting off her breath a bit. He loved the little bit of shock in her eyes when she felt herself being choked.

“You’re doing wonderful so far, dear.”

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered. “Your approval is everything to me.”

“You do know that, even with all of this, your status won’t change? You know I’ll want to fuck Camille more than you?”

He knew the answer already. He just liked asking her. It was fun for him, seeing his control in action—the firm steel wraps of his will bound so tightly around her every desire and want.

“That is immaterial, Sire.” Her voice was a drifty, happy purr. “At least when it comes to pleasing you. I adore you. I don’t care who you fuck, so long as you are happy forever.”

Pleased with this response, he gave her a nice, firm squeeze to the torque around her neck. Her air was cut off completely—gently—for five whole seconds.

“T-thank you, Master,” she moaned, a bit hoarsely, when he released his grip.

“Of course.”

The couple had been mumbling along with them during the entire interaction, their minds sudden and empty echo chambers for anything that passed. Of course, the most powerful echo was that of service to Adam, as the Hypno-App commanded. 

“Go on, now,” said Adam. “Others are waiting to serve.”

Stumbling and wavering, the couple walked out of the curtains, whispering out “Yes, Master”s and “Thank you, Master”s. 

It was perfectly possible that the hypnotic induction hadn’t taken entirely—that they weren’t fully his servants in every part of their minds. But that was immaterial—they would serve tonight, and Adam had enough completely loyal slaves to track down each new inductee and ensure their service in the days that followed.

Once again, he reflected on how he would rule this town.

Stepping behind Alena so that the next couple could not see him, he pushed Barbara down on her knees. 

He leaned down and whispered in her ear, “Suck me off, good girl.” 

She whimpered happily and nodded. 

“Thank you, Sir,” she mouthed, just under a whisper, as she undid his pants and guided his stiffening cock into her mouth.

Next to him was Alena. He lifted up the skirt of her gown, the silky material gathering on his arm, and began to fingerfuck her gently. Her entrance was already easily wet—as always. Such a good slave.

She had trouble concentrating as the next couple entered.

“H-hello!” she moaned through half-shut eyes. “Take a picture now okay?”

The boy sounded concerned. “Um...are you all right?”

“Just..j-just say cheese and s-serve.”

Zap, again.

The gathering protests of the couple were quickly drowned out by the overpowering force of the spirals, and Adam’s power grew once more. He really did feel like a God, gaining influence and the ability to spread his will through the number of followers he had.

As he continued to fingerfuck his first slave and fuck the mouth of his second, he took out his phone and snapped pictures. All of these would be perfectly good money-making fodder later on.

Without a doubt, he was prepared to meet Camille now.

Before, he had been a stupid boy, putting women up on pedestals they didn’t belong on.

Now, though, he was a man. He was fully aware of his place in the universe—to be worshiped as a God by all he surveyed.

As he enjoyed Barbara’s thoughtful, loving cocksucking, around twenty more couples passed through Alena’s curtain and became enslaved to his will. Almost, just almost, he was ready to cum...and then a commotion came from outside.

The teachers were loudly announcing her name, just as he had instructed. It was her. It was time. Everyone else had passed through—she was the only one left in line.

He zipped up and ordered Barbara to take her place in the crowd. Then he stepped out to meet his queen. 

Even with as prepared as he had made himself, he had to admit Camille’s presence stunned him.

There was a rather handsome young man next to her, of course, coolly arrogant and looking as though he had the world well in hand. That would change. Still, next to Camille, he was essentially nothing.

The first thing he noticed was her hair. Normally she kept in waves on both sides, but for whatever reason, tonight she had it arranged it so that it all fell on one side, showing off the amazing line of her perfect jaw and chin and highlighting the glossy, vibrantly shiny length of her ebon locks.

Her gown was backless, held up by a strip of collaring golden cloth wrapped up around her neck. It showed off an enormous amount of skin—her sexy, taut abdomen was bare save for two golden chains attaching the piece above it. One chain connected the piece above to the sexy skirt, and the second wrapped around her incredible abs and looped back up to her collar. The long, tight skirt had a sexy opening up the front, ending with an ornate series of folds along her hip.

She was like walking art.

He watched her from afar, enjoying the sway of her hips in her tight dress as she pushed onto the dance floor. Walking through the hypnotized crowd, she hardly seemed to notice the robotic nature of everyone’s dancing, nor did she seem to notice that everyone on the dance floor were simply hot girls dancing in their sexy dresses with other hot girls in sexy dresses.

“Excuse me,” said Alena, rapidly approaching Camille. “We’d like to take a few photos of your date here by himself first, and then you with him? Would that be all right?”

“Yes, whatever,” said Camille, clearly annoyed that no one was looking at her. She paused, turning her nose up, suddenly noticing more and more. “Where's the music? Why is everyone dancing to...nothing?”

As if someone heard her—and probably someone had in the quiet crowd—slow dance music steadily gained volume in the hall.

He watched Camille's puzzlement grow for a minute before Cynthia finally stepped up on the stage. Her green slip dress so easy to pull off. He planned to do it at least once later tonight.

Cynthia cleared her throat on the microphone, and the music stopped. “We would like to go ahead and announce the Prom Queen and—well. There’s really not any mystery to it, is there? We all know who deserves it. We all know she’s incredible, that she deserves to be in charge of all of us...Camille. Everyone clap for Queen Camille!”

As ordered, the crowd erupted with wild cheers for Camille. For her part, she seemed to do her best to appear pleasantly overwhelmed, though of course Adam knew she had been expecting it. Cynthia held out the crown and flowers for the lovely young goddess to take—which Camille did, arrogantly giving Cynthia a shove once having the items in hand. She rested the crown on top of her perfectly arranged hair, where it fit like it belonged there.

So obsessed was she with her own status that she didn’t even seem to notice that the Prom King hadn’t been announced. 

Adam, smiling, walked up on stage with her. 

He stopped for a moment to check his phone—ah, damn.

His phone was at half-charge after taking all those photos of Barbara sucking his cock.

Oh well. Before, Adam would have taken that as a sign to quit. But now, so confident, he just knew that it meant he would have to work a little harder. He was fine with that.

As he came up on stage, Camille cast a dubious look his way, raising a perfect eyebrow.

“Um, what are you doing here, loser?”

The crowd all gasped collectively.

“He’s the Prom King,” Cynthia cooed. “He’s our King, now. And he's your King, too.”

Camille looked at Cynthia in disbelief. “Are you sure about that?”

“It was a unanimous decision,” she said brightly. “He decided it, and we all agreed.”

Adam approached, holding up the phone. Flashes of understanding started to pop up on Camille’s face, as if she knew somehow what was happening. Maybe she saw the sea of blank faces in the crowd, so eagerly hanging on to all of Adam's actions and words. Or maybe she could sense the zeal dripping from Cynthia.

He had no idea how much zap a half-charge would give her. Would it put her under for half as long? Would it make her half as hypnotized? 

It didn’t matter, he realized. He had to take the plunge.

“Whatever!” Camille threw her hands up, tossing her flowers on the ground, and approaching Adam. “Do me a favor, sweetie, and fuck the hell off? Okay? Otherwise I'm never going to let you think about me ever again when you cum. I need you to get off this stage, because, you know, I want to get back and dance with my date. You know...the real prom king?” She sneered at the phone in his hand. “If you think for one second that something on your phone is going to make me think you don’t have to pay me what you owe—”

Zap.

Camille’s eyes came wide open, filling with spirals.  But not all the way—behind them, he could still see the vibrant green of her eyes. It was like bright, spinning green spirals had filled her gaze. Slowly, steadily, her words decreased to zero, and only hot moans remained.

He took her in his arms, enjoying the feel of her soft, perfect skin.

“You love me beyond all else.”

Obediently, she repeated. “I love you beyond all else.”

“You worship me.”

Smiling, now. “I worship you.”

“You’ll do anything for me.”

“I’ll do anything for you.”

“I own you.”

“You own me.”

It was not lost on Adam at all, the way this induction mirrored what she had attempted to do to him not so very long ago. He gripped her hair a bit harder. 

“I’m your Prom King.”

“You’re my Prom King.”

“I’m your King.”

“You’re my King.”

“I am your Master, and you are my slave.”

“You are my Master, and I am your slave.”

“You are my prime slave.”

“I am your prime slave.”

“You are my Queen.”

“I am your Queen.”

“My pleasure is everything to you.”

“Your pleasure is everything to me.”

Openly, happily, he grabbed her tit. Perfect. Plush. Wonderful. Everything he had ever wanted from a single tit—and now totally under his control.

“You’ll do anything I say.”

Making soft little nods and head shakes as she spoke. “I’ll do anything you say.”

“You’ll do anything for me.”

“I’ll do anything for you.”

“You must obey my will.”

“I must obey your will.”

Around him, the entire hall was quiet. They all knew—or had been told very quickly by his first round of slaves—what this moment meant to him. Alena, Josie, Barbara, and Cynthia and others of those first round had dropped to their knees in their gorgeous prom dresses, fingering their hot slits as they watched Adam fulfill his destiny.

Snapping his fingers, he called Alena up on top of the stage. And then he bent Camille over, the gorgeous cheerleading prom queen using Alena as a stool. Unbuckling his pants with one hand, he slid Camille's sexy gown up over her sensational ass with the other. 

And just like that, he started fucking his dream girl right in the front of the entire hypnotized public of the senior class and all his teachers. 

God, she was so fucking tight.

“Are you a virgin, Camille?”

“Not...anymore,” she said, voice still somewhat blank.

Fuck. That was perfect.

Adam wound a clump of her soft, dark hair tightly in his fist, grasping it behind her head, pulling each time he drove deeper into her hot teen cunt. His free hand reached over the arched expanse of pristine skin on her svelte back, digging in ruthlessly with his fingers. Finally his palm rested near Camille's hot prom queen ass, smacking it hard with every few strokes.

“Yeah!” Adam moaned, voice thick with lust, as Camille allowed more and more of his enormity inside of her cunt.

The sensation as her pussy tightened around him, her hot, sopping wet pussy throat constricting tightly around his shaft sparked a loud, unashamed moan of bliss. The rest of the crowd moaned with him. They were all watching his conquest, watching him rule. That turned him on too. He slapped her ass again; again; again. Harder; harder; harder still. Her haughty prom queen cheerleading ass being slapped raw.

Camille's whimpers of submission were music to his ears. He was getting close, his pre-cum oozing out of the thick tip of his cock into her hot young cunt.

“You fucking take it, slave,” he ordered, gripping her long hair harder. “You take it like a good girl.”

“Yes, Master!”

Camille’s moans of pleasure filled the quiet hall. No music played—no music but the soft chanting of worship from the collection of slaves all lined up to watch their Master fuck the woman he had wanted for so long.

She looked back up at him, emerald eyes blazing with worship and love. Pleading for his seal of approval—that undeniable proof that he wanted her more than anything—his cum inside of her. Begging wordlessly for his cum as he thrust hard into her cunt—her hips pushed back aggressively, gyrating and grinding in time with his thrusts.

His pleasure grew and grew, moving out from his hot long cock into the rest of his body, the pleasure becoming too much to contain. With a roar, he released—and Camille released as well—and so did every hot hypnoslave babe watching. All their orgasms synced up to Adam's, attached to the sensation of him filling up his prime girl, his prom queen, his best slave with his Holy, hot, royal seed. His load exploded inside of her hot, tight virgin cunt over and over. With loud, amazingly song-like screams of ecstasy, Camille came again and again. 

The entire hall had to come down together. Alena, on the ground, was drenched with ecstatic sweat. Adam fell down on top of his new favorite—his favorite this entire time, and pulled Alena close as well.

“Thank you, Master,” Camille cooed, stroking Adam's face.

“You're welcome.” He could say that and mean it in totality.

Camille turned her gorgeous face over to Alena's. Around them, a soft buzz of worship for Adam had arisen among all the hypnoslave babes in the crowd.

“Thank you Alena, for ensuring our Master’s happiness. You have been so good to him. I will learn from your example...and I will improve upon it. As, of course, I improve on everything that you do.”

Alena nodded, clearly in love with the young, haughty cheerleader. Adam knew this, because he had ordered it to be so. 

“Yes, Camille. You are better than me in all possible ways. This is quite clear. I am so happy Master has chosen you to replace me as his Favorite.”

Camille turned back to Adam, reaching down and stroking his still wet, semi-hard cock. A sly smile slid over her face.

“I’ve been thinking, Master. I really want to look hot for you. Don’t you think it would be great if you could give me some money to go buy some new clothes, just for you? All new slave clothes? A whole new slave wardrobe.”

She started stroking his cock. The girl of his dreams, totally hypnotized to be in love with him, and still a gold digger.

He could feel the old part of him enjoying it. But the new part...the new part knew he had to put her in his place.

Still stroking his cock, Camille purred new tones of worship. “Isn’t that what you deserve, Master? A super hot babe who looks so super hot just for you?”

With a soft growl, Adam gripped her throat, having grabbed Alena's fully-charged Hypno-App ready phone off the floor with his other hand. For a moment—just a moment—he was gentle with his grip, enjoying the hot mixture of arousal and surprise in her eyes. He considered just telling her to behave. But then, the Hypno-App was so much more certain an option.

Either way, teaching this prom queen slave how to obey him just right was going to be a lot of fun.

# # #
 
  


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:

––––––––
 

Bang the Gang 2

A gorgeous young woman is captured by the brutal rivals to the gang that owns her. This rival gang wants to initiate her into their ranks with a hot gang bang!

––––––––
 

Billionaire's Property

Two beautiful young women, a journalist and a secretary, fall under the sway of a dominant billionaire stud who wants to own everything about them!

––––––––
 

Bimbo Gym!

A lucky young nerd finds himself surrounded with needy, beautiful babes who hang on his every word—including the babe he's lived with his whole life—when a new, very special gym opens in town!

––––––––
 

Hypno Casino

Overworked couple Jonathan and Rosie arrive at the Shining Spiral Casino for what is supposed to be a free vacation, but they slowly transform into the ideal workers for the strangely powerful, lust-fueled owner!

––––––––
 

I Was Taken By Cavemen!

When the young, sexy Krystal stumbles into a hidden laboratory, she accidentally switches on a time machine that brings her face-to-face with a series of musclebound, studly cavemen who don't take “no” for an answer!

––––––––
 

Maid Laid Bare

Claudette enters the employ of a billionaire couple who make her their servant in EVERY way...and then want her to carry their heir!

––––––––
 

Maid Laid Bare 2: Milk Maid

A sexy lactation fantasy including the hot, eager babes from “Maid Laid Bare” and one new addition to their harem!

––––––––
 

Renaissance Fair Love Spell

The buxom Estelle, roleplaying as a witch, unwittingly unleashes a sexy spell—one that causes one lucky nerd at the Renaissance Fair to become a veritable King and have his pick of any woman he wants! 

––––––––
 

Taken by Cowboys!

A beautiful babe gets zapped back in time and must fend for herself against two cowboy studs who don't take “no” for an answer! But soon, she learns she loves being bossed around...

––––––––
 

Teaching Teresa

Two billionaire college hunks hit the jackpot when they hire a live-in maid who is desperate to show them how well she can be their sex slave!

––––––––
 

The Shifter's Mate

Book one of “Paranormal Pleasures” kicks off when the opening of a summer camp is plagued by a rash of sexy enslavements and hot magical trysts for a BBW!

––––––––
 

Innocent Before the Shifter

Book two of “Paranormal Pleasures” features the werewolf stud from the first story having his way with a trio of barely legal virgin beauties—one of them having turned eighteen just that day!

––––––––
 

House of the Shifter

The finale of the “Paranormal Pleasures” series features a werewolf stud finally leaving his mark on his incredibly hot witch step-sister!

––––––––
 

Taken By Teachers!

A sexy tease gets what she's been asking for when two teachers team up on her hot body!

––––––––
 

Working Girl Wendy

The haughty and beautiful Wendy thinks she can take on any john when she becomes a prostitute...but she hadn't planned for her new pimp to own her so completely.

––––––––
 

Save Money With Bundles!

Get GREAT deals on stories with these bundles:

––––––––
 

All Filled Up Bundle

Hot impregnation and threesomes!

Bare Bodies: A Bundle Without Protection

Risky sex, breeding, impregnation, and NINE stories in all!

Bimbo Dreams: A Female Designs Bundle

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

Bimbo is Best

FOUR erotic bimbofication novellas!

Filthy Secrets: A Totally Taboo Box Set

The most forbidden desires realized—with the whole family involved!

The Dark Possessions Bundle

Magical dominance and submission!

The Hypno-Casino Bundle

The house always wins...and it wants to dominate women and transform them into sexpots!

Made for HIM: A Bundle

Women transformed into sexual servants of super studs!

My Body Is Yours: A Sexy Sampler Bundle

A little bit of everything!

Taken at Home: A Totally Taboo Bundle

The men in these houses take everything and everyONE they want, HOWEVER they want!

––––––––
 

Love sexy, free stuff?

––––––––
 

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

––––––––
 

Sign up here:

http://eepurl.com/zl7dX

––––––––
 

Hope to hear from you soon!
  




Did you love Mesmerized! A Nine Story Mind Control Bundle? Then you should read Bare Bodies: A Bundle Without Protection by Nadia Nightside!


 


[image: Bare Bodies: A Bundle Without Protection]
 


 Sometimes, virile men and sexy women get involved in situations so hot, so intense, so desperately lusty that they can’t help but lose themselves completely to their passions. Yes, even if those passions mean completely unprotected sex! This hot bundle features NINE stories of hot couples and trios risking it all for the sake of even more sensual explicit, intimate encounters. Just like every other dirty desire, they know they should say no to going bare, but they can’t help but LOVE saying yes!

 Included in this Bundle:
 Helping out Holly
 I Was Taken By Cavemen!
 Rules For The Billionaire's Callgirl
 Putting Paige In Her Place
 Taken By Cowboys
 Teacher’s Pets
 Teaching Teresa
 The Billionaire’s Supermodel Pet
 Working Girl Wendy




Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.




  




Also by Nadia Nightside



 


Being Owned

The Perfect Gift

The Perfect Gift, Part II

The Perfect Gift, Part III

The Perfect Gift Bundle


 


Dark Possessions

Needing Him In Charge (Dom Sub Breast Enlargement Mind Control)

Possessed (Sub Dom Mind Control)

Bound to Obey: A Dark Possessions Story (Mind Control BDSM)


 


Female Designs

A Change In Style (Mind Control Bimbo Transformation)

Another Change in Style: Teen Queen (Mind Control Bimbo Transformation)

Becoming the Perfect Wife: A Female Designs Story (Bimbo Transformation Mind Control)

In the Bag: A Female Designs Story (Bimbo Transformation Mind Control)

Housewife Hottie: A Female Designs Story (BBW Mind Control Bimbo Transformation)

Bimbo Dreams: A Female Designs Bundle (Mind Control Transformation)


 


Hot Hypnotism

Hypnotizing the Girl Next Door (Mind Control BDSM)

Hypnotizing the Detectives (Mind Control BDSM)

The Hot Hypnotism Bundle: 3 Stories of Sexy Submission (Mind Control BDSM)


 


Hypno-App Trilogy

Hypno-App: The Librarian

Hypno-App: The Babysitter

Hypno-App: The Big Dance

Hypno-App: The Bundle


 


Magical Mesmerism

Mesmerizing The Best Friend (Mind Control)

Mesmerizing the Cheerleaders (Sub Dom Mind Control)

Mesmerizing the Bride (Sub Dom Mind Control)

The Magical Mesmerism Bundle (Sub Dom Mind Control)


 


Sexy Secrets

The Cheerleader's Secret

Spreading the Cheerleader's Secret

The Secret of the Cheerleading Squad

The Sexy Secrets Bundle


 


Spicy Confessions

My Spicier Confession

My Spiciest Confession


 


The Witch's Alpha

Her Alpha, Unleashed

Her Alpha, Untamed


 


Standalone

Model Girlfriend (Breeding Breast Expansion Mind Control)

Enslaving the Princess (Mind Control Breeding)

Miss Tatjana's Cheerleader Pet (Lesbian Teacher/Student Blackmail)

The Mind Control Bundle: 3 Stories Featuring Erotic Enslavement

Becoming His Bimbo (BBW Mind Control Transformation)

The Dark Possessions Bundle (Supernatural Sub Dom Mind Control)

The Bimbo Cheer (Sub Dom Mind Control Transformation)

The Curious Case of the Scientist and the Bimbo

Putting Paige in her Place

A Special Present For The Bride

Lucy Learns Her Lesson

Shameless Stephanie

Teacher's Pets

The Billionaire's Love Potion

Teaching Teresa

Helping Out Holly

Renaissance Fair Love Spell

Taken by Cowboys!

I Was Taken By Cavemen!

Maid Laid Bare

Bimbo is Best

Bimbo Gym!

Taken by Teachers!

Mesmerized! A Nine Story Mind Control Bundle


 


Watch for more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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About the Author
 

 For Nadia Nightside, everything is 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.


Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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