
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Agreement

The fluorescent lights of the university's athletics department hummed overhead as Dr. Marcus Chen reviewed the consent forms spread across his desk one final time. At thirty-four, he'd spent the last decade studying performance psychology and neural enhancement, but this—this was different. The small silver device sitting in its foam-lined case looked innocuous enough, barely larger than a smartphone, its polished surface catching the afternoon light streaming through his office window.

The Neural Performance Optimization System, or NPOS as the grant paperwork called it, represented a breakthrough that shouldn't exist yet. When Dr. Sarah Keating from the neuroscience department had first approached him six months ago, he'd been skeptical. Neural interfaces were one thing, but a device that could actively influence decision-making, motor control, and even emotional states? That crossed lines he wasn't sure should be crossed.

Yet here he sat, the device activated and synced to his tablet, the consent forms signed by not just the university's ethics board but by twelve very specific individuals.

The Riverside University Lady Cougars women's basketball team.

Marcus ran his fingers through his dark hair, a nervous habit he'd never quite broken. The team had struggled this season—a mediocre 8-12 record that had fans grumbling and the athletic director making pointed comments about his "innovative training methods" needing to show results. The NPOS study had been approved as a performance enhancement trial, carefully worded to satisfy the review board while leaving just enough ambiguity about its full capabilities.

What the board didn't know—what only he and Dr. Keating understood—was that the device didn't just enhance performance. It could rewrite neural pathways in real-time. Suggest thoughts. Modify impulses. Create new desires.

Control.

A soft knock at his door pulled him from his thoughts. "Dr. Chen? We're all here."

Marcus looked up to see Alexis Morgan standing in his doorway, the team's senior point guard. At five-foot-ten with rich brown skin that glowed with athletic vitality, Alexis commanded attention even in casual sweats. Her hair was pulled back in her signature high ponytail, and those dark eyes that could read a defense in milliseconds now regarded him with curious anticipation.

"Come in, Alexis. Have a seat." Marcus gestured to the chair across from his desk, watching as she moved with that fluid grace all elite athletes possessed. She settled into the chair, long legs crossed at the ankle, hands folded in her lap.

"So this is the big trial everyone's been talking about?" Alexis leaned forward slightly, genuine interest lighting her features. "Coach said you needed volunteers for some new training tech."

"That's right." Marcus activated his tablet, pulling up the consent form. "Before we begin, I need to go through the details with you one more time. The NPOS is designed to enhance neural pathways related to athletic performance—reaction time, spatial awareness, motor control. You'll wear this small sensor—" he indicated the device, "—during practices and games, and it will monitor and optimize your brain activity."

"Sounds almost too good to be true." Alexis smiled, but there was something knowing in her expression. "What's the catch?"

Marcus appreciated her directness. "The technology is experimental. There may be side effects we haven't anticipated. You'll need to report any unusual sensations, thoughts, or feelings immediately. And..." he paused, choosing his words carefully, "the device works by sending targeted electromagnetic pulses to specific neural regions. You'll feel it working—subtle suggestions, gentle redirects of your thought patterns. It's all designed to enhance performance, but it will feel... different."

"Different how?"

"Like your thoughts aren't entirely your own. Like someone else is... guiding them."

Alexis held his gaze for a long moment, and Marcus found himself unable to look away. There was an intelligence in those eyes, a sharpness that suggested she understood far more than she was letting on. Finally, she reached for the tablet. "Where do I sign?"

"You're sure? There's no pressure—"

"Dr. Chen." Alexis took the stylus, her voice dropping lower. "I've watched you work with this team for two years. I've seen how you look at us during practices, during film sessions. The way your eyes linger just a second too long when we stretch, when we're in the shower after games." She signed her name with a flourish, then looked up at him with a smile that made his breath catch. "I'm not stupid. I know this device does more than improve our jump shots. And honestly? I'm curious."

Marcus felt his pulse quicken. "Alexis—"

"Besides," she continued, setting the tablet down, "if I'm going to let someone into my head, I'd rather it be you than some stranger in a lab coat." She stood, stretching her arms overhead in a way that made her shirt ride up, revealing a strip of toned abs. "When do we start?"

He should have been more careful. Should have maintained professional distance. But the way she was looking at him, the implicit understanding in her words—it ignited something that had been smoldering for months. "The others are waiting?"

"In the gym. Coach thought having us all together for the first session would be better for team cohesion or whatever." Alexis moved toward the door, then glanced back over her shoulder. "You coming, Doctor?"

Marcus gathered the device and tablet, securing them in his leather messenger bag. "Lead the way."

The walk from his office to the practice gymnasium took less than five minutes, but Marcus felt each second stretch as his mind raced through possibilities. The consent forms were signed. The ethics board had approved the trial. Everything was legal, above board, carefully documented.

And yet.

The gym doors swung open, and Marcus found himself facing eleven young women in various states of workout attire. The entire Lady Cougars roster, just as promised. They'd arranged themselves across the bleachers, some stretching, others chatting, a few on their phones. But when he entered, every eye turned toward him.

Coach Reynolds, a stern woman in her fifties with short gray hair and a whistle perpetually around her neck, stood at center court. "Ladies! Dr. Chen is here for the NPOS trial. You've all signed your consent forms, you've all been briefed. Any questions before we begin?"

Silence. Just twelve pairs of eyes watching him with varying degrees of curiosity, skepticism, and—in a few cases—something that looked distinctly like anticipation.

Marcus set his bag down on the scorer's table and removed the device. "Alright. The NPOS works by establishing a neural link between each participant and the central processing unit—this device. I'll be activating individual connections, starting with Alexis since she just signed on. You'll each feel a brief tingling sensation at the base of your skull, then a sort of... warmth spreading through your mind. It's harmless, just the device calibrating to your specific neural patterns."

He activated the tablet interface, pulling up Alexis's profile. Her biosignature appeared on screen—a complex web of neural pathways, synaptic connections, and real-time brain activity. "Alexis, if you're ready?"

She stood from the bleachers and walked to center court, stopping directly in front of him. This close, he could smell her perfume—something light and floral mixed with the clean scent of athletic gear. "I'm ready."

Marcus initiated the connection sequence. On his tablet, a progress bar appeared, filling slowly as the NPOS established its link with Alexis's neural network. He watched her face carefully, noting the exact moment the connection took hold—her eyes widened slightly, pupils dilating, and a soft gasp escaped her lips.

"Oh," she breathed. "Oh, that's... wow."

"What do you feel?" Marcus kept his voice clinical, professional, even as his heart hammered against his ribs.

"It's like... like someone's touching my thoughts. Gentle, but definitely there." Alexis's hands came up to her temples, fingers pressing lightly. "I can feel you in my head, Dr. Chen."

"The connection is established. Now I'm going to send a simple command—just a suggestion to raise your right arm. You'll feel the impulse, and you can choose to follow it or resist. This is about optimization, not override."

That was a lie, of course. The device could absolutely override voluntary control if he wanted. But starting with suggestions, with cooperation, would make the eventual transition to full control so much smoother.

He input the command. On his tablet, he watched the neural pathway light up, watched the suggestion travel from the device through Alexis's motor cortex. Her right arm twitched, then slowly rose until it was extended straight out from her shoulder.

"I didn't mean to do that," Alexis said, but she was smiling. "Or... I did mean to, but not because I decided to. God, this is trippy."

"Lower your arm." Marcus watched her comply immediately. "Good. The device is working perfectly. How do you feel? Any discomfort?"

"No discomfort. It feels... actually kind of good? Like scratching an itch I didn't know I had." Alexis rolled her shoulders, and Marcus couldn't help but notice how the movement made her breasts shift beneath her sports bra. "Can you do something else?"

He should have said no. Should have run through the standard test protocol, calibrated the settings, moved on to the next participant. Instead, he found his fingers hovering over the tablet screen, considering possibilities.

The device could do so much more than move limbs.

"How about this," Marcus said softly, inputting a new command. "A suggestion that you find this entire process... pleasurable. Arousing, even."

Alexis's eyes fluttered closed as the command took hold. Marcus watched on his screen as her limbic system lit up, dopamine and serotonin flooding her neural pathways. Her breathing quickened, becoming shallow, and when her eyes opened again they were dark with unmistakable desire.

"Fuck," she whispered, loud enough that several of the other girls on the bleachers shifted, leaning forward with sudden interest. "What did you just do to me?"

"I suggested a positive association with the process. Do you object?"

"I..." Alexis swayed slightly, one hand coming to rest on his forearm to steady herself. Her touch burned through his sleeve. "No. I don't object at all."

Marcus became aware of how quiet the gymnasium had become. Every girl on those bleachers was watching now, athletic bodies tense with anticipation. Coach Reynolds had moved to the far end of the court, ostensibly checking equipment but clearly giving him space to work.

This was the moment. The point where he could pull back, maintain boundaries, run the study as intended. Or he could push forward into territory that no ethics board had approved, that no consent form had truly covered.

He thought of the device in his hands, the power it represented. Twelve exceptional young women, their minds open to him, their bodies responding to neural commands they couldn't resist even if they wanted to.

He'd spent two years watching them, wanting them, fantasizing about exactly this scenario.

"Alexis," he said quietly, his voice steady despite the adrenaline coursing through him. "I'm going to establish connections with the rest of the team now. But I want you to stay right here, stand beside me. You're going to be my demonstration of what this device can do."

She nodded, unable to form words, her hand still gripping his arm.

One by one, Marcus called the other players forward. Jordan Hayes, the tall center with caramel skin and knowing hazel eyes—she gasped and grabbed his shoulder when the connection snapped into place. Brittany Wu, the shooting guard whose compact five-foot-six frame held surprising power—she actually moaned when he tested her neural response. Sarah Martinez, blonde and lithe, the small forward who'd always been a little flirtatious in their training sessions—she bit her lip hard enough to leave marks.

With each connection, Marcus grew bolder. The commands became less about athletic performance and more about pleasure, about obedience, about the intoxicating thrill of control. He had them raise their arms in unison, a synchronized movement that made them giggle with surprise. He had them run in place, then stop on a dime, their bodies obeying with perfect precision.

And then he had them feel arousal, just as he'd done with Alexis.

Twelve young women, elite athletes in their prime, suddenly flooded with artificial pleasure that felt entirely real to their rewired neurons. The gymnasium filled with breathy gasps, with whimpers, with the rustle of fabric as they shifted against the overwhelming sensations.

"Dr. Chen," Jordan managed, her deep voice strained. "This is... this is insane. I feel like I'm going to come and you haven't even touched me."

"That's the power of neural optimization," Marcus said, his clinical facade cracking as he surveyed his work. Twelve gorgeous young women, their minds linked to his device, their bodies responding to his commands. "Your brains are experiencing pleasure because I've told them to. Every pathway I activate feels better than the last."

He input another command, something he'd been fantasizing about since Dr. Keating first showed him the device's full capabilities. On the tablet screen, he selected all twelve profiles simultaneously and triggered the group control function.

As one, every girl in the gymnasium took a step toward him.

Another command. They took another step.

"Holy shit," Brittany breathed. "We're all moving together. I can feel all of you in my head, and Dr. Chen, and—" Her words dissolved into a moan as Marcus adjusted the pleasure settings higher.

They surrounded him now, a circle of athletic female bodies, all moving in perfect synchronization. He could see the evidence of their arousal—hardened nipples against sports bras, flushed skin, the way they pressed their thighs together seeking friction. The air grew thick with pheromones and possibility.

"Here's what's going to happen," Marcus said, his voice low and commanding. "You're all going to return to the bleachers. You're going to sit quietly while I explain the training protocol to Coach Reynolds. And the entire time, you're going to feel a steady, building pleasure. Not enough to make you come, but enough to make you desperately want to. Enough to make you willing to do anything I ask when practice officially ends and the gym doors lock behind the coach."

He watched their faces as the command took hold, watched resistance flicker and die as the neural pathways rewired themselves. One by one, they returned to the bleachers, moving like dreamers, their eyes glazed with need.

Coach Reynolds approached, her expression unreadable. "Impressive demonstration, Dr. Chen. The synchronization is remarkable. When do we begin the actual athletic performance trials?"

"Next week," Marcus lied smoothly. "Today was just about establishing baseline connections and ensuring no adverse reactions. I'll need to calibrate each girl individually, fine-tune their neural responses. That will require private sessions, probably thirty minutes each."

The coach nodded, consulting her schedule on her phone. "I can make that work. The girls seem responsive to the technology. Whatever you're doing, keep doing it." She blew her whistle once, sharp and commanding. "Alright ladies, that's it for today! Dr. Chen will be scheduling individual sessions with each of you. Be professional, be punctual, and remember—this could be what takes us to the championship."

The team responded with a chorus of affirmative noises, but Marcus could see the truth in their eyes. They didn't care about championships right now. They cared about the aching need between their legs, about the foreign presence in their minds that promised satisfaction if they just obeyed.

As Coach Reynolds gathered her things and headed for the door, Marcus caught Alexis's eye. The point guard was gripping the edge of the bleacher seat hard enough to make her knuckles white, her thighs pressed tight together, her chest rising and falling with rapid breaths.

The gym door closed. The lock clicked.

Marcus stood at center court, his tablet in hand, twelve desperate young women waiting for his next command.

"Alright," he said, his voice echoing in the empty space. "Let's talk about what this device really does, and what you're all going to do for me."


Chapter Two: Neural Pathways

The silence in the gymnasium felt electric, charged with anticipation and the barely restrained desire of twelve young women whose neural pathways Marcus now controlled. He stood at center court, the tablet warm in his hands, watching as Alexis shifted on the bleachers—her athletic thighs pressed together so tightly he could see the flex of muscle beneath her smooth skin.

"Stand up, Alexis," Marcus commanded, his voice steady despite the way his cock strained against his slacks. "Come here."

She rose immediately, the neural suggestion overriding any hesitation. Her legs carried her across the polished hardwood with that fluid athlete's grace, hips swaying with each step. The thin fabric of her practice shorts clung to her body, and Marcus could see the damp patch darkening the material between her thighs. The device had kept her aroused for the past twenty minutes, building pressure without release, and her body betrayed exactly how desperate she'd become.

"How do you feel?" Marcus asked, though he could read the answer on his tablet—her dopamine levels were through the roof, her heart rate elevated, her entire nervous system primed for sexual satisfaction.

"Like I'm going to fucking explode if you don't touch me soon," Alexis breathed, stopping mere inches from him. Her dark eyes were pupils blown wide with need, her chest heaving beneath her sports bra. "Please, Dr. Chen. I need—I don't even know what I need, but I need it so badly it hurts."

Marcus reached up slowly, deliberately, and traced one finger along her jawline. Such a simple touch, but Alexis's entire body shuddered, a breathy "ohhh" escaping her lips. He'd calibrated her neural sensitivity, making every sensation amplified, every touch exponentially more intense than normal.

"On your knees," he said softly.

The command traveled through the device, through the electromagnetic connection, directly into her motor cortex. Alexis dropped gracefully to her knees before him, hands coming to rest on her thighs, looking up at him with an expression of complete surrender. Behind her, on the bleachers, he heard several sharp intakes of breath—the other girls watching, feeling their own arousal spike through the shared neural network.

"Do you know what I'm going to do to you, Alexis?" Marcus asked, running his fingers through her ponytail, gripping the base of it firmly. She whimpered at the sensation, her back arching.

"Whatever you want," she whispered. "The device—I can feel it in my head, making me want to please you. Making me need it. I signed that consent form, Dr. Chen. I agreed to let you into my mind. So use me. Please fucking use me."

Marcus felt a surge of power unlike anything he'd experienced before. This beautiful, intelligent, talented young woman kneeling before him, begging to be used, her free will compromised by technology he controlled. He glanced at his tablet, at the eleven other profiles displayed there—Jordan with her tall, powerful frame; Brittany compact and fierce; Sarah lithe and flexible; all of them connected, all of them feeling what Alexis felt through the neural link he'd established.

"All of you," Marcus called out, his voice carrying across the gymnasium. "I want you to watch closely. Pay attention to what I do to Alexis, because each of you will get your turn. And while you watch, the device is going to make you feel everything she feels. Every touch, every sensation, every moment of pleasure. Understood?"

A chorus of breathy "yes" responses echoed through the space.

Marcus maintained his grip on Alexis's ponytail as his free hand went to his belt. He watched her eyes track the movement, saw her tongue dart out to wet her lips in unconscious anticipation. The bulge in his slacks was obvious now, impossible to hide, and he felt zero shame about it. This was why he'd agreed to the study, why he'd spent months preparing the neural protocols. Not for athletic performance. For this.

He freed his cock—already hard, the head flushed and leaking—and the sharp gasp from Alexis made him throb harder. She stared at it, eyes wide, and he could see on his tablet the way her arousal spiked even higher. The device was telling her that this was exactly what she wanted, what she needed, and her conscious mind had no choice but to agree.

"Open your mouth," Marcus commanded, and sent the neural suggestion simultaneously. Alexis's lips parted immediately, her tongue extending slightly, and fuck if that wasn't the hottest thing he'd ever seen—this gorgeous athlete completely under his control, eager to please.

He guided his cock to her lips slowly, savoring the moment. The instant his head touched her tongue, Alexis moaned—a deep, genuine sound of pleasure—"mmmmph"—and through the neural link, ten other girls on the bleachers moaned in exact unison. The device was working perfectly, sharing sensations across the network, making them all experience what Alexis experienced.

Marcus pushed forward, sliding into the wet heat of her mouth. Alexis took him eagerly, her athletic discipline apparent in the way she controlled her breathing, relaxed her throat. He felt her tongue working against the underside of his shaft, felt her lips seal around him, and had to grip her ponytail tighter to maintain his composure.

"Fuuuck," he groaned. "That's good. That's perfect. Take more."

He thrust deeper, and Alexis hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard. Her hands came up to grip his thighs, nails digging in through the fabric of his slacks. Behind her, the sounds from the bleachers grew louder—whimpers, moans, the rustle of clothing as the girls squirmed against the shared sensations flooding their neural pathways.

Marcus set a rhythm, fucking Alexis's mouth with steady strokes. He watched her eyes water, watched drool escape the corners of her stretched lips, and adjusted the pleasure signals through the device. Every thrust sent waves of artificial pleasure through her nervous system, making the act of servicing him feel better than anything she'd experienced before.

"Touch yourself," Marcus commanded through gritted teeth. "Slip your hand into your shorts. I want you to feel how wet you are."

Alexis obeyed immediately, her right hand leaving his thigh and disappearing beneath the waistband of her practice shorts. Even through his cock buried in her throat, he heard her muffled moan of surprise at discovering just how soaked she'd become. Her hips began rocking, grinding against her own fingers as she worked herself while sucking him.

On his tablet, Marcus pulled up Jordan's profile—the six-foot-two center whose striking features and athletic build had featured in more than a few of his fantasies. He input a command, a suggestion that she needed to touch herself too, that watching wasn't enough anymore.

Jordan's hands moved to her breasts immediately, squeezing through her sports bra, and her deep voice carried across the gym: "Oh god, oh fuck, I can feel it—I can feel his cock in my mouth even though I'm sitting here—"

"That's right," Marcus said, pulling Alexis off his length with a wet pop. She gasped for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock, her hand still working frantically between her legs. "You're all connected now. Everything I do to one of you, you all feel. Every orgasm, every touch, every degrading act—it's shared across the network."

He looked down at Alexis, at her debauched expression, and made a decision. "Stand up. Remove your clothes. All of them."

The neural command was absolute. Alexis rose on shaky legs and began stripping with mechanical efficiency—sports bra pulled over her head, revealing perfect breasts that swayed with the movement, dark nipples already pebbled and hard. Her shorts and underwear slid down her toned legs, leaving her completely naked in the middle of the gymnasium, her pussy visibly glistening with arousal.

"Beautiful," Marcus breathed, drinking in the sight of her. "Now lay down on the court. Legs spread."

Alexis complied, lowering herself to the hardwood floor, her body displayed for him and the eleven watching girls. She spread her thighs wide, completely shameless, one hand immediately returning to her clit to circle it desperately.

Marcus knelt between her legs, his tablet propped beside them where he could monitor the neural readings. "I'm going to eat your pussy now, Alexis. And while I do, I'm going to activate the pleasure centers in every girl's brain simultaneously. You're all going to come together, a synchronized orgasm controlled entirely by this device. Doesn't that sound fun?"

"Please," Alexis whimpered. "Please, I need it so fucking badly—"

Marcus didn't make her wait. He dove in, his tongue finding her clit and circling it with firm pressure. Alexis's back arched off the floor, a sharp cry of pleasure—"aaahhh!"—echoing through the gym, and immediately matched by eleven other voices crying out in unison. The neural link was transmitting every sensation, every lick, every suck, distributed across the entire team.

He worked her methodically, years of fantasizing about this moment translating into focused technique. His tongue flicked rapidly against her clit, then moved lower to penetrate her entrance, tasting her arousal. She tasted sweet and musky, utterly intoxicating, and he groaned against her flesh as he devoured her.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck—" Alexis chanted, her hands tangling in his hair, holding him against her. "Don't stop, please don't stop, I'm so close—"

On the bleachers, the situation was deteriorating into beautiful chaos. Marcus glanced up to see Jordan with her hand shoved down her own shorts, her tall frame sprawled across the seats as she fingered herself frantically. Beside her, Brittany had stripped her sports bra off entirely, both hands squeezing her small, perky breasts as she ground against the bleacher seat. Sarah was making out with another teammate—he thought it was Madison, the backup point guard—while their hands explored each other's bodies desperately.

The entire team was lost to the sensations he was creating, their individual boundaries dissolving under the shared neural experience.

Marcus sucked Alexis's clit hard, then reached for his tablet with one hand. He pulled up the group control function and prepared the command sequence he'd programmed earlier. On screen, twelve profiles waited for his input. Twelve young women whose orgasms he could trigger with a single tap.

He thrust two fingers inside Alexis while his tongue continued working her clit. She clenched around him immediately, her inner walls gripping his fingers, and he curled them to find her g-spot. The reaction was immediate and explosive—Alexis's entire body went rigid, her thighs clamping around his head.

"I'm coming!" she screamed. "Oh god, I'm fucking coming, I—"

Marcus activated the group command.

The gymnasium exploded with sound. Twelve voices crying out in simultaneous climax, twelve bodies convulsing as artificially triggered orgasms crashed through their nervous systems. The device sent carefully calibrated pulses through every connected neural pathway, stimulating pleasure centers with inhuman precision. It wasn't just an orgasm—it was the perfect orgasm, mathematically optimized for maximum intensity.

Alexis thrashed beneath him, her pussy clenching rhythmically around his fingers as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her. Marcus held her down, kept working her clit with his tongue, extending the orgasm far beyond what would naturally occur. On his tablet, he watched the dopamine levels spike into the red zone, watched synapses fire in patterns that shouldn't exist, watched as he literally reprogrammed their brains to associate sexual pleasure with his control.

It lasted over a minute—sixty-three seconds according to the timestamp on his screen—before Marcus finally reduced the stimulation and let them come down. Alexis collapsed boneless against the floor, her chest heaving, her entire body covered in a sheen of sweat. Around the gym, similar scenes played out—girls sprawled across bleachers, lying on the floor, clinging to each other, all of them trembling with aftershocks.

"Holy... fucking... shit..." Jordan managed, her voice raw. "What the fuck was that?"

Marcus stood, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, his cock still achingly hard. "That was a demonstration of what this technology can do. That was all of you, connected, experiencing pleasure I created and controlled." He looked around at the recovering team, at their flushed faces and glazed eyes. "And we're just getting started."

He pulled up Jordan's profile specifically, sending her a targeted command. Stand up. Come here.

The tall center rose unsteadily, her long legs carrying her across the court. She'd stripped down to just her sports bra and compression shorts at some point during the group orgasm, and Marcus appreciated the view—her dark skin smooth and perfect over defined muscles, her breasts straining against the tight fabric, her abs clearly defined.

"Yes, Dr. Chen?" Jordan asked, her voice still breathless.

"I want to fuck you," Marcus said bluntly. "Right here, right now, while everyone watches. How does that make you feel?"

He watched her face, watched the conflict play out—the natural hesitation warring with the neural commands insisting this was exactly what she wanted. The device won, as it always would. Jordan's expression shifted to one of eager anticipation.

"I want that," she said, and he could hear the truth in it even as he saw the artificial modification of her neural responses on his tablet. "I want you to fuck me. Please."

Marcus gestured to the weight bench positioned along the sideline. "Lie back on that. Head hanging off the end."

Jordan obeyed, positioning herself as instructed. Her head tilted back over the edge of the bench, her throat exposed in a vulnerable line. Marcus moved to stand at the head of the bench, his cock level with her upside-down face.

"Open," he commanded.

Jordan's mouth fell open immediately, tongue extending, and Marcus pushed forward. The angle allowed him to slide deep into her throat, deeper than should be comfortable, but the neural modifications made her suppress her gag reflex entirely. She took every inch, her throat bulging slightly around his girth, her hands coming up to grip the sides of the bench.

"Fuuuck yes," Marcus groaned, establishing a rhythm. He fucked her throat with deep, steady strokes, watching his cock disappear into her mouth again and again. Jordan's eyes watered but she didn't resist, didn't struggle—the device kept her pliant, kept her eager to please.

While he used Jordan's throat, Marcus pulled up another profile. Sarah, the flexible forward. Strip completely. Come kneel beside the bench.

Sarah scrambled to obey, shedding her remaining clothes and hurrying over. Her blonde hair was messy, her slim body flushed pink with lingering arousal. She knelt beside the bench, watching wide-eyed as Marcus continued fucking Jordan's throat.

"Play with her tits," Marcus commanded. "Get them out of that sports bra and play with them. I want Jordan to feel stimulation from multiple sources."

Sarah's hands moved to Jordan's chest, wrestling the tight fabric up and over her breasts. They spilled free—full and heavy, topped with dark nipples that were already hard. Sarah began massaging them, squeezing and kneading, then leaned down to suck one nipple into her mouth.

Jordan's moan vibrated around Marcus's cock, her back arching off the bench. The dual stimulation—throat being fucked, breasts being sucked—was overwhelming her senses even with the neural dampening the device provided. Marcus could see on his tablet how her pleasure centers lit up, how the sensations cascaded through her nervous system.

"Touch her pussy," Marcus ordered Sarah. "Make her come while I fuck her throat."

Sarah's hand slipped between Jordan's legs, fingers finding her clit through the thin compression shorts. She rubbed in firm circles, and Jordan's entire body began trembling. Marcus thrust harder, faster, chasing his own orgasm now, using Jordan's throat like a toy.

The sounds were obscene—wet gagging as he plunged deep, Jordan's muffled moans, Sarah's eager sucking at Jordan's nipples. Around them, the rest of the team watched in fascinated horror and arousal, many of them touching themselves again, unable to resist the ambient arousal the neural link transmitted.

Marcus felt his orgasm building, his balls tightening. He activated another group command, something he'd prepared specifically for this moment—a suggestion that watching him come, seeing his pleasure, would trigger arousal so intense they'd need to touch themselves immediately.

"I'm going to come down Jordan's throat," Marcus announced, his voice strained. "And you're all going to watch. You're all going to see what happens when you please me, when you obey. This is what the device was built for—not basketball, not performance. This. Your bodies, your pleasure, your submission—all of it mine to control."

He thrust deep one final time and held himself there, buried completely in Jordan's throat as his orgasm hit. He came hard, pumping directly into her esophagus, and the sensation was so intense he actually saw stars. Jordan swallowed reflexively, taking everything he gave her, her throat working around him.

At the same moment, Sarah's fingers brought Jordan to climax. The center's body convulsed on the bench, her back arching impossibly high, a gurgling cry of pleasure escaping around the cock still lodged in her throat.

And true to the command Marcus had sent, every other girl in the gymnasium moaned and immediately began touching herself, driven by irresistible neural suggestions to seek their own pleasure.

Marcus pulled out slowly, watching Jordan gasp and cough, drool and cum coating her lips. She looked utterly debauched, utterly used, and utterly satisfied. He reached down to stroke her cheek almost tenderly.

"Good girl," he murmured, and watched her smile at the praise.

He turned to survey his harem. Twelve elite athletes, all of them half-naked or fully nude, all of them touching themselves or each other, all of them connected to the device that gave him absolute control over their minds and bodies.

"Alright ladies," Marcus said, his cock already beginning to harden again despite having just come. The device could help with that too, neural stimulation enhancing his recovery time. "Let's talk about the new practice schedule. I'm going to need private sessions with each of you. Extended sessions. And during those sessions, we're going to explore exactly what this technology can do. We're going to find your limits—and then we're going to exceed them. Starting tomorrow, you belong to me. Your bodies, your minds, your pleasure—all of it mine. Understood?"

Twelve breathless voices responded in unison: "Yes, Dr. Chen."


Chapter Three: Private Sessions

Marcus arrived at his office the next morning with his messenger bag weighted by the NPOS device and a scheduling grid on his tablet that made his cock twitch just looking at it. Twelve names, twelve thirty-minute slots spread across the day, each one representing an opportunity to explore exactly how far he could push the neural modifications.

The first appointment was at eight a.m. Brittany Wu.

The shooting guard arrived precisely on time, knocking softly before entering. Marcus looked up from his desk to appraise her properly—something he hadn't had time to do during yesterday's chaos. Brittany stood barely five-foot-six, but what she lacked in height she made up for in compact, powerful musculature. Her body was a study in controlled strength, every muscle defined beneath smooth skin that held the faintest golden undertone from her Chinese heritage.

She'd dressed in what he assumed was meant to be professional—yoga pants that clung to thick thighs and a rounded ass, paired with a fitted tank top that showed off sculpted shoulders and arms. Her black hair was pulled into a high ponytail, and when she smiled at him, dimples appeared in her cheeks that made her look younger than her twenty-one years.

"Dr. Chen," she said, closing the door behind her. "You wanted to see me?"

Marcus activated the neural link, watching on his tablet as the connection snapped into place. Brittany gasped softly, her hand coming up to her temple, and he saw the exact moment the device began influencing her thoughts. Her pupils dilated, her breathing deepened, and that smile shifted into something more knowing.

"Lock the door," Marcus instructed, leaning back in his chair.

She obeyed without hesitation, the click of the lock seeming unnaturally loud in the small office. When she turned back to him, Marcus sent a targeted command through the device—a suggestion that she felt incredibly aroused, that the sight of him sitting there made her pussy wet, that she needed to show him her body.

"Take off your clothes," he said. "Slowly. I want to see everything."

Brittany's hands moved to the hem of her tank top, fingers curling in the fabric. She pulled it up incrementally, revealing her toned stomach inch by inch—abs that rippled with definition, a small waist that flared into curved hips. The tank top came off over her head, exposing a simple black sports bra that compressed her breasts into a tight line.

"The bra too," Marcus added, palming his growing erection through his slacks.

She reached back to unclasp it, and when the fabric fell away, Marcus found himself staring at breasts that were smaller than Jordan's or Alexis's but perfectly proportioned to her compact frame. They sat high and firm on her chest, topped with small pink nipples that were already pebbled hard. Her breathing made them rise and fall rapidly, and Marcus could see the fine sheen of sweat beginning to form on her skin.

"Keep going."

Brittany hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her yoga pants and peeled them down her legs. She had to bend forward to work them over her muscular calves, and the position gave Marcus a perfect view of her ass—round and full, the kind of ass that came from thousands of squats and jumps and sprints. Her underwear was simple white cotton, already showing a damp spot in the center.

"Everything," Marcus repeated, his voice rougher now.

The panties joined the pile of discarded clothing, and Brittany straightened to stand completely naked in his office. Marcus took his time looking at her, cataloging every detail. Her pussy was neat, waxed smooth except for a small strip of dark hair, and he could see moisture glistening on her inner thighs. Her legs were thick with muscle—quads that bulged impressively, calves that formed perfect diamonds.

"Touch yourself," Marcus commanded through the device. "Show me how wet you are."

Brittany's hand slipped between her legs without hesitation. Two fingers slid along her slit, and when she brought them up, they were coated with slick arousal. She stared at them with something like wonder, then looked at Marcus.

"I'm so fucking wet," she whispered. "I was wet before I even got here. I woke up thinking about yesterday, about what you did to Alexis and Jordan, and I couldn't stop touching myself. I came twice in the shower this morning and I'm still this desperate."

Marcus stood, moving around his desk to stand directly in front of her. This close, he could smell her arousal, could see the way her pulse hammered in her throat. He reached out and traced one finger down between her breasts, over her sternum, across her defined abs, stopping just short of where her hand still rested between her legs.

"The device has reprogrammed your neural pathways," Marcus explained, his clinical tone contrasting sharply with the explicit situation. "Your brain now associates me with pleasure. Every time you see me, think about me, hear my voice—it triggers arousal responses that you can't control. You're essentially addicted to the sensations I create through the neural link."

"I don't care," Brittany breathed. "I don't care if it's real or artificial. It feels incredible. Please, Dr. Chen, I need more."

Marcus grabbed her ponytail and yanked her head back, exposing the long line of her throat. Brittany's moan was immediate and shameless—"aaahhnn"—her body arching into his touch. He could see on his tablet how the aggressive gesture spiked her arousal, how the device was modifying her responses to crave dominance.

"On your knees," he growled.

She dropped immediately, her compact body folding gracefully until she knelt before him, hands on her thighs, looking up with eager anticipation. Marcus unbuckled his belt with deliberate slowness, watching her eyes track every movement. When he freed his cock, already hard and flushed, Brittany licked her lips unconsciously.

"You're going to suck my cock," Marcus said, gripping himself at the base. "But not like a normal blowjob. I'm going to use the device to heighten every sensation for you. Every time my cock touches your tongue, you'll feel pleasure in your pussy. Every time you take me deeper, it'll feel like fingers stroking your clit. By the time I come, you'll be so desperate to orgasm that you'll do anything I ask."

He didn't wait for a response, just grabbed her ponytail and guided his cock to her lips. The moment his head pressed against her tongue, Marcus activated the neural modifications he'd described. On his tablet, he watched Brittany's pleasure centers light up, watched as the device created artificial connections between oral stimulation and genital arousal.

Her eyes went wide with shock and pleasure. "Mmmphhh!"

Marcus pushed deeper, sliding into the wet heat of her mouth, and Brittany moaned around him—a vibrating sensation that felt incredible on his sensitive flesh. He could see her thighs pressing together, could see her starting to rock her hips, seeking friction against nothing.

"Hands behind your back," Marcus ordered. "You don't get to touch yourself. The only pleasure you get is from pleasing me."

Brittany's hands moved immediately, clasping behind her back, and Marcus began fucking her mouth with steady, deep strokes. Each thrust made her whimper, made her body tremble, made her leak more arousal that dripped onto his office floor. The neural modifications were working perfectly—she was experiencing phantom stimulation, her brain convinced that his cock in her mouth was somehow simultaneously stroking her pussy.

Marcus established a brutal rhythm, using her ponytail as a handle to control the angle and depth. Brittany took it all, her athletic discipline allowing her to breathe through her nose even as he pushed deep enough to make her throat bulge. Drool escaped the corners of her stretched lips, running down her chin to drip onto her breasts, and her eyes watered from the effort.

"Such a good little slut," Marcus groaned, the degrading words making Brittany moan louder around him. "You love this, don't you? Love being on your knees, love having your throat used, love that I've hacked your brain to make you desperate for it."

He pulled out abruptly, his cock slapping against her cheek and leaving a trail of saliva across her flushed skin. Brittany gasped for air, her chest heaving, and Marcus increased the phantom pleasure through the device. Her entire body went rigid, a strangled cry escaping her throat—"oh fuck oh fuck oh fuuuuck"—as she teetered on the edge of orgasm without any physical stimulation to her pussy at all.

"Not yet," Marcus said, dialing back the intensity just enough to keep her desperate but denied. "You don't come until I say so. Stand up. Bend over my desk."

Brittany scrambled to obey, her legs shaky as she rose and positioned herself across his desk. The surface was cool against her overheated skin, and she had to go up on her toes to get the angle right. Her ass presented perfectly, those thick muscular cheeks spread just enough to reveal both her soaked pussy and the tight pucker of her asshole above it.

Marcus ran his hands over her ass, squeezing roughly, his fingers digging into the firm flesh. Brittany whimpered and pushed back into his touch, shameless in her need. He brought one hand down in a sharp slap against her right cheek, and the sound echoed in the small office.

"Aaahhh!" Brittany cried out, and Marcus watched on his tablet as the pain signal converted instantly to pleasure through the neural modifications. Her pussy clenched visibly, a fresh wave of arousal dripping down her thighs.

He spanked her again, then again, alternating cheeks until both glowed pink and Brittany was a writhing, begging mess bent over his desk.

"Please please please," she chanted. "Please fuck me, please, I need it so bad, I'll do anything—"

Marcus positioned himself at her entrance, his cock head pressing against slick heat, and activated a new protocol on the device. This one would synchronize their nervous systems partially—allowing him to feel echoes of her pleasure while she felt his, creating a feedback loop of sensation.

He thrust inside in one smooth motion, burying himself to the hilt in her tight pussy, and the dual sensation made them both cry out. Marcus felt not just the incredible grip of her inner walls around his cock, but also the echo of fullness, of being stretched, of penetration from her perspective. It was disorienting and intensely erotic.

"Holy shit," he groaned, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "I can feel what you feel. I can feel myself fucking you from the inside."

Brittany could only whimper in response, her hands scrabbling for purchase on the desk as Marcus began moving. He fucked her with deep, powerful strokes, the kind that made her entire compact body jolt forward with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the office, punctuated by Brittany's increasingly desperate moans.

"Yes yes yes fuck me harder please harder—" she babbled, her voice breaking.

Marcus obliged, increasing his pace, his fingers digging into the meat of her ass as he pounded into her. The neural feedback was overwhelming—he felt his own cock driving deep while simultaneously experiencing the sensation of being filled, stretched, claimed. His balls slapped against her clit with each thrust, and through the device he felt that spark of pleasure as if it was his own.

He reached around to find her clit with his fingers, rubbing in firm circles, and Brittany's cries became screams. Her pussy clenched around him rhythmically, fluttering with the approach of orgasm, and Marcus could feel his own climax building in response to the feedback loop they'd created.

"Come for me," Marcus commanded, and activated the orgasm trigger through the device.

Brittany came apart. Her entire body seized, muscles locking as the artificially triggered orgasm crashed through every neural pathway. She screamed—a raw, primal sound—"FUUUUCK YES OH GOD OH GOD"—and her pussy clamped down on Marcus's cock like a vice. The sensation, amplified through the neural feedback, was enough to push him over the edge.

Marcus thrust deep one final time and came hard, flooding her pussy with his release. The orgasm seemed to last forever, wave after wave of pleasure rolling through him while he simultaneously experienced Brittany's extended climax. It was almost too much, too intense, and he had to grip the desk himself to stay upright.

They collapsed together, both trembling with aftershocks, Marcus's cock still buried inside her. After a long moment, he pulled out slowly, watching his cum leak from her used pussy to drip onto his office floor. Brittany remained bent over the desk, her legs unable to support her weight, soft whimpers still escaping her lips.

"That was..." she managed eventually. "I don't even have words for what that was."

Marcus glanced at the clock on his wall. They'd used twenty-eight of her thirty minutes. "You should get dressed. You have class soon, and Madison is my next appointment."

Brittany pushed herself upright with visible effort, turning to face him. Her hair was a mess, her face flushed and sweaty, his cum actively leaking down her thighs. She looked thoroughly fucked, and the satisfied smile on her face said she loved it.

"Will I see you again?" she asked, gathering her clothes. "For another session?"

"Every day," Marcus promised, already pulling up Madison's profile on his tablet. "The study requires regular calibration. By the time this season is over, you won't remember what your mind was like before I rewired it."

Brittany's smile widened. "Good."

She left, and Marcus took the brief break to clean himself up and prepare for the next session. Madison Turner, the backup point guard, arrived exactly at eight-thirty. She was taller than Brittany at five-foot-nine, with a lean runner's build and skin the color of dark honey. Her hair was natural, styled in short coils close to her scalp, and when she smiled at him, Marcus noted the slight gap between her front teeth that somehow made her more attractive.

"Dr. Chen," Madison greeted, her voice smooth and low. "Brittany looked pretty... satisfied when she left. Should I be excited for this session?"

Marcus gestured for her to lock the door, already activating her neural link. "That depends. How do you feel about anal?"

Madison's eyes widened in surprise, then darkened with unmistakable interest as the device began its work. "I... I've never tried it. But suddenly I really, really want to."

"Good," Marcus said, standing. "Because that's what you're here for. Strip. Get on my couch on all fours. I'm going to open up that ass and make you love every second of it."


Chapter Four: Deeper Conditioning

Madison's hands trembled slightly as she pulled her tank top over her head, revealing a black sports bra that compressed small, perky breasts. She was all lean lines and athletic grace, her body built for speed rather than power—narrow waist, modest hips, long legs that seemed to go on forever. When she shimmied out of her leggings, Marcus noted she'd gone commando, her pussy already glistening with arousal the device had triggered the moment she'd walked through his door.

"On the couch," Marcus repeated, his voice firm. "Hands and knees. Arch your back. I want that ass presented properly."

Madison moved to obey, climbing onto the leather couch that sat against his office wall. She positioned herself as instructed, hands gripping the armrest, knees spread wide on the cushions, her spine curved to push her ass up and out. The position left her completely exposed—her pussy lips pink and swollen, already parted enough that Marcus could see the darker pink of her inner walls, and above that the tight rosebud of her asshole, clenched and virgin.

Marcus activated a specific protocol on the tablet, one he'd designed explicitly for anal training. The device would suppress pain signals, convert discomfort into pleasure, and gradually relax her sphincter muscles. Within minutes, Madison would be begging him to fuck her ass, her mind completely convinced it was what she desperately needed.

"Have you ever had anything in your ass before?" Marcus asked, moving to kneel behind her on the couch. He ran his hands over her ass cheeks—smaller and firmer than Brittany's, with barely any jiggle to them.

"N-no," Madison admitted, her voice shaky. "I always thought it would hurt too much. But right now, Dr. Chen, right now I'm so curious I can barely think straight. The device—it's making me want it. Making me need to know what it feels like."

"It's going to feel incredible," Marcus promised, spreading her cheeks wider to get a better view of that tight pink hole. "By the time I'm done with you, anal will be your favorite thing. Your pussy will feel empty and unsatisfying. You'll crave the fullness, the stretch, the taboo thrill of being fucked in the ass."

He leaned forward and dragged his tongue across her asshole without warning.

"Oh fuck!" Madison gasped, her entire body jerking in surprise. "Oh my god, what—that feels—"

Marcus licked again, circling the tight ring of muscle with his tongue, getting it wet with his saliva. The device converted Madison's natural reluctance into eager arousal, making every touch feel exponentially better than it should. He could hear her breathing quicken, could see her hands gripping the armrest harder, could watch on his tablet as her neural pathways lit up with pleasure signals.

He pointed his tongue and pressed against the center, feeling the resistance of her sphincter. Madison whimpered—a needy, desperate sound—"nnnnhhhh"—as he worked the tip of his tongue past that first ring of muscle. The taste was clean, slightly musky, and Marcus groaned against her flesh as he tongue-fucked her ass with shallow strokes.

"Please," Madison begged, her hips pushing back against his face. "Please, I don't know what I'm asking for but please give me more—"

Marcus pulled back, his chin wet with saliva, and reached for the small bottle of lube he'd placed on the side table earlier. He'd been prepared for this, had known that today would involve pushing boundaries, exploring the darker fantasies the device could facilitate. He coated his right index finger generously, the clear gel catching the office light.

"I'm going to put a finger inside you now," Marcus explained, bringing his slick finger to her hole. "The device will make sure it feels good. Just relax and let me in."

He pressed the tip of his finger against her asshole, applying steady pressure, and felt the muscle resist then gradually yield. Madison's breath hitched as he breached that first tight ring, his finger sliding in to the first knuckle. Her ass was impossibly hot, impossibly tight, gripping his finger like a vice.

"Ohhhhh," Madison moaned, long and low. "Oh that's so weird, so full, so—fuck, it actually feels good. How does it feel good?"

"Neural reprogramming," Marcus said casually, as if he wasn't currently fingering this beautiful athlete's virgin asshole. He pushed deeper, sliding in to the second knuckle, and Madison's back arched further. "Your brain is interpreting the stretch and pressure as pleasure signals. Your body thinks this is exactly what it needs."

He began moving his finger in and out with shallow thrusts, letting her adjust to the intrusion. On his tablet, he monitored her responses, adjusting the neural protocols to maximize her pleasure. Each thrust made Madison whimper, made her pussy drip more arousal onto his couch, made her push back seeking more.

After a minute of this, Marcus added more lube and pressed a second finger against her hole alongside the first. "Two now. This will be a bigger stretch. Breathe."

Madison tried to obey, taking deep breaths as Marcus worked both fingers into her ass. The stretch was significant—he could see the tight ring of muscle straining around his digits, could see the way it pulled and stretched as he pushed deeper. But the device kept her relaxed, kept her eager, and soon both fingers were buried in her ass to the knuckle.

"Fuuuuck," Madison groaned, her voice rough with need. "That's so much, I feel so full, and it feels so fucking good, Dr. Chen please I need—I need more—"

Marcus scissored his fingers, stretching her further, preparing her for what was coming. His other hand came down to her pussy, two fingers sliding easily into her soaked cunt, and he fingered both her holes simultaneously. Madison's cries became incoherent, a stream of "yes" and "fuck" and "please" and "more" tumbling from her lips.

He could see on his tablet that she was approaching orgasm, her neural patterns showing the telltale buildup. Marcus activated the denial protocol he'd programmed earlier—allowing her to ride right up to the edge but preventing the final cascade of sensation that would push her over.

"Oh god oh god I'm gonna come I'm—why can't I come?" Madison's voice broke with frustration as she hovered on that edge, unable to tip over despite the overwhelming stimulation. "Please let me come, please—"

"Not yet," Marcus said, pulling his fingers from both her holes. She whimpered at the loss, her body trembling with need. "You don't get to come until my cock is in your ass. Until I've claimed that virgin hole and made it mine."

He stood and stripped efficiently—shirt, slacks, boxers all ending up on the floor. His cock stood rigid, flushed dark with arousal, already leaking precum. Marcus grabbed the lube and coated himself generously, stroking his length to ensure every inch was slick.

Madison watched over her shoulder, her eyes wide and desperate and completely glazed with artificial need. "Please fuck my ass," she begged, the words sounding foreign on her tongue—words she never would have said without the neural modifications but now couldn't stop saying. "Please, I need your cock in my ass, I need to know what it feels like, please Dr. Chen—"

Marcus positioned himself behind her, his cock head pressing against her now-loosened but still incredibly tight asshole. "Last chance to back out," he said, though he'd already activated the protocols that would make backing out impossible. "Once I'm inside you, once I've fucked your ass, you'll be addicted to it. You'll need it regularly. Your sexuality will be permanently modified. Understand?"

"I don't care," Madison gasped. "Do it. Please fucking do it—"

Marcus pushed forward.

The head of his cock met resistance for just a moment before her sphincter yielded, stretched around his girth, and he slipped inside. Madison's scream was immediate and primal—"AAAAAHHHHH!"—but the device converted any pain into overwhelming pleasure. On his tablet, Marcus watched her neural patterns explode with activity, watched as her brain processed the penetration as the most intensely pleasurable thing she'd ever experienced.

"Oh my fucking god," Madison sobbed, tears streaming down her face—not from pain but from the intensity of sensation. "It's so big, I'm so full, I can feel every inch, oh fuck oh fuck—"

Marcus held still, giving her a moment to adjust, though the device was doing most of the work. Her ass gripped him impossibly tight, hot silk wrapped around his cock, and it took every ounce of his self-control not to immediately start pounding into her. He could feel every flutter of her muscles, every slight movement amplified by how tightly she gripped him.

"I'm going to move now," Marcus said, pulling back slowly until just his head remained inside, then pushing back in with one smooth stroke. "I'm going to fuck this tight ass and make you love it."

He established a rhythm—long, deep strokes that made Madison wail with each thrust. Her hands clutched the armrest so hard her knuckles went white, her back arched impossibly deep, her face pressed into the couch cushions to muffle her screams. Marcus gripped her narrow hips and used them as leverage, pulling her back to meet each thrust, driving as deep as her body would allow.

The visual was incredible—his cock disappearing into her tight asshole again and again, her pink rim stretched obscenely around his girth, the way her whole body jolted forward with the force of each thrust. Madison's pussy dripped constantly, arousal running down her thighs and soaking into his couch, and Marcus reached around to rub her clit as he fucked her ass.

"You love this," Marcus growled, his clinical demeanor completely abandoned now. "You love having your ass fucked. Say it."

"I love it!" Madison screamed into the cushions. "I love having my ass fucked, I love your cock inside me, I love everything about this, please don't stop, please harder—"

Marcus obliged, increasing his pace until he was truly pounding her, his hips slapping against her ass with sharp cracks. The room filled with the obscene sounds of anal sex—the wet squelch of lube, the slap of skin on skin, Madison's increasingly desperate cries, Marcus's grunts of effort and pleasure.

He could feel his orgasm building, could feel his balls tightening, but he wanted her to come first. Wanted to feel her ass spasm around his cock as she climaxed. Marcus increased the pressure on her clit and deactivated the denial protocol.

"Come now," he commanded through the device. "Come with my cock in your ass."

Madison's entire body convulsed. Her ass clenched around him so hard it almost hurt, rhythmic pulses that milked his cock as she came. Her scream was raw and broken—"FUCK YES OH GOD FUCK YESSS"—and her hands tore at the couch cushions. The orgasm lasted over thirty seconds, wave after wave of artificially enhanced pleasure crashing through her nervous system, and Marcus fucked her through all of it.

The sensation of her ass spasming around him triggered his own climax. Marcus buried himself deep one final time and came hard, flooding her bowels with his release. The orgasm felt like it started at the base of his spine and exploded outward, making his vision go white, making every muscle in his body lock up with the intensity of it.

They stayed locked together as the aftershocks rolled through them, both trembling, both gasping for air. Finally, Marcus pulled out slowly, watching his cum leak from her gaping asshole. The sight was purely pornographic—Madison's used hole unable to close properly, white fluid dripping out and down over her pussy.

"That was..." Madison tried to speak but couldn't form coherent words. She collapsed onto her side on the couch, her legs unable to support her weight. "I can't... my brain..."

"The modifications will settle," Marcus assured her, though he was already pulling up his next appointment on the tablet. "You'll feel normal again in an hour or so. Well, normal except for the permanent craving for anal. That's staying."

Madison just nodded weakly, a satisfied smile on her tear-stained face.

There was a soft knock at the door. Marcus checked the time—nine a.m. exactly. His next appointment was early. He glanced at his screen: Sarah Martinez and Jessica Chen together. They'd requested a joint session.

"Come in," Marcus called, not bothering to get dressed. He stood there completely naked, his cock still partially hard and slick with lube and cum, Madison sprawled unconscious on his couch behind him.

The door opened and both girls entered, their eyes going wide at the scene that greeted them. Sarah, the lithe blonde forward, and Jessica, the power forward with her striking mix of Asian and Latina features. Both were already dressed in just sports bras and tiny shorts, clearly having anticipated the nature of the "session."

"Dr. Chen," Sarah breathed, her eyes fixed on his cock. "We were hoping... that is, Jessica and I were wondering..."

"We want you to fuck us at the same time," Jessica finished bluntly, her dark eyes sparking with challenge. "We want to know if the device can make us feel each other. If you can link our nervous systems so completely that when you fuck one of us, the other feels it too."

Marcus felt his cock hardening fully again at the suggestion. The neural link could absolutely do that—he'd tested similar protocols with the group orgasm yesterday. But doing it during sex, creating a complete sensory overlap between two people while he fucked them both? That would be pushing the technology further than he'd attempted.

"Lock the door," Marcus said, his voice rough with renewed arousal. "Both of you strip. I want you on the floor, sixty-nine position. You're going to eat each other's pussies while I fuck you in turn, and through the device, you'll experience every sensation from both perspectives simultaneously."

The girls moved immediately, clothes hitting the floor in seconds. Sarah had small, perky breasts with pale pink nipples, her body lean and flexible from years of playing forward. Jessica was curvier, with larger breasts that swayed as she moved and thick thighs that spoke to her power on the court. Both were waxed completely smooth, their pussies already glistening with eager arousal.

They arranged themselves on his office floor, Sarah on her back with Jessica straddling her face. Their mouths found each other's pussies immediately, tongues beginning to work with enthusiasm that suggested this wasn't their first time together. Marcus watched for a moment, appreciating the view—two gorgeous athletes making out with each other's cunts, soft moans already filling the office.

He pulled up both their profiles on the tablet and initiated the advanced neural link protocol. On screen, he watched as their biosignatures began to merge, synaptic patterns synchronizing, nervous systems becoming entangled. When the connection completed, both girls gasped in unison, their bodies going rigid for a moment.

"Oh fuck," Sarah moaned. "I can feel her tongue on my pussy but I can also feel my tongue on hers. I'm licking myself while being licked and I can't tell which sensation is mine—"

"That's the point," Marcus said, kneeling behind Jessica's upturned ass. "Now you're going to feel me fuck you both. Every thrust into Jessica's pussy, Sarah will experience as if it's happening to her. Every time I pull out, you'll both feel the loss. You're essentially the same person for the duration of this session."

He lined himself up with Jessica's entrance—she was soaked, her pussy practically dripping onto Sarah's face below—and thrust inside in one smooth motion. Both girls screamed in unison, their cries perfectly synchronized. Marcus watched on his tablet as the sensation of penetration registered in both their nervous systems simultaneously, watched as pleasure signals bounced between them in a feedback loop that amplified with each iteration.

"Holy shit," Jessica gasped, her face still buried in Sarah's pussy. "I can feel myself being fucked but I can also feel me fucking myself, it's—oh god I can't process this—"

Marcus began moving, fucking Jessica with deep, steady strokes while Sarah lay beneath them experiencing every sensation. Sarah's hands came up to grip Jessica's ass, spreading her cheeks wider, giving Marcus better access and a better view. Between thrusts, he could see Sarah's tongue working frantically against Jessica's clit, could see the way Jessica's pussy stretched around his cock.

The neural link was working perfectly—almost too well. Both girls were moaning constantly, a chorus of overlapping pleasure sounds that made it impossible to tell who was feeling what. Marcus increased his pace, pounding into Jessica harder, and watched as Sarah's body jerked in response to sensations she wasn't physically experiencing.

After several minutes, Marcus pulled out completely. Both girls whimpered at the loss, their hips bucking seeking more. "Switch," Marcus commanded. "Sarah, get on top now. Same position."

They rearranged themselves with impressive speed, Jessica now on her back with Sarah straddling her face. Marcus positioned himself behind Sarah this time, admiring her smaller, tighter ass before thrusting into her pussy. The penetration made both girls cry out, and he watched Jessica's face contort with pleasure despite not being the one currently being fucked.

"I can feel it," Jessica groaned, her tongue working against Sarah's clit. "I can feel his cock inside me even though I'm down here licking your pussy. This is insane. This is fucking insane."

Marcus fucked Sarah with the same intensity he'd used on Jessica, his hands gripping her narrow hips, pulling her back to meet each thrust. The dual sensory input—feeling himself fuck Sarah while simultaneously experiencing Jessica's perspective of licking her—created a disorienting but incredibly erotic feedback loop.

He reached forward and grabbed Sarah's hair, pulling her head back, making her arch her spine. The aggressive move made both girls moan louder, their synchronized pleasure building toward simultaneous orgasm. Marcus could see it on his tablet, could see how close they were, could see the way their merged neural patterns pulsed faster and faster.

"Come," Marcus commanded, and triggered the orgasm protocol for both of them at once.

The effect was spectacular. Both girls came with identical screams, their bodies convulsing in perfect unison even though only one of them was being physically penetrated. The sensory feedback loop amplified the orgasm beyond what either of them could experience alone, creating cascading waves of pleasure that seemed endless. Sarah's pussy clamped down on Marcus's cock while Jessica's cunt spasmed in sympathy, both of them experiencing a shared climax that overloaded their merged consciousness.

Marcus fucked Sarah through it, prolonging the orgasm, watching both girls shake and sob with overstimulation. When he finally pulled out, both collapsed in a tangled heap, gasping and twitching with aftershocks.

"Jesus fucking Christ," Jessica managed eventually. "That was... I don't even have words..."

Marcus checked his tablet. 9:28 a.m. Two minutes until his next appointment. He looked down at the two exhausted athletes on his floor, at Madison still passed out on his couch, at the mess his office had become—puddles of various fluids on every surface, the smell of sex thick in the air, discarded clothing everywhere.

This was only day two. He had ten more girls to see today, and seven more days in the week, and an entire season ahead of them. By the time he was done, every single member of the Lady Cougars would be completely rewired, their sexuality permanently modified, their minds and bodies belonging entirely to him and the device.

Marcus smiled as another knock sounded at his door. Time for the next session.


Chapter Five: Full Conditioning

The knock came again, more insistent this time. Marcus glanced at the chaos of his office—three naked, exhausted athletes in various states of consciousness, the air thick with musk and sweat—and felt his cock twitch with renewed interest despite having just finished. The device was already working on him too, neural modifications to enhance his stamina and recovery time. He'd be able to fuck all day without tiring.

"Come in," he called.

The door opened to reveal twins—Kayla and Kylie Morrison, identical in every way except for a small mole on Kayla's right shoulder. Both stood five-foot-eleven, with athletic builds that favored lean muscle over bulk. Their skin was a rich mahogany, their hair styled in matching braids that fell past their shoulders, and their dark eyes sparkled with identical expressions of nervous anticipation.

They took in the scene before them—Marcus standing naked and still hard, the other girls in various states of recovery—and Kylie's lips curved into a knowing smile.

"So the rumors are true," she said, her voice a low alto. "The sessions are definitely not about basketball."

"Close the door," Marcus instructed, already pulling up both their profiles. "Lock it. Strip. I want both of you naked and kneeling side by side within thirty seconds."

The twins moved in perfect synchronization, something they'd clearly practiced their entire lives. Clothes came off in a choreographed dance—sports bras lifted over heads simultaneously, shorts and underwear pushed down identical legs in unison. Within twenty-five seconds, both were kneeling on his office floor, hands on thighs, backs straight, looking up at him with matching expressions of eager submission.

Marcus activated their neural links simultaneously and watched their reactions. Both gasped in unison, both swayed slightly as the device connected to their nervous systems, and both recovered to stare at him with pupils blown wide with artificial arousal.

"I've been fantasizing about this since I first saw you play," Marcus admitted, walking slowly around them. "Identical twins. Mirror images. I've been wondering if the device could do something special with you two. If I could link your nervous systems so completely that you'd become extensions of each other. One body with two forms."

"That sounds..." Kayla started.

"...incredibly hot," Kylie finished.

They often did that—completed each other's sentences, moved in harmony, seemed to share thoughts. Marcus pulled up the advanced neural link protocol he'd used on Sarah and Jessica, but modified it specifically for the twins. This version would go deeper, creating not just sensory overlap but complete cognitive merger. They would literally share consciousness while linked.

"I'm going to activate something experimental," Marcus explained, his fingers hovering over the tablet screen. "When I do, you won't just feel what the other feels. You'll think what the other thinks. Your minds will merge into one shared consciousness inhabiting two bodies. And that consciousness will exist only to serve me. To experience pleasure through obedience. To crave my commands. Do you consent?"

"Yes," they said in perfect unison, their voices overlapping into one sound.

Marcus activated the protocol.

The effect was immediate and dramatic. Both twins' eyes rolled back, their bodies going rigid as their neural pathways synchronized at the deepest possible level. On his tablet, Marcus watched as their individual biosignatures merged, became indistinguishable, formed a single complex pattern that pulsed between both brains. After ten seconds, their eyes opened, and Marcus could see something had fundamentally changed. The way they looked at him—it wasn't two separate people anymore. It was one mind looking out through two sets of eyes.

"How do you feel?" Marcus asked.

"We are one," they said simultaneously, their voices perfectly synchronized in a way that was almost eerie. "We think together. Feel together. Exist together as one being in service to you."

"Stand up. Face each other."

They rose as one, turning to face each other, and Marcus positioned himself behind them with a clear view of both their faces. "Kiss each other. But understand—this isn't two people kissing. This is you kissing yourself. Your own lips against your own lips."

The twins leaned in and their mouths met. Marcus watched, fascinated, as they kissed with a passion that seemed to transcend normal desire. Their hands roamed over each other's bodies—identical bodies, feeling identical sensations, experiencing touch from both the giving and receiving perspective simultaneously. They moaned into each other's mouths, the sound reverberating between them.

"Touch each other's pussies," Marcus commanded. "Finger yourselves through each other's body."

Four hands moved between four legs, fingers finding identical slick entrances and pushing inside. The twins gasped in unison, their shared consciousness processing the sensations—penetrating and being penetrated, the stretch of fingers inside and the tight grip around fingers, all of it happening to one mind in two locations.

Marcus moved behind Kayla, his cock pressing against her ass. "I'm going to fuck you," he said. "But remember—you're going to experience it from both perspectives. You'll feel me inside you and feel yourself watching yourself get fucked."

He pushed into her pussy without further warning, and the reaction was extraordinary. Both twins cried out—"AAAHHH!"—even though only Kayla was being penetrated. Marcus could see on his tablet how the sensation registered in both nervous systems, how Kylie experienced the fullness and stretch despite not being physically touched.

He established a rhythm, fucking Kayla while she continued fingering Kylie, and the feedback loop created an overwhelming cascade of sensation for their merged consciousness. Every thrust made both bodies tremble, both voices moan, both sets of eyes glaze with pleasure.

"This is what you are now," Marcus growled, gripping Kayla's braids and pulling her head back. "One mind, two bodies, existing only to serve my pleasure. You'll crave this—being fucked while watching yourself get fucked, experiencing everything doubled and amplified."

"Yes yes yes," the twins chanted in unison. "We exist for you, we need this, we need to be used—"

Marcus fucked Kayla harder, his hips slapping against her ass, while Kylie's body shuddered in sympathy. He reached around to play with Kayla's breasts, and watched Kylie's back arch as if being touched herself. The level of synchronization was perfect, almost supernatural.

A movement caught his eye. On the couch, Madison had recovered enough to sit up and watch. On the floor, Sarah and Jessica had disentangled and were also staring at the spectacle of the twins. Marcus had an idea—a way to push the group dynamics even further.

"Madison, Sarah, Jessica," he called out, not breaking his rhythm with Kayla. "Get over here. I want you to help me with these two. Madison, start eating Kylie's pussy. Sarah and Jessica, each of you take one of the twins and start playing with their breasts. I want them completely overwhelmed with sensation."

The three girls scrambled to obey, clearly still under the influence of their earlier neural modifications. Madison dropped to her knees in front of Kylie and buried her face between those identical thighs, her tongue finding Kylie's clit immediately. Sarah and Jessica positioned themselves on either side, hands reaching out to grab breasts—Sarah taking Kayla's, Jessica taking Kylie's—squeezing and pinching nipples until both twins were writhing.

The sensory input became overwhelming. The merged consciousness inhabiting the twins' bodies was experiencing: Marcus's cock pounding into one body, Madison's tongue on the other body's clit, four hands playing with both sets of breasts, their own fingers inside each other—all of it processed as happening to one being. The feedback loops amplified and multiplied, creating cascading waves of pleasure that shouldn't be possible.

"We're going to come," the twins gasped together. "We can't hold it, it's too much, please let us come—"

"Not yet," Marcus commanded, activating the denial protocol. He wanted to see how long he could keep them on the edge, wanted to test the limits of the merged consciousness. "You come when I say you can. Not before."

He fucked Kayla ruthlessly while Madison ate Kylie with enthusiasm, and the twins sobbed with frustrated need. Tears streamed down identical faces, identical bodies trembled on the verge of release, but the device prevented that final cascade. Marcus could see on his tablet that their neural patterns were going haywire, synapses firing in chaotic bursts as they were held at the edge of orgasm.

"Please," they begged in unison. "Please please please we need it so badly, we'll do anything, we're yours completely, just please let us come—"

Marcus felt his own orgasm approaching. He'd held off longer than he usually could, but even with the neural enhancements, the sight and sensation of fucking one twin while another experienced it secondhand was too much. He pulled out of Kayla abruptly, his cock slick with her arousal.

"Both of you, on your knees," he commanded. "Faces together, mouths open."

The twins dropped immediately, kneeling side by side with their faces pressed together, mouths open, tongues extended. Marcus stood before them and stroked himself rapidly, aiming at their joined faces. Madison, Sarah, and Jessica knelt behind the twins, hands reaching around to play with their breasts and pussies, keeping them stimulated.

"When I come on your faces," Marcus said, his voice strained, "you're going to come too. You're going to experience the most intense orgasm of your life, multiplied by being in two bodies simultaneously. Your shared consciousness is going to fragment from the intensity, and when it reforms, you'll be permanently changed. You'll need this—need to be used together, need to serve me together. Understood?"

"Yes," the twins breathed. "Please come on us, please let us come, please—"

Marcus's orgasm hit like a freight train. He groaned as his cock pulsed, shooting thick ropes of cum across both their faces. The first strand hit Kayla's cheek and Kylie's forehead simultaneously, the second painted across both their noses and mouths, the third and fourth coating their chins and extended tongues. He kept coming, marking both identical faces with his release until they were thoroughly covered.

The instant his cum hit their skin, Marcus activated the orgasm trigger.

The twins' shared scream was deafening—one voice from two throats, perfectly synchronized in a cry of overwhelming pleasure. Their bodies convulsed in identical spasms, backs arching, hands clawing at the floor, every muscle locking as the artificially triggered orgasm crashed through their merged consciousness. The device amplified it beyond human limits, creating feedback loops of pleasure that bounced between their connected nervous systems, growing stronger with each iteration.

Marcus watched on his tablet as their neural patterns exploded with activity, watched as the orgasm lasted ten seconds, twenty, thirty, showing no signs of stopping. The twins couldn't even scream anymore—they'd run out of air—their mouths open in silent cries as pleasure beyond description rewrote their neural pathways permanently.

Finally, after forty-seven seconds, Marcus decreased the intensity gradually. The twins collapsed forward, their faces pressed together, both covered in his cum, both trembling with violent aftershocks. He could see on his tablet that their consciousness remained merged—they were still one being in two bodies, exactly as he'd intended.

Behind them, Madison, Sarah, and Jessica were all touching themselves, clearly affected by watching the twins' synchronized orgasm. Marcus checked the time—9:52 a.m. He still had appointments at ten, ten-thirty, eleven, and eleven-thirty. Four more girls to condition before lunch.

"Sarah, Jessica," Marcus said, his voice commanding despite his recent climax. "Clean up the twins. Use your tongues. Lick every drop of cum off their faces."

The two girls moved immediately, their heads dipping to lap at the twins' faces like obedient pets. Marcus watched as they cleaned his cum from identical features, the twins still too overwhelmed to respond beyond soft whimpers.

Another knock at the door. His ten o'clock appointment was punctual. Marcus glanced at his tablet—this one was special. Coach Reynolds had marked her profile with a note: "Discipline issues. Aggressive. Needs firm handling."

It was Tanya Williams, the starting power forward and the team's enforcer. Six feet tall, powerfully built, with an attitude problem that had led to three technical fouls this season alone. Marcus had been looking forward to breaking her.

"Come in," he called.

The door opened and Tanya filled the doorway—broad shoulders, thick muscular thighs, her dark skin gleaming with the sheen of someone who'd just finished a workout. She wore a cut-off shirt that showed off impressive arms and a sports bra barely containing large breasts. Her expression was somewhere between skeptical and challenging.

She took in the scene—Marcus naked and still semi-hard, five other naked teammates in various states of recovery, the obvious aftermath of extensive sexual activity—and her lip curled.

"So this is the 'performance enhancement study,'" Tanya said, her voice dripping with disdain. "This is some straight-up perverted bullshit. You're using that device to fuck the whole team."

"Close the door," Marcus said calmly, activating her neural link. "Lock it."

"I don't think so," Tanya said, but her hand moved to the door anyway, closing it, locking it. Her eyes widened in surprise. "What the fuck? I didn't mean to do that."

"Strip," Marcus commanded, and watched as Tanya's hands moved to her clothes despite her obvious desire to resist. "The device is already in your head, Tanya. You signed the consent forms. Your neural pathways belong to me now."

"Fuck you," Tanya spat, even as she pulled her shirt over her head, revealing those impressive breasts barely contained by her sports bra. "I'm not going to just—" Her words cut off as her hands unhooked the bra anyway, letting it fall. Her breasts were magnificent—full and heavy, dark nipples already hardening in the cool air of the office.

Marcus pulled up her profile and saw what he'd suspected—Tanya's resistance was higher than the other girls. Her natural dominance, her aggressive personality, it all translated to stronger neural barriers. Breaking her would require a different approach.

"You think you're in control," Marcus said, moving toward her. "You think your will is stronger than my device. Let's test that theory."

He activated a protocol he'd designed specifically for resistant subjects. Instead of pleasure, it sent waves of sensation that bordered on painful—not enough to actually hurt, but enough to be uncomfortable, insistent, demanding. Tanya gasped as it hit her, her body going rigid.

"What—what are you doing to me?" she managed through gritted teeth.

"I'm showing you that resistance is futile," Marcus said. "Right now your nervous system is being flooded with sensations you can't block or ignore. Uncomfortable sensations. They're going to get stronger and stronger until you submit. Until you beg me to stop. And then I'm going to show you that submission feels better than anything you've ever experienced."

Tanya's jaw clenched, her hands balling into fists as she fought the sensations. "I won't—I won't fucking submit to you—"

Marcus increased the intensity. Tanya's knees buckled, her breath coming in sharp gasps, sweat breaking out across her skin. But still she stood, still she resisted, her eyes burning with defiance even as her body trembled.

"Impressive," Marcus admitted. "You're stronger than the others. But everyone breaks eventually. It's just a question of how much discomfort you're willing to endure before you accept the inevitable."

He cranked the intensity higher, and finally Tanya's resistance cracked. She dropped to her knees, her hands pressing against her temples, her whole body shaking.

"Please," she gasped. "Please make it stop, I can't—fuck, I can't take anymore—"

"Submit," Marcus said simply. "Say you submit to me completely, and I'll make it stop."

Tanya's pride warred with her suffering. Marcus could see the conflict on her face, could see the exact moment she broke. "I submit," she whispered. "I submit to you completely. Just please make it stop."

Marcus deactivated the uncomfortable sensations and immediately flooded her system with pleasure instead. The contrast was devastating—going from borderline pain to intense euphoria in an instant. Tanya's mouth fell open in a silent scream, her back arching, her thighs clamping together as the artificially triggered pleasure overwhelmed her senses.

"There we go," Marcus said softly, kneeling beside her. "See how much better submission feels? Your body was designed to serve. To obey. To find pleasure in my control. Fighting that just causes you pain."

"Oh god," Tanya moaned, her resistance completely shattered. "Oh fuck it feels so good, what did you do to me?"

"I reprogrammed your neural pathways to associate submission with pleasure," Marcus explained, his hand reaching out to stroke her face. "Now every time you obey, every time you submit, your brain releases dopamine and serotonin. Obedience literally becomes addictive. And the best part? The more you experience it, the stronger the association becomes, until you can't imagine wanting anything else."

He stood and looked down at her—this powerful, aggressive woman reduced to a trembling, desperate mess at his feet. "Now, let's put your new conditioning to the test. I'm going to fuck you, Tanya. I'm going to use every hole in that strong body of yours. And you're going to beg me for it. You're going to show me how completely I've broken you. Understand?"

"Yes," Tanya breathed, and Marcus could hear the truth in it. Her resistance was gone, burned away by the contrast between pain and pleasure the device had forced her to experience. "Yes, please fuck me. Please use me. I need it."

Marcus smiled. By the time lunch rolled around, he would have conditioned every single member of the Lady Cougars basketball team. And the real fun would just be beginning.

Marcus circled Tanya slowly, drinking in the sight of her powerful body kneeling on his office floor. She was built differently than the other girls—broader shoulders, thicker thighs, arms that showed serious muscle definition. Her breasts were larger too, heavy enough that they swayed with each ragged breath she took. The contrast between her physical dominance and her current position of submission sent a thrill through him.

"Madison," Marcus called out. "Come here. I want you to help me demonstrate something to Tanya."

Madison approached on shaky legs, still recovering from her earlier anal session but clearly eager to obey. Her lean body bore the marks of their encounter—faint bruises on her hips where he'd gripped her, a slight flush still coloring her skin.

"Tanya, I want you to watch what Madison does," Marcus said, his hand tangling in Madison's short coils and pushing her down to her knees beside the larger woman. "Madison is going to show you what complete obedience looks like. She's going to worship my cock while you watch and learn."

Madison didn't need further instruction. She leaned forward immediately, her tongue extending to lick along the underside of Marcus's shaft. He was already hardening again, the device enhancing his recovery to superhuman levels. Madison's skilled mouth traced over every ridge and vein, her lips eventually wrapping around his head and sucking gently.

"Mmmmmph," Madison moaned around his cock, her eyes fluttering closed in obvious pleasure. Marcus had programmed her neural pathways to find servicing him intensely arousing, and he could see the evidence—her thighs pressed together, her nipples hard peaks, her entire body trembling with need.

"Do you see?" Marcus asked Tanya, watching her stare at the display with wide eyes. "Madison has been completely conditioned. Sucking my cock makes her pussy wet. Following my commands triggers pleasure responses in her brain. She's been reprogrammed to crave submission. And that's what's going to happen to you."

He pulled Madison off his cock with a wet pop and guided her to stand. "Now show Tanya how badly you want to be fucked. Beg for it."

"Please, Dr. Chen," Madison breathed, her voice desperate and raw. "Please fuck me. Use any hole you want, I don't care, I just need to feel you inside me again. My pussy is so empty, I'm aching, I'll do anything—"

Marcus smiled and turned back to Tanya. "Your turn. I want you to beg. Tell me what you want."

He could see the conflict on Tanya's face—the remnants of her pride warring with the neural conditioning that made submission feel incredible. He activated a low-level pleasure pulse through the device, just enough to encourage her, and watched her resolve crumble.

"I... I want you to fuck me," Tanya said, the words coming out soft and uncertain at first, then gaining strength. "I want to know what it feels like. I want you to use me like you used Madison. Please, Dr. Chen. Please fuck me."

"Better," Marcus acknowledged. "But not good enough. Madison, get on the couch. Legs spread. I want you to masturbate while I handle Tanya. Edge yourself but don't come."

Madison scrambled to obey, sprawling on the leather couch with her legs splayed wide, her fingers immediately finding her clit and beginning to circle it. Her moans provided a pornographic soundtrack as Marcus turned his full attention to Tanya.

"Stand up," he commanded. "Hands behind your back."

Tanya rose to her full six feet, her impressive frame on display. Marcus walked around her slowly, trailing one finger across her skin—over her shoulder, down her spine, across the swell of her ass. Each touch made her shiver, made her breath catch, her body already hyper-sensitized by the device.

"You've spent your whole life being the strong one," Marcus said, his lips close to her ear. "Being aggressive, dominant, taking what you want. But deep down, Tanya, you've always wondered what it would feel like to give up that control. To let someone else make the decisions. To just submit and experience pure pleasure without the burden of dominance."

His hand slid between her legs from behind, fingers finding her pussy absolutely soaked. Tanya gasped and her knees buckled slightly, but Marcus held her upright with his other arm across her chest.

"You're already so wet," he murmured, his fingers sliding easily through her slick folds. "Your body knows what it wants even if your mind is still fighting. Let me help you stop fighting."

He plunged two fingers inside her without warning, and Tanya's cry was sharp and startled—"Aaahhh!"—her powerful body trembling in his grip. Marcus finger-fucked her with rough, aggressive strokes, the kind of raw treatment her dominant personality secretly craved. His thumb found her clit and rubbed hard circles, and Tanya's resistance shattered completely.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuuuuck," she chanted, her hips bucking against his hand. "Yes, like that, please don't stop, oh god—"

Marcus added a third finger, stretching her, and felt her pussy clench around him. "You're going to come on my fingers," he said. "And when you do, the pleasure is going to be so intense it rewrites your neural pathways permanently. You'll become addicted to this feeling. Addicted to my control. Ready?"

"Yes! Please, please make me come, I need it so—"

Marcus activated the orgasm trigger.

Tanya's scream was primal, her entire body seizing as the artificially enhanced climax crashed through her nervous system. Her pussy clamped down on his fingers like a vice, rhythmic pulses that seemed to go on forever. Marcus held her through it, his fingers still working inside her, prolonging the orgasm past what should be physically possible. Forty seconds. Fifty. A full minute of continuous climax that left Tanya sobbing and shaking in his arms.

When he finally let it taper off, Tanya collapsed. Marcus caught her and lowered her to the floor, where she lay gasping and twitching with aftershocks. On his tablet, he could see that her neural patterns had fundamentally shifted—the resistance markers were gone, replaced by the same conditioning patterns he'd installed in all the other girls.

"How do you feel?" Marcus asked, kneeling beside her.

"Broken," Tanya whispered, tears streaming down her face—not from sadness but from the overwhelming intensity of what she'd experienced. "I feel broken and remade and I never want it to stop. What did you do to me?"

"I set you free," Marcus said simply. "Free from the burden of always being strong, always being in control. Now you can just be. Just serve. Just experience pleasure. Doesn't that sound better?"

"Yes," Tanya breathed. "God yes, it sounds perfect."

Marcus stood and surveyed his office. Madison was still on the couch, edging herself as commanded, her face twisted with desperate need. The twins were recovering in a corner, their bodies still pressed together, their consciousness still merged. Sarah and Jessica were tangled on the floor, lazily exploring each other's bodies. And now Tanya lay at his feet, completely broken and rebuilt.

"Tanya, on your hands and knees," Marcus commanded. "Crawl to me."

She obeyed immediately, her powerful body moving with a grace that spoke to years of athletic training. When she reached him, she looked up with complete submission in her eyes—the aggressive, dominant player completely gone, replaced by an eager, obedient toy.

"I'm going to fuck your ass now," Marcus said bluntly. "Just like I did with Madison earlier. You're going to take every inch, and you're going to thank me for it. Understood?"

"Yes, Dr. Chen," Tanya said, and there was no hesitation in her voice. The conditioning had taken hold completely.

Marcus retrieved the lube from where he'd left it earlier and coated his cock generously. He positioned himself behind Tanya's upturned ass—even larger and more impressive than he'd imagined—and spread her cheeks wide. Her asshole was tight and virgin, clenched with nervous anticipation.

"Relax," Marcus instructed, placing his cock head against that tight ring of muscle. "The device will make it feel incredible. Trust the conditioning."

He pushed forward steadily, and Tanya's ass resisted for just a moment before yielding. The head of his cock popped past her sphincter, and Tanya's groan was deep and guttural—"Nnnnnggghhh"—as she experienced the foreign sensation of anal penetration for the first time.

"Oh my god," she gasped. "It's so big, so full, I can feel every inch—"

Marcus didn't give her time to adjust. He gripped her hips and pushed forward, sliding deeper with each thrust, watching as inch after inch of his cock disappeared into her tight ass. The visual was incredible—this powerful woman's asshole stretched obscenely around his girth, her muscular body trembling as he claimed her most intimate hole.

"Take it all," Marcus growled, bottoming out inside her. "Every fucking inch. This ass belongs to me now."

He established a punishing rhythm, fucking her ass with deep, powerful strokes that made her entire body jolt forward. Tanya's cries were continuous—a stream of "yes" and "fuck" and "please" and "more"—as the device converted any discomfort into overwhelming pleasure. Her large breasts swayed beneath her with each thrust, and Marcus reached around to grab them roughly, squeezing and pinching her nipples until she was sobbing.

"Madison!" Marcus called out. "Get under her. I want you licking her pussy while I fuck her ass."

Madison scrambled off the couch and positioned herself beneath Tanya's powerful frame, her face directly under the larger woman's soaking pussy. Her tongue found Tanya's clit immediately, licking and sucking with enthusiasm, and Tanya's cries reached new levels of desperation.

The dual stimulation—ass being pounded, pussy being eaten—overwhelmed Tanya's senses completely. Marcus could see on his tablet that her pleasure levels were reaching dangerous heights, far beyond what unenhanced humans could experience. But the device protected her from harm, regulated her nervous system even as it pushed her to extremes.

"Come," Marcus commanded, not bothering with a countdown. "Come now with my cock in your ass and Madison's tongue on your clit."

Tanya's orgasm was explosive. Her ass clenched around Marcus's cock so hard it almost hurt, spasming rhythmically as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her scream was loud enough that Marcus worried about someone hearing despite the locked door—"FUUUUUCK OH GOD OH FUCK YESSSSS"—and her powerful body convulsed violently. Below her, Madison was drenched with the gush of fluid that erupted from Tanya's pussy, soaking her face and hair.

The sensation of Tanya's ass milking his cock triggered Marcus's own orgasm. He buried himself deep and came hard, flooding her bowels with his release, groaning through the intense pleasure. The neural feedback from Tanya's enhanced orgasm amplified his own, creating a cascade of sensation that left him dizzy.

They collapsed together—Marcus pulling out slowly, Tanya sprawling on top of Madison, all three of them gasping and trembling. Around the office, the other girls watched with glazed eyes, their own arousal evident despite their exhaustion.

Marcus checked his tablet. 10:23 a.m. His ten-thirty appointment would be arriving soon, but he needed a brief recovery period. Even with the device's enhancements, he was beginning to feel the effects of multiple intense sessions.

"All of you," Marcus said, his voice hoarse. "Clean yourselves up. Get dressed. You're dismissed until your next scheduled sessions." He pulled up the calendar. "Tanya, you'll return at three p.m. Madison, four p.m. The rest of you, check your schedules."

The girls moved slowly, gathering their scattered clothing, helping each other stand on shaky legs. Marcus watched as they dressed, noting how their movements had changed—less confident, more submissive, their eyes constantly seeking him out for approval or instruction. The conditioning was taking hold beautifully.

Tanya was the last to leave, pausing at the door to look back at him. "Thank you, Dr. Chen," she said softly. "For breaking me. For showing me what I really needed."

After they left, Marcus took ten minutes to clean his office and himself. He changed into fresh clothes, disposed of soiled items, and checked his appearance in the small mirror behind his door. He looked tired but satisfied, and his cock was already beginning to stir again at the thought of his next appointment.

At exactly ten-thirty, there was a knock. Marcus opened the door to find Zoe Parker, the team's small forward and probably the shyest member of the roster. At five-foot-eight with pale skin that blushed easily and auburn hair pulled into a messy bun, Zoe looked almost fragile compared to the other athletes. Her green eyes were wide with nervous anticipation as she stepped into his office.

"Dr. Chen," she said quietly. "I... I've heard what happens in these sessions. From the other girls. And I..." She trailed off, her face flushing deep red.

"And what, Zoe?" Marcus prompted, closing and locking the door behind her.

"And I've been fantasizing about it since yesterday," she admitted in a rush. "About you using the device on me. About losing control. About being made to do things I'd never normally do. Is that... is that wrong?"

Marcus activated her neural link and watched her gasp softly as the connection took hold. "It's not wrong," he said, moving toward her. "It's exactly right. You're going to tell me your deepest, darkest fantasy, Zoe. The thing you've never told anyone. And then I'm going to make it come true."


Chapter Six: Dark Fantasies

Zoe stood before Marcus trembling, her hands clasped nervously in front of her as the neural link took hold. He could see on his tablet how her arousal was already spiking, her nervous system lighting up in response to the device's influence. She was different from the others—softer, more vulnerable, with an innocence that made corrupting her all the more appealing.

"Tell me," Marcus commanded, his voice low and intimate. "What's your darkest fantasy?"

Zoe's blush deepened, spreading down her neck to her chest. "I... I want to be helpless," she whispered. "I want to be tied up and used. Multiple people at once. I want to feel overwhelmed, like I have no choice but to take whatever's done to me. I've always been too shy to ask for it, but I think about it constantly when I touch myself."

Marcus felt his cock harden at her confession. A submissive with gangbang fantasies—he could work with that. "Strip," he ordered. "Everything off. Then stand with your hands behind your back."

Zoe obeyed with shaking fingers, pulling off her oversized hoodie to reveal a lacy pink bra underneath—far more feminine than the sports bras most of the team wore. Her breasts were medium-sized, perky, with pale pink nipples visible through the thin lace. She shimmied out of her jeans and matching pink panties, revealing a neatly trimmed patch of auburn hair between her thighs.

Standing naked with her hands clasped behind her back, Zoe looked like a fantasy made flesh—pale skin unmarked, soft curves instead of hard muscle, green eyes wide and trusting. Marcus circled her slowly, letting his fingers trail across her skin, watching goosebumps rise in his wake.

"Here's what's going to happen," Marcus said. "I'm going to call in some of the girls I've already conditioned. They're going to help me fulfill your fantasy. You're going to be bound, used, overwhelmed with sensation from multiple sources simultaneously. And through the device, I'm going to make sure every moment feels better than anything you've experienced before. Sound good?"

"Yes," Zoe breathed. "God yes, please."

Marcus pulled out his phone and sent a group text to Alexis, Jordan, and Brittany: Come to my office immediately. Bring rope from the equipment room.

While they waited, Marcus positioned Zoe in the center of his office. "Kneel. Spread your knees wide. Arch your back. Present yourself."

She assumed the position beautifully, her body on display, her pussy already visibly wet. Marcus activated protocols on his tablet, pre-programming the sensations he wanted her to experience. He would layer pleasure upon pleasure, make her feel touches that weren't happening, create phantom sensations that would blend with real stimulation until she couldn't tell what was real anymore.

Five minutes later, there was a knock. Marcus opened the door to find Alexis, Jordan, and Brittany standing there, Alexis holding a coil of soft nylon rope they used for conditioning drills. All three were already flushed with arousal, the device having primed them during their walk over.

"Come in," Marcus said. "Lock the door. Strip."

The three girls entered and began removing their clothes immediately, revealing bodies he'd already thoroughly used and claimed. Alexis's athletic frame, Jordan's tall powerful build, Brittany's compact muscularity—they stood naked and eager, eyes fixed on Zoe's vulnerable form.

"We're going to give Zoe her fantasy," Marcus explained, taking the rope from Alexis. "Alexis, I want you to help me tie her. Jordan and Brittany, once she's bound, you're going to start touching her—breasts, pussy, everywhere. I'm going to use the device to amplify every sensation until she's mindless with pleasure."

He began with Zoe's wrists, binding them together behind her back with practiced efficiency. The rope was soft enough not to damage skin but tight enough to restrict movement completely. He bound her ankles next, forcing her to remain in the kneeling position, then added rope around her torso—above and below her breasts, making them stand out prominently.

"How does that feel?" Marcus asked, tugging on the ropes to test them.

"Helpless," Zoe gasped. "I can't move. I'm completely at your mercy."

"Exactly right," Marcus confirmed. He activated the first layer of neural modifications—heightening her sense of touch, making every nerve ending hypersensitive. "Jordan, Brittany, begin."

The two women knelt on either side of Zoe. Jordan's large hands cupped Zoe's bound breasts, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh. Brittany's fingers found Zoe's pussy, sliding through slick folds before pushing inside. The dual stimulation made Zoe cry out—"Aaahhhnnn!"—her body trying instinctively to writhe but held immobile by the ropes.

"Oh god oh god it's so intense," Zoe gasped. "Everything feels amplified, I can feel every finger, every touch is like lightning—"

Marcus circled the group, his tablet in hand, watching Zoe's neural patterns spike higher and higher. He activated the second layer—phantom sensations. Suddenly Zoe was feeling touches that weren't happening: phantom mouths on her nipples, phantom fingers spreading her ass, phantom tongues licking her neck.

"There's too much!" Zoe cried out. "I feel hands everywhere, mouths everywhere, I can't tell what's real—"

"That's the point," Marcus said, positioning himself in front of her. His cock was fully hard again, and he guided it to her lips. "Open. You're going to suck my cock while they work on your body. And I'm going to make you come over and over until you can't remember your own name."

Zoe's mouth opened obediently, and Marcus pushed inside. Her mouth was hot and eager, her tongue working against his shaft despite her obvious overwhelm. He gripped her messy bun and used it to control the depth and angle, fucking her mouth with steady strokes while Jordan and Brittany continued their assault on her body.

"Alexis," Marcus commanded. "Get behind her. I want your tongue in her ass while Brittany fingers her pussy."

Alexis moved immediately, positioning herself behind Zoe's bound form. She spread Zoe's ass cheeks and dove in, her tongue circling that tight hole before pushing inside. The sensation of being penetrated in three places simultaneously—mouth, pussy, and now ass—made Zoe's muffled screams vibrate around Marcus's cock.

Marcus ramped up the neural modifications even further. He activated pleasure centers directly, sending waves of artificial ecstasy through Zoe's nervous system independent of any physical touch. Combined with the very real stimulation from four different people, the effect was devastating.

Zoe's eyes rolled back, her body going rigid despite the ropes, and Marcus felt her approaching orgasm. "Come," he commanded through the device.

The climax hit Zoe like a freight train. Her pussy clenched around Brittany's fingers, her throat spasmed around Marcus's cock, and her entire body convulsed as much as the ropes allowed. The orgasm lasted nearly a minute, and Marcus didn't let it end—he kept her suspended in that peak of pleasure, extending it artificially until tears streamed down her face.

When he finally allowed it to taper off, Zoe was sobbing incoherently. Marcus pulled out of her mouth and watched as drool and tears painted her flushed face. "That was one," he said. "You're going to come at least five more times before we're done with you."

He pulled up group protocols on his tablet, linking all four women's nervous systems. "Now you're going to feel what they feel too," Marcus explained. "Every touch they receive, you'll experience. Every pleasure signal in their brains will echo in yours. You're going to be overwhelmed with sensation from five bodies simultaneously."

Marcus activated the link and watched Zoe's eyes go wide as the sensory input multiplied exponentially. He positioned himself behind her bound form, his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. "I'm going to fuck you now," he said. "And Jordan, Brittany, and Alexis are going to fuck each other. You'll experience all of it at once."

He thrust into Zoe's pussy in one smooth motion, burying himself to the hilt. She screamed around the phantom sensations flooding her nervous system. At the same time, Jordan bent Brittany over nearby, three fingers driving into the smaller woman's cunt. Alexis positioned herself in front of Brittany, grinding her pussy against Brittany's eager mouth.

Through the neural link, Zoe experienced all of it—Marcus's cock pounding into her, Jordan's fingers in Brittany's pussy, Brittany's tongue on Alexis's clit, the pleasure signals from all four other women cascading through her consciousness. Her mind couldn't process it all, couldn't separate the sensations, could only exist as a vessel for overwhelming ecstasy.

Marcus fucked her hard, his hands gripping the ropes that bound her torso, using them as leverage. Each thrust made Zoe's bound breasts bounce, made her cry out with pleasure multiplied by five. On his tablet, he watched as her neural patterns approached dangerous levels—far beyond what any human should experience—but the device protected her, regulated her, kept her safe even as it pushed her past all limits.

"Come again," Marcus commanded, and triggered orgasms for all five women simultaneously.

The office erupted with screams—five voices crying out in synchronized climax, five bodies convulsing with identical pleasure. The neural feedback loop amplified the orgasms between them, each woman's pleasure feeding into the others', creating a cascade that seemed endless. Marcus felt it too through his own connection to the device, felt echoes of feminine orgasm mixing with his masculine pleasure in a disorienting blur of sensation.

He kept fucking Zoe through it, his cock driving deep as her pussy spasmed around him. Nearby, Jordan's fingers worked frantically in Brittany's cunt while Alexis ground harder against Brittany's face. The synchronized orgasm lasted over ninety seconds before Marcus finally decreased the intensity, letting them all crash back down.

Zoe was beyond words now, beyond thought. Her eyes were unfocused, her mouth hanging open, soft whimpers escaping her throat. Marcus checked her vitals on the tablet—elevated but stable. She could take more.

"Untie her," Marcus ordered. "Lay her on the couch. I want all of you taking turns with her. Jordan, fuck her with your fist. Brittany, sit on her face. Alexis, play with her tits. I'm going to watch and control everything through the device."

The three women moved to obey, their conditioning making them eager participants in Zoe's fantasy. They untied the ropes carefully, Zoe's body immediately going limp without their support. They carried her to the couch and positioned her on her back, spreading her legs wide.

Jordan knelt between those spread thighs, her large hand pressing against Zoe's soaked entrance. "Relax," she murmured, working one finger inside, then two, then three. Zoe's pussy stretched around the intrusion, and Jordan added her thumb, tucking it against her palm before pushing steadily forward.

"Oh fuck!" Zoe gasped as Jordan's entire fist slipped inside her. "So full, so stretched, oh my god—"

Brittany straddled Zoe's face, lowering her pussy to the redhead's mouth. "Lick," she commanded, grinding against Zoe's eager tongue. Alexis positioned herself at Zoe's side, hands roaming over those bound breasts, pinching and twisting nipples until Zoe was writhing beneath the attention.

Marcus stood back and watched his creation—four beautiful athletes lost in pleasure, their minds linked through technology, their bodies serving his desires. He manipulated the neural settings, amplifying sensations here, adding phantom touches there, orchestrating a symphony of pleasure that pushed all of them toward another synchronized climax.

"This is what you've become," Marcus said, his voice carrying authority even as he stroked his cock watching them. "Toys for my pleasure. Your minds reprogrammed, your bodies conditioned, your sexualities rebuilt around serving me. And you love it, don't you?"

Four breathless voices responded in unison: "Yes, Dr. Chen."

He watched Jordan's fist pumping in and out of Zoe's stretched pussy, watched Brittany grinding her clit against Zoe's tongue, watched Alexis's fingers work Zoe's nipples ruthlessly. The scene was purely pornographic, and Marcus recorded it all through the device's sensors—not video, but neural patterns, biosignatures, the pure data of their modified pleasure.

"Come," he commanded one final time.

The climax that tore through all four women was apocalyptic. Their screams harmonized into one primal sound, their bodies seizing simultaneously, their neural patterns merging into a single bright explosion of activity on Marcus's screen. Zoe's pussy clenched around Jordan's fist so hard the tall woman gasped. Brittany's thighs trembled as she flooded Zoe's face with her release. Alexis's fingers dug bruises into Zoe's breasts as her own orgasm crashed through her.

When it finally ended, all four collapsed into a tangled heap on the couch. Marcus stood over them, his cock still hard, his power absolute. He checked the time—11:47 a.m. He had one more appointment before lunch, then afternoon sessions with the remaining players.

By the end of the day, every single member of the Lady Cougars would be completely his. Their season would become about more than basketball—it would become an extended exhibition of his control, a demonstration of what the device could achieve.

And this was only the beginning.


Chapter Seven: Perfect Control

Three weeks had passed since Marcus began his "performance enhancement study," and the transformation of the Lady Cougars basketball team had been nothing short of miraculous—at least on the surface. Their record had improved to 15-12, placing them solidly in playoff contention. Coach Reynolds praised the newfound team cohesion, the synchronized plays, the almost telepathic understanding the girls seemed to have developed on the court.

What the coach didn't know was that the synchronization had nothing to do with traditional training and everything to do with the neural network Marcus had built. Every single player was now permanently linked to the NPOS device, their minds modified, their bodies conditioned, their sexualities rebuilt around serving him.

Marcus sat in the empty gymnasium at midnight, the lights dimmed, his tablet glowing as he reviewed the neural patterns of his twelve subjects. They were all at home now, sleeping, but even in sleep the device maintained its hold. He'd programmed dreams for them—erotic scenarios where they served him in increasingly depraved ways, ensuring that even their subconscious minds reinforced the conditioning.

His phone buzzed. A text from Alexis: Can't sleep. Need you. Please.

Then Brittany: My pussy won't stop throbbing. I keep thinking about your cock.

Jordan: I'm touching myself but it's not enough. Only you can make me come anymore.

Marcus smiled. The addiction was complete. He'd literally reprogrammed their reward centers to respond only to stimulation he provided or approved. They could touch themselves for hours and never achieve release without his permission through the device.

He sent a group text to all twelve: Gymnasium. Now. Bring nothing.

Within twenty minutes, they began arriving. First Alexis in oversized sweats, then the twins still moving in perfect synchronization, then Jordan, Brittany, Madison, Sarah, Jessica—one by one they filled the gymnasium, all looking rumpled from sleep but desperately aroused. Tanya was last, the former enforcer now completely docile, her aggressive personality replaced with eager submission.

When all twelve stood before him, Marcus activated the full neural network, linking every mind simultaneously. Their gasps echoed through the empty space as their consciousness merged partially, each girl suddenly aware of the others' thoughts and feelings, all of them focused entirely on him.

"Strip," Marcus commanded, and twelve bodies moved in perfect unison, clothes falling away until they stood naked in the dim light. Twelve exceptional athletes, their bodies toned and powerful, all of them his to command.

"Tonight is about demonstrating the ultimate capability of the device," Marcus said, walking among them slowly. "I'm going to link all of you completely—not just sensations, but thoughts, desires, consciousness itself. You'll become one entity with twelve bodies. And that entity will exist for one purpose: my pleasure."

He initiated the deep merge protocol, watching on his tablet as twelve distinct neural patterns began to blend and overlap. The girls swayed as their individual identities started to dissolve, their minds merging into a collective consciousness that had no thoughts beyond serving him.

When the merger completed, twelve pairs of eyes focused on Marcus with identical expressions of worship and need. When they spoke, their voices overlapped into one sound: "We exist to serve you. Command us."

Marcus's cock was already straining against his slacks. "Form a circle. On your knees. Face inward."

The collective body moved, twelve forms arranging themselves in a perfect circle, all kneeling with their backs straight and hands on thighs. Marcus stripped slowly, letting them watch, letting their shared arousal build as his body was revealed.

"You're going to pleasure each other while I move through the circle," Marcus explained. "Each of you will eat the pussy of the girl to your left while being eaten by the girl to your right. I'll fuck each of you in turn, and through the neural link, all twelve of you will experience every penetration simultaneously. You'll come when I command it, and when you do, the feedback loop will create an orgasm unlike anything humanly possible. Understood?"

"Yes," they said in unison. "We understand. We obey."

Marcus positioned himself behind Alexis first. The circle of women began their work—heads dipping between spread thighs, tongues finding clits, moans starting to fill the gymnasium. He watched Alexis's face as Madison's mouth found her pussy, watched her eyes glaze with pleasure that was immediately shared across all twelve minds.

He pressed his cock against Alexis's entrance and thrust inside. The reaction was immediate and spectacular—twelve voices crying out as one, twelve bodies jerking with the sensation of penetration even though only Alexis was being physically fucked. Through the neural link, every girl experienced the stretch, the fullness, the pleasure of his cock inside them.

"Fuuuuck," the collective consciousness moaned. "We feel you in all of us. You're fucking all of us at once."

Marcus established a rhythm, pounding into Alexis while she ate Madison's pussy and Brittany ate hers. The circle of pleasure became a closed loop—each woman giving and receiving simultaneously, their sensations amplified through the neural link and fed back to every member.

After two minutes, Marcus pulled out and moved to the next girl. Jordan's tall body accepted him eagerly, her pussy gripping his cock as he thrust deep. Again, all twelve experienced it as if they were the one being fucked. He moved through the circle methodically—Brittany's compact frame, the twins' identical bodies (fucking one while the other felt everything), Madison's lean build, Sarah's lithe form, Jessica's curves, Tanya's powerful body, Zoe's softness, and the remaining players he'd conditioned over the past weeks.

By the time he'd fucked each of them once, the collective consciousness was fracturing from overstimulation. Their neural patterns showed activity far beyond safe limits, but Marcus had programmed failsafes—the device wouldn't let them suffer permanent damage no matter how far he pushed them.

"Everyone stop," Marcus commanded, and twelve mouths immediately pulled away from twelve pussies. "Lay on your backs in a line. Legs spread. I'm going to walk down the line and come inside each of you. As I do, you'll all experience twelve simultaneous creampies, twelve bodies being marked and claimed. And then you'll have one final synchronized orgasm that will cement the conditioning permanently."

They arranged themselves instantly, twelve bodies in a perfect line across the gymnasium floor, legs spread in presentation. Marcus started at one end, his cock still hard through neural enhancement. He pushed into the first girl and fucked her with quick, deep strokes before pulling out and moving to the next.

He worked his way down the line, spending just enough time in each pussy to coat it with precum and his previous partners' arousal. The girls whimpered and moaned in unison, their shared consciousness overwhelmed by the sensation of being used, being marked, being claimed as property.

When he reached the twelfth girl—it was Zoe, her pale body flushed pink with arousal—Marcus finally let himself go. He pounded into her with abandon, chasing his orgasm, and when it hit, he activated the group climax protocol at the exact same moment.

The result was transcendent.

Marcus came hard, flooding Zoe's pussy with his release, and through the neural link, all twelve girls experienced being filled simultaneously. Their orgasms triggered at the exact moment his did, creating a feedback loop of masculine and feminine pleasure that shouldn't exist. The gymnasium filled with twelve voices screaming in perfect harmony, twelve bodies convulsing identically, twelve minds merged into one consciousness experiencing pleasure beyond description.

On his tablet, Marcus watched as their neural patterns achieved something impossible—a perfect synchronization that lasted for over two minutes of continuous orgasm. He saw the moment the conditioning became permanent, irrevocable, written into their very brain structure. They would never be free of this now. Never be able to separate their pleasure from his control.

When it finally ended, twelve naked athletes lay gasping on the gymnasium floor, their bodies twitching with aftershocks, their merged consciousness slowly fragmenting back into individual minds. But even as they separated, Marcus could see the connections that remained—permanent pathways linking them to the device, linking them to him.

He dressed slowly while they recovered, checking their vitals to ensure no lasting damage. All twelve were stable, healthy, utterly his.

"Get dressed," Marcus said quietly. "Go home. Sleep. Tomorrow we have practice, and then the first playoff game. You're going to play the best basketball of your lives. You're going to move as one unit, anticipate each other perfectly, dominate the court. Because you're not twelve individuals anymore. You're twelve bodies controlled by one mind—mine."

"Yes, Dr. Chen," they murmured in unison, their voices soft and worshipful as they gathered their clothes.

As they left one by one, each paused to kiss him—gentle, reverent kisses that spoke of complete devotion. Marcus watched them go, feeling satisfaction settle over him like a warm blanket.

The device had worked beyond his wildest dreams. Twelve elite athletes, their minds and bodies completely rewired, their free will sublimated to his commands. They would go on to win the championship, their synchronized play making them unstoppable. Scouts would notice, professional teams would come calling, and Marcus's "revolutionary training techniques" would become sought after by programs across the country.

But he would never share the true nature of the NPOS. Would never reveal what it really did, how deeply it could reprogram human consciousness. This team was his alone—twelve perfect toys to use and control, twelve bodies that existed for his pleasure, twelve minds that thought only of serving him.

As Marcus locked the gymnasium and walked to his car under the midnight stars, his phone buzzed with messages from his subjects—already begging for more, already needing their next session, already proving that the conditioning was permanent and complete.

He smiled and started planning tomorrow's practice. There were still new scenarios to explore, new boundaries to push, new ways to demonstrate his absolute control over these beautiful, broken, rebuilt women who belonged entirely to him.

The season was far from over, and Marcus had so many more experiments to conduct.
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