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“I… I see.” Paul said, his expression blank from shock as he received the news from his secretary. “I… suppose you should send her in?”

“Of course, sir. She’ll be in momentarily.” The crisp voice of his secretary replied before cutting off the intercom completely. It gave Paul a moment- just a moment to think about what had just happened.

He had just received an intercom call from his secretary. He answered it, as he was wont to do on any given day when such a thing happens. And yet instead of one of the many banal, utterly forgettable things he dealt with on a day to day basis as the head of scheduling for Sky, she had said:

“Ellen Jennings here to see you.”

He smiled. A famous movie star to see him? Surely someone else with the same name. He didn’t remember anyone by that name making an appointment with him though.

“Of course, of course.” He said cheekily. “Let her know I’ll only see her if she gets me a cameo in her next movie.”

“She says that can be arranged.” His secretary said. “And before you make any more jokes, let me confirm that she is, in fact, in a position to make that happen.”

“As in… she’s…” Paul said, his mouth widening.

“Yes, sir.” His secretary said crisply. “Shall I send her in?”

And so she had. And so Ellen Jennings had walked in. She was as beautiful as Paul had remembered her being, wearing a tight but appropriate white, form-fitting dress, her long, luxurious brown hair draping down over her shoulders. 

“Hello, Paul! Thank you for seeing me.” She said, extending him her hand and flashing him a brilliant, megawatt smile. “I know I don’t have an appointment, and you’re probably a very, very busy man.”

“I… well, I suppose that’s true.” He said lamely. His mind raced to say something wittier, to be cool and suave and debonair, but that smile just drove all the thoughts out of his mind. It was dazzling, intoxicating, even more so in person than on the big screen.

“So I’ll be as forthcoming as possible.” She said. She reached into her handbag and pulled out a USB key. “On this USB key is a file. I’ll need you to play it for me all day, every day, starting this Friday at midnight.”

Paul opened his mouth to say something, and then closed it again, unable to comprehend what had just been asked of him. What on earth? The whole situation was a bit odd. A famous movie star coming into his office, asking him to play a video file on a USB key on loop for a whole day (and more!) on Friday.

Was this… was this some sort of joke? Well, whatever it was, he had to play it by the rules.

“I… well, I see. Hold on just a moment.” He said, putting up his hands. “I see where the confusion lies here. I’m the head of scheduling, but I don’t have final authority to do something like that. You’ll have to get approval for this from the vice-president of network operations-“

“Oh, I’d never get it.” She said, cutting him off smoothly and flashing him another one of those dazzling smiles. “You see, I’d like to get this done… illicitly, as it were.”

Paul’s heart stopped for a moment. The way she said the word illicitly, the small little grin that accompanied it, was more than suggestive. He gulped, trying to get a handle on himself. He couldn’t let himself act like a star-struck little boy, after all.

“Ah, I… well, I see.” He said. Even he heard how lame that sounded coming out of his mouth. “Look, I can’t help you with that. I’m… well, I’m sure whatever it is will be approved by management, and-”

“I don’t have time for that.” she said, cutting him off, looking directly into his eyes. Her eyes were a deep, soulful brown, and he realized he had a very difficult time looking away from them. A man could get lost in those eyes, indeed.

“I…” he said helplessly. “I… look, I’m sorry. I really want to help you, but it’s out of my hands-“

“But it’s not, is it?” she said. She smiled at him. “After all, you’re the one who actually loads the videos into the scheduling computers, aren’t you? That’s why I came to you, Paul, and not your supervisors. You’re the one who can actually make this happen. Not them.”

“I… er… yes, I-“ Paul started.

“Then do it.” She said. She reached out to grab his hand, opening it with hers, placing the USB key in his hand and folding his fingers back over it. “Play the file. Starting Friday at midnight. As instructed.”

Paul almost couldn’t speak for a moment, his breath catching as her hand touched his. It was so soft, so warm, so inviting. He had always dreamed of touching her. What red-blooded male hadn’t? But to have her here, in front of him. Actually touching him. He could feel his pants tightening.

“I… I can’t, I’d lose my job, I’d-“ he said weakly. “You… you understand, don’t you?”

“Oh, don’t worry.” She said, a wicked, seductive grin crossing her face. “I think I understand perfectly well.”

She stood up from her chair slowly, seductively, not letting go of his hand. She moved around the desk- Paul thought slinking might be a better word- making sure she caught his eye. Her toned legs, running down from the bottom of her dress to the floor, flashed their bare skin tantalizingly at him as her heels clicked deliberately, sensuously on the floor. 

She came over to his side of the desk, and for a moment his head was level with her chest, her perfect, wonderful chest. She sat down on the edge of the desk, never letting his hand out of hers. She stroked it slightly, slowly, taking her time, running her fingers along his palm, around the USB key still firmly pressed into it.

“I think I understand very, very well.” She said, not looking at him, idly contemplating his hand as she stroked it. “You’re afraid you’ll lose your job, won’t you? That’s why it’s out of your hands. It’s quite simple. You can do it. You simply won’t.”

“I… yes…” he said, his breath coming heavier now. He could feel his lust rising in him as she stroked him, as she stroked his hand seductively, lazily. It was cool. Calculated. Predatory… and it was turning him on.

“But maybe there are things worse than losing your job.” She said, flashing him another wicked grin. “You see, I think that far from being out of your hands, this is entirely in your hands. And if you do as I request, then something else might be in your hands as well…”

Still firmly in control of his hand, she pulled it ever so slowly to her stomach, pressing it against her. She did it ever so slightly, ever so slowly, and yet… he could feel the heat of her stomach beneath her tight white dress, feel the tautness of her perfect, smooth stomach beneath the thin fabric. 

“So yes, I think do understand.” She said slowly, silkily. She leaned down to his ear. “Do you?”

He didn’t respond, not right away. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing, what was happening to him- it seemed as though it was all some sort of joke. A dream, perhaps? This couldn’t be real. Ellen Jennings couldn’t be in his office intimating that she was seducing him… could she?

And yet… he couldn’t deny the feel of her stomach, couldn’t deny the pulsing heat the was flowing through him right now… couldn’t deny his body’s reaction to her own soft, warm hand holding his, still pressing the USB key into it.

He felt his resolve weakening.

“I…” he said. He took a deep breath. He had to deny her. “What’s even on there, anyway?”

She smiled, and he realized it was the wrong thing to say. He should have given her a firm no, but he didn’t. Instead he invited more dialogue, more chances for her to convince him. And he wasn’t entirely sure that he didn’t want that…

“Oh, nothing much.” She said. “Tell me, are you familiar with neurolinguistic reprogramming?”

“I…” Paul said. He gulped. “No, I’m not.”

“Then I’ll elaborate. Stop me if I bore you.” She said, still holding his hand pressed to her stomach. “There are certain… methods, I should say, that allow someone to… suggest new ways of thinking, new ways of being. And those same methods render the subject rather inclined to take those suggestions and listen to them, act on them… internalize them.”

“Like… like some sort of mind control?” Paul said, gaping at her.

“You could say that.” She said. “Now all I want to do is put that into practice. Show that to everyone in England. I have some… suggestions for them. Some suggestions that they might find most agreeable.”

“You want to… do mass mind control?” Paul said, looking at her, his mouth wide open. She couldn’t be serious.

“Of a fashion.” She said. She edged his hand up her stomach, ever so slightly closer to her breasts. “And I’m willing to do certain… things to make it happen. Oh, I am very willing.”

He was frozen, the husky seduction in her voice immobilizing him in his tracks. This was insane. This was ludicrous. If he played the file that she wanted him to play, he could potentially be putting millions of people under her sway. All due to his libido. 

But… mind control didn’t exist. He knew that, of course. He wasn’t an idiot. She was just clearly insane. He saw the writing on the wall. He’d play her little video, she’d do whatever he wanted for the night, and he’d wake up to be the laughingstock of the country- not to mention out of a job. He did find her sexy, but… he wouldn’t risk it. Couldn’t risk it.

“Ms. Jennings-“ he began.

“Ellen.” She said, cutting him off with that same husky voice, the wanton fire in her eyes smoldering at him.

“Ellen.” He said, trying his best to regain his composure. “Look, I… I understand your request, and don’t think I’m ungrateful for… for the… ah… opportunity you’ve given me. But-“

“You don’t believe me.” She said. “You don’t believe that I can do what I say I can do.”

“No, it’s not that. It’s-“ he said. She silenced him, putting her finger to his mouth.

“I understand. A demonstration is in order.” She said. She reached over to him, and he smelled the intoxicating scent of her perfume as she pressed the call button on his intercom. “Anna, would you come in for a moment, please?”

“Ms. Jennings? I… er… I suppose so.” Anna said, the confusion evident in her voice. She came into his office a moment later. “What’s going on?”

Paul started, realizing what the situation must have looked like. “I… er… Anna, it’s-“

“Actually, I had a question.” Ellen said. She swiveled on his desk with a catlike grace, her heels clicking against each other seductively as she whirled to meet Anna’s eye. “We were just having a discussion, your boss and I. About mind control.”

“Mind control?” Anna said. “What on earth for?”

“No reason.” Ellen said. “He doesn’t believe such a thing exists, while I am most assuredly convinced of its authenticity. Where do you stand on the subject?”

“I mean… I… I suppose it’s possible.” Anna said. “But I don’t believe that it exists as such, no.”

“Really?” Ellen said, still clicking her heels innocently. “You don’t believe there’s a way for someone to worm their way into your mind? To… alter you as they see fit?”

“I don’t think so.” Anna said, clearly confused by the question.

“But what if someone made you feel so very wonderful?” Ellen said, dropping her voice to what Paul was sure was the deepest register she could manage. “Made you feel wonderful. Relaxed. Everyone likes to feel relaxed, don’t they, Anna? Everyone likes to nod off, let someone else drive for a moment. Don’t you want to feel wonderful, Anna? Relaxed?”

“I…” Anna said, shaking her head. Ellen continued to click her heels against each other steadily, slowly, in an almost mechanical fashion. “I…”

“Want to feel relaxed. Want to feel good.” Ellen said, cutting her off with a natural authority. “I understand. You want to feel good, want to feel relaxed. I can help you with that. Just listen to my voice. You’re feeling so wonderful, so relaxed. You feel better than you ever have before.”

“I… feel… wonderful…” Anna said, her eyes beginning to glass over even as her mouth opened slightly. Paul realized in that moment that Ellen was doing what she had said she could do- she was hypnotizing Anna! He almost couldn’t believe his eyes. This must be a dream- it had to be.

“Yes, you do.” Ellen said, still clicking her heels. “And I make you feel good. But do you know what would be even better, Anna? Letting yourself fall completely under my spell. You would be completely under my control, in that hypnotic trance. Completely under my power. There would be no room for you to be nervous. You would follow my commands without question, with complete obedience.”

“I… n…no…” Anna said, her eyes glazed over, the last vestiges of her resistance seeming to fade.

“Don’t resist, Anna.” Ellen said, cutting off Anna in a firm, commanding tone. “Look deep, deep into my eyes. Come into them. Feel the strength of my voice, feel the power of my will. As you gaze into my eyes, feel everything else slide away into the ether. You can see nothing but my eyes, hear nothing but my voice. You can focus on nothing but me. On my voice, into my eyes. Nothing else is here, everything else has faded away. Your gaze is locked on mine; your breath comes slowly, deeply, steadily. You are feeling weightless. All of your worries, all of your cares, have faded away. All you know is that you are being lifted, spirited away by my voice, by my eyes. Spirited away to a place where you feel perfectly content, perfectly wonderful. You are completely, fully relaxed as you submit to me.”

“S… submit to you…” Anna said, a dreamy, empty smile appearing on her face. Paul knew he should do something, knew he should stop this, but it was awakening something in him- and while his mind said he should stop this display, his body yearned for it to continue. 

“Yes.” Ellen said, a smile of victory creeping up onto her face. “Submit to me.”

“Submit to you.” Anna said, her expression completely blank, her eyes unfocused. Ellen smiled, saying nothing, and for a moment there was nothing but silence in the room. Paul could hear the deep, rhythmic breaths that Anna took, her chest rising and falling with an almost metronome-like regularity.

Paul didn’t believe what was happening. Couldn’t believe what was happening. He tried to say something, tried to get words out, but he couldn’t. He managed only a wide-eyed stare at the smiling, victorious vixen in front of him as well as his immobile, unfocused secretary standing just inside his doorframe.

“Now then.” Ellen said. “Anna, close the door, if you would be so kind.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Anna said, her voice a lifeless monotone as she moved towards the door and closed it. The slight click, something Paul had never bothered to notice before, seemed to sound out like a gunshot in the eerie silence of the room- or perhaps a nail in his own coffin.

“Now then.” Ellen said primly. “Do you believe me?”

Paul slowly, dumbly nodded his head. How could he doubt her now?

“Then you also believe that I can fulfill my end of the bargain, whatever it might be.” Ellen said. “Whether it’s from my end… or from hers.”

Ellen moved easily over to Anna, whispering something into her ear that Paul couldn’t quite overhear. The effect that the words had on her, however, were nothing short of remarkable: the dull, glassy monotone disappeared from Anna’s face, replaced with a sultry, smoldering fire that would not have been out of place on the cover of a lurid magazine.

Anna began to walk- no, saunter- over to him, a calculated bounce to her step that he had never seen before. She leaned over him, bringing her own mouth to his ear.

“I know you want me.” She said, her voice a low, husky growl that he had never heard from her before. “You think I don’t see? The stolen glances at my bum when I bend over, the furtive looks at my chest when I’m at my desk. I’ve ignored them. You’re a good boss.”

“I-“ Paul started, but Anna bit his ear lightly, seductively. He yelped, the sharp shock interrupting his train of thought.

“Shh, lover. I’m speaking now.” She said, and he could hear the amusement in her voice. “But that’s changed. Mistress has shown me the light. If you want me to be… I can be your love slave. Everything you’ve ever dreamed about doing to me you could do. Your compliant, mindless fuck toy. Wouldn’t you like that? I bet you would.”

“No, this is wrong, this is-“ Paul said. He yelped again, his eyes wide in surprise as Anna’s hand grabbed him through his clothes.

“I think you’re lying to me.” She whispered again in his ear. “But somebody’s telling the truth. Come on. Wouldn’t you love for me to just take those awful, restrictive pants off of you? Wouldn’t you love for me to slide my hot, wet pussy down on your big, hard cock… on my Master’s cock?”

Paul let out a sound that was supposed to be a no, but the image was far too hot for him to decline. Oh god, he wanted that so much. How had Ellen known that he had always fancied his secretary?

“Mistress can do that for you.” Anna said. She pulled away from his ear, looking him in the eyes, her gaze locked on his. She had beautiful green eyes, and now he seemed captured by them. “She can give me to you, make me yours, now and forever. Or she can make sure you’ll never be able to touch me again. What will you do? Will you go the high road, and lust after me from afar? Or will you do the right thing… and bend your little slut slave over again and again and again…”

“I…” he said. He looked at Anna. Oh god, he wanted her even more than ever now. He knew what he should say, what he should do. What the right and true thing to do was. But every man breaks before temptation, and Paul had found his own breaking point.

His breaking point was right here, right now. And she was in front of him, twisting and teasing and swaying seductively, her beautiful, curvy frame begging to be taken by him. Begging to be dominated by him. It was a fantasy he had enjoyed only in his wildest dreams, a fantasy that he never thought would ever come to pass. And yet here it was, in the flesh, begging him to fulfill it… and his own raging lust would not now be denied.

“I’ll do it.” Paul said weakly.

“What’s that, love?” Ellen said, looking at him devilishly. “I don’t think I heard you.”

“I said I’ll do it.” Paul said.

“Wonderful.” Ellen said.

“On one condition.” Paul said. “I want to watch the video first.”

“You want to watch the video?” Ellen said, looking at him askance. “Oh, Paul, you do realize what that will do, don’t you? It’ll make you my willing, devoted love slave.”

“I… I know.” Paul said. “I know what it’ll do to me. And I still want to do it.”

“Well then.” Ellen said. She grinned again, that devilish grin of hers. “Then what are you waiting for? You have the power in your hand. I can make you mine. You just have to press the button.”

Paul looked at the USB key in his hand, and he brought it down to his computer. He plugged it in, hearing the familiar ding as the video program opened the only file that was present on it. He took a deep breath, looked at the wide, ecstatic smile on Anna’s face, and then turned his own to look at the screen.

At first there was nothing. At first there was nothing on the screen except formless shapes, colors oscillating around the screen in what seemed to be a completely random pattern. And yet somehow they drew him in, started to work themselves into his brain, started to zip across his field of vision while still threatening to overwhelm him. And then he heard… a voice? Ellen’s voice. It was quiet. He leaned closer, trying to listen to it as it started to gain more and more volume. It was-

It was dazzling. 

Images flashed by almost too fast for his conscious mind to process, but his unconscious- his deep, knowing soul- understood. Images of Ellen on the red carpet, her face in a dazzling smile, the adoration of the masses pressing against the velvet ropes even as the flashes from the dozens of cameras illuminated her face with an almost divine light.

Suddenly Paul’s world melted away in a feeling he never before knew possible. That voice, that wonderful voice, that amazing voice… it enveloped him, took him to a higher level, a plane of pleasure he never before knew existed. Any and every anxiety he had ever experienced simply left him, the voice telling him he had nothing to fear. His fears and all his negative emotions vanished as though a hole into the cosmos had opened, a maelstrom pulling everything into the abyss…

And replacing it with bliss.

Pure, unbridled, heavenly bliss. 

Images of Ellen flashed across his brain, searing them there. Ellen in her dresses, Ellen on stage, Ellen being interviewed, adored even, by some of the most powerful people on Earth. Her smile, her eyes… speaking the truth of her divinity, of her ascendancy no matter where they looked, no matter who they fell upon. They healed up, gave him life, restored him and his happiness.

Even as all his negative emotions were washed away, the voice brought new ones. He felt at peace, a peace he had never felt in all his years on Earth. That smooth, wonderful hypnotic voice was filling him with its bliss, a wonderful feeling that he had never felt before that threatened to overwhelm his heart, his very soul with the joy and tranquility that it brought him.

And he owed it all… to Her. He had been so wrong. So mistaken. Why had he hesitated even an instant to show this to the world? They deserved Her blessing, deserved the rapturous feelings that She could bring him. She was his Mistress, his everything, the source of all pleasure and joy in this world. Had She still allowed him regrets, his only regret would be that he had not found Her sooner. 

Eternity seemed to stretch before him, time fading into an unimportant detail as he was consumed by the impossibly beautiful, impossibly seductive voice that seemed to reach deep into his mind, deep into his soul. After what seemed like eons, the voice coming out of his computer began to recede, but his newfound awakening did not. As the images on his monitor began to fade away, he was able to look away.

He matched eyes briefly with Anna, eyes that burned with a delighted, excited fire, and he knew in that moment that she knew: that she saw the devotion to their Mistress aflame in his eyes even as he saw it in hers. He only hoped that it looked so beautiful, so passionate, so yearning. He could almost scream his love for Her across the rooftops, but he knew that the others were not yet so enlightened. He felt bad for them.

And then his gaze fell upon Her… and he was enraptured.

“I can tell you’ve seen the light.” His Mistress said, her beautiful, golden voice the sweetest pleasure to his ears. He nodded dumbly, almost incapable of responding to her. He stumbled out of his chair, falling to his knees in front of her, his eyes shining up at her with a newfound, passionate zeal.

“Now do you think you’ll play this for me when I asked?” she said coyly, smiling down at him.

“Yes, Mistress. Of course. I… I was…” he said, suddenly ashamed of his prior behavior. How could he have thought to refuse her? How could he even have considered it?

“You had not yet been enlightened.” She said. She smiled. “It is understandable.”

It seemed that nothing could ever excuse wronging his Mistress, but Paul was not going to question his Mistress’ mercy. She moved towards him then, an almost imperceptible nod towards Anna accompanying her sultry slink towards him.

“Now then.” She said. “Your Mistress has needs, my pet. Needs she wants sated. Prepare him, Anna.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Anna said. She showed no hesitation, sinking down to her knees. She obediently came down and began to kiss his cock, gently licking it, running her tongue along its erect length. Paul was shocked at how quickly and eagerly she did it. She had never even shown the slightest interest with him. With her Mistress’ command, however, she showed no hesitation, no compunction whatsoever. Her eyes shone with nothing but devotion, nothing but eagerness to submit to her new hypnotic Mistress.

Paul eased his cock into Anna’s greedy, eager mouth, and he was again shocked at her skill. She looked as though she did it all her life. She bobbed her head up and down on his cock, taking it completely in her mouth before taking it out again. She would look up at him seductively, working his cock out of her mouth with a wet pop, before smiling and bobbing her head back down, making his cock disappear between her thick, red lips. 

“Oh, I think someone might be getting ready…” Ellen said, smiling devilishly at him as she moved over to him. She gently moved Anna away from his cock and straddled him on the chair, lowering herself slowly, ever so slowly, onto his now hard cock.

He gasped in pleasure, looking at her, taking in her essence even as she buried him fully inside her. She was his Alpha and Omega, his One. He was so happy that the world would soon be able to experience what he knew, to bask in the glory that was his Mistress. She swiftly straddled him with her legs, lowering herself down on his cock. Her dripping wet pussy offered no resistance to his hard, throbbing cock, and he slid into her without the slightest resistance, burying himself to the hilt in her inviting hole.

She began to ride his cock expertly, bouncing herself up and down on his lap, taking his cock deep in with every bounce, her beautiful petite breasts bouncing up and down right in front of his eyes. He could barely stand the pleasure of his Mistress riding him, could barely handle the way in which she gyrated on his cock, writhing and bucking for her pleasure.

Friday seemed so very, very far away…

***

Some were looking for their daily soaps. Others the news. Others financial analysis, or cartoons, or whatever they wanted to watch.

But none of them were prepared for what they saw. The confusion lasted only seconds- the flickering, flashing images of the woman they would come to know as their Mistress appearing on millions of televisions through the entire kingdom.

Paul smiled as he watched the video play across his screen, knowing that everyone else was learning how wonderful it was to serve Mistress.

“Lay down so I can mount you, pet.” A voice said. It was his Mistress. Without even thinking, he laid down on the hard floor of his office, his cock erect just at the sound of her voice.

“I need to take the edge off, love. I’m going to have to talk to so many of my slaves so soon. I don’t want to be nervous.” She said, laughing that delicate, seductive laugh of hers as she slid herself down on his cock, taking him in fully.

He gasped not only in the pleasure of her velvet embrace, but also in the pleasure of knowing that though the world had been opened to the wonders of his Mistress…

He, he had been the first.
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