
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1

Jake's fingers trembled as he stared at the strange app that had appeared on his phone. He'd been scrolling through some sketchy download site late at night, half-drunk after a failed attempt to hook up at a frat party, when he'd clicked on something called "MindLink." Now it sat on his home screen—a simple icon with a spiral pattern that seemed to pulse with an unnatural light.

"What the fuck," he muttered, tapping it open. The interface was minimalist: a search bar, a slider for "influence level," and a button labeled "connect." No instructions, no explanation.

Jake ran his hand through his disheveled brown hair, his bloodshot eyes narrowing as he studied the screen. He was a decent-looking guy—athletic enough from his high school swimming days to maintain broad shoulders and a trim waist, though college beer had started to soften his once-defined abs. Not ugly by any means, but not the kind of guy who could walk into a party and leave with whoever he wanted.

His roommate was out for the weekend, and the silence of their cramped dorm room pressed in around him. What the hell, he thought, typing "Sarah Jenkins" into the search bar. She was in his Biology class—blonde, always wearing those tight leggings, constantly rejecting him when he asked for study sessions.

The app hummed, the screen flashing once before displaying "CONNECTION ESTABLISHED" in pulsing green letters. The slider for influence was set at zero. With a hesitant finger, Jake pushed it to 1—the lowest setting.

Nothing happened.

He was about to close the app when his phone buzzed with a text.

Hey, it's Sarah. This is weird but I was just thinking about you. Having trouble with the bio assignment. Still up?

Jake nearly dropped his phone. It was 2 AM. Sarah had never texted him before.

Yeah, I'm up, he replied, heart pounding.

Three minutes later, there was a soft knock at his door. When he opened it, Sarah stood there in pajama shorts and a tank top, her biology textbook clutched to her chest.

"I don't know why I'm here," she said, her brow furrowed in confusion. "I just felt like I needed to talk to you about the assignment."

Jake stepped back, letting her in, his mind racing. He glanced at his phone, at the slider still set to 1.

"Let me see that assignment," he said, gesturing to the small desk in the corner of his room.

As Sarah bent over the desk, Jake quietly moved the slider to 2.

Sarah straightened suddenly, turning to face him. Her eyes seemed slightly unfocused.

"You know," she said, her voice softer than before, "I've always thought you were kind of cute. I don't know why I never said yes when you asked to study together."

Jake's breath caught. "Really?" he managed.

"Yeah," she said, taking a step toward him. "Actually, is it hot in here? Do you mind if I..." She tugged at the hem of her tank top.

Jake's finger hovered over the slider. This was wrong. This was so fucking wrong. But his body was already responding, his cock hardening against his sweatpants.

He moved the slider to 3.

Sarah's eyes glazed completely. "I need you to touch me," she whispered, pulling her tank top over her head in one fluid motion. Her breasts were small but perfect, nipples hardening in the cool air of the dorm room. "I've been thinking about this for so long."

Jake's moral compass spun wildly for a moment before desire overwhelmed it. He stepped forward, his hands reaching for her warm skin.

"Tell me what you want," he said, his voice husky with lust.

"Everything," Sarah breathed, pressing herself against him. "I want to feel you everywhere."

Jake's hands roamed over her body, cupping her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples as she moaned. His mouth found hers, and she kissed him hungrily, her tongue pushing past his lips. He backed her toward his narrow bed, his mind spinning with the impossibility of what was happening.

Sarah's hands tugged at his shirt, pulling it over his head before moving to the waistband of his sweatpants. "I need to see you," she panted. "All of you."

Jake let her pull his pants down, his erection springing free. Sarah's eyes widened, and she licked her lips before sinking to her knees.

"I've been dreaming about sucking your cock," she said, looking up at him with those glazed eyes. "Let me show you how much I want you."

Her mouth was hot and wet as it enveloped him, her tongue swirling around his shaft with unexpected skill. Jake groaned, his hand tangling in her blonde hair, guiding her movements as she took him deeper.

"Fuck, Sarah," he gasped as she hollowed her cheeks, creating intense suction that made his knees weak.

She pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. "I want you inside me," she said, standing and pushing her pajama shorts down her legs. She wore nothing underneath, and Jake stared at the neatly trimmed strip of blonde hair between her thighs.

As Sarah lay back on his bed, spreading her legs to reveal her glistening pussy, Jake had a moment of clarity. This wasn't right. But then she reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his cock, guiding him toward her entrance.

"Please," she begged. "I need you to fuck me. Hard."

Jake's resistance crumbled. He positioned himself between her thighs, the head of his cock pressing against her wet heat. With one thrust, he buried himself inside her, groaning at the tight, slick sensation.

Sarah cried out, her back arching off the bed. "Yes! God, you feel so good inside me."

Jake began to move, his hips finding a rhythm as he pounded into her. Sarah's legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper with each thrust. Her nails dug into his back, leaving marks he'd find the next morning.

"Harder," she demanded, her voice raw with desire. "Fuck me harder."

Jake complied, driving into her with increasing force. The cheap dorm bed creaked beneath them, the headboard banging against the wall. He didn't care who heard. All that mattered was the incredible sensation of Sarah's pussy clenching around him, her moans filling his ears.

He felt his orgasm building, a tightening in his balls that warned he wouldn't last much longer. "I'm going to cum," he grunted.

"Inside me," Sarah gasped. "I want to feel you cum inside me."

The words pushed Jake over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, he exploded, pumping his seed into her as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Sarah cried out, her body convulsing around him as she reached her own climax.

As they lay there, panting and sweaty, Jake reached for his phone. The app was still open, the slider still at 3. With a shaking finger, he moved it back to 0.

Sarah blinked, her eyes clearing. Confusion, then horror spread across her face as she realized where she was and what had happened.

"What the fuck?" she whispered, scrambling away from him. "What did you do to me?"

Before Jake could answer, she was gathering her clothes, pulling them on with frantic movements. "Stay away from me," she hissed, tears forming in her eyes. "You fucking psycho."

She fled, slamming the door behind her.

Jake sat on his bed, staring at the app on his phone. He should delete it. He should throw his phone away and forget this ever happened.

Instead, he found himself wondering who else he could search for.

The night was still young, and the campus was full of possibilities.


Chapter 2

The next morning, Jake woke with a pounding headache and the weight of guilt pressing on his chest. What he'd done to Sarah was unforgivable. He'd violated her in the most fundamental way possible. He should delete the app, maybe even turn himself in.

But as he showered, memories of the previous night flooded back—Sarah's moans, the feel of her body beneath his, the power he'd wielded. His cock hardened despite his shame.

"Just one more time," he whispered to himself as he dressed for his morning class. "Then I'll delete it."

His first class of the day was Advanced Statistics, taught by Professor Elena Vasquez. She was in her early thirties, with olive skin, dark hair always pulled back in a severe bun, and curves she tried to hide under professional attire. Jake had fantasized about her since the first day of class, imagining what she'd look like with her hair down, those full lips wrapped around his cock.

He sat in the back row, barely listening as she explained correlation coefficients. When the lecture ended, he waited until the other students had filed out before approaching her desk.

"Professor Vasquez," he said, his voice steadier than he expected. "I had a question about the assignment."

She looked up, her dark eyes meeting his. "Of course, Jake. What can I help you with?"

Jake pulled out his phone, opened the app, and typed her name. The connection established immediately. He set the slider to 2, watching her face carefully.

Professor Vasquez blinked, her expression shifting subtly. "I'm sorry, what were we talking about?" she asked, her voice slightly softer than before.

"The assignment," Jake said, moving closer. "But actually, I was thinking about something else."

"Oh?" She stood, smoothing her pencil skirt. "What's that?"

Jake moved the slider to 3. "I think you want to show me what you're wearing under that professional outfit."

Professor Vasquez's eyes glazed over, her lips parting slightly. "I shouldn't," she whispered, even as her hands moved to the buttons of her blouse. "This is inappropriate."

"But you want to," Jake urged, his cock already straining against his jeans. "You've thought about me before, haven't you?"

"Yes," she admitted, her fingers working the buttons. "God help me, I have. You remind me of someone I knew in college. I've imagined..." She trailed off, her blouse now open to reveal a black lace bra containing her full breasts.

Jake locked the classroom door. "Tell me what you've imagined, Professor."

She unzipped her skirt, letting it pool around her ankles. Her matching black lace panties contrasted beautifully with her skin. "I've imagined you bending me over my desk," she said, her voice husky with desire. "Taking me from behind while I grade papers."

Jake moved behind her, his hands on her hips, guiding her to bend over the desk. "Like this?" he asked, pressing his clothed erection against her ass.

"Yes," she moaned, pushing back against him. "Please, Jake. I need to feel you inside me."

He pulled her panties down, revealing her round ass and the glistening lips of her pussy. Unlike Sarah's neat strip, Professor Vasquez had a full bush of dark hair that Jake found unexpectedly arousing. He unzipped his jeans, freeing his cock.

"You're so wet for me," he said, running a finger along her slit.

"I can't help it," she gasped as he pushed two fingers inside her. "Oh god, your fingers feel so good."

Jake pumped his fingers in and out, curling them to find the spot that made her moan louder. With his other hand, he unhooked her bra, reaching around to cup her heavy breast, pinching the nipple between his fingers.

"Please," she begged, "fuck me now. I need your cock inside me."

Jake positioned himself at her entrance, then thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt. Professor Vasquez cried out, her inner walls clenching around him.

"You're so tight," he groaned, beginning to move. "When was the last time you got fucked like this?"

"Too long," she panted, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. "Years. Oh god, don't stop."

Jake established a rhythm, his hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of their fucking echoed in the empty classroom—wet, obscene noises that only heightened his arousal.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "I want you to cum on my cock."

Professor Vasquez reached between her legs, her fingers finding her clit. "Yes," she moaned, "just like that. Harder, please."

Jake increased his pace, driving into her with brutal force. The desk scraped against the floor with each thrust. Papers scattered, a cup of pens toppled over, but neither of them cared.

"I'm going to cum," she gasped, her body tensing. "Oh god, I'm cumming!"

Her pussy contracted around him, milking his cock as she shuddered through her orgasm. The sensation pushed Jake over the edge, and he pulled out just in time, spraying his cum across her lower back and ass.

As they both caught their breath, Jake reached for his phone and reset the slider to 0.

Professor Vasquez straightened, confusion washing over her face. Unlike Sarah's horror, however, her expression quickly shifted to calculation.

"What just happened?" she asked, reaching for tissues from her desk to clean herself.

Jake stammered, "I—I don't know what came over me."

She pulled up her panties, refastened her bra, and began buttoning her blouse with steady fingers. "I think you do," she said, her voice cold. "And I think you have something on your phone that made me do things I would never normally do."

Jake felt a chill run down his spine. "Professor, I—"

"Save it," she cut him off. "Here's what's going to happen. You're going to show me that app, and you're going to tell me exactly how it works."

"And if I don't?" Jake challenged, though his voice lacked conviction.

Professor Vasquez smiled, but it didn't reach her eyes. "Then I go straight to the police and report what just happened as sexual assault. With my reputation and your... history of inappropriate comments in class, who do you think they'll believe?"

Jake's stomach dropped. He unlocked his phone and handed it to her, the app still open.

Professor Vasquez studied it, her expression unreadable. "Fascinating," she murmured. "And dangerous in the wrong hands." She looked up at him. "Hands like yours."

Before Jake could react, she typed something into the search bar. His own name appeared, and the connection established.

"What are you doing?" he asked, panic rising in his throat.

"Teaching you a lesson," she replied, moving the slider to 5—higher than he'd dared to go. "And ensuring my own safety."

Jake felt a strange sensation wash over him, like warm water flowing through his veins. His mind became foggy, his will slipping away.

"You will forget about this app," Professor Vasquez said, her voice echoing strangely in his ears. "You will delete it from your phone and never search for it again. You will remember what you did to me and to any others, but you will be consumed by guilt. You will confess to no one, but you will make amends in whatever ways you can."

Jake nodded, unable to resist her commands.

"And one more thing," she added, a cruel smile playing on her lips. "Whenever you become aroused, you will feel an overwhelming urge to confess your crimes. This will make it... difficult for you to engage in sexual activity in the future."

She handed the phone back to him. "Delete it. Now."

With trembling fingers, Jake did as he was told, watching as the spiral icon disappeared from his screen.

"Good," Professor Vasquez said, straightening her clothing. "Now get out of my classroom. I'll see you on Wednesday for the exam."

Jake gathered his things and fled, his mind already filling with crushing guilt for what he'd done. As he walked across campus, he passed Sarah, who paled and quickly changed direction when she saw him.

The weight of his actions pressed down on him, and he knew Professor Vasquez's punishment would follow him for a long time. But deep in the recesses of his mind, a small part of him wondered if there might be a way to find that app again—and what he might do differently if he did.


Chapter 3

Three weeks had passed since Professor Vasquez had forced Jake to delete the app. Three weeks of torment as her punishment took effect. Every time he felt aroused—whether from seeing an attractive woman on campus or even just waking up with morning wood—the guilt would crash over him like a tsunami, leaving him nauseated and shaking.

He'd tried to apologize to Sarah, but she'd threatened to get a restraining order. He couldn't blame her. What he'd done was unforgivable.

Yet despite the guilt and the punishment, Jake couldn't stop thinking about the app. About the power it had given him. Late at night, alone in his dorm room, he would search the sketchy download sites, trying to find it again. So far, no luck.

Until today.

He'd been scrolling through an obscure forum when someone mentioned an app that could "influence others." The link they provided led to a download page for something called "MindSync." Different name, but the icon was the same spiral pattern.

Jake's hand trembled as he downloaded it. The guilt was already rising, but he pushed it down. He'd be more careful this time. He wouldn't hurt anyone. He'd use it responsibly.

The app installed, and Jake opened it. The interface was slightly different—more polished, with additional features. There was still the search bar and the influence slider, but now there were options for "Duration" and "Memory Retention."

Jake's first thought was to use it on Professor Vasquez, to make her remove the punishment she'd placed on him. But that was too risky. She knew about the app now; she might be prepared.

Instead, he decided to test the new features on someone else. Someone he'd admired from afar but never had the courage to approach.

Megan Chen was the star of the women's swim team. She had the perfect swimmer's body—tall, lean, with broad shoulders and narrow hips. Her long black hair was usually wet from practice, and her almond-shaped eyes crinkled when she laughed. Jake had watched her practice sometimes, pretending to be working out in the gym that overlooked the pool.

It was late afternoon, and he knew the swim team would be finishing practice soon. Jake positioned himself on a bench outside the athletic center, waiting. When Megan emerged, her hair damp and pulled back in a ponytail, he opened the app.

He typed her name, established the connection, and set the influence to 2—just enough to make her notice him. The duration he set for 30 minutes, and memory retention to "Hazy"—she would remember what happened, but it would feel like a dream.

Megan paused in her walk, looking around until her eyes landed on Jake. A small smile curved her lips, and she changed direction, heading toward him.

"Hey," she said, stopping in front of him. "You're Jake, right? I've seen you at the gym."

Jake's heart raced. "Yeah, that's me. You're Megan. I've watched you swim. You're amazing."

She smiled wider. "Thanks. I was just heading to grab some coffee. Want to join me?"

"I'd love to," Jake said, falling into step beside her.

They walked to the campus coffee shop, talking easily about classes and swimming. Jake was surprised by how natural it felt. With the influence set so low, Megan was still herself—just more interested in him than she would normally be.

As they sat with their coffees, Jake found himself genuinely enjoying her company. She was smart and funny, passionate about marine biology and her swimming career.

"I have to admit," she said, leaning forward, "I've noticed you watching me at practice. I was hoping you'd talk to me someday."

Jake felt a twinge of guilt. "Really?"

"Yeah," she said, her eyes slightly unfocused from the app's influence. "There's something about you. I can't quite put my finger on it."

The guilt intensified, and Jake considered ending the influence early. But then Megan reached across the table, her fingers brushing against his.

"My roommate's at her boyfriend's tonight," she said, her voice lower. "Do you want to come back to my place?"

The offer sent a jolt of desire through Jake, immediately followed by the crushing guilt from Professor Vasquez's punishment. He gritted his teeth against the nausea.

"Are you okay?" Megan asked, concern in her eyes.

"Yeah," Jake managed. "Just... a headache."

He pulled out his phone under the table, adjusting the influence to 3. Megan's eyes glazed a bit more, and her concern was replaced by desire.

"I know something that might help with that headache," she said, her voice husky. "Come back to my place, and I'll take care of you."

Jake nodded, unable to speak through the war between desire and guilt raging inside him.

Megan's dorm was in one of the nicer buildings on campus. Her room was neat and decorated with swimming trophies and posters of Olympic champions. As soon as the door closed behind them, she turned to Jake, her eyes dark with want.

"I've been thinking about you for weeks," Megan said, her hands already sliding under Jake's shirt, exploring the contours of his chest. "There's something about you that just... draws me in."

Jake shivered at her touch, fighting against the waves of guilt threatening to overwhelm him. He focused on Megan's face, on the desire in her eyes, trying to anchor himself in the moment.

She pulled his shirt over his head, her fingers tracing the lines of his shoulders. "You're in better shape than I thought," she murmured, leaning in to press her lips against his collarbone.

Jake's hands found her waist, pulling her closer. The warmth of her body against his sent electricity through his veins. He kissed her, tasting mint and coffee on her tongue as it slid against his.

Megan broke the kiss, stepping back to pull her own shirt off. Her sports bra followed, revealing small, firm breasts with dusky nipples already hard with arousal.

"Touch me," she whispered, taking his hands and placing them on her chest.

Jake cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples as she moaned softly. Her skin was impossibly smooth, still slightly damp from her shower after practice. He bent down, taking one nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue around the sensitive peak.

Megan's head fell back, her fingers tangling in his hair. "God, yes," she breathed. "Just like that."

The guilt was still there, pulsing at the edges of Jake's consciousness, but the desire was stronger now. He walked her backward until her legs hit the bed, then gently pushed her down onto the mattress.

Megan looked up at him, her eyes glazed with lust and the app's influence. "I want to taste you," she said, reaching for his belt.

Jake let her unbuckle it, his breath catching as she unzipped his jeans and pulled them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free, already fully hard.

Megan's eyes widened. "Perfect," she whispered, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, her grip firm but gentle, before leaning forward to run her tongue along the underside of his cock.

Jake groaned, his hands finding her hair, still damp from the pool. The sight of her—this beautiful athlete he'd admired from afar—taking him into her mouth was almost too much to bear.

Her technique was incredible, alternating between deep, slow strokes and quick, teasing flicks of her tongue around the head. Years of controlling her breathing for swimming had given her remarkable lung capacity, and she took him deeper than anyone had before.

"Fuck, Megan," Jake gasped, his hips involuntarily thrusting forward.

She pulled back, looking up at him with a wicked smile. "Not yet," she said, standing to shimmy out of her track pants. Her panties were simple black cotton, practical for an athlete, but somehow that made them sexier.

Jake knelt before her, hooking his fingers into the waistband of her underwear and slowly pulling them down. Her scent hit him—clean from her shower but with the unmistakable musk of arousal. The neatly trimmed strip of dark hair between her legs was damp with desire.

He leaned forward, his tongue finding her center, tasting her sweetness. Megan gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders for support as her legs trembled.

"Oh god," she moaned as Jake's tongue circled her clit. "Right there. Don't stop."

Jake had no intention of stopping. He slid one finger inside her, then another, curling them to find the spot that made her cry out. Her inner walls clenched around his fingers as he continued to work her with his tongue.

"I'm going to—" Megan didn't finish her sentence as her orgasm hit, her body shuddering against his mouth, her fingers digging into his shoulders hard enough to leave marks.

Before she could recover, Jake stood and guided her onto the bed. He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance.

"Please," she begged, her eyes locked on his. "I need you inside me."

Jake pushed forward, sinking into her tight heat inch by inch. They both moaned as he bottomed out, her legs wrapping around his waist to pull him even deeper.

"You feel amazing," he whispered, beginning to move. The guilt was a distant echo now, drowned out by the sensation of Megan's body gripping his cock, her breasts bouncing with each thrust.

He established a rhythm, slow at first, then faster as her moans grew louder. The bed creaked beneath them, the headboard thumping against the wall.

"Harder," Megan demanded, her nails raking down his back. "Fuck me harder, Jake."

He complied, driving into her with increasing force. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his muscles burning with exertion, but he couldn't stop—wouldn't stop—until they both found release.

Megan's second orgasm hit her suddenly, her back arching off the bed, her inner walls clamping down on his cock like a vise. The sensation pushed Jake over the edge, and he pulled out just in time, spilling himself across her stomach with a guttural groan.

They collapsed side by side, breathing heavily, their bodies slick with sweat. Jake glanced at his phone—the app showed fifteen minutes left on the duration he'd set.

As the afterglow faded, the guilt returned, stronger than before. What had he done? He'd promised himself he'd be more careful, more responsible, and here he was, right back where he started.

Megan turned to him, her eyes still slightly unfocused. "That was incredible," she murmured, tracing patterns on his chest with her fingertips. "I've never felt like that before."

Jake swallowed hard. "Me neither," he said, and it wasn't entirely a lie. Sex under the influence of the app was different—more intense, more primal.

He should end it now. Reset the slider to zero, let Megan return to herself, face the consequences of his actions.

Instead, he reached for his phone and extended the duration by another hour.

"What do you say we take a shower together?" he suggested, pushing down the voice in his head that screamed at him to stop.

Megan smiled, sitting up. "I like the way you think," she said, taking his hand and leading him toward the bathroom.

As the hot water cascaded over their bodies, Jake knew he was falling deeper into a hole he might never escape. But with Megan's hands exploring his body once more, her lips pressed against his, he couldn't bring himself to care.

Not yet, anyway. Not until the influence wore off and reality came crashing back.


Chapter 4

Jake's fingers trembled as he swiped through his phone, the memory of his encounter with Megan still fresh in his mind. Three days had passed since he'd extended their time together, pushing the app's influence to keep her under his control for hours. The shower they'd shared had been just the beginning—they'd fucked twice more that night, each time more intense than the last.

The guilt still gnawed at him, Professor Vasquez's punishment activating whenever arousal stirred in his body. But he was learning to push through it, to ride the waves of nausea and shame until pleasure overwhelmed them.

Now, sitting alone in his dorm room, he scrolled through the campus directory on his phone, searching for his next target. The power was intoxicating, addictive. He knew he should stop, but the thought of controlling another woman, of bending her to his will, made his cock stiffen despite the punishment.

His roommate was gone for the weekend again—a blessing that gave Jake the privacy he craved. As he browsed through photos of female students, a name caught his eye: Vanessa Rodriguez. She was the president of the student council, known for her fierce intelligence and take-no-prisoners attitude. Rumors circulated that she'd turned down advances from half the football team and most of the faculty.

Jake's pulse quickened. The challenge excited him. Could the app overcome such a strong personality?

He opened MindSync and typed her name. The connection established immediately, and Jake set the influence to 3—he'd learned that starting too low with strong-willed women wasn't effective. He set the duration for two hours and memory retention to "Partial"—she would remember what happened but would question whether it was real or a dream.

Then he texted her: Hey Vanessa, it's Jake from Econ. I have those notes you asked about. I'm in Westwood Hall, room 312, if you want to pick them up.

He'd never spoken to her in his life, and they didn't share any classes. But under the app's influence, she wouldn't question it.

Fifteen minutes later, a knock sounded at his door. Jake's heart hammered against his ribs as he opened it.

Vanessa stood in the hallway, her dark eyes slightly unfocused but still sharp. Her black hair was pulled back in a severe ponytail, and she wore a fitted blazer over a white blouse and pencil skirt—dressed for some student government function, no doubt.

"Jake," she said, her voice huskier than he'd expected. "I'm here for those notes."

"Come in," he replied, stepping aside to let her enter.

Vanessa walked into the room, her high heels clicking on the linoleum floor. She turned to face him, her gaze roaming over his body with an intensity that made his skin heat.

"You know," she said slowly, "I don't think we have Econ together."

Jake's stomach dropped. Was the app failing? "We don't," he admitted, reaching for his phone to increase the influence.

Before he could, Vanessa stepped closer, invading his personal space. "But I've seen you around campus. You're always watching me when you think I don't notice."

Jake swallowed hard. "I—"

"Shh," she pressed a finger to his lips. "I know what you want. What all you boys want." Her hand trailed down his chest, fingers dipping beneath his shirt to trace the muscles of his abdomen. "The question is, can you handle it?"

Jake's breath caught in his throat. This wasn't how it was supposed to go. He was supposed to be in control.

Vanessa's hand moved lower, cupping his erection through his jeans. "I thought so," she murmured, a predatory smile curving her full lips. "Always so predictable."

Jake fumbled for his phone, increasing the influence to 4. Vanessa blinked, her expression shifting subtly.

"Take off your clothes," Jake commanded, finding his voice.

Vanessa's hands moved to her blazer, unbuttoning it slowly. "Is that what you want?" she asked, her tone changing from dominant to seductive. "To see what's underneath all this professional attire?"

"Yes," Jake breathed, watching as she shrugged off the blazer and began unbuttoning her blouse.

Her movements were deliberate, teasing, as she revealed a black lace bra that barely contained her full breasts. The blouse joined the blazer on the floor, followed by the skirt, which she unzipped and let pool around her ankles.

Jake's mouth went dry at the sight of her standing before him in nothing but black lace lingerie, thigh-high stockings, and heels. Her body was magnificent—curves in all the right places, skin the color of caramel, smooth and flawless.

"Your turn," Vanessa said, stepping out of the circle of her skirt and moving toward him.

Jake pulled his t-shirt over his head, then unbuttoned his jeans, pushing them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free, already fully hard.

Vanessa's eyes darkened with desire as she took in his naked form. "Not bad," she purred, reaching out to wrap her fingers around his shaft. "Not bad at all."

Her touch sent electricity through his veins. Jake groaned, his hips involuntarily thrusting into her hand.

"Eager, aren't we?" Vanessa laughed, a low, throaty sound that made his cock twitch. She stroked him slowly, her grip firm but gentle. "I bet you've dreamed about this. About me on my knees in front of you, taking this big cock into my mouth."

Jake nodded, unable to form words as she continued to stroke him.

"Tell me what you want," Vanessa demanded, her thumb circling the head of his cock, spreading the precum that had gathered there.

"I want your mouth on me," Jake managed, his voice hoarse with desire.

Vanessa smiled, a wicked curve of her lips that promised both pleasure and pain. "Say please."

Even under the app's influence, her natural dominance shone through. Jake found himself responding to it, aroused by the power play.

"Please," he whispered.

Vanessa sank to her knees gracefully, maintaining eye contact as she leaned forward to run her tongue along the underside of his cock. Jake shuddered, his hands finding her hair, loosening the ponytail until the dark strands fell around her shoulders.

She took him into her mouth, the wet heat enveloping him inch by inch until he hit the back of her throat. Then, to his amazement, she relaxed her muscles and took him deeper, swallowing around him.

"Fuck," Jake gasped, his fingers tightening in her hair.

Vanessa hummed in approval, the vibration sending shockwaves of pleasure through his body. She began to move, her head bobbing as she sucked him with an expertise that left him breathless.

Her hands weren't idle—one cupped his balls, rolling them gently between her fingers, while the other gripped the base of his shaft, working in tandem with her mouth.

Jake looked down, mesmerized by the sight of his cock disappearing between her full lips, slick with saliva. Her eyes were closed, her expression one of pure enjoyment, as if sucking him off was the greatest pleasure she could imagine.

He felt his orgasm building, a tightening in his balls that warned he wouldn't last much longer. "I'm going to cum," he warned, trying to pull back.

Vanessa's eyes snapped open, and she released him with a wet pop. "Not yet," she said, rising to her feet. "I want you inside me first."

She reached behind her back to unhook her bra, letting it fall to reveal breasts that were even more magnificent than he'd imagined—full and round, with dark nipples already hard with arousal. Her panties followed, sliding down her legs to join the rest of her clothing on the floor.

Jake's breath caught at the sight of her completely naked except for the stockings and heels. A neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair pointed to her sex, already glistening with her arousal.

"On the bed," she commanded, and Jake found himself obeying without question, lying back on his narrow dorm bed.

Vanessa straddled him, her wet heat hovering just above his cock. "Do you have a condom?" she asked, her voice husky with desire.

Jake reached for the drawer of his bedside table, fumbling for a moment before producing a foil packet. Vanessa took it from him, tearing it open with her teeth before rolling it onto his length with practiced ease.

Then she positioned herself above him, guiding his cock to her entrance. "Watch," she ordered, and Jake's eyes locked on the point where their bodies were about to join.

Vanessa sank down slowly, taking him inch by inch, her pussy stretching to accommodate his size. They both moaned as he bottomed out, her inner walls clenching around him like a vise.

"God, you're big," she breathed, adjusting to the feeling of him inside her. "Bigger than I expected."

Jake's hands found her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he fought the urge to thrust upward. "You feel amazing," he groaned, the tight, wet heat of her body threatening to undo him.

Vanessa began to move, rising up until just the head of his cock remained inside her before sinking back down. She established a rhythm, slow at first, then faster as her pleasure built.

Jake watched, transfixed, as her breasts bounced with each movement, her head thrown back, eyes closed in ecstasy. She was magnificent, powerful, taking her pleasure from him rather than the other way around.

He reached up to cup her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples, drawing a sharp gasp from her lips. "Yes," she hissed, "pinch them. Harder."

Jake complied, rolling her nipples between his fingers, pinching just hard enough to make her cry out. Her rhythm faltered, her movements becoming more erratic as she chased her pleasure.

"Touch my clit," she demanded, and Jake slid one hand between their bodies, finding the swollen bud at the apex of her thighs.

He circled it with his thumb, applying just enough pressure to make her moan. Vanessa's movements became more frantic, her inner walls clenching around him as she approached her climax.

"I'm close," she gasped, her nails digging into his chest. "Don't stop. Don't you dare fucking stop."

Jake increased the pressure on her clit, his other hand still working her nipple. Vanessa's body tensed, her back arching as her orgasm hit. She cried out, a string of Spanish profanities falling from her lips as her pussy contracted around his cock in rhythmic pulses.

The sensation pushed Jake over the edge, and he thrust upward, burying himself as deep as possible as he came, his release filling the condom.

Vanessa collapsed on top of him, her body slick with sweat, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Jake wrapped his arms around her, surprised by the tenderness he felt.

After a few moments, she rolled off him, lying beside him on the narrow bed. "That was... unexpected," she murmured, her eyes still slightly unfocused from the app's influence.

Jake reached for his phone, checking the time. The duration he'd set was almost up. He should reset the slider to zero, let her return to herself.

Instead, he extended the duration by another hour and increased the influence to 5.

Vanessa's eyes glazed over completely, her expression becoming one of pure submission. "What do you want me to do now?" she asked, her voice soft and pliant.

Jake smiled, the power rushing through his veins like a drug. "Turn over," he commanded. "On your hands and knees."

Vanessa complied without hesitation, positioning herself as instructed, her ass raised in the air, presenting herself to him.

Jake moved behind her, his cock already hardening again despite having just cum. He ran his hands over the smooth curves of her ass, squeezing the firm flesh.

"Have you ever been fucked in the ass?" he asked, his voice rough with renewed desire.

Vanessa looked back over her shoulder, her eyes wide. "No," she whispered. "But I want you to be the first."

Jake's cock twitched at her words. He reached for the drawer again, pulling out a bottle of lube. "This might hurt at first," he warned, coating his fingers with the slick liquid.

"I don't care," Vanessa replied, pushing her ass back toward him. "I want to feel you everywhere."

Jake circled her tight entrance with one lubed finger, applying gentle pressure until it slipped inside. Vanessa gasped, her body tensing momentarily before relaxing.

"Good girl," Jake murmured, working his finger deeper. "Just relax."

He added a second finger, stretching her carefully, preparing her for his cock. Vanessa moaned, her hips moving back against his hand.

"Please," she begged, "I need more. I need your cock."

Jake removed his fingers, replacing the condom with a fresh one before coating his length with lube. He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against the tight ring of muscle.

"Push back against me," he instructed, and Vanessa did, her body opening to him inch by agonizing inch.

The sensation was incredible—tighter than anything he'd experienced before, the pressure almost painful in its intensity. Vanessa whimpered, her hands fisting in the sheets, but she didn't ask him to stop.

Finally, he was fully seated inside her, his hips pressed against the soft curves of her ass. "Are you okay?" he asked, surprising himself with the concern in his voice.

"Yes," Vanessa breathed, her body adjusting to the intrusion. "Move. Please."

Jake began to thrust, slowly at first, watching as his cock disappeared into her ass before reappearing, slick with lube. The sight was incredibly erotic, and he felt his orgasm building much faster than before.

"Touch yourself," he commanded, and Vanessa reached between her legs, her fingers finding her clit.

The dual stimulation pushed her toward another climax, her moans growing louder with each thrust. Jake increased his pace, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises.

"I'm going to cum," Vanessa gasped, her body tensing. "Oh god, I'm cumming!"

Her ass clenched around his cock as her orgasm hit, the sensation pushing Jake over the edge. He thrust deep one final time, emptying himself into the condom with a guttural groan.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, breathing heavily. Jake disposed of the condom and pulled Vanessa against him, her back to his chest, his arm draped over her waist.

As the afterglow faded, the guilt returned, stronger than before. What was he becoming? How far would he go?

But as Vanessa snuggled closer, her body warm against his, Jake pushed the guilt aside. He had an hour left before the influence wore off, and he intended to make the most of it.

After all, the campus was full of women he had yet to control, each with their own desires waiting to be unlocked. And with the app in his possession, there was nothing stopping him from exploring them all.


Chapter 5

The morning sunlight filtered through the cheap blinds of Jake's dorm room, casting striped shadows across his naked body. He stretched, muscles aching pleasantly from the previous night's activities. Vanessa had left shortly after midnight, her memory of their encounter hazy as he'd programmed it to be. She'd given him a confused smile as she dressed, muttering something about a strange dream before slipping out the door.

Jake reached for his phone, opening the MindSync app. The power it gave him was intoxicating, addictive. Each conquest only made him hunger for more. Professor Vasquez's punishment still activated whenever arousal stirred in his body, but he'd grown accustomed to pushing through it, riding the waves of nausea until pleasure overwhelmed them.

Today, he had something special planned. Not just one woman, but two. A challenge that made his cock harden despite the punishment's effects.

The twins, Amber and Ashley Davis, were notorious on campus. Identical in appearance—both with honey-blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and athletic bodies honed by years on the volleyball team—but opposite in personality. Amber was the studious one, always in the library, rarely seen at parties. Ashley was the wild child, her reputation for sexual adventures whispered about in locker rooms and frat houses across campus.

Jake had fantasized about them both, imagining what it would be like to have them together, to control them simultaneously. Today, he would find out.

He knew they shared an apartment off-campus, a luxury their wealthy parents provided. It was Wednesday, which meant Amber would be at her advanced chemistry lab until noon, while Ashley usually slept in after her Tuesday night bartending shift at The Rusty Nail.

Jake showered and dressed carefully, choosing clothes that made him look good without trying too hard—dark jeans that hugged his ass, a fitted t-shirt that showcased the muscles he'd been working on at the gym. He styled his hair, applied cologne, and grabbed his backpack, which contained condoms, lube, and a small bottle of whiskey for courage.

The walk to the twins' apartment took fifteen minutes. Jake's heart pounded with anticipation as he approached their door. He opened the app, typing "Ashley Davis" into the search bar. The connection established immediately. He set the influence to 3, the duration for three hours, and memory retention to "Full"—he wanted her to remember everything they did together.

Then he knocked.

The door swung open to reveal Ashley, her blonde hair tousled from sleep, wearing nothing but an oversized t-shirt that barely covered her ass. Her eyes, initially bleary with sleep, focused on him, then glazed slightly as the app's influence took hold.

"Jake," she said, her voice husky. "What are you doing here?"

"I was in the neighborhood," he replied, stepping closer. "Thought I'd stop by to see you."

Ashley's lips curved into a smile. "How did you know where I live?"

"You told me," Jake lied smoothly. "At that party last month."

She nodded, accepting this without question. "Well, come in then. I was just about to make coffee."

Jake followed her into the apartment, his eyes fixed on the sway of her hips, the glimpses of her bare ass beneath the shirt as she moved. The place was nicer than he'd expected—spacious, with modern furniture and large windows overlooking a small park.

Ashley led him to the kitchen, where she began preparing coffee. "So, what's the real reason you're here?" she asked, glancing over her shoulder at him. "We've barely spoken before."

Jake moved behind her, his hands finding her waist. "I think you know," he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear.

Ashley shivered, pressing back against him. "I've seen the way you look at me in class," she whispered. "Always wondered what you'd be like."

Jake's hands slid under her shirt, finding her bare breasts. "No bra?" he asked, thumbs circling her nipples.

"I just woke up," Ashley replied, her breath catching as he pinched the hardening buds. "God, that feels good."

Jake turned her to face him, capturing her mouth in a hungry kiss. Ashley responded eagerly, her tongue sliding against his, her hands tangling in his hair. He backed her against the counter, lifting her onto it as their kiss deepened.

"Wait," Ashley gasped, pulling back. "My sister will be home soon."

"How soon?" Jake asked, his hands pushing her shirt up to expose her breasts.

"An hour, maybe less," she replied, her eyes darkening with desire as he bent to take one nipple into his mouth.

"Plenty of time," Jake murmured against her skin.

He sucked hard on her nipple, drawing a sharp cry from her lips. His other hand slid between her legs, finding her already wet. "No panties either," he observed, fingers sliding through her slick folds. "You're such a little slut, aren't you?"

Ashley moaned, spreading her legs wider. "Yes," she admitted, her hips rocking against his hand. "I love sex. I love cock. Is that a crime?"

Jake grinned, pushing two fingers inside her. "Not at all," he said, curling his fingers to find her g-spot. "In fact, it's exactly what I was hoping for."

Ashley's head fell back, her blonde hair cascading down her back as Jake fingered her. "Fuck, you're good at that," she gasped, her inner walls clenching around his digits.

Jake worked her with his fingers, his thumb circling her clit as his mouth moved between her breasts, sucking and biting the sensitive flesh. Ashley's moans grew louder, her body trembling as she approached orgasm.

"I'm going to cum," she warned, her hands gripping the edge of the counter.

"Do it," Jake commanded, increasing the pressure on her clit. "Cum for me, Ashley."

Her body convulsed, a cry tearing from her throat as she came, her pussy pulsing around his fingers. Jake continued his ministrations, drawing out her pleasure until she pushed his hand away, too sensitive to continue.

"Holy shit," she panted, her chest heaving. "That was... intense."

Jake smirked, bringing his fingers to his mouth and sucking them clean. "You taste amazing," he said, enjoying the way her eyes darkened at the sight.

Ashley hopped down from the counter, pulling her shirt over her head to stand completely naked before him. Her body was even more magnificent than he'd imagined—toned from volleyball, with full breasts, a narrow waist, and long, muscular legs. A small tattoo of a butterfly adorned her hip, and her pussy was completely bare, the pink lips still glistening from her orgasm.

"Your turn," she said, reaching for his belt.

Jake let her undress him, his cock springing free as she pushed his jeans and boxers down. Ashley's eyes widened at the sight of his erection, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Fuck, you're big," she murmured, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. "I can't wait to feel this inside me."

She stroked him slowly, her grip firm but gentle, before sinking to her knees on the kitchen floor. Without preamble, she took him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth as she swallowed him down.

Jake groaned, his hands finding her hair, guiding her movements as she bobbed on his cock. Ashley's technique was incredible—clearly, her reputation was well-earned. She alternated between deep, slow strokes that took him to the back of her throat and quick, teasing licks around the head, her hand working the base in perfect synchronization.

"Fuck, Ashley," Jake gasped as she cupped his balls, rolling them gently between her fingers. "Your mouth feels amazing."

She hummed in approval, the vibration sending shockwaves of pleasure through his body. Jake looked down, mesmerized by the sight of his cock disappearing between her full lips, her blue eyes looking up at him with a mixture of submission and challenge.

Just as he felt his orgasm building, the sound of a key in the lock froze them both. Ashley pulled back, panic flashing across her face.

"Shit, that's Amber," she hissed, scrambling to her feet. "She's early."

Jake reached for his phone, quickly typing "Amber Davis" into the app. The connection established just as the front door opened, and he set the influence to 3, matching Ashley's level.

Amber walked into the apartment, her arms full of textbooks. She stopped short at the sight of them—Jake half-naked in the kitchen, Ashley completely nude beside him. Her eyes widened, then glazed slightly as the app's influence took hold.

"What's going on here?" she asked, her voice softer than it should have been given the circumstances.

"Amber," Ashley said, making no move to cover herself. "This is Jake. He came over to... visit."

Amber set her books down slowly, her eyes roaming over Jake's exposed body. "I can see that," she murmured.

Jake increased both twins' influence to 4. "Why don't you join us, Amber?" he suggested, stroking his still-hard cock. "Your sister was just showing me how good she is with her mouth."

Amber's cheeks flushed, but she took a step forward rather than back. "I don't usually do this kind of thing," she said, her voice trembling slightly.

"I know," Jake replied, moving toward her. "That's what makes it so exciting."

He reached her, his hands going to the buttons of her blouse. Amber stood still, her breath quickening as he undressed her. Unlike her sister, she wore practical underwear—a simple white bra and matching panties. Jake unhooked the bra, revealing breasts identical to Ashley's, though without the light tan lines.

"You're beautiful," he told her, bending to kiss her neck. "Just like your sister."

Ashley moved behind Amber, her hands sliding around to cup her twin's breasts. "Let us take care of you," she whispered, her lips brushing Amber's ear. "You work so hard. You deserve some pleasure."

Amber moaned softly as Ashley pinched her nipples, her resistance crumbling under the combined assault of Jake's mouth on her neck and her sister's hands on her breasts.

"This is wrong," she whispered, even as her body arched into their touch.

"Does it feel wrong?" Jake asked, his hand sliding into her panties to find her already wet. "Your body seems to disagree."

Amber's eyes fluttered closed as his fingers found her clit. "No," she admitted. "It feels... good."

Jake kissed her then, swallowing her moans as his fingers circled her sensitive bud. Ashley continued to play with her sister's breasts, her own naked body pressed against Amber's back.

"Let's take this to the bedroom," Ashley suggested, her voice husky with renewed desire.

They led Amber to her room—neat and organized, with a large bed covered in a floral comforter. Jake finished undressing her, pulling her panties down her legs until she stood naked between them, a mirror image of her sister except for the lack of tattoo and the small patch of blonde hair between her legs.

"Lie down," Jake commanded, and Amber complied, stretching out on the bed.

Ashley joined her, lying beside her twin. The sight of them together—identical bodies, opposite personalities, both under his control—made Jake's cock throb with need.

"Kiss each other," he ordered, stroking himself as he watched.

The twins turned to face each other, hesitation visible in Amber's eyes but not in Ashley's. Ashley leaned forward, capturing her sister's lips in a gentle kiss that quickly deepened as Amber responded.

Jake watched, transfixed, as their tongues danced, their hands beginning to explore each other's bodies. It was the most erotic thing he'd ever seen—forbidden, taboo, and completely under his control.

"Touch each other," he instructed, his voice rough with desire.

Ashley's hand slid between her sister's legs, fingers finding her wet center. Amber gasped into the kiss, her own hand moving to mirror the action. They touched each other with increasing urgency, moans filling the room as they brought each other pleasure.

Jake couldn't wait any longer. He moved onto the bed, positioning himself behind Ashley. "Keep touching your sister," he told her, reaching for a condom from his backpack. "Make her cum while I fuck you."

Ashley moaned in agreement, her fingers working Amber's clit as Jake rolled the condom onto his length. He lined himself up with Ashley's entrance, then thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth motion.

"Fuck!" Ashley cried out, her body jerking forward from the force of his thrust. "God, you're so deep."

Jake established a rhythm, his hands gripping Ashley's hips as he pounded into her from behind. The position gave him a perfect view of the twins pleasuring each other—Ashley's fingers buried in Amber's pussy, Amber's hand working between her sister's legs, their mouths still locked in a passionate kiss.

The sight was almost too much to bear. Jake felt his orgasm building far too quickly, and he slowed his pace, determined to make this last.

"Amber," he said, his voice commanding despite his breathlessness. "I want to taste you."

Amber broke the kiss with her sister, looking at him with glazed eyes. "Yes," she whispered, spreading her legs wider in invitation.

Jake pulled out of Ashley, ignoring her whimper of protest. "Don't stop touching yourself," he told her as he moved between Amber's thighs.

He lowered his mouth to Amber's center, his tongue delving into her folds. She tasted different from her sister—sweeter somehow, less tangy. Jake lapped at her eagerly, his tongue circling her clit before dipping inside her entrance.

Amber's hands found his hair, her hips lifting to meet his mouth. "Oh god," she moaned, her thighs trembling on either side of his head. "That feels so good."

Ashley moved beside them, her fingers still working her own clit as she watched Jake devour her sister. "He's good, isn't he?" she purred, leaning down to kiss Amber again. "Wait until you feel his cock inside you."

The words pushed Amber over the edge, her body convulsing as she came against Jake's mouth. He continued to lick and suck, drawing out her orgasm until she pushed him away, too sensitive to continue.

"My turn again," Ashley demanded, pulling Jake toward her.

He complied, positioning himself between her legs. Ashley wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him into her in one swift motion. They both groaned at the sensation, and Jake began to thrust, his pace fast and hard from the start.

"Yes," Ashley hissed, her nails raking down his back. "Fuck me like that. Make me cum again."

Amber watched them for a moment, her chest still heaving from her own orgasm, before moving to straddle her sister's face. "Make me cum again too," she demanded, lowering her pussy to Ashley's waiting mouth.

The sight of Amber riding her sister's face while he pounded into Ashley was the most erotic thing Jake had ever witnessed. He reached forward, his fingers finding Amber's clit, rubbing it in time with his thrusts.

"Oh fuck," Amber cried out, her body already tensing with another approaching orgasm. "I'm going to cum again."

Her words pushed Jake to the edge. He felt his release building, a tightening in his balls that warned he wouldn't last much longer. "I'm close," he grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic.

"Inside me," Ashley managed between licks of her sister's pussy. "Cum inside me."

Jake thrust deep one final time, his orgasm crashing over him in waves as he emptied himself into the condom. The sensation triggered Ashley's climax, her inner walls clenching around him as she came with a muffled cry against her sister's center.

Amber followed seconds later, her body shuddering as she came against her sister's mouth, Jake's fingers still working her clit through her release.

They collapsed in a tangle of limbs, breathing heavily, bodies slick with sweat. Jake disposed of the condom in the small trash can beside Amber's bed before lying between the twins, one on either side of him.

"That was..." Amber began, trailing off as words failed her.

"Incredible," Ashley finished, her hand tracing patterns on Jake's chest.

Jake checked his phone—they still had over an hour left on the duration he'd set. Plenty of time for round two. His cock was already hardening again at the thought.

"We're not done yet," he told them, his hands finding their breasts, thumbs circling their nipples simultaneously. "I want to fuck your sister while you watch, Amber. Then it's your turn."

Amber's eyes darkened with renewed desire. "Yes," she whispered, her hand sliding down to stroke his hardening length. "I want to see that."

Ashley smirked, moving to straddle him. "I'm always ready for more," she said, positioning herself above his cock.

As she sank down onto him, Jake knew he was crossing a line he could never uncross. The power of the app was consuming him, changing him. But with the twins moving in perfect synchronization to pleasure him, he couldn't bring himself to care.

Not yet, anyway. Not until the influence wore off and reality came crashing back.

But that was a problem for later. Right now, he had two identical beauties at his command, and he intended to make the most of every minute.


Chapter 6

The campus coffee shop buzzed with mid-afternoon activity as Jake nursed his third espresso, his bloodshot eyes fixed on his laptop screen. It had been two weeks since his encounter with the twins, and he'd barely slept since. The app consumed his thoughts, his dreams, his every waking moment.

He'd used it six more times since that day—on his TA in Economics, on the barista who always gave him extra whipped cream, on his neighbor across the hall who played her music too loud. Each conquest blurred into the next, a haze of bodies and moans and power that left him both satiated and hungry for more.

The guilt was still there, lurking beneath the surface, but it was easier to ignore now. Professor Vasquez's punishment had weakened, whether from overuse or his growing tolerance, he wasn't sure. But the nausea that once accompanied his arousal was now just a faint discomfort, easily pushed aside.

Jake scrolled through the campus directory on his laptop, searching for his next target. The thrill of the hunt had become almost as intoxicating as the control itself. He needed someone new, someone challenging. Someone who would push the limits of the app's capabilities.

His eyes landed on a name: Dr. Sophia Blackwood, the new head of the Psychology Department. She'd joined the faculty just this semester, and rumors about her circulated widely—she was brilliant, intimidating, with a background in neuroscience and behavioral psychology. At forty-two, she was older than his usual targets, but something about her drew him in. The challenge, perhaps, or the taboo of seducing a woman nearly twice his age.

Jake had seen her around campus—tall and elegant, with silver-streaked black hair always pulled back in a severe bun, sharp cheekbones, and piercing gray eyes behind stylish glasses. She dressed in tailored suits that hinted at a fit body beneath, and moved with a confidence that commanded attention.

He'd attended one of her guest lectures last month, watching from the back row as she dissected the human mind with clinical precision. The way she spoke about manipulation and control had sent a shiver down his spine—it was as if she was describing exactly what he did with the app, though of course, she couldn't know.

Jake opened a new tab, searching for her office hours. Today, Wednesday, she held them from 3 to 5 PM. He checked the time—2:45. Perfect.

He packed up his laptop, drained the last of his espresso, and headed toward the Psychology building. As he walked, he opened the MindSync app on his phone, studying the settings. For someone like Dr. Blackwood, he'd need to be careful. Her training in psychology might make her more resistant to the app's influence, more aware of changes in her own behavior.

He decided to start with a low setting—2—and work his way up if necessary. Duration he set for two hours, and memory retention to "Hazy." He wanted her to remember enough to be confused, to question her own actions, but not enough to clearly recall what had happened.

The Psychology building was one of the oldest on campus, all stone and ivy and echoing hallways. Jake found Dr. Blackwood's office on the third floor, at the end of a long corridor lined with framed academic journals featuring her work.

He knocked on the heavy wooden door, his heart pounding with anticipation.

"Enter," called a cool, authoritative voice from within.

Jake pushed open the door to find Dr. Blackwood seated behind a massive oak desk, her silver-streaked hair pulled back as usual, her glasses perched on the end of her nose as she reviewed what appeared to be a student paper. She looked up as he entered, her gray eyes sharp and assessing.

"Can I help you?" she asked, her tone professional but distant.

Jake closed the door behind him, subtly locking it. "Dr. Blackwood," he said, his voice steadier than he expected. "I'm Jake Mercer. I attended your guest lecture last month on behavioral manipulation."

She set down her pen, studying him more carefully. "I remember. You asked an interesting question about the ethics of subliminal influence. What can I do for you, Mr. Mercer?"

Jake moved closer to her desk, his phone in his hand, the app already open with her name entered. "I wanted to discuss your research further. I find the concept of control... fascinating."

Dr. Blackwood's eyebrow arched slightly. "Do you? Well, I have office hours now, so we can certainly—"

Jake activated the app, setting the influence to 2. Dr. Blackwood blinked, her expression shifting subtly. She removed her glasses, setting them on the desk with deliberate care.

"I'm sorry," she said, her voice softer than before. "What were we discussing?"

"Control," Jake replied, moving around the desk to stand beside her chair. "And how much you want to give me yours."

Dr. Blackwood looked up at him, confusion flickering across her face. "That's... not what I meant to say," she murmured, rising from her chair to face him. "I should ask you to leave."

"But you won't," Jake said, increasing the influence to 3. "Because deep down, you're curious about what's happening to you right now. The psychologist in you wants to understand this strange compulsion you're feeling."

Her eyes glazed further, her breathing quickening. "Yes," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "I am... curious. My mind feels... foggy, yet hyperaware. What are you doing to me?"

Jake stepped closer, close enough to smell her expensive perfume—something woody and complex, with notes of amber and vanilla. "I'm showing you what it's like to lose control," he said, his hand reaching up to release her hair from its severe bun.

Dark waves cascaded down her back, softer than he'd imagined. Dr. Blackwood gasped softly as his fingers tangled in the strands, tugging gently to tilt her head back.

"This is inappropriate," she said, but made no move to stop him as his other hand went to the top button of her silk blouse. "You're my student."

"I'm not in any of your classes," Jake corrected, undoing the button to reveal the hollow of her throat. "And right now, you don't care about appropriate. You care about satisfying the hunger you've been denying yourself."

He increased the influence to 4, watching as her resistance crumbled further. Dr. Blackwood's eyes darkened with desire, her lips parting slightly.

"Yes," she breathed, her hands moving to help him with her buttons. "God help me, I want this. I want you."

Jake watched as she revealed herself to him—the silk blouse falling open to expose a black lace bra that contained full, firm breasts. For a woman in her forties, Dr. Blackwood was in remarkable shape—her stomach flat, her waist narrow, her skin smooth and pale.

"You're beautiful," he told her, and meant it. There was something incredibly arousing about her maturity, the confidence in her body despite its subtle signs of age.

Dr. Blackwood smiled, a predatory curve of her lips that sent a shiver down Jake's spine. "And you're very young," she observed, her hands going to his chest. "But I suspect you know exactly what you're doing."

She pushed his jacket off his shoulders, then began unbuttoning his shirt with nimble fingers. Jake let her undress him, enjoying the role reversal. When his chest was bare, she ran her hands over his muscles, her touch clinical at first, then increasingly sensual.

"Impressive," she murmured, her fingers tracing the lines of his abdomen. "You take care of yourself."

"So do you," Jake replied, his hands going to her waist, finding the zipper of her pencil skirt. He lowered it slowly, letting the garment fall to pool around her ankles.

Dr. Blackwood stood before him in nothing but her black lace underwear and heels, her body a study in elegant curves. Jake's breath caught at the sight of her—the contrast of the dark lace against her pale skin, the swell of her breasts above the bra, the slight roundness of her belly, the flare of her hips.

"What do you want from me?" she asked, her voice husky with desire but still carrying that analytical edge. Even under the app's influence, her mind was working, trying to understand what was happening.

Jake increased the influence to 5—the maximum setting. Dr. Blackwood's eyes glazed completely, her analytical expression replaced by one of pure submission.

"I want everything," he told her, his voice rough with desire. "Every hole, every fantasy you've ever denied yourself. I want you to be the slut you've never allowed yourself to be."

A shudder ran through her body at his words. "Yes," she whispered, reaching behind her to unhook her bra. "I've denied myself for too long."

The bra fell away, revealing breasts that were fuller than he'd expected, with pale pink nipples already hard with arousal. Jake bent to take one in his mouth, sucking hard enough to make her gasp.

"Oh god," Dr. Blackwood moaned, her hands finding his hair, holding him against her chest. "Yes, just like that."

Jake's hands slid down her back to cup her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her lace panties. He walked her backward until she hit the edge of her desk, then lifted her onto it, pushing papers and books aside to make room.

"Lie back," he commanded, and she complied, stretching out across the massive oak surface.

Jake hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her long legs and tossing them aside. Dr. Blackwood lay naked before him, exposed and vulnerable in a way he suspected she'd never been before.

Unlike his younger conquests, she had a full bush of dark hair between her legs, streaked with the same silver that ran through the hair on her head. Jake found it unexpectedly arousing—a sign of her maturity, her natural beauty.

"Spread your legs," he told her, and she did, revealing the pink folds of her pussy, already glistening with arousal.

Jake knelt between her thighs, his mouth watering at the sight of her. He leaned forward, running his tongue along her slit in one long, slow lick that made her arch off the desk with a cry.

"Oh fuck," she gasped, the profanity sounding strange and exciting in her cultured voice. "Do that again."

Jake complied, lapping at her with increasing urgency, his tongue circling her clit before dipping inside her entrance. She tasted different from the younger women he'd been with—richer, more complex, like fine wine compared to sweet soda.

Dr. Blackwood's hands found his hair again, guiding his movements as he devoured her. Her hips rocked against his face, seeking more pressure, more friction.

"Inside," she begged, her voice raw with need. "I need your fingers inside me."

Jake slid two fingers into her tight heat, curling them to find the spot that made her cry out. Her inner walls clenched around his digits as he pumped them in and out, his mouth still working her clit.

"Yes, right there," she moaned, her body tensing. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Jake increased his pace, adding a third finger, stretching her as his tongue flicked rapidly over her sensitive bud. Dr. Blackwood's moans grew louder, her thighs trembling on either side of his head.

"I'm going to cum," she warned, her voice tight with approaching release. "Oh god, I'm cumming!"

Her body convulsed, her pussy clenching rhythmically around his fingers as waves of pleasure washed over her. Jake continued his ministrations, drawing out her orgasm until she pushed his head away, too sensitive to continue.

"That was..." she panted, struggling to find words. "Incredible."

Jake stood, unbuckling his belt and pushing his jeans and boxers down to free his aching cock. Dr. Blackwood's eyes widened at the sight of him, fully erect and ready.

"You're quite... well-endowed," she observed, licking her lips unconsciously.

"And you're going to take every inch," Jake told her, pulling her to the edge of the desk. He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her wet heat.

"Yes," Dr. Blackwood breathed, her legs wrapping around his waist. "Fuck me, Jake. Make me your slut."

The words, so at odds with her professional demeanor, sent a jolt of desire through him. Jake thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth motion. They both groaned at the sensation—her tight, wet heat enveloping him completely.

"You feel amazing," Jake gasped, beginning to move. "So tight."

"It's been... a while," Dr. Blackwood admitted, her nails digging into his shoulders as he established a rhythm. "Don't hold back. I need it hard."

Jake complied, driving into her with increasing force. The desk creaked beneath them, pens and papers scattering to the floor with each thrust. Dr. Blackwood's breasts bounced with the movement, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

"Yes," she moaned, her inner walls clenching around him. "Harder. Fuck me harder."

Jake increased his pace, his hips slamming against hers with bruising force. The sound of their fucking echoed in the office—wet, obscene noises that only heightened his arousal.

"Touch yourself," he commanded, and Dr. Blackwood's hand snaked between their bodies, her fingers finding her clit.

"Like this?" she asked, circling the sensitive bud as he continued to pound into her.

"Just like that," Jake confirmed, watching as she pleasured herself while he fucked her. "Make yourself cum on my cock."

Dr. Blackwood's movements became more frantic, her breathing ragged as she approached another climax. "I'm close," she gasped, her eyes locked on his. "So close."

Jake felt his own release building, a tightening in his balls that warned he wouldn't last much longer. "Cum for me," he urged, his thrusts becoming erratic. "Now."

Her body tensed, her back arching off the desk as her orgasm hit. "Jake!" she cried, her pussy contracting around him in rhythmic pulses.

The sensation pushed Jake over the edge, and he pulled out just in time, spraying his release across her stomach and breasts with a guttural groan.

They stayed like that for a moment, breathing heavily, bodies slick with sweat. Dr. Blackwood lay sprawled across her desk, her hair a wild tangle around her face, her body marked with his cum.

"That was..." she began, trailing off as words failed her.

"Just the beginning," Jake finished for her, already planning their next position. He had two hours with her, and he intended to make the most of every minute.

He helped her off the desk, turning her to face it. "Bend over," he commanded, and she complied, presenting her ass to him.

Jake ran his hands over the smooth curves, admiring the way her spine arched, the elegant line of her back. He delivered a sharp slap to one cheek, watching as the pale skin reddened beneath his palm.

Dr. Blackwood gasped, looking back over her shoulder at him. "Again," she begged, her voice thick with renewed desire. "Harder."

Jake obliged, spanking her other cheek with increased force. The sound of his palm against her flesh was incredibly satisfying, as was her moan of mingled pain and pleasure.

"You like that, don't you?" he asked, delivering another slap. "The prim and proper professor likes to be spanked."

"Yes," she admitted, her voice muffled against the desk. "I've always fantasized about it, but never had the courage to ask."

Jake continued to spank her, alternating cheeks until her ass was a glowing red. Dr. Blackwood squirmed beneath his ministrations, her moans growing louder with each strike.

"Please," she finally begged, her voice breaking. "I need you inside me again."

Jake's cock had hardened once more, ready for round two. He positioned himself behind her, the head pressing against her entrance.

"Beg for it," he demanded, teasing her with just the tip.

"Please fuck me," Dr. Blackwood gasped, pushing back against him. "I need your cock inside me. I need you to fill me up."

Jake thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt once more. The angle was different this time, allowing him to go deeper, to hit spots that made her cry out with each thrust.

"Yes," she moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. "Just like that. Don't stop."

Jake established a rhythm, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her from behind. The desk scraped against the floor with each thrust, the sound mingling with their moans to create a symphony of sex.

"You're so tight," Jake groaned, watching as his cock disappeared into her pussy before reappearing, slick with her juices. "So wet for me."

"Only for you," Dr. Blackwood gasped, though they both knew it was the app's influence speaking. "I've never been this wet before."

Jake reached around to cup her breasts, pinching her nipples between his fingers. Dr. Blackwood cried out, her inner walls clenching around him.

"I'm going to cum again," she warned, her voice tight with approaching release. "Oh god, I can't stop it."

"Don't try," Jake urged, increasing his pace. "Let go. Cum for me."

Her body tensed, a strangled cry escaping her lips as her third orgasm washed over her. Jake continued to thrust through her climax, drawing it out as long as possible.

When her tremors subsided, he pulled out, turning her to face him. "On your knees," he commanded, and Dr. Blackwood sank down before him, her eyes glazed with pleasure and the app's influence.

"Suck me," Jake told her, his cock hard and aching. "Show me what that clever mouth can do."

Dr. Blackwood took him in her hand, stroking him slowly before leaning forward to run her tongue along the underside of his shaft. Jake groaned, his hands finding her hair, guiding her movements as she took him into her mouth.

Her technique was incredible—clearly, she had experience that his younger conquests lacked. She alternated between deep, slow strokes that took him to the back of her throat and quick, teasing licks around the head, her hand working the base in perfect synchronization.

"Fuck," Jake gasped as she cupped his balls, rolling them gently between her fingers. "That feels amazing."

Dr. Blackwood hummed in approval, the vibration sending shockwaves of pleasure through his body. She hollowed her cheeks, creating intense suction that made his knees weak.

Jake looked down, mesmerized by the sight of his cock disappearing between her full lips, her silver-streaked hair tangled around his fingers. It was the most erotic thing he'd ever seen—this powerful, intelligent woman on her knees before him, pleasuring him with such enthusiasm.

He felt his release building, a tightening in his balls that warned he wouldn't last much longer. "I'm going to cum," he warned, trying to pull back.

Dr. Blackwood's eyes met his, a challenge in their gray depths. She increased her pace, her hand and mouth working in tandem to bring him to the edge.

"In my mouth," she said, pulling back just long enough to speak before taking him deep again. "I want to taste you."

Her words pushed Jake over the edge, and he came with a shout, his release flooding her mouth in hot pulses. Dr. Blackwood swallowed every drop, her tongue lapping at him until he was spent.

She sat back on her heels, looking up at him with a satisfied smile. "Was that what you wanted?" she asked, her voice hoarse from their activities.

Jake nodded, helping her to her feet. "And more," he admitted. "But we're not done yet."

He led her to the leather couch in the corner of her office, positioning her on her hands and knees. "Have you ever been fucked in the ass, Dr. Blackwood?" he asked, his cock already hardening again despite having just cum.

She looked back at him, her eyes wide. "No," she whispered. "I've always been too afraid to try."

Jake smiled, reaching for his backpack to retrieve the lube he always carried now. "Then today is a day of firsts for you," he said, coating his fingers with the slick liquid.

He circled her tight entrance with one lubed finger, applying gentle pressure until it slipped inside. Dr. Blackwood gasped, her body tensing momentarily before relaxing.

"That's it," Jake murmured, working his finger deeper. "Just relax."

He added a second finger, stretching her carefully, preparing her for his cock. Dr. Blackwood moaned, her hips moving back against his hand.

"More," she begged, her voice muffled against the leather. "I need more."

Jake added a third finger, stretching her further. "You're doing so well," he praised, his other hand reaching around to stroke her clit. "Just relax and let me in."

Dr. Blackwood moaned, her body gradually accepting the intrusion. "It hurts," she whispered, "but in a good way."

When Jake felt she was ready, he removed his fingers and positioned his lubed cock at her entrance. "Push back against me," he instructed, and she did, her body opening to him inch by agonizing inch.

The sensation was incredible—tighter than anything he'd experienced before, the pressure almost painful in its intensity. Dr. Blackwood whimpered, her face pressed against the leather couch, but she didn't ask him to stop.

"That's it," Jake encouraged as he finally bottomed out, his hips pressed against her ass. "You've taken all of me."

"I feel so full," Dr. Blackwood gasped, her body trembling. "It's... overwhelming."

Jake remained still, allowing her to adjust to the sensation. When her breathing steadied, he began to move, slowly at first, watching as his cock disappeared into her ass before reappearing, slick with lube.

"Touch yourself," he commanded, and Dr. Blackwood reached between her legs, her fingers finding her clit.

The dual stimulation pushed her toward another climax, her moans growing louder with each thrust. Jake increased his pace, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her.

"I never knew," she gasped between thrusts, "that it could feel this good. That I could be this... depraved."

Her words pushed Jake closer to the edge. "You're going to remember this," he told her, though he knew the app's settings would make the memory hazy. "Every time you sit in this office, you'll remember how I fucked your ass on this couch."

"Yes," Dr. Blackwood moaned, her fingers working faster between her legs. "I want to remember. I want to feel this every time I sit here."

Jake felt his release building, a familiar tightening in his balls. "I'm going to cum," he warned, his thrusts becoming erratic.

"Inside me," Dr. Blackwood begged. "I want to feel you cum inside my ass."

Her words pushed him over the edge, and Jake thrust deep one final time, emptying himself with a guttural groan. The sensation triggered Dr. Blackwood's climax, her body convulsing beneath him as she came with a cry that echoed in the office.

They collapsed onto the couch, breathing heavily, bodies slick with sweat. Jake pulled out gently, watching as a trickle of his cum leaked from her stretched hole.

"That was..." Dr. Blackwood began, trailing off as words failed her.

"Perfect," Jake finished, checking his phone. The duration was almost up. He should reset the slider to zero, let her return to herself.

But as he reached for his phone, something strange happened. The screen flickered, the spiral icon of the MindSync app pulsing with an unnatural light before going dark. When it reappeared, the interface had changed.

A message flashed across the screen: "PROGRAM COMPLETE. THANK YOU FOR YOUR PARTICIPATION."

Jake frowned, tapping the screen. Nothing happened. The app was frozen, the message unchanging.

"What's wrong?" Dr. Blackwood asked, her voice still soft from the influence.

"I don't know," Jake admitted, a chill running down his spine. "The app is—"

Before he could finish, the office door swung open. Jake looked up in horror to see Professor Vasquez standing in the doorway, a small device in her hand.

"Right on schedule," she said, her voice cold. "And quite the finale, I must say."

Dr. Blackwood sat up, her eyes clearing as the influence faded. "Elena," she said, recognition dawning. "Is it time?"

Professor Vasquez nodded, stepping into the office and closing the door behind her. "Yes, Sophia. Our experiment is complete."

Jake scrambled to cover himself, confusion and fear washing over him. "What's going on?" he demanded, reaching for his clothes.

"What's going on, Mr. Mercer," Dr. Blackwood said, her voice now crisp and professional despite her nakedness, "is that you've been the subject of our study all along."

"Study?" Jake echoed, his mind racing.

Professor Vasquez smiled, but it didn't reach her eyes. "Did you really think a simple app could control minds? That you, a mediocre student with no special talents, could suddenly have power over anyone you desired?"

"But the app—" Jake began.

"Was a placebo," Dr. Blackwood finished, standing to retrieve her clothes. She moved with none of the post-coital languor of moments before, her movements efficient and purposeful. "The women you thought you were controlling were all participants in our study."

"Sarah, the twins, Vanessa, Megan," Professor Vasquez listed, "all graduate students in psychology, all willing to participate in an experiment on the nature of power and sexual coercion."

Jake felt sick, the room spinning around him. "That's not possible. The app worked. I saw it work."

"You saw what you wanted to see," Dr. Blackwood explained, buttoning her blouse. "We've been monitoring your behavior since the moment you downloaded the first version of the app. Your phone, your laptop, your dorm room—all under surveillance."

"But why?" Jake asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

"To understand the psychology of predators," Professor Vasquez said simply. "To document how quickly power corrupts, how easily someone can justify increasingly disturbing behavior when they believe they're immune to consequences."

Jake's mind raced, trying to process what they were telling him. "So none of it was real? The app never worked?"

"Oh, it worked," Dr. Blackwood corrected, now fully dressed and looking every inch the distinguished professor again. "Just not on the women. It worked on you, Jake. It made you believe you had power, and that belief changed you."

"The real experiment," Professor Vasquez added, "was to see how far you would go, how quickly your moral compass would erode when you thought you could get away with anything."

Jake felt the weight of their words crushing him. Every encounter, every moment of power he'd felt, had been an illusion. He'd been the one being controlled all along.

"What happens now?" he asked, his voice hollow.

The two professors exchanged a look. "That depends on you," Dr. Blackwood said. "Our study is complete, and the results will be published—anonymously, of course. But what you do with this knowledge is up to you."

"You have two choices," Professor Vasquez explained. "You can leave this office, try to forget what happened, and continue down the path you've started—though without the app, you'll find your methods much less effective and the consequences much more real."

"Or?" Jake prompted.

"Or you can join our follow-up study," Dr. Blackwood offered. "A rehabilitation program for those who've demonstrated concerning patterns of behavior. It won't be easy, but it might help you understand why you made the choices you did, and how to make better ones in the future."

Jake sat in stunned silence, the full weight of his actions over the past weeks crashing down on him. The women he thought he'd controlled had been acting the whole time, studying him, documenting his descent into depravity.

"I'll give you a moment to decide," Dr. Blackwood said, moving toward the door. "Professor Vasquez will stay with you."

As the door closed behind her, Jake looked up at Professor Vasquez, the woman he'd thought he'd conquered, who had in fact been controlling him all along.

"Was any of it real?" he asked, his voice breaking. "Did I ever have any choice?"

Professor Vasquez's expression softened slightly. "The app wasn't real, but your choices were. Every time you increased the influence, extended the duration, pushed for more—those were your decisions, Jake. No one made them for you."

Jake nodded slowly, the truth of her words sinking in. He'd been given the illusion of power, and it had revealed who he truly was—or who he could become if left unchecked.

"I'll do it," he said finally. "The rehabilitation program. I want to understand... I need to understand why I did what I did."

Professor Vasquez nodded, a hint of approval in her eyes. "Good. That's the first step."

As Jake dressed, preparing to face the consequences of his actions, he realized that the control app had worked after all—just not in the way he'd thought. It had controlled him, revealing the darkest parts of his nature, the capacity for cruelty that lurked beneath his ordinary exterior.

And now, without its influence, he would have to learn to control himself.
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