
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: On Air

Before the studio's red "ON AIR" light illuminated the darkness, Jake Matthews sat across from his attorney, reviewing the final documentation for his groundbreaking research project. The stack of consent forms-each one extensively detailed and signed with enthusiasm by the participants-represented months of preparation, ethical review board approvals, and careful participant selection.

"Just to confirm, Jake," his lawyer said, tapping the documents, "every woman participating in your frequency research has undergone the full disclosure process? They understand that these sound patterns may create intense arousal and sexual responses?"

Jake nodded, running a hand through his dark hair. "Absolutely. Each participant completed the three orientation sessions where we demonstrated the potential effects at gradually increasing intensities. They've all signed the supplementary forms acknowledging they're participating in a broadcast that combines entertainment with consensual adult experimentation. The screening process was rigorous-we only accepted participants who demonstrated complete psychological stability and enthusiastic consent."

He smiled, thinking of Melissa and the other women who had been so fascinated by his theoretical research that they'd volunteered immediately. They'd been explicit in their excitement about experiencing these sensations publicly while helping advance understanding of auditory stimulation's effects on pleasure. The scientific foundation of his work-documented in his preliminary research paper on neuroacoustic response patterns-had attracted participants who shared his curiosity about pushing boundaries while maintaining ethical standards.

"And the listeners?" his attorney pressed. "The broadcast warnings are clear?"

"Crystal clear," Jake confirmed. "The show opens with explicit content warnings and explanations that we're conducting consensual adult experimentation with sound frequencies. Anyone experiencing unexpected responses is instructed to turn off their radio immediately. We've established the safety hotline and response team as discussed. This is revolutionary but responsible research-the participant excitement just makes it perfect for late-night radio."

Satisfied, the lawyer gathered his papers. "Then you're good to go. Just remember-fantasy exploration within consensual parameters is the framework here."

Jake nodded seriously before preparing for his broadcast, knowing that what happened in his studio represented the perfect marriage of scientific discovery, entertainment, and consensual adult exploration-the documented permission of all involved transforming what might otherwise be concerning into something revolutionary and thrilling for everyone participating.

The red "ON AIR" light glowed like a warning beacon in the dimly lit studio. Jake Matthews adjusted his headphones, fingers dancing across the mixing board with practiced precision. Three years at KPAX had made the late-night shift his kingdom-10 PM to 2 AM, when the city's insomniacs, night owls, and lonely hearts sought connection through the invisible threads of radio waves.

"You're listening to 'Night Moves' with Jake Matthews," he purred into the microphone, his voice a rich baritone that had earned him a devoted following-particularly among female listeners. "It's 11:30, and we're just getting started. The night is young, and so are our inhibitions. Call in at 555-KPAX with your requests, confessions, or just to hear me talk dirty in your ear."

He chuckled, the sound rumbling through thousands of speakers across the metropolitan area. At thirty-two, Jake had the chiseled jawline and muscular build of someone who could have pursued modeling, but his true gift was that voice-deep, resonant, with a hint of gravel that made women imagine him whispering filthy promises in the darkness of their bedrooms.

Jake shifted in his chair, adjusting his semi-hard cock in his jeans. The late-night slot always made him horny, knowing that lonely women were listening, perhaps touching themselves to the sound of his voice. It was a power trip he'd grown addicted to, even if he couldn't see them.

The phone lines blinked steadily. Four calls waiting. Jake smiled. Despite streaming services and podcasts, people still craved the intimacy of late-night radio.

"Let's go to line three," he said, pressing the button. "You're on with Jake."

"Hi, Jake." The voice was female, slightly nervous but with an undercurrent of excitement. "This is Melissa. Long-time listener, first-time caller."

"Welcome to the night, Melissa." Jake's voice dropped half an octave, becoming more intimate. "What can I do for you this evening? And don't be shy-nothing's off-limits after midnight."

A soft laugh came through his headphones. "I was hoping for something by The National? Maybe 'I Need My Girl'?"

"Excellent taste," Jake nodded, though she couldn't see him. "Feeling a bit melancholy tonight? Or is there someone specific you're missing?"

"Just contemplative. Had a long day at work. My boss is an asshole, and I need something to help me unwind."

"Well, we can certainly help with that. Before I play your song, tell me a little about yourself, Melissa. Paint a picture for me and all our lonely listeners."

As they chatted, Jake learned she was thirty-one, worked in marketing, lived alone with her cat, and-most importantly-was single. He'd become adept at extracting these details naturally, filing them away as he simultaneously adjusted a new piece of equipment he'd installed in the studio.

It was a frequency generator he'd bought from a shady online forum, supposedly for creating ambient soundscapes. The seller had hinted at "special properties" that could "enhance listener experience," particularly for women. Jake had dismissed it as bullshit marketing but was curious enough to drop three hundred bucks on it.

"Well, Melissa," he said, queuing up the song while simultaneously adjusting a dial on the frequency generator. The reading showed 15.75 Hz-a subsonic frequency just below conscious hearing threshold. "I've got something that might help with that tension. This one goes out to you and everyone else searching for release tonight."

As the song played, Jake layered in the low frequency, curious if it would create the atmospheric effect the online forums had described. What he didn't expect was the phone lines to suddenly light up like a Christmas tree the moment the song ended. Six calls waiting, including line three-Melissa was still on the line.

"We're back with Melissa," Jake announced, noting the call timer showed she'd stayed connected for the entire song. "How did that treat you?"

There was a moment of silence before her voice returned, noticeably different-breathless, with a dreamy quality that hadn't been there before.

"Jake," she said, his name coming out like a caress. "That was... fuck... that was intense. I feel strange."

The curse word caught him off guard. Her earlier demeanor had been professional, reserved. This tone was entirely different.

"Strange how?" he prompted, a tingle of excitement crawling up his spine.

"Hot. Wet." Her words had a languorous quality. "I'm sitting in my car, but it feels like the leather seats are fucking me. Everything's so sensitive. My nipples are hard against my bra, and I haven't even touched them."

Jake's pulse quickened as blood rushed to his cock. This wasn't typical caller behavior-especially not from the usually reserved late-night demographic.

"Are you still parked?" he asked, concerned but undeniably aroused.

"Mmhmm," she hummed. "In my apartment complex lot. I was just getting home when I called. Now I'm just... sitting here, thighs clenched, wondering what the fuck is happening to me."

Jake's finger hovered over the dump button-the seven-second delay that would prevent anything inappropriate from hitting the airwaves-but curiosity kept him from pressing it. This was after midnight, when FCC regulations loosened slightly, but he was still taking a risk.

"And what exactly are you feeling right now, Melissa?" he asked, his voice dropping to a more intimate register as he adjusted his now-throbbing erection.

"Like I need to fuck something. Or be fucked." Her breathing had become heavier. "God, this is embarrassing, but my pussy is dripping. I can feel it soaking through my panties onto my jeans. I've never been this wet from just listening to music. What the hell was in that song?"

Jake's eyes widened as he stared at the frequency generator. Could it actually be affecting her somehow? The rational part of his brain rejected the idea, but the evidence was literally speaking into his ear.

"Just some special effects I've been playing with," he said smoothly, making a split-second decision. "Tell me, Melissa, are you alone in your car?"

"Yes."

"And no one can see you?"

"It's dark. The lot is mostly empty. There's a couple of cars, but they're far away."

Jake's heart hammered in his chest as he contemplated crossing a line he'd never imagined crossing on air. His show was popular but firmly within FCC guidelines. What he was considering could cost him his career.

But the power of the situation-the possibility that his frequency was somehow affecting this woman-was intoxicating. His cock strained painfully against his zipper as he made his decision.

"Melissa," he said, lowering his voice further, "I want to try something. An experiment. Would you be willing to follow my instructions? Just between us and, well, everyone listening?" He chuckled, the sound dark and rich. "I think I can help you with that tension."

"Yes," she answered without hesitation. "Fuck yes. I'll do whatever you say. Just help me with this ache."

The primal part of Jake's brain surged with triumph. He unzipped his jeans to relieve the pressure, his thick cock springing free beneath the console.

"Describe what you're wearing for me and all our listeners," he commanded.

"Tight jeans, a blue silk blouse, black leather jacket. Matching blue lace bra and thong underneath."

Jake licked his lips, picturing her. "Take off your jacket for me."

There was rustling on the line as she complied. "Done."

"Now unbutton your blouse. All the way down. I want you sitting in your car with your tits exposed to the night."

More rustling, followed by a soft gasp. "Fuck, the air feels good on my skin. My nipples are so hard they hurt."

"Are your windows tinted?"

"Yes. No one can see in."

"Good. Now I want you to take one of your tits out of your bra. Don't be gentle. Pull it out roughly."

Her sharp intake of breath told him she'd complied.

"How wet is your cunt right now, Melissa?" The question was blunt, crossing every professional boundary, but Jake couldn't stop himself. He wrapped his hand around his cock, stroking slowly.

"Soaked fucking through," she whispered, the words carrying embarrassment and arousal in equal measure. "My thong is drenched, and I can feel it running down my thighs. I've never been this wet in my life. I don't understand what's happening to me."

The studio suddenly felt too small, too hot. Jake squeezed the base of his cock, fighting for control.

"Take your tit in your hand," he commanded. "Pinch the nipple hard. As hard as you can stand it."

Her cry of pain mixed with pleasure made his cock twitch in his hand.

"Now the other one. Take it out. I want both your tits exposed and aching."

More rustling, another gasp.

"Listeners," he addressed his audience, his voice husky with arousal, "we're conducting a little experiment tonight with our friend Melissa. For those just tuning in, we're exploring the connection between sound and... sensation." He smiled into the microphone. "Let's take this connection deeper, shall we?"

He adjusted the frequency slightly, nudging it to 16.5 Hz, then continued. "Melissa, I want you to unbutton your jeans and pull down the zipper. Slide your hand inside, over your thong. Tell me and all our listeners what you feel."

"Oh my fucking god," she gasped, the profanity going out uncensored as Jake deliberately ignored the dump button. "It's like a river between my legs. My thong is completely soaked through."

"That's what my voice does to you," Jake improvised, playing into the fantasy while stroking himself slowly under the console. "My voice and the special frequency I'm sending just to you. Can you feel it resonating inside your cunt?"

"Yes," she hissed. "It's like a vibration deep in my pussy, making me want to be filled."

Jake's control was slipping. This had escalated beyond anything he'd imagined when he'd started his shift tonight. He pre-queued several songs, buying himself time for what was coming.

"I want you to take off your jeans completely," he ordered. "I want you naked from the waist down in your car."

"Someone might see-"

"You said the windows are tinted. No excuses. Strip for me now."

The sounds of struggle came through as she maneuvered in the confined space. "Fuck, this isn't easy."

"Nothing worth having ever is," Jake replied, his voice smooth as silk. "Are you exposed now? Bare cunt in the driver's seat?"

"Yes," she breathed. "My ass is sticking to the leather."

"Spread your legs. As wide as you can in that space. I want your pussy gaping open, begging to be filled."

Her breathing had become ragged. Jake could picture her-blouse open, breasts exposed, lower half naked, legs spread obscenely in the driver's seat of her car.

"Now slide two fingers deep into your cunt," he commanded. "Hard. No teasing."

The sound she made was animal-a keening whimper that no listener could mistake for anything but raw pleasure.

"Fuck, I'm so empty," she moaned. "Two fingers isn't enough. I need more."

"Add a third," Jake demanded, stroking himself faster now. "Stretch your hungry little hole."

Her groan of compliance sent shivers down his spine.

"Are you doing this to me?" she asked, voice thick with arousal and confusion. "With your radio waves or something? I've never been this desperate to be fucked in my life."

The question gave Jake pause. Was he actually influencing her somehow? Or was this an elaborate prank? Or just a lonely woman playing along with a seductive late-night DJ? The lines were blurring.

"I'm controlling you," he answered decisively, leaning into the fantasy. "Every woman listening right now is feeling it too, their pussies dripping, their nipples aching. But you're the lucky one I'm focusing on. Now fuck yourself harder with those fingers. I want to hear the wet sounds."

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," she chanted, and sure enough, Jake and every listener could hear the obscene squelching sounds of her soaked pussy as she fingered herself. "People can hear this, can't they? Thousands of people are listening to me finger-fuck myself in my car?"

"Every. Single. Sound." Jake confirmed, his own breathing becoming labored as he stroked his cock. "All imagining you spread-eagle, your cunt making those filthy wet noises, your tits bouncing as you fuck yourself for their entertainment. Does that make your pussy even wetter, knowing you're being such a shameless slut for all my listeners?"

"God yes," she moaned. "I should be mortified but I just feel... powerful. And desperate to come. Please, Jake, let me come. My clit is throbbing."

Jake checked the clock. His program director would be asleep, but this broadcast was being recorded. He was venturing into termination territory-possibly even legal jeopardy. But the rush of power was too intoxicating to stop.

"Not yet, you greedy whore," he told her, the vulgar word slipping out naturally. "Take your fingers out of your cunt."

Her frustrated groan sent electricity down his spine.

"Please, Jake," she begged. "My pussy is on fire. I need to come."

"All in good time," he promised, adjusting the frequency again, this time to 17 Hz. "First, I want you to taste yourself. Suck your fingers clean and tell everyone how your pussy tastes."

There was a moment of hesitation, then wet sucking sounds came through the line. When she spoke again, her voice was muffled around her fingers.

"Sweet. Tangy. So fucking good."

"Now take those wet fingers and rub them over your nipples. I want them coated in your pussy juice."

She complied with a moan. "Done. They're glistening with it."

"Good girl," Jake praised, the words coming naturally. "Now, I want you to use your other hand. Slap your cunt. Hard."

"What?" For the first time, there was hesitation in her voice.

"You heard me. Slap that desperate pussy. Make it sting."

A moment of silence, then a sharp SMACK came through the line, followed by her surprised cry.

"Again," Jake demanded. "Harder."

SMACK! "Oh fuck!" she gasped.

"Do you like the pain? The way it makes your clit throb?"

"Yes," she admitted, her voice small and desperate. "It makes everything more intense."

Jake smiled. It was time to push further. "Take your phone and prop it up somewhere in your car," he instructed. "I want you to record yourself."

"What?" The hesitation was back.

"Not to send to anyone," he clarified quickly. "Just for yourself. So you can see what a filthy slut you look like following my commands. How beautiful your cunt looks when it's desperate and gaping."

A pause, then more rustling. "Okay. It's recording."

"Good whore," Jake praised, the degradation seeming to fuel her arousal as she moaned at the word. "Now I want you to spread your pussy lips wide for the camera. Show off that pink hole and swollen clit."

"I'm doing it," she panted. "Fuck, seeing myself like this... I look like such a slut."

"Describe it for our listeners. Be graphic."

She swallowed audibly. "My pussy is so fucking swollen and red. My lips are puffy and spread wide open. My clit is poking out, bigger than I've ever seen it. And my hole... fuck, it's gaping a little from my fingers, clenching on nothing, dripping all over the seat."

Jake groaned, his cock leaking pre-cum as he stroked himself. "Now slap that exposed clit. Directly."

Her scream was a mixture of pain and pleasure that made his balls tighten.

"Again," he demanded.

Another slap, another cry.

"Now rub your clit in hard, fast circles. I want to hear how wet you are."

The sound was obscene-squelching, sloppy noises that left nothing to the imagination as she pleasured herself frantically.

"Oh fuck, Jake," she gasped. "I'm gonna come. I'm gonna fucking come so hard."

"Stop!" he commanded sharply. "Take your hand away. Now."

Her frustrated wail was delicious. "Please! My cunt is throbbing! I need to come!"

"Patience, whore," he soothed. "We're giving our listeners a show they'll never forget. Phone lines are lighting up. Everyone wants to hear you come, but they want to hear you earn it first."

Jake glanced at the board. All six lines were indeed flashing. Some would be outraged listeners, others would be women feeling the effects of his frequency, men getting off to the display, or management ready to fire him. He didn't care anymore.

"I want you to take your fingers and fuck your ass," he said bluntly.

There was a pause. "I've... I've never done that before."

"You have a tight, virgin asshole? Even better." Jake's cock throbbed at the thought. "Get your fingers wet with pussy juice first, then press one finger slowly into that tight hole. Tell me how it feels."

Her breathing changed as she followed his instructions. "It burns... but in a good way. So tight."

"Push it deeper," he encouraged. "Imagine it's my thick cock forcing its way into your virgin ass while thousands listen to you take it."

"Oh god," she moaned. "It's going in deeper. My ass is swallowing my finger."

"Now try two fingers," Jake pushed. "Stretch that tight hole."

Her cry was sharp. "It hurts!"

"But you'll do it for me, won't you? For all of us listening?"

"Yes," she whimpered. "Yes, I'll do it. I'm such a whore for you, Jake. For your voice. For whatever you're doing to me."

The sound of her breaching her own ass had Jake on the edge. He gripped the base of his cock hard, not wanting to come yet.

"Fuck both your holes," he commanded. "Fingers in your ass, others in your cunt. Stuff yourself full."

Her grunts and moans became animalistic as she penetrated herself in both holes.

"Look at the camera," Jake continued. "Tell it what a filthy anal slut you've become for my voice. For my listeners."

"I'm a fucking anal whore," she gasped, clearly past caring about dignity. "My asshole loves being stretched. I've never felt so full, so dirty, so fucking good. Please let me come, Jake. Please, please, please!"

Jake smiled, knowing he had her completely. "Touch your clit while you fuck both holes. But don't come until I count down from ten."

Her moan of relief was immediate, followed by the unmistakable wet sounds of her fingering both holes frantically while rubbing her clit.

"Ten," Jake began, his voice measured and deliberate as he stroked his cock in rhythm with his counting. "Feel it building in your dirty little cunt."

"Nine... every nerve ending on fire."

Her breathing grew more ragged with each number.

"Eight... seven... your asshole clenching around your fingers."

"Six... five... all our listeners stroking their cocks, fingering their pussies, envying how thoroughly you're being degraded right now."

She was making continuous sounds now, small desperate whimpers and moans.

"Four... three... your pussy juice dripping onto the seat, making a puddle you'll have to explain later."

"Two..." Jake paused deliberately, drawing out her anticipation as he neared his own climax.

"Please," she begged. "My cunt is going to explode! Please!"

"One. Come for me, you filthy whore. Come with your fingers buried in your ass and cunt while the whole city listens to what a desperate slut you are."

Her scream was primal-a keening wail of release that echoed through thousands of radios across the metropolitan area. Jake couldn't hold back anymore, his own orgasm ripping through him as he came in hot spurts across his hand and the underside of the console, biting his lip to keep from groaning into the live mic.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh FUCK!" she chanted, riding out the waves. "My whole body is convulsing! I can feel it in my fucking TOES! What did you DO to me?!"

Jake took a deep, shuddering breath, coming down from his own intense orgasm. "Just helped you discover what you needed. How do you feel?"

"Like I've been fucking reborn," she panted. "But also... strange. Like I'm waking up from something. Did you... did you hypnotize me or something?"

The frequency. Jake quickly adjusted it down, lowering it until it was imperceptible. He needed her coherent now.

"Let's just say I have certain... capabilities through sound," he said mysteriously. "Special frequencies that help women access their deepest desires. You've just experienced something very few have."

"I fingered my ass on public radio," she said with a shocked laugh. "I should be mortified."

"But you're not, are you?" Jake pressed, cleaning himself with tissues from beneath the console.

"No," she admitted. "I feel fucking amazing. Liberated. Like I discovered something about myself."

"Melissa," he said carefully. "Would you be interested in coming to the studio sometime? For a... private broadcast? I have some other frequencies I'd like to test, and you seem particularly receptive."

There was a pause, the sound of clothing being readjusted. When she spoke again, her voice had some of its original composure, though still relaxed in post-orgasmic glow.

"Will it make me feel like this again?" she asked.

"Even better," Jake promised. "When I'm done with you, you'll be begging to be my personal test subject."

"Fuck," she breathed. "Yes. A thousand times yes."

"Perfect. Leave your number with the screener. I'll call you tomorrow. And Melissa? Maybe wear a skirt next time. Easier access."

After she hung up, Jake stared at the frequency generator with newfound reverence. His mind raced with possibilities. If this worked on one listener, would it work on others? How selective could he make it? Could he refine it to target specific responses?

The phone lines were jam-packed with callers. Some would be outraged, others titillated. Station management would certainly have questions about tonight's broadcast. His career hung in the balance, but a new path had opened before him-one with power he'd never imagined.

He made an impulsive decision, reaching beneath the console for the emergency flash drive. Every broadcast was recorded automatically, but the station's system had a two-hour delay before archiving. Jake quickly saved the raw audio of his session with Melissa to the drive. Evidence, research material, and-he had to admit-masturbation fodder for later.

With slightly trembling hands, he plugged in a set of commercials to give himself a few minutes to regroup. His cock was already stirring again despite his recent release. The power rush was unlike anything he'd experienced before.

Jake adjusted the mixer, setting up for his next segment. Six calls still waited on the board, and he could see three were identified as female callers. His pulse quickened. Would they be affected the same way?

Cleaning himself up and zipping his jeans, Jake took a deep breath and switched his microphone back on as the commercials ended.

"Well, listeners," he said, his voice a silky caress. "That was certainly... enlightening. I hope you enjoyed our little experiment with Melissa as much as she clearly did. Let's take another caller, shall we? Ladies only for this next segment. I've got something special I want you all to experience."

As he reached for the phone line, Jake adjusted the frequency generator once more, sending its invisible tendrils out across the airwaves to unsuspecting female listeners throughout the city.

"You're on with Jake Matthews," he purred to his next caller, a woman named Sarah who sounded breathless already. "And you're just in time for tonight's experiment. Tell me, how wet did listening to Melissa make you?"

"So fucking wet," Sarah admitted immediately. "I've never heard anything like that on radio before. I had to pull over because I couldn't concentrate on driving."

Jake grinned, adjusting the frequency subtly higher. "Well, Sarah, you might want to get comfortable. What you're about to experience is going to make Melissa's performance seem tame by comparison."

As he began guiding his new caller through an even more depraved scenario, Jake knew his life had changed forever. The frequency generator had given him a power that transcended physical boundaries-direct access to women's most primal responses, all through the intimate connection of his voice in their ears.

The night stretched before him, full of possibilities, as the red "ON AIR" light continued to glow like a promise of darker pleasures to come. Five hours until his shift ended, five hours to explore the depths of his new power, and beyond that-a future where the airwaves themselves would become his personal playground for manipulation and pleasure.

Jake Matthews was no longer just a radio DJ. He was becoming something more-a conductor of desire, a puppeteer of lust, a god in his domain. And this was only the beginning.


Chapter 2: Testing the Limits

Jake Matthews woke up to the insistent buzzing of his phone. 9 AM-too fucking early after his late-night shift had stretched into an impromptu exploration of power that had kept him at the station until nearly 4 in the morning. He groaned, reaching for the device, eyes blurry with sleep. Twelve missed calls. Twenty-seven text messages. Thirty-eight email notifications.

"Well, shit," he muttered, scrolling through the list. Station management, fellow DJs, several unknown numbers, and-most interestingly-a text from Melissa with a picture attachment.

He opened that one first, his morning wood growing harder at the sight. She'd sent a close-up of her pussy, glistening and swollen, with the caption: "Woke up soaked thinking about last night. Still feel you in my head. When can I come to the studio?"

Jake smiled, stroking himself lazily as he admired the photo. He'd given her his personal number after the broadcast, something he rarely did with listeners. But Melissa was different-his first successful test subject.

The next notification made his blood run cold. An email from Lawrence Bergman, KPAX's program director, with the subject line: "IMMEDIATE MEETING-TODAY-NO EXCEPTIONS."

"Fuck," Jake hissed. The station recorded everything. Of course management had heard his late-night experiment with the frequency generator. He was almost certainly fired.

But as he scrolled further, something strange caught his eye. Several messages from female listeners-ones who'd somehow found his personal contact information-all sending variations of the same desperate plea: "What did you do to me?" "Can't stop thinking about your voice." "Been masturbating all morning." "Need more of whatever that was."

Jake sat up in bed, cock throbbing, mind racing. The frequency had worked over the airwaves-he'd proven that with Melissa and several subsequent callers. But these messages suggested something more: a lingering effect, hours after exposure.

Immediately, he reached for his laptop and pulled up the audio recording he'd saved to his flash drive. Plugging in headphones, he listened to his session with Melissa again, paying careful attention to the frequency adjustments he'd made throughout. His cock strained against his boxers as her moans and screams filled his ears.

Before he could finish reviewing the recording, his phone rang again. Lawrence Bergman. Unavoidable.

"Hello?" Jake answered, attempting to sound groggy and confused.

"My office. One hour." Lawrence's clipped tone left no room for negotiation before the line went dead.

Jake exhaled slowly. He was fucked-potentially in the unemployed sense, not the fun sense. But a plan was already forming in his mind. He'd discovered something powerful, something that might transcend the boundaries of conventional broadcasting. If KPAX fired him, there were other avenues: podcasts, streaming, private broadcasts...

He looked again at Melissa's photo, his determination hardening along with his cock. He typed back: "Tonight. 9 PM. Back entrance of the station. Wear a dress, no panties. Come alone."

Then he showered, dressed, and prepared his defense for the inevitable confrontation with station management, all while the frequency generator-which he'd smuggled home in his backpack-sat innocuously on his bedside table.

The meeting went exactly as expected and nothing like he'd anticipated.

"What the fuck were you thinking?" Lawrence Bergman slammed his fist on the desk, his bald head gleaming under the fluorescent lights of his office. At fifty-five, the program director had seen everything in radio-or so he'd thought until last night.

"I was experimenting with a new format," Jake replied calmly. "Pushing boundaries. Isn't that what you hired me for? To attract the 18-34 demographic?"

"I hired you to be edgy, not to broadcast literal pornography!" Lawrence's face had turned an alarming shade of purple. "Do you have any idea the FCC fines we could be facing? We've already received seventeen formal complaints!"

Jake leaned forward. "And how many new listeners?"

Lawrence paused, caught off guard. "What?"

"Check the numbers, Lawrence. How many people were streaming the show online by the end? How many new app downloads? Social media mentions?"

The program director's expression shifted subtly. He tapped a few keys on his computer, then fell silent as he stared at the screen.

"Holy shit," he whispered.

Jake allowed himself a small smile. "I'm guessing it's significant?"

"Our app downloads increased 340% overnight. Streaming numbers quadrupled during your broadcast. Social media mentions are up over 1000%." Lawrence looked up, conflict evident in his eyes. "But Jake, this doesn't change the fact that what you did violated about fifteen broadcast regulations."

"After midnight, the rules loosen," Jake countered. "And I never explicitly described sexual acts on air-my callers did. I just... facilitated."

"You instructed a woman to finger her own ass on live radio!" Lawrence hissed.

"And people listened. They engaged. In an era where traditional radio is dying, I found a way to make it relevant again." Jake leaned back, projecting confidence he wasn't entirely feeling. "Fire me if you want. I'll take my format elsewhere. But those numbers won't follow me out the door."

Lawrence pinched the bridge of his nose, clearly torn between outrage and business pragmatism. "The owners are split. Half want your head on a pike. The other half want to know if you can replicate last night's numbers."

Jake's pulse quickened. "I can do better."

"How?"

"Give me the midnight to 4 AM slot. Rebrand it as 'Night Confessions with Jake Matthews.' Explicit content warning. Adults only. I'll build you an audience that will make satellite radio jealous."

Lawrence stared at him for a long moment. "You're on thin fucking ice. One FCC fine and you're done. Make sure your callers understand they're consenting to everything. And for god's sake, use the delay button if things get too explicit."

Jake nodded solemnly, fighting to keep the triumph from showing on his face. "I understand completely."

"One week," Lawrence said. "You've got one week to prove this wasn't a fluke. If the numbers hold, we'll talk about making it permanent."

As Jake left the office, his phone buzzed with another text from Melissa: "Can't wait for tonight. Haven't been able to stop touching myself since last night. My pussy is yours to control."

He smiled, typing back: "Bring a friend if you want. The more, the merrier."

By 8:30 PM, Jake had already set up the studio for what would be the most important broadcast of his career. The frequency generator was positioned discretely beside his mixing board, connected to the system in a way that would incorporate its output into the broadcast signal. He'd spent the afternoon researching different frequency ranges, testing combinations, and preparing special audio files that layered multiple tones together.

A soft knock on the studio's back door pulled him from his preparations. Through the small window, he could see Melissa-petite, brunette, wearing a short black dress that hugged her curves perfectly. And beside her, a tall blonde woman Jake didn't recognize, dressed in a tight red dress that left little to the imagination.

Jake opened the door, his eyes traveling appreciatively over both women. "You brought a friend."

Melissa smiled, a hint of nervousness behind her excitement. "This is Amber. She heard the broadcast last night. Couldn't stop talking about it."

"Nice to meet you, Amber," Jake extended his hand, which she took with a surprisingly firm grip.

"When Melissa told me what happened-what you made her feel-I had to experience it for myself," Amber said, her voice husky with anticipation. "I've never been so turned on just listening to the radio."

Jake ushered them inside, locking the door behind them. "The frequency affects different women in different ways. Some more intensely than others. I'm still figuring out how it all works."

"So it was some kind of... mind control?" Melissa asked, her eyes wide.

"I prefer to think of it as 'desire amplification,'" Jake corrected smoothly. "It doesn't make you do anything you don't already want to do deep down. It just... removes inhibitions. Heightens sensations."

He guided them into the main studio, watching their expressions as they took in the professional equipment, the glowing control panels, and the iconic ON AIR light-currently unlit.

"We don't go live for another three hours," Jake explained, settling into his chair behind the console. "Which gives us plenty of time to experiment. Privately."

Both women exchanged glances, a mixture of excitement and apprehension on their faces.

"Is it safe?" Amber asked.

Jake nodded. "Completely. And you can tap out anytime you want." He pointed to a small device on the console. "This is the frequency generator. I'm going to start with a low setting-just enough for you to feel it. Ready?"

They nodded, and Jake turned a dial, sending a subtle 15 Hz tone through the studio speakers. Nothing happened for several seconds, then Melissa swayed slightly on her feet.

"Oh," she breathed. "There it is. That warmth."

Amber frowned. "I don't feel anything."

Jake adjusted the frequency to 16 Hz. "How about now?"

Amber's eyes widened. "Oh fuck. It's like... a vibration inside me."

"Different women respond to different frequencies," Jake explained, watching them carefully. "Melissa, you're sensitive to the lower range. Amber needs something a bit higher."

He increased the intensity slightly, and both women visibly responded-Melissa's nipples hardening beneath her dress, Amber's breath becoming shallow and quick.

"Take a seat," Jake gestured to the two chairs he'd positioned in front of the console. As they sat, he noticed Melissa pressing her thighs together, her eyes growing glassy. "How does it feel now?"

"Like tiny fingers touching me everywhere," Melissa whispered. "My clit is throbbing already."

"I feel it in my nipples," Amber added, unconsciously running her hands over her breasts. "They're so sensitive suddenly."

Jake smiled, adjusting the frequency mix, layering in a subtle 17 Hz tone that he'd discovered was particularly effective at stimulating arousal. "I want to try something new tonight. My theory is that with the right frequency combination, I can target specific erogenous zones."

He turned another dial, and Melissa immediately gasped, her back arching.

"My pussy!" she cried out. "It feels like someone's licking it!"

Amber showed no similar reaction, confirming Jake's theory about individualized responses. He adjusted again, this time targeting what he suspected would be Amber's specific frequency.

The blonde's reaction was immediate and dramatic. "Oh my fucking GOD!" she moaned, her hands flying to her breasts. "My tits! It feels like they're being sucked and bitten!"

Jake's cock strained against his jeans as he watched the women respond to his invisible touch. This was power beyond anything he'd imagined-the ability to pleasure women without even touching them, to find their unique frequencies and play their bodies like instruments.

"Stand up," he commanded, his voice dropping to the same resonant tone he used on air. Both women complied immediately, their movements slightly unsteady. "Now strip. I want to see exactly how the frequencies are affecting you."

Without hesitation, Melissa reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it over her head in one fluid motion. As promised, she wore nothing underneath. Her pussy was visibly wet, glistening in the studio's low light, her small, perky breasts tipped with hardened nipples.

Amber took longer, unzipping her dress slowly, revealing a red lace bra and matching thong. Her body was more voluptuous than Melissa's, with full, heavy breasts and wide hips.

"Take everything off," Jake instructed Amber. "I need to see all of you."

The blonde complied, unhooking her bra to release her impressive breasts, then sliding the thong down her long legs. Her pussy was shaved completely bare, the lips already swollen with arousal.

Jake stood, walking around the console to approach them. He carried a small remote control that allowed him to adjust the frequencies from anywhere in the room.

"I'm going to touch you now," he informed them. "I want to feel how wet you both are while under the influence of the frequency."

He reached between Melissa's legs first, sliding two fingers along her slit. She was soaking, her juices coating his fingers immediately. She moaned at his touch, her hips pushing forward instinctively.

"Fucking drenched," he observed, bringing his fingers to his mouth and tasting her. "Sweet. Just like I imagined while you were on the phone last night."

Moving to Amber, he repeated the process, finding her equally wet. Her taste was different-tangier, more acidic. He filed away the information, already considering how different body chemistries might respond to different frequency patterns.

"Now," Jake said, returning to his console. "I want to see how the frequency affects you during actual physical stimulation. Melissa, lie on the floor. Amber, I want you to eat her pussy."

Neither woman hesitated. Melissa lay back on the studio carpet, spreading her legs wide, while Amber dropped to her knees, positioning herself between Melissa's thighs.

"Wait," Jake interrupted. "First, describe exactly what you're feeling right now. Melissa, you first."

"My clit feels twice its normal size," she described, her voice dreamy and distant. "My pussy is throbbing, empty, desperate to be filled. My nipples hurt they're so hard. And there's this vibration inside me, like it's touching my g-spot somehow."

"Amber?"

"My tits are so sensitive I could come just from someone blowing on my nipples," the blonde explained. "My clit feels like it's being sucked, and my pussy keeps clenching on nothing. I've never been this horny in my life."

Jake nodded, adjusting the frequency slightly higher. Both women gasped simultaneously.

"Now, Amber. Eat her pussy. Show me how hungry you are for it."

Amber lowered her face between Melissa's thighs with unexpected eagerness, her tongue immediately seeking out the smaller woman's clit. Melissa cried out, her back arching off the floor, hands flying to Amber's head to hold her in place.

"Oh FUCK!" Melissa screamed. "Her tongue! With the frequency! I can't-it's too much!"

Jake watched, fascinated, as Melissa's body began to convulse almost immediately, an intense orgasm ripping through her within seconds of Amber's mouth making contact.

"Don't stop," he commanded Amber, who continued lapping eagerly at Melissa's spasming pussy. "Make her come again."

Melissa was babbling now, incoherent pleas and curses streaming from her mouth as a second orgasm crashed through her before the first had fully subsided. Her thighs clamped around Amber's head, her body jackknifing off the floor.

"Too much!" she finally managed to gasp. "Please, I can't take anymore!"

Jake adjusted the frequency down slightly, giving her relief. "Amber, stop for a moment."

The blonde lifted her face, which was coated in Melissa's juices. She looked dazed, intoxicated. "She tastes so fucking good," she murmured. "I've never eaten pussy before, but I couldn't stop myself."

This was interesting information. The frequency wasn't just heightening arousal but potentially influencing sexual orientation-or at least reducing inhibitions around it. Jake filed this away for further exploration.

"Melissa," he addressed the panting woman on the floor. "How many times did you come?"

"Two. Maybe three? They all blended together," she gasped. "I've never come so fast in my life."

Jake nodded, turning his attention to Amber. "Your turn. But I want something different for you." He looked around the studio, eyes landing on the microphone stand at the second broadcast position. With a few quick adjustments, he removed the expensive microphone and placed it safely aside, leaving just the metal stand with its cylindrical shaft.

"Fetch that," he instructed Amber, who complied immediately. "Now, I want you to fuck yourself with it while Melissa sucks your tits."

Amber's eyes widened, but she nodded eagerly. The stand was about an inch in diameter, with a smooth, rounded end where the microphone would attach.

"On the console," Jake directed. "Bend over it, ass facing me."

Amber positioned herself as instructed, her magnificent ass on full display as she bent over the broadcast console. Melissa, recovering from her intense orgasms, moved to kneel on a chair beside the console, bringing her face level with Amber's hanging breasts.

"Suck her nipples," Jake commanded Melissa. "Make it hurt a little. She likes that."

As Melissa took one of Amber's nipples into her mouth, Jake increased the frequency targeting breast sensitivity. Amber's reaction was immediate-a strangled cry of pleasure as the dual stimulation of Melissa's mouth and the invisible frequency assaulted her senses.

"Now the stand," Jake ordered. "Rub it through your slit first. Get it nice and wet."

Amber reached between her legs with the stand, sliding the metal cylinder along her drenched pussy. The obscene wet sounds filled the studio as she coated it with her juices.

"Now push it in. Slowly at first."

With a moan, Amber positioned the makeshift dildo at her entrance and began to press it inside. The metal disappeared inch by inch into her pussy as she worked it deeper.

"How does it feel?" Jake asked, adjusting the frequency again, this time focusing on the range he'd discovered stimulated internal pleasure receptors.

"Full," Amber gasped. "Cold at first, but warming up. OH FUCK!" The last exclamation came as the new frequency hit her. "What did you just do? I can feel it pulsing inside me!"

"The frequency is stimulating your g-spot directly," Jake explained, his own arousal painful in its intensity as he watched the debauched scene before him. "Now fuck yourself with it. Hard."

Amber began thrusting the metal stand in and out of her pussy, each stroke accompanied by obscenely wet noises and her increasingly desperate moans. Melissa continued her assault on Amber's breasts, biting and sucking the nipples as instructed.

"Oh god, oh god, oh fucking GOD!" Amber chanted, her movements becoming erratic. "I'm going to come! I'm going to fucking come all over this thing!"

"Not yet," Jake commanded, his voice cutting through her haze of pleasure. "Not until I allow it."

To his amazement, Amber's body obeyed. She continued fucking herself with the stand, teetering on the edge of orgasm but somehow unable to cross the threshold without his permission.

"Please," she begged, her voice breaking. "Please let me come!"

"Soon," Jake promised, unzipping his jeans and finally freeing his throbbing cock. "But first, I want to test another theory."

He approached Melissa, who was still working on Amber's breasts. "Open your mouth."

Without hesitation, Melissa turned her head and parted her lips. Jake guided his cock between them, groaning as her warm mouth enveloped him.

"That's it," he encouraged. "Show me how grateful you are for what I've given you."

Melissa sucked him eagerly, her technique surprisingly skilled. Jake threaded his fingers through her hair, controlling her pace as he watched Amber continue to fuck herself with the microphone stand over Melissa's shoulder.

"Amber," he called. "Look at me."

The blonde turned her head, her eyes glazed with desperate need.

"I'm going to count down from five," Jake said, his voice dropping to the same hypnotic tone he used on air. "When I reach one, you're going to have the most intense orgasm of your life. Your entire body will convulse with pleasure. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she whimpered, still working the metal cylinder in and out of her soaking pussy.

"Five... feel it building in every cell of your body."

Amber's breathing quickened.

"Four... your pussy tightening around that metal, imagining it's my cock stretching you open."

A visible shudder ran through her.

"Three... your nipples sending electric shocks straight to your clit."

Melissa bit down on the nipple in her mouth, causing Amber to cry out.

"Two... the frequency penetrating your deepest places, vibrating against your most sensitive spots."

Jake adjusted the dial one final time, pushing the frequency to its highest setting yet.

"One. Come for me, Amber. Come RIGHT. FUCKING. NOW."

Amber's scream was primal as her entire body convulsed. Her pussy visibly contracted around the microphone stand, a gush of clear fluid suddenly erupting from around the metal shaft, spraying across the studio floor in an impressive display of female ejaculation.

"She's squirting!" Melissa exclaimed around Jake's cock, her eyes wide with astonishment.

"Don't stop sucking," Jake commanded, pushing her head back down. The sight of Amber's squirting orgasm had pushed him dangerously close to his own climax.

Amber collapsed forward onto the console, the microphone stand slipping from her pussy and clattering to the floor as her legs gave out. Her body continued to twitch and spasm as aftershocks rolled through her.

"I've never... never came like that," she gasped, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Never squirted before. What the fuck did you do to me?"

Jake smiled, still fucking Melissa's mouth as he replied, "I told you. The frequency amplifies what's already there. You always had the capacity to squirt-I just found the exact vibration that would trigger it."

He was close now, Melissa's talented mouth bringing him to the edge. With a grunt, he pulled free, stroking his cock rapidly.

"Both of you, on your knees," he ordered. "Faces together. Tongues out."

They scrambled to comply, positioning themselves before him with eager, upturned faces. Their tongues extended, they waited for his release like obedient pets.

Jake stroked himself furiously, the sight of these two beautiful women-completely under his control through nothing but sound waves-pushing him over the edge. With a guttural groan, he came, thick ropes of semen splashing across both their faces, coating their tongues and lips.

"Kiss each other," he commanded as the last pulses of his orgasm subsided. "Share it."

Melissa and Amber turned to each other, mouths meeting in a sloppy, cum-filled kiss. They moaned as their tongues tangled, sharing Jake's release between them. It was the most debauched thing he'd ever witnessed.

When they finally separated, a thin strand of saliva and semen connected their lips briefly before breaking. Both women looked up at him with glazed, satisfied expressions.

Jake tucked himself away, moving back to the console to turn down the frequency generator until it was completely off. He watched as both women blinked, a degree of clarity returning to their eyes, though the lingering effects of their intense experiences remained evident in their flushed skin and languid movements.

"How do you both feel?" he asked, curious about their mental state now that the direct influence of the frequency was removed.

"Like I've been drugged, but in the best possible way," Melissa replied, wiping some of Jake's cum from her cheek and licking it from her finger. "I've never felt anything like that before."

"I can still feel echoes of it," Amber added, stretching like a satisfied cat. "Like my body is humming. And I can't believe I squirted. That's never happened before."

Jake helped them to their feet, guiding them to the small couch in the corner of the studio. "Rest for a bit. We have about two hours before we go on air."

Both women's eyes widened. "On air?" Melissa questioned. "You want us on your show?"

Jake nodded, a wicked smile spreading across his face. "Tonight's broadcast is going to make last night's experiment look like a children's program. I'm going to introduce the world to the full potential of frequency modulation-with you two as my star subjects."

"Will other women listening feel what we felt?" Amber asked, a note of jealousy in her voice.

"To a degree," Jake explained. "The broadcast signal can't carry the full power of what you experienced here in person. But they'll feel enough to keep them coming back for more. And the most responsive listeners..." He trailed off, his implication clear.

"You'll invite them to the studio," Melissa finished for him. "Like us."

"Exactly. I'm building something here-something revolutionary. And I want you both to be part of it."

Both women nodded eagerly, already addicted to the intense pleasure only he could provide.

Jake returned to the console, reviewing his notes and preparing for the broadcast. His mind raced with possibilities as he considered the implications of his discovery. The frequency generator wasn't just a tool for creating arousal-it was a key to unlocking specific responses in the female brain and body. With enough research and experimentation, he could potentially target any sensation, any emotion, any desire.

The power was intoxicating. And tonight, when his show went live, thousands of women across the city would feel just a taste of what Melissa and Amber had experienced. Some would call in, desperate to understand what was happening to them. Others would simply masturbate in silence, unknowingly contributing to Jake's growing influence.

And a select few-the most responsive, the most uninhibited-would eventually find themselves here, in his studio, as he pushed the boundaries of pleasure and control even further.

Jake glanced at the clock. Two hours until showtime. Just enough time to prepare his subjects for their on-air debut.

"Ladies," he called to Melissa and Amber, who were cuddling on the couch. "Come back over here. We need to practice what you'll be doing during tonight's broadcast."

They rose obediently, still naked, their bodies bearing the marks of their recent activities-bite marks on Amber's breasts, Melissa's reddened, swollen lips from sucking his cock, both their faces still glistening with traces of his cum.

"Tonight," Jake explained, "we're going to show the world the true power of radio."

As they gathered around the console, Jake reached for the frequency generator once more, already planning the next phase of his experiment. The night was young, and his journey into the realm of aural control was just beginning.


Chapter 3: Public Corruption

"You're listening to 'Night Confessions with Jake Matthews,' where your darkest desires find their voice. It's midnight in the city, and the rules of daylight no longer apply."

Jake's voice flowed like warm honey through the studio monitors as the ON AIR light glowed red in warning-or perhaps invitation. Behind the glass of the broadcast booth, Lawrence Bergman and two station executives watched with expressions ranging from concern to barely disguised arousal.

Jake had expected supervision tonight. After the previous broadcast's controversy, management wasn't taking chances. What they didn't realize was that their presence only intensified his determination to push boundaries even further.

"Tonight's topic is surrender," Jake continued, his voice dropping to a hypnotic cadence as he subtly adjusted the frequency generator to its initial setting-17.3 Hz, the baseline he'd discovered created generalized arousal in most female listeners. "The liberation that comes when you relinquish control completely. The pleasure that follows absolute submission."

In the sound-dampened guest area of his studio, Melissa and Amber sat naked on plush chairs, their legs spread wide, bodies already responding to the low-frequency waves permeating the space. Small wireless cameras captured their reactions, transmitting to monitors visible only to Jake-his private view of their steadily building arousal.

"I have two special guests joining me tonight," Jake announced. "Melissa, who some of you might remember from last night's show, and her friend Amber. They've volunteered to help us explore the science of sound and sensation."

Behind the glass, Lawrence shifted uncomfortably, clearly recognizing the dangerous territory they were entering. Jake caught his program director's eye and smiled reassuringly, gesturing to the consent forms both women had signed-comprehensive documents Jake had prepared stating they were willing participants in explicit content creation.

What the documents didn't mention was the frequency generator's influence on their decision-making capabilities.

"Melissa, Amber, why don't you introduce yourselves to our listeners?" Jake pressed a button, activating their microphones.

"Hi, I'm Melissa," came the slightly breathless voice. "I'm thirty-one, and after last night's call with Jake, I just had to experience more of what he can do."

"I'm Amber," the blonde added, her voice huskier than usual as the frequency subtly affected her vocal cords. "Thirty-four, personal trainer. When Melissa told me about her experience, I had to find out for myself if it was real."

"And what have you discovered so far?" Jake prompted, adjusting the frequency slightly higher-18.1 Hz, targeting vaginal sensitivity specifically.

Both women gasped audibly, the sound transmitting clearly through their microphones.

"It's like nothing I've ever felt," Amber managed. "Like invisible fingers touching me exactly where I need them."

"My pussy is already dripping," Melissa added bluntly. "Just from sitting here, listening to Jake's voice combined with whatever that sound is doing to me."

Lawrence's eyes widened behind the glass. Jake had briefed him that the show would be explicit, but hearing such raw language broadcast live clearly made him nervous. The other executives, however, leaned forward with increasing interest.

"For our listeners just tuning in," Jake explained smoothly, "I've been experimenting with certain sound frequencies that appear to enhance physical sensations, particularly those related to pleasure. What you're hearing in Melissa and Amber's voices is their reaction to these frequencies."

He adjusted a dial, bringing the modulation up to 19 Hz, targeting clitoral stimulation specifically. The effect on his guests was immediate and dramatic.

"Fuck!" Amber cried out, her back arching visibly on Jake's monitor. "My clit! It feels like someone's sucking it!"

"Oh god," Melissa moaned. "It's so intense! How are you doing this?"

Jake smiled into his microphone. "The human body is remarkably responsive to sound waves, particularly at certain frequencies. What you're experiencing-what our female listeners at home might be starting to feel-is the resonance of these frequencies with specific nerve clusters."

The phone lines lit up instantly, all six incoming lines flashing urgently. Jake's theory was proving correct-the broadcast signal could indeed carry enough of the frequency effect to impact listeners at home, though not with the same intensity as in-studio exposure.

"Let's take our first caller," Jake announced, selecting a line at random. "You're on with Jake Matthews."

"Holy shit," came a breathless female voice. "I'm sitting in my bedroom, and suddenly my pussy started tingling. What the fuck is happening?"

"That's Jessica from Westlake," Jake identified her from the call screen. "You're experiencing exactly what I was describing. The frequency I'm broadcasting is stimulating nerve endings throughout your body. How intense is the sensation?"

"Like a gentle vibrator," Jessica described. "Not enough to make me come, but definitely enough to make me wet. Is this safe?"

"Completely," Jake assured her, though he had no scientific basis for this claim. "Your body is simply responding to sound waves. Think of it as a form of touch that transcends physical proximity. Now, I want you to close your eyes and focus on my voice as I increase the intensity slightly."

Jake adjusted the broadcast frequency to 19.8 Hz, the highest level he'd determined was transmittable through standard radio signals.

In the studio, both Melissa and Amber responded immediately, their moans becoming more urgent. On the phone, Jessica gasped.

"Oh my god," she breathed. "It just got way stronger. My clit is throbbing now."

"Touch yourself, Jessica," Jake suggested, his voice lowering to the same hypnotic register he'd perfected over years of late-night broadcasting. "Let our listeners hear how wet you are."

Without hesitation, Jessica began masturbating, the wet sounds of her fingers sliding through her folds clearly audible over the line.

"That's it," Jake encouraged. "Now, Melissa, Amber-our in-studio guests are experiencing something even more intense. Ladies, describe what you're feeling right now."

"My whole body is on fire," Melissa moaned. "My nipples are so hard they hurt. My clit feels huge, pulsing. I've never been this aroused without being touched."

"I can feel it deep inside my pussy," Amber added, her voice trembling. "Like waves of pressure against my g-spot. It's making me want to be filled, stretched, fucked hard."

Behind the glass, Lawrence was frantically signaling, drawing a finger across his throat-cut the feed, dump the audio. Jake pretended not to notice, pressing forward.

"Jessica," he addressed the caller, "are you still with us?"

"Yes," came the strained reply. "I'm so close already. This is fucking crazy."

"I want all our female listeners to participate," Jake announced. "Put your hands on your bodies. Feel how the frequency is affecting you. Men listening, I want you to picture thousands of women across the city, all touching themselves simultaneously to the sound of my voice."

The image was powerful, and Jake knew it would hook male listeners as effectively as the frequency captured the women. From the corner of his eye, he could see one of the executives shifting to hide an obvious erection.

"Now," Jake continued, "I'm going to bring our in-studio guests to the next level of the experience. What you've felt so far is just the beginning."

He pressed a button, activating a small signal light in the guest area that instructed Melissa and Amber to proceed as they'd rehearsed. On his monitor, Jake watched as Amber rose from her chair and approached Melissa, kneeling before her spread legs.

"Amber is now positioned between Melissa's thighs," Jake narrated for the radio audience. "Her face just inches from Melissa's glistening pussy. Melissa, tell our listeners how wet you are right now."

"I'm fucking soaked," Melissa responded, her inhibitions completely dissolved by the frequency's effect. "My pussy is dripping down onto the chair. I've never been this wet in my life."

"Amber, describe what you see," Jake instructed.

"Her pussy is swollen, pink, absolutely drenched," Amber described in explicit detail. "Her clit is protruding from its hood, throbbing visibly. Her lips are puffy and spread open like she's begging to be filled."

Lawrence was now pounding on the glass, but Jake had locked the studio door from the inside. The program director's face was a mask of panic mixed with reluctant fascination.

"I'm going to adjust the frequency again," Jake informed his listeners. "This new pattern specifically targets oral sensitivity-both for the giver and receiver."

He activated a compound frequency he'd pre-programmed-20.5 Hz layered with 16.8 Hz, a combination he'd tested earlier with dramatic results.

"Amber, taste her," Jake commanded.

On his monitor, Amber leaned forward, extending her tongue to take a long, slow lick from Melissa's entrance to her clit. Both women cried out simultaneously-Melissa from the sensation of Amber's tongue combined with the frequency, Amber from the unexpected pleasure the frequency created in her own mouth and tongue.

"Oh FUCK!" Amber exclaimed. "I can feel her pussy on my tongue like it's electrified! It's making my own clit pulse just from tasting her!"

"Keep going," Jake instructed. "Describe everything for our listeners."

Amber began enthusiastically devouring Melissa's pussy, pausing occasionally to narrate the experience in graphic detail-how Melissa tasted, the way her inner walls clenched against Amber's probing tongue, the abundant wetness coating her chin.

Melissa's moans provided a continuous soundtrack, punctuated by increasingly desperate pleas: "Don't stop... right there... fuck, your tongue feels amazing... I'm going to come already..."

On the phone line, Jessica was matching their pace, her own moans joining the erotic chorus. "I'm fingering myself so hard listening to this," she gasped. "I've never been so turned on by radio before."

The phone lines had exploded-all six incoming lines constantly blinking as listeners tried to get through. Jake selected another at random.

"You're on with Jake Matthews," he announced.

"I'm sitting in my car in a parking garage," came another female voice, breathless and urgent. "I had to pull over because suddenly my pussy started pulsing. Now I'm fingering myself listening to your show. What the fuck kind of black magic is this?"

"Not magic, Rachel," Jake identified her from the screen. "Just science. The perfect frequency to resonate with your body's pleasure centers. Are you close to coming?"

"So fucking close," Rachel confirmed. "I've got three fingers buried in my cunt right now."

"I want you to wait," Jake commanded. "Don't come yet. I want all our listeners to climax together."

In the studio, Melissa was approaching her limit, her thighs trembling as Amber's tongue lashed her clit with increasing intensity.

"Jake," she cried out. "I can't hold back much longer! This frequency... combined with her tongue... it's too much!"

"Not yet," Jake ordered. "No one comes until I say so."

To his amazement and satisfaction, both women in the studio and the callers on the line seemed physically incapable of orgasm without his permission-the frequency somehow creating a block that only his voice could release.

Behind the glass, Lawrence had stopped pounding and was now watching in stunned silence. The two executives flanking him were completely engrossed, one openly adjusting himself through his pants.

"Now," Jake announced, "I want to demonstrate something truly revolutionary."

He pressed another button, activating a second set of cameras that revealed a new addition to the studio-a custom-designed chair positioned near the broadcast console. It resembled a gynecological examination chair, with stirrups for legs and varius attachment points.

"Melissa," Jake directed. "I want you to take your place in the demonstration chair."

On his monitor, he watched as Melissa reluctantly separated from Amber's eager mouth and crossed to the specialized chair. She climbed into it without hesitation, placing her legs in the stirrups, which spread her open obscenely.

"For our listeners, Melissa is now positioned in a special chair that will allow us to measure her physical responses more precisely," Jake explained. "Her legs are spread wide, her pussy completely exposed and visibly swollen with arousal."

He rose from his broadcasting position, a wireless microphone clipped to his shirt allowing him to continue narrating as he approached Melissa. The cameras captured his movement, showing his imposing figure standing between her spread legs.

Lawrence looked ready to break down the door, but the executives held him back, clearly invested in seeing where this unprecedented broadcast was heading.

"I'm now going to demonstrate the most powerful aspect of frequency stimulation," Jake announced. "The ability to trigger specific physical responses without touch."

He adjusted his remote control, fine-tuning the frequency to 21.7 Hz-the setting he'd discovered could stimulate involuntary vaginal contractions.

Melissa's reaction was immediate and dramatic. Her back arched off the chair, a scream tearing from her throat as her pussy visibly clenched and released rhythmically.

"Oh GOD!" she wailed. "It feels like I'm being fucked! My pussy is contracting by itself!"

"What our listeners can't see," Jake narrated for the radio audience, "is that Melissa's vagina is actually pulsing, opening and closing, completely independent of her conscious control. The frequency is directly stimulating the involuntary muscles of her vaginal wall."

"It's like... like a ghost cock is fucking me," Melissa gasped, her body writhing in the chair. "Deep inside... stretching me... oh fuck!"

Amber had positioned herself nearby, frantically rubbing her clit as she watched Melissa's display. "I can see her hole clenching around nothing," she confirmed for the listeners. "Squeezing tight then opening again like she's being fucked by an invisible dick."

"And the remarkable thing," Jake continued, his voice steady despite his raging erection, "is that I can control the pace and intensity."

He adjusted the frequency modulation, creating a pattern of slow, deep pulses followed by rapid, shallow ones. Melissa responded to each change immediately, her cries matching the rhythm of the invisible stimulation.

"Please!" she begged. "I need to come! It's too much!"

"Not yet," Jake reminded her. "No one comes until I say so."

The phone lines were in constant motion now, dozens of callers trying to get through. Jake selected another.

"You're on with Jake Matthews," he announced.

"Jake," came a familiar voice-Jessica from earlier. "I'm fucking myself with a dildo now, but something weird is happening. My pussy is clenching around it in the same rhythm I'm hearing Melissa describe. What the fuck is going on?"

"The frequency is transmitting through your speakers," Jake explained, though even he was surprised by the intensity of the remote effect. "Your body is responding to the same pattern, just at a lower intensity. How many of you listening are experiencing something similar?"

He opened multiple lines simultaneously, creating a chorus of female voices all confirming the same phenomenon-pulsing sensations, involuntary contractions, unprecedented levels of arousal.

Lawrence had given up trying to stop the broadcast and was now simply watching, mouth slightly agape, as Jake demonstrated his complete control over not just the women in his studio but potentially thousands of female listeners throughout the broadcast range.

"I'm going to take this one step further," Jake announced. "Amber, bring me the special microphone."

Amber rushed to comply, retrieving a modified microphone from a case near the console. This was no ordinary broadcasting equipment-Jake had modified it himself, incorporating elements of the frequency generator directly into its structure.

"This microphone has been specially designed to amplify and focus the frequency effect," Jake explained as he positioned it near Melissa's spread pussy. "What happens next may seem impossible, but I assure you, it's very real."

He switched on the microphone, which began emitting a concentrated beam of precisely calibrated sound waves directly at Melissa's exposed genitals. The effect was instantaneous and spectacular.

Melissa's entire body went rigid, her mouth opening in a silent scream as her pussy began visibly spasming. A moment later, a powerful jet of clear fluid erupted from her, arcing through the air and splashing across the studio floor.

"She's squirting!" Amber exclaimed for the benefit of the listeners. "Without even being touched! Just from the sound waves! Holy fuck!"

"That's right," Jake confirmed, his voice thick with triumph. "The concentrated frequency is stimulating Melissa's g-spot and skene's glands directly, producing a full squirting orgasm without any physical contact."

Melissa couldn't speak, her body caught in wave after wave of powerful contractions as more fluid ejaculated from her with each spasm. The chair beneath her was soaked, fluid dripping onto the floor in an expanding puddle.

"I can't... can't stop coming!" she finally managed to gasp. "Jake! It's too much! I can't breathe!"

Jake adjusted the frequency lower, giving her a moment of relief. Her body continued to twitch with aftershocks, her chest heaving as she gulped air.

"What you're witnessing-or hearing described-is complete control over the female orgasmic response using nothing but sound," Jake explained to his audience. "And now, I want all of you listening at home to experience a taste of what Melissa just felt."

He returned to his broadcast position, activating a pre-programmed sequence on the frequency generator. "I'm going to count down from ten," he announced. "When I reach one, every woman listening to my voice will experience the most powerful orgasm of her life. Men, if you're with a female partner right now, watch closely-you're about to witness something extraordinary."

Behind the glass, Lawrence had finally surrendered to the inevitable, simply shaking his head in disbelief. The executives were leaning forward, completely captivated.

"Ten," Jake began, his voice dropping to its most hypnotic register.

"Nine... feel the vibration building in your core."

On the open phone lines, dozens of women could be heard moaning in unison.

"Eight... seven... your pussy clenching in anticipation."

"Six... five... every nerve ending in your clit coming alive."

The moans from the phone lines grew more desperate, joined by Amber's whimpers as she frantically rubbed her clit, and Melissa's renewed gasps as the frequency began building in her again despite her recent powerful release.

"Four... three... the pleasure spreading through your entire pelvis."

"Two... gathering like a storm about to break."

Jake paused dramatically, savoring the moment of absolute control over potentially thousands of women simultaneously.

"One. COME NOW. COME FOR ME."

The studio erupted with sound-Melissa screaming as she squirted again, Amber falling to her knees as her orgasm hit, and through the phone lines, a chorus of female cries, gasps, and explicit profanity as countless listeners experienced simultaneous climax.

"Oh FUCK!"
"JESUS CHRIST!"
"I'M COMING SO HARD!"
"WHAT THE FUCK IS HAPPENING?!"

The exclamations poured through the speakers, creating a symphony of female pleasure unlike anything ever broadcast before. Even women who had been skeptical, who had tuned in out of curiosity, found themselves overtaken by unexpected, powerful orgasms.

For nearly thirty seconds, the airwaves were filled with nothing but the sounds of women coming-some in disbelief, others in gratitude, all united in an unprecedented moment of mass pleasure.

As the cries began to subside, Jake spoke again, his voice gentle but commanding. "Remember this feeling. Remember that I gave it to you. 'Night Confessions with Jake Matthews' will return tomorrow night at midnight. And I promise, we've only just begun to explore what's possible."

He activated a pre-recorded segment-music and commercials to give everyone time to recover-and finally turned to face the observation window.

Lawrence and the executives stared back at him, their expressions a complex mixture of shock, disbelief, and reluctant admiration. One of the executives gave him a slow nod, then a thumbs up. The message was clear: controversy be damned, this was going to be the biggest thing in radio.

Jake smiled, turning his attention back to Melissa-still trembling in the specialized chair-and Amber, who was crawling toward him on hands and knees, her eyes glazed with devotion.

"Was that real?" Amber asked, reaching his feet and looking up at him with worship in her eyes. "Did all those women really come just from listening to you?"

"That was just the beginning," Jake replied, helping her to her feet. "But we have more to discuss before we go back on air."

He gestured for both women to join him in the small private office adjacent to the studio. As they followed him-naked, drenched in sweat and their own juices, completely under his influence-Jake contemplated the path ahead.

The frequency generator had proven even more powerful than he'd anticipated. The broadcast reach had extended his control far beyond the studio walls. And if his theories were correct, the effects would linger in the listeners, making them increasingly receptive to his voice, his commands, his frequencies.

Tomorrow night would push even further. And the night after that. Each broadcast expanding his influence, each frequency pattern refining his control. Soon, he would have thousands of women essentially programmed to respond to him-their bodies conditions to achieve pleasure only through his permission.

And after that? The possibilities were endless.

Jake closed the office door behind them, already planning the next phase of his experiment as Melissa and Amber waited obediently for his next command.

The red "ON AIR" light had temporarily dimmed, but Jake Matthews had only just begun to broadcast his power across the unsuspecting city.


Chapter 4: Total Domination

Three weeks after his discovery of the frequency's power, Jake Matthews sat in his expanded studio, surveying his domain with the satisfaction of a conquering emperor. What had once been a modest radio booth had transformed into a sprawling pleasure palace, funded by the unprecedented ratings and revenue his "Night Confessions" show had generated for KPAX.

The station had moved quickly once the numbers came in. Jake's broadcast was pulling listener figures that rivaled major market stations during prime time-except he was doing it between midnight and 4 AM. The advertisers followed, adult-oriented companies willing to pay premium rates to reach his captive, aroused audience. Within days, Lawrence had given him carte blanche to modify the studio as he saw fit, along with a substantial budget increase and a renegotiated contract that made Jake one of the highest-paid radio personalities in the region.

Tonight marked the culmination of everything he'd been working toward. The frequency generator-once a modest device he'd purchased online-had been refined and expanded into a comprehensive sound system designed to his exact specifications by an audio engineer sworn to secrecy with both money and manipulation. Various speakers throughout the studio could target different frequency patterns to specific areas, allowing for individualized stimulation of multiple subjects simultaneously.

The main broadcast booth remained, its professional equipment now supplemented with state-of-the-art mixing tools that could layer multiple frequency patterns into the outgoing signal. But the real transformation was in the adjoining space-formerly a production room, now converted into what Jake privately called his "playroom."

The walls were soundproofed and lined with specialized acoustic panels that could amplify or redirect the frequency waves. The floor was covered in waterproof padding-necessary given the copious female ejaculate that typically drenched the space during his experiments. Custom-designed furniture pieces that resembled crosses between sex apparatus and scientific equipment were positioned strategically throughout-chairs with stirrups and restraints, tables with strategic openings, frames that could support bodies in various positions of exposure and vulnerability.

But the true centerpiece was the "broadcast platform"-a raised circular stage in the center of the room, visible from all angles and equipped with mounting points for various attachments. Above it hung a complex array of frequency emitters, capable of creating a concentrated field of sound waves that could envelop a subject completely.

Jake checked his watch: 11:15 PM. Forty-five minutes until show time. His subjects for tonight had been instructed to arrive at 11:30, giving him just enough time to prepare the final adjustments to his equipment.

As he worked, he reflected on how quickly his influence had grown. What had started with Melissa's unexpected response to the frequency had expanded exponentially. Each broadcast reached more women, each frequency pattern he developed proved more effective than the last. He'd discovered that repeated exposure made listeners increasingly susceptible, creating a feedback loop of growing control.

His research had revealed nuances he hadn't initially anticipated. Different women responded to different frequency ranges, but all could eventually be conditioned to react to his specific patterns. Some were naturally more receptive-these became his "prime subjects," women who had experienced the most intense responses and who now served as both test subjects and assistants in his expanding experiment.

The station's management, initially concerned about FCC violations, had been pacified by the massive revenue increase and Jake's careful legal maneuvering. Each broadcast began with an explicit disclaimer about "experimental audio techniques" and "potential physiological responses." Callers were screened to ensure they were over 18 and consenting to being on air. His in-studio participants all signed comprehensive waivers.

On paper, everything was legitimate. In reality, Jake knew the frequency's effect on decision-making capacity created a gray area of consent that he deliberately chose not to examine too closely.

A soft knock on the studio's back entrance interrupted his thoughts. Right on time. Jake pressed a button on his console, unlocking the door remotely.

Eight women entered in a procession that would have made any man's jaw drop. Melissa and Amber led the group-his original test subjects, now completely devoted to him and his work. Behind them came Tiffany, a 25-year-old redhead with massive natural breasts who'd called into the show two weeks ago and had been Jake's most vocal on-air participant since. Then Jessica and Rachel, who had progressed from phone callers to in-studio regulars. Bringing up the rear were three newcomers-women who'd demonstrated particularly strong responses to recent broadcasts and had been selected for tonight's special program.

All eight women were dressed identically in short, sheer robes that left nothing to the imagination, their naked bodies clearly visible underneath. They lined up before Jake's console, a display of feminine beauty in various forms-different ages, body types, and ethnicities represented, but all sharing the same glazed look of anticipation that he'd come to recognize as the frequency's lingering effect.

"Welcome, ladies," Jake greeted them, his voice automatically dropping into the resonant register he used on air-the tone he knew triggered conditioned responses in these women. "Tonight is very special. We're taking 'Night Confessions' to its ultimate level."

"We're ready, Jake," Melissa spoke for the group. In the weeks since her first experience, she'd evolved from test subject to something like a lieutenant, helping Jake refine his techniques and manage the growing stable of willing participants.

"Excellent. Disrobe and proceed to the playroom for preliminary conditioning."

Without hesitation, all eight women removed their sheer robes, standing completely naked before him. Jake took a moment to appreciate the visual feast-Melissa's petite frame and perky breasts, Amber's voluptuous curves, Tiffany's enormous tits with their perpetually hard nipples, Jessica's athletic build, Rachel's full, round ass, and the three newcomers, each bringing fresh beauty to his collection.

The women filed into the adjoining playroom, positioning themselves on various pieces of furniture as they'd been instructed earlier. Jake followed, carrying a tablet that controlled the room's frequency emitters.

"Tonight, we're introducing a new protocol," he explained, tapping commands into the tablet. "Individual calibration followed by synchronized response. We'll be broadcasting the entire experience, including what happens in this room before the official show begins."

He approached the first newcomer-a striking black woman with a shaved head and full lips. "You're Destiny, correct?"

She nodded, her eyes already showing the effects of the low-level frequency permeating the room. "Yes, sir."

"Tell our listeners who will be tuning in shortly why you're here."

"I heard your broadcast last week," she explained, her voice slightly dreamy. "I was driving home from my nursing shift when suddenly my pussy started pulsing. I had to pull over and finger myself right there in my car. I came three times just from your voice and whatever that sound was. I've never experienced anything like it."

Jake nodded approvingly. "And now you're here to experience it directly, at full intensity. Spread your legs for me."

Destiny complied immediately, opening her thighs wide on the examination-style chair she occupied. Her pussy was already visibly wet, the inner lips protruding and glistening with arousal.

Jake adjusted the tablet, targeting a specific frequency pattern at her exposed genitals. "This is your calibration sequence. Every woman has a unique frequency signature that produces optimal response. I'm going to find yours."

He tapped through various settings, watching carefully as Destiny's body responded to each change. When he hit 19.8 Hz, her reaction was immediate and dramatic-her back arching, a gasp escaping her lips, her pussy visibly clenching.

"There it is," Jake murmured, saving the setting to his system. "Your sweet spot."

He moved to the next newcomer-a young Asian woman with delicate features and small, perfect breasts. "Lily, you called my show on Tuesday, correct?"

"Yes," she confirmed, her voice soft and slightly accented. "I was in bed, just listening out of curiosity. I didn't believe the other callers when they described what was happening to them. Then suddenly my body was on fire, and my pussy was gushing. I've never been that wet, not even when I'm with my boyfriend."

"And where is your boyfriend tonight?" Jake asked, though he already knew the answer from her intake form.

"He thinks I'm at a girls' night out," Lily admitted, a flush spreading across her cheeks. "He wouldn't understand this. How powerful it is."

"Spread yourself for me," Jake commanded. "Show me what belongs to the frequency now."

Lily obediently spread her legs, reaching down to part her pussy lips with her fingers. Unlike Destiny's more prominent labia, Lily's pussy was compact, the outer lips barely concealing the pink treasure within. Jake repeated the calibration process, finding her optimal response at 21.2 Hz-a higher range that made her entire body tremble and produced an immediate flow of clear fluid from her opening.

The third newcomer required no introduction. At forty-one, Victoria Chambers was the most recognizable face in the room-a local news anchor for the city's NBC affiliate whose poised, professional demeanor had now been replaced by naked hunger.

"Victoria," Jake acknowledged, not bothering to hide his satisfaction at having such a public figure under his influence. "Why don't you tell everyone how the assistant news director for Channel 4 ended up naked in my studio?"

Victoria's usual articulate precision was evident even in her aroused state. "I was doing my nightly news consumption, monitoring competing broadcasts. I had your show on in the background, not really paying attention. Then something changed. At first, I thought I was having some kind of medical episode-this intense tingling between my legs, my nipples suddenly so sensitive the fabric of my blouse was unbearable."

She paused, licking her lips before continuing. "I've never been particularly... sexual. My career always came first. But after experiencing what your frequency did to me, I haven't been able to think about anything else. I've been masturbating in my dressing room between segments, soaking through my expensive anchor wardrobe."

Jake couldn't hide his smile. "And now you're here, exposing yourself to potentially thousands of your viewers."

"Yes," she acknowledged, spreading her legs without being told. Her perfectly maintained pussy-waxed into a neat landing strip-was visibly swollen and wet. "And I don't care anymore."

Her calibration proved interesting-her body responded most powerfully to a complex layered frequency, a combination of 18.3 Hz and 22.7 Hz that made her scream outright when it hit her, her usually composed face contorting in primal pleasure.

With the newcomers calibrated, Jake turned his attention to his established subjects, fine-tuning their already-documented settings for maximum response. The room was soon filled with the sounds of female arousal-moans, whimpers, and outright cries as each woman's body was played like an instrument, all without a single physical touch.

"Ladies," Jake announced, checking the time, "we go live in fifteen minutes. As discussed, tonight's broadcast will push beyond all previous boundaries. You've all signed the enhanced waivers, so you understand what's expected. This will be explicit, extreme, and entirely under my control. If anyone has any reservations, now is the time to express them."

No one spoke. The eight naked women simply stared at him with desperate need, their bodies primed by the frequencies still humming through the specialized speakers.

"Perfect. Melissa, Amber-help the others into their starting positions. It's time to make broadcasting history."

At exactly midnight, the familiar jingle of "Night Confessions with Jake Matthews" played across the airwaves, reaching tens of thousands of homes throughout the metropolitan area. In the three weeks since the show's transformation, its audience had grown exponentially, with listeners sharing recordings online and spreading word of the mysterious, pleasure-inducing broadcast.

"Good evening, city of insomniacs and pleasure-seekers," Jake's voice purred through speakers and headphones. "Welcome to a very special edition of 'Night Confessions.' Tonight marks three weeks since we began our exploration of frequency-assisted pleasure, and I've prepared something extraordinary to celebrate."

He paused, allowing the customary disclaimer to play-a legal necessity that did nothing to diminish the anticipation of his listeners.

"For those just joining us, a brief explanation. I've discovered that certain sound frequencies, when properly modulated, can directly stimulate pleasure centers in the human body-particularly the female body. These frequencies are being broadcast alongside my voice, which is why many of you women listening may already be feeling a warm tingling between your legs."

Behind him, in the playroom now visible through a large window, his eight subjects were arranged in a tableau designed for maximum visual impact, though for now, he would need to describe the scene for his radio audience.

"In my studio tonight are eight beautiful women, completely naked and already responding to targeted frequency patterns. Let me introduce them and describe what your mind's eye should visualize."

Jake walked through the soundproof door into the playroom, wireless microphone in hand, approaching the raised central platform where Melissa lay spread-eagle on her back, her limbs secured to attachments at each corner.

"In the center is Melissa, my original discovery. She's restrained on her back, legs spread so wide her pussy is completely exposed-already glistening wet, her clit visibly swollen. Above her, suspended in a specialized harness, is Amber-positioned face-down directly above Melissa's body, creating a vertical sixty-nine arrangement, though they can't quite reach each other... yet."

He moved around the platform, describing each woman's position in explicit detail. Tiffany and Jessica were arranged in specialized chairs facing each other, legs spread and exposed. Rachel was secured to a padded bench, ass elevated. The three newcomers-Destiny, Lily, and Victoria-were positioned at equidistant points around the platform, each in a different presentation posture that emphasized their exposed genitalia.

"For the next four hours," Jake explained to his listeners, "these women will be subject to increasingly intense frequency patterns, programmed to stimulate specific responses, building toward what I've termed 'Total Synchronization'-a state where their bodies will respond as one, climaxing simultaneously despite receiving individualized stimulation."

He returned to his broadcast position, activating the master frequency program he'd spent days perfecting. "We begin now, with Phase One: Arousal Amplification."

A complex pattern of sound waves filled the playroom, each woman receiving her calibrated frequency directly. Though the broadcast signal couldn't replicate the full intensity or specificity of the in-studio experience, female listeners would receive enough of the general pattern to feel significant effects.

The response was immediate and dramatic. All eight women began moaning simultaneously, their bodies writhing within their restraints as invisible stimulation caressed their most sensitive places.

"Describe what you're feeling," Jake commanded into his microphone. "Melissa, start."

"My clit is pulsing," Melissa gasped, her body arching upward. "It feels huge, throbbing. My pussy is clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled."

"Amber?"

"My tits are on fire," the suspended blonde moaned. "My nipples feel like they're being sucked and bitten. And my asshole-oh god, it feels like it's being licked and probed."

Jake moved to each woman in turn, collecting their explicit descriptions of the sensations assaulting their bodies. Victoria's response was particularly satisfying, the normally dignified news anchor reduced to vulgar desperation.

"My cunt is dripping," she panted, abandoning all pretense of propriety. "I can feel it running down my thighs. My clit feels enormous, like it's being sucked by an invisible mouth. I've never been this fucking wet in my life."

The phone lines lit up instantly, callers desperate to share their own experiences. Jake activated the first line.

"You're on with Jake Matthews."

"Holy shit," came a breathless female voice. "I was skeptical last time I listened, but as soon as your show started tonight, my pussy started tingling. Now it's getting stronger. What is this?"

"That's the frequency working through your speakers," Jake explained smoothly. "It will build throughout the broadcast. If you're already feeling it this strongly, you're what we call a 'high responder'-your body is particularly receptive to these sound patterns."

"It feels amazing," the caller admitted. "I'm already soaking through my pajamas."

"Remove them," Jake suggested. "All of our listeners should be naked by now. The frequency works better with direct air contact on your skin."

He took several more calls, each woman describing similar experiences-unexpected arousal, increasing wetness, involuntary muscle contractions. The male callers reported different but equally intense reactions, mainly describing their excitement at hearing the women's responses and their partners' unexpected behaviors.

"My wife never listens to talk radio," one man explained, his voice tight with arousal. "But she happened to be in the car when your show came on last week. By the time she got home, she attacked me like a wild animal. We've had your show on every night since."

Jake smiled, satisfied with the confirmation of another theory-that the frequency created a generalized arousal that women would often direct toward available partners, essentially using them as tools to satisfy the need the broadcast created.

"It's time to move to Phase Two," Jake announced after thirty minutes of call-ins and explicit descriptions. "Synchronized Stimulation."

He activated a new frequency pattern, this one designed to gradually align the women's physiological responses despite their individual calibrations. In the playroom, the effect was visible-eight bodies beginning to move in subtle unison, eight expressions of pleasure becoming eerily synchronized.

"What you're witnessing-or hearing described-is something unprecedented," Jake explained to his audience. "Eight different women with different bodies and different sensitivities, being brought into physiological harmony through precisely calibrated sound waves."

He approached Melissa again, who was now visibly trembling, her pussy lips swollen and parted, a pool of arousal forming beneath her on the platform.

"How close are you to orgasm?" he asked, holding the microphone near her face.

"So close," she whimpered. "But I can't get there. Something's blocking me."

"That's by design," Jake confirmed. "The frequency creates what I call a 'pleasure plateau'-intense stimulation that builds to the edge of climax but prevents crossing that threshold without specific additional triggers."

He turned to address all eight women simultaneously. "Each of you is experiencing this plateau state now. Your bodies are being held at the edge of orgasm, aligned in perfect synchronization. How does it feel to be so desperate, so completely at the mercy of sound waves?"

Their responses came in near-unison, a chorus of feminine desperation:

"Please let me come!"
"I need to come so fucking bad!"
"My pussy is throbbing!"
"I'll do anything for release!"

Jake returned to his broadcast position, adjusting the outgoing frequency pattern slightly. "Female listeners at home will be experiencing a milder version of this plateau state. The broadcast signal can't replicate the full intensity, but you'll likely find yourself highly aroused yet struggling to reach climax through normal means."

The phone lines confirmed his claim, with caller after caller describing unprecedented levels of arousal combined with mysterious difficulty achieving orgasm.

"I've been fucking myself with a dildo for twenty minutes," one woman complained breathlessly. "I'm dripping wet, right on the edge, but I can't come!"

"That will change soon," Jake promised. "But first, we move to Phase Three: Directed Response."

For the next hour, Jake demonstrated his complete control over the women's bodies, using precisely targeted frequency patterns to create specific physiological responses. He made Tiffany's enormous breasts visibly swell further, the areolae darkening as the specialized frequencies stimulated blood flow. He caused Victoria's exposed clit to engorge to twice its normal size, protruding prominently from its hood as she screamed in a mixture of pleasure and disbelief.

Most dramatically, he demonstrated his control over involuntary functions, causing Rachel to experience a powerful squirting orgasm-the only climax he permitted during this phase-that arced several feet through the air despite no physical stimulation of her pussy.

"The human body is essentially an electrochemical system," Jake explained to his listeners as Rachel's fluid rained down on the studio floor. "These frequencies interact with neural pathways and muscle responses in ways science has barely begun to understand. What I've discovered is just the beginning of what's possible."

Calls continued to pour in, many from women experiencing spontaneous vaginal contractions matching the patterns Jake was imposing on his studio subjects. Several reported squirting for the first time in their lives, unable to explain the sudden ability except as a response to the broadcast.

As the third hour of the show began, Jake announced the transition to Phase Four: "Boundary Dissolution."

"What happens next will challenge conventional understanding of pleasure, consent, and human capability," he warned his audience. "The frequencies I'm about to introduce will break down the normal barriers between individual experience, creating a shared pleasure state among all eight women."

He activated the new pattern-his most complex creation yet. In the playroom, the effect was immediate and astonishing. All eight women began trembling in perfect unison, their expressions shifting through identical sequences of surprise, confusion, and overwhelming pleasure.

"Oh my GOD!" Melissa cried out. "I can feel what Amber's feeling! And Tiffany! All of them!"

Similar exclamations came from each woman as their neural responses became increasingly synchronized, each experiencing the combined sensations of all eight bodies simultaneously.

"I can feel Victoria's clit throbbing like it's my own!" Lily gasped.
"I can feel Destiny's pussy clenching!" Jessica added.
"I can feel everyone's nipples, pussies, assholes all at once!" Amber wailed. "It's too much sensation!"

Jake moved among them, microphone capturing their increasingly desperate pleas and explicit descriptions of the overwhelming sensory experience. For the radio audience, it created an auditory tableau of female pleasure beyond anything ever broadcast.

"The frequencies are creating a form of sensory crossover," Jake explained. "Neural pathways that normally remain distinct are being temporarily linked, allowing each woman to experience the sensations of all others simultaneously."

As the final hour approached, Jake prepared for the culmination of his experiment. "It's time for Phase Five: Total Domination."

He returned to his broadcast position, activating both the in-studio sequence and a specially designed broadcast pattern. "What happens next will affect not just my eight subjects but potentially thousands of female listeners simultaneously. I've designed a frequency convergence that will trigger coordinated physiological response on an unprecedented scale."

Jake's voice dropped to its most hypnotic register as he began a measured countdown, each number accompanied by a subtle shift in the frequency pattern.

"Ten... feel your body surrendering completely to the sound."
"Nine... every nerve ending coming alive."
"Eight... your pussy pulsing in rhythm with my voice."
"Seven... your clit swelling, desperate for relief."
"Six... your nipples hardening to painful points."

In the playroom, the eight women were writhing in perfect synchronization, their bodies no longer under their individual control but moving as a single coordinated entity driven by the frequency patterns.

"Five... the pressure building until you can barely breathe."
"Four... feeling thousands of other women experiencing this alongside you."
"Three... your entire body poised on the knife-edge of release."

Jake's voice grew more commanding, the frequency intensity increasing with each number.

"Two... surrendering your orgasm to my complete control."

He paused dramatically, savoring the moment of absolute power as eight women in his studio and countless others across the broadcast range hovered on the precipice of release, entirely at his mercy.

"One. COME FOR ME. COME NOW. ALL OF YOU."

The studio erupted in a cacophony of female screams as all eight women experienced simultaneous, overwhelming orgasms. Their bodies convulsed in perfect unison, the platform beneath them quickly drenched in female ejaculate as multiple women squirted explosively.

Through the phone lines came confirmation that the effect had transmitted successfully-dozens of female callers experiencing powerful, unexpected climaxes simultaneously with the in-studio subjects.

"I just squirted all over my couch!"
"I'm still coming! I can't stop!"
"What the FUCK did you just do to me?!"

But Jake wasn't finished. As the women began to recover from the initial wave, he adjusted the frequency again.

"That was just the beginning," he announced. "Now I demonstrate complete control over your pleasure. You will come again when I say the word 'now,' and stop instantly when I say 'cease.' Your bodies are mine to command."

He paused, letting the new frequency pattern establish itself, then simply said: "Now."

Again, all eight women convulsed in simultaneous orgasm, their screams filling the studio. After fifteen seconds of sustained climax, Jake commanded: "Cease."

As if a switch had been flipped, all eight women stopped orgasming instantly, their bodies still trembling but no longer in the grips of climax.

"Now."

The orgasms resumed immediately, as powerful as before.

"Cease."

Again, they stopped on command.

Jake repeated this demonstration several times, proving his complete control over the women's most intimate physiological responses. Phone callers confirmed similar experiences at home, though at varying intensities depending on their individual sensitivity to the broadcast frequency.

For the final thirty minutes of the show, Jake unleashed the full potential of his system. He released the women from their restraints, commanding them through a series of increasingly depraved sexual configurations-all while maintaining the frequency's influence over their bodies.

Melissa and Amber engaged in ravenous sixty-nine, their tongues working frantically against each other's pussies while their bodies continued to respond to the rhythm Jake established. Victoria-the respected news anchor-found herself kneeling before Destiny, licking and sucking the nurse's clit with abandoned hunger. Tiffany pressed her enormous breasts together, creating a channel into which Lily thrust her fingers, coating the abundant flesh with her own juices.

Throughout it all, Jake orchestrated their pleasure with the precision of a conductor, triggering coordinated climaxes, directing specific acts, and narrating the entire debauched scene for his radio audience.

"What you're hearing is the sound of complete surrender," he explained as the women moaned and screamed in the background. "These women-professionals, mothers, daughters-have given themselves entirely to the frequency. Their bodies are no longer their own. Their pleasure exists at my command."

As the broadcast approached its conclusion, Jake gathered all eight women into the center of the platform, arranging them in a circular formation, each woman's face pressed against another's pussy in a daisy chain of oral pleasure.

"For our final demonstration," he announced, "I'm going to trigger what I call a Cascade Orgasm-a sequential climax that will pass from woman to woman in a continuous wave."

He adjusted the frequency one last time, creating a pattern that would stimulate each woman in succession, starting with Melissa and moving clockwise.

"Melissa," he commanded. "Begin."

On cue, Melissa's body convulsed in powerful orgasm, her face buried between Amber's legs, her own pussy pressed against Victoria's eager mouth. As her climax peaked, the frequency shifted, triggering Amber next, then Tiffany, and onward around the circle.

For nearly five continuous minutes, the orgasmic wave circled the platform, each woman climaxing as the previous began to subside, creating a perpetual motion machine of female pleasure that generated a sustained chorus of screams, moans, and explicit profanity.

Finally, Jake activated the master sequence-a combined frequency pattern designed to trigger simultaneous climax in all eight women one final time. "Now, together, one last time. COME."

The resulting explosion of female pleasure was unlike anything ever broadcast-eight women screaming in perfect unison as their bodies convulsed in synchronized orgasm, the platform beneath them thoroughly drenched in their combined fluids.

As the clock approached 4 AM, Jake brought the historic broadcast to its conclusion.

"You've been listening to 'Night Confessions with Jake Matthews,'" he purred into the microphone, his voice satisfied yet promising more to come. "What you've experienced tonight is just the beginning of our exploration. The frequency is evolving. Its power is growing. And so is my understanding of how to use it."

He paused, allowing the sounds of his exhausted, pleasure-drained subjects to be heard in the background.

"Until tomorrow night, this is Jake Matthews reminding you that pleasure is just a frequency away."

The ON AIR light dimmed as the broadcast ended, but Jake remained seated at his console, surveying the scene before him. Eight women lay in various states of exhausted delirium, their naked bodies glistening with sweat and sexual fluids, their eyes glazed with the aftermath of unprecedented pleasure.

He'd done it-created a system of control more powerful than he'd initially imagined possible. Each broadcast expanded his influence. Each woman who listened became slightly more attuned to his frequency, slightly more susceptible to his control.

The studio door opened quietly as Lawrence entered, his expression a mixture of awe and concern. "The numbers are beyond anything we've ever seen," the program director reported. "App downloads up 500% just during tonight's broadcast. Social media mentions breaking all previous records."

"And the advertisers?" Jake asked, though he already knew the answer.

"Fighting for slots. We could triple our rates and still sell out."

Jake nodded, satisfied. "I'll need more space. And more equipment. The frequency generator needs to be expanded, enhanced. What I did tonight is just a fraction of what's possible."

Lawrence hesitated. "There are... concerns. Medical professionals calling about listeners experiencing unusual symptoms. Religious groups organizing protests. Regulatory inquiries about the nature of the 'audio technology' we're using."

Jake smiled, unconcerned. "All expected. All manageable. The frequency creates loyalty, Lawrence. Once a woman has experienced it, she won't support any attempt to take it away. We're creating addiction, dependence, devotion-all through invisible waves of sound."

He gestured to the eight women still recovering on the platform. "Look at them. Victoria is a respected news anchor-a public figure with everything to lose by being here. Yet she came willingly, exposed herself completely, performed acts she would have found unthinkable three weeks ago. That's the power we're harnessing."

Lawrence couldn't argue with the evidence before his eyes. "What's next?"

Jake's smile widened. "Expansion. I've been experimenting with recorded frequencies, embedded in downloadable audio files. The live broadcast is powerful, but imagine custom recordings designed for individual responses, available on demand. Imagine a subscriber service where women pay for personalized frequency patterns tailored to their specific physiological profile."

He stood, stretching after the four-hour broadcast. "This is just the beginning, Lawrence. Radio was dying until I discovered the frequency. Now we're not just broadcasting-we're rewiring the female response system one listener at a time."

As Lawrence left to handle the post-broadcast analytics, Jake approached his exhausted subjects. Despite hours of continuous stimulation and countless orgasms, they looked up at him with undimmed devotion when he entered their field of vision.

"You've all performed beautifully," he praised them. "Rest now. Tomorrow we begin training for the next phase."

Melissa, still his primary subject, managed to raise herself to a kneeling position despite her exhaustion. "What's the next phase?" she asked, her voice hoarse from screaming.

Jake placed a hand on her head, stroking her hair like one might pet a favored animal. "Distance control. I'm developing a frequency pattern that will allow me to trigger your responses when you're away from the studio-at work, at home, in public. Imagine feeling my control while you're in a business meeting, or shopping for groceries, or having dinner with your family."

The women exchanged glances, a mixture of apprehension and excitement on their faces.

"You would control us... everywhere?" Victoria asked, the news anchor's professional instincts briefly reasserting themselves. "Isn't that... dangerous?"

Jake knelt beside her, tracing a finger along her cheek. "It's the next logical step. You all came here tonight because the frequency called to you. You surrendered yourselves completely to its power. This is just extending that connection beyond these walls."

He stood again, addressing all of them. "The world is changing. The rules of yesterday no longer apply. You eight are pioneers on the frontier of a new understanding of pleasure, control, and human potential."

As the women nodded their acceptance, already conditioned to trust his authority completely, Jake returned to his console and began making notes for his next broadcast. The frequency generator hummed softly beside him, its innocent appearance belying its extraordinary power.

In three short weeks, he'd gone from struggling late-night DJ to the architect of a revolution in human response. Women across the city-and, through online streaming, increasingly around the country-were being subtly conditioned to respond to his voice, his frequencies, his commands.

Each broadcast extended his reach. Each subject expanded his understanding. Each frequency pattern refined his control.

Jake Matthews smiled as he contemplated the possibilities stretching before him. The frequency had started as a curiosity, become a tool, and was now evolving into something approaching divinity-the power to command pleasure and obedience through invisible waves of sound.

And he was just getting started.
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