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Ready for Your Next Read?


Disclaimer:

This book is a work of fiction. The events, characters, and situations depicted are entirely imaginary and are not intended to represent reality. In real life, mind control does not exist as portrayed in this story; people cannot be magically compelled to act against their will or violate their deeply held principles. If they could, it would obviously be highly immoral.

It is, however, perfectly natural to fantasize about themes such as the loss of control, which many people—men, women, and others—find deeply intriguing and enjoyable. Mirrored has been written in that spirit, offering an engaging exploration of these ideas through the lens of fiction.

In real life, however, consent should always be respected—it is the cornerstone of any healthy relationship, both in and out of the bedroom. 

Any resemblance to real people, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. This story is meant to entertain and inspire, providing a safe space for the imagination to roam. Enjoy!


I drop the weird diamond as I gasp and immediately know, as if by instinct, what it just did to me as I grabbed it. I feel emptier inside, somehow. And my head hurts as if my thoughts and feelings are suddenly drained of some vitality. I look at the stone on the living room floor and I can see light sparkle from within it, even though the curtains are still drawn on this chilly autumn day.

I'm turning into a blank canvas. I feel emptied and numb inside, yet still somewhat aware of what should be there. I have no emotion, and I don't feel attracted to anything. I know I should be scared of what just happened, but I'm not. I'm just here, in this place. And I can see the diamond is the cause. I'm cursed to be what people want me to be. It is absurd, yet somehow, it makes perfect sense in this numb and emotionless place.

I don't know how long I stand there. It seems like an eternity, waiting for something to happen. I'm thirsty and hungry, but there's nothing inside me that's making me act on those feelings. Then I hear keys in the door and look over just as it opens, feeling a trickle of emotions returning as I see who's walking in.

It's Sam, my annoying nerdy roommate. I feel surprised as he stops before me in the darkness, holding his jacket tightly closed. "Lily, what are you doing standing around in the dark?"

That is precisely what I am wondering as he flicks on the light switch. I sigh of relief. The obscurity was suddenly starting to frighten me. "I don't know," I answer honestly, puzzled by my own behavior. Sam closes the door behind him, then hangs up his jacket, giving me an odd look. I blush a little as he stares at me. It's a bit scary stumbling upon your usually cheerful roommate just standing in the middle of the living room, all gloomy, with no lights on. Still, it's also kind of hot how I look right now. Standing there, wearing only a tight T-shirt and a thong, my face mirroring his own puzzlement. Am I turned on by myself? The thought feels distant, irrelevant, even.

Suddenly, a more pressing question comes to mind. What time is it? Shouldn't I be at work? "Shouldn't you be at work?" Sam asks me, echoing my thoughts. Or maybe they were his thoughts? I decide to tell him the truth. I want to clarify this whole situation.

"Earlier, I touched that diamond I found, and I think it cursed me."

Sam walks past me toward the kitchen. "Uh-huh." He sounds distracted. My own focus fades as he starts rummaging through the fridge. I should get him something to eat. And something to drink. It feels so right.

"Do you wanna order something? Pizza, Chinese?" I ask him. He straightens up and closes the fridge door, looking slightly surprised as he turns around to face me. He's about to answer when I just blurt out, "Chinese! It's on me!"

That was weird, I realize. How do I know he wants Chinese food or is broke? My thoughts go back to the curse.

"Okay, that was super weird." He looks puzzled again. "What was that thing you said about a diamond?"

I tell him about my encounter with the glowing stone earlier, feeling my interest fade with each word I say. Sam yawns, and I feel myself yawning with him until I get to the part about touching the diamond and suddenly changing and becoming blank and numb, and how it all changed again when he walked in. I feel a lot more enthusiastic about telling that part of the story. Sam just listens to me, eyes wide, until I'm finished.

"That sounds crazy!" he says, and I can only nod in agreement. That shit is indeed crazy, but if true, it means he could turn me into his obedient slut. It's totally stupid, and there is no way in hell it could actually happen, but I still feel highly aroused thinking about him fucking my brains out right now. The idea of my mind being altered just for his pleasure turns me on like crazy, and I want him to dominate me so badly! I'm usually such a bitch to him... Getting on my knees and sucking on his cock would be so satisfying! I rub my thighs together and gasp as I realize what is going on.

"Holy shit!" Sam exclaims. He looks stunned as he seems to realize what is going on as well. "You..."

"I want what you want!" I finish for him. I step closer and fall on my knees, reaching for his belt buckle. I've never been so eager to suck dick in my entire life. Sam's pants come undone easily, and I quickly pull down his briefs, allowing his hardening cock to spring free right in front of my face. I can't believe I'm doing this! This is so hot! I'm about to suck on Sam's cock when the front door opens, and we both turn, startled. It's Becca, our other roommate, a tall and stern redhead. I suddenly realize how sexy AND scary she is...

"Hey guys, I thought you might..." Her eyes widen as she sees us, Sam with his cock out in front of my face. I'm shocked and embarrassed but also incredibly turned on and frustrated by this interruption. "What the fuck?!" she shrieks, dropping her shopping bags.

I get back to my feet, my heart pounding. I want to run away with Sam, but I also feel an intense curiosity. Why the hell would I ever suck Sam's cock? What the hell is going on? I wish I could tell her...

"It's that damn diamond, Becca!" I say, and I open my mouth to explain when I suddenly stop, confused by mixed feelings. Part of me really wants to tell her about the diamond, but another part doesn't want to at all because I know she would probably stop Sam from fucking me, which is the last thing I want! But I can feel increasingly worried about him taking advantage of me. The situation is clearly getting out of hand! I finally manage to blurt out an incomplete explanation, and I am horrified by what I'm saying. "I'm cursed or something. Sam just walked in, and suddenly, it's like I'm doing everything he wants, feeling what he's feeling..."

"You!" Becca says and points her finger at Sam, stepping toward us threateningly. "Get the fuck out of here, now!"

Sam looks equally horrified and embarrassed, quickly pulling up his pants. I don't want him to leave, but I can't believe he let me go down on him knowing damn well he was influencing my behavior against my will! Did he drug me? I suddenly wonder. He should grab the diamond and get the hell out of here, where he'll be able to use it in peace! He should be careful not to touch it directly, though... Wait, no! I shake my head. What? Finally, he's gone, and with him goes my excitement, frustration, and lust. Becca and I stare at the closed door for a few moments before facing each other again.

"What a fucking creep!" I exclaim, feeling betrayed. "Can you believe it? Did you see that?!" I frown, disturbed by my own words. Did I just speak her mind out loud? How is such a thing possible? "I don't know what's happening to me, Becca!" I say, alarmed by all these new, strange thoughts.

"Hold on!" She holds up her hands but I've already closed my mouth. "Are you like, thinking what I'm thinking?"

She's right. This is very odd. Am I a mind reader now? "Not exactly..." I try to focus on my own thoughts, but I'm not sure if they are really mine. "It's more like I feel what you feel. If you're pissed at something, like Sam, then I feel pissed at him, too, for the same reasons. And if you feel excited about something, then I start feeling excited about that as well." I tell her about the diamond, how it seemed to have appeared out of nowhere, what it did to me when I touched it.

Becca doesn't respond. She doesn't need to. I feel helpless, and I know it is because she feels helpless herself.

"Where-" She looks around. "Where's that diamond?" I quickly lean forward and realize the glowing rock isn't on the floor anymore. We frantically start searching the room for it, but it's nowhere to be found.

Becca gasps and covers her mouth, a terrified look on her face. "The fucker took it with him!" I exclaim.

"Shit... Shit shit shit!" Becca says, pacing around. I start doing the same, filled with her frustration. Sam is probably going to try to use it on some innocent girl to satisfy his twisted needs. This is awful!

"You need to catch him before he does something stupid with it!" I exclaim. But what about me? I can't stay here alone, can I? What if he comes back for me? "I'll lock the door and make sure not to let anyone else inside," I say, reassuring Becca and myself. Fuck this is getting annoying, isn't it?

"Could you stop doing that? It's creepy!" she groans, and I can only agree with her. "Let me speak for myself, please." I apologize and promise to try to control this, quickly putting on some pants as I notice how little I'm wearing. Becca nods and hurries out, leaving me all alone with my confusing thoughts and feelings. I'm about to lock the door when I feel them slipping away again and realize Becca must have gone far enough for the curses's influence to end. I freeze with my hand on the doorknob, trying to focus my thoughts but failing miserably. I'm empty and blank once more. A canvas devoid of any thoughts of my own. I stare blankly ahead for a long time, completely unmoving, feeling like I should be concerned about this, but I know that feeling would require emotions I lack at the moment. My legs hurt, I notice absently. Maybe I should sit down? I remain standing.


There's a knock at the door, and I blink. My mind clears, and emotions return. I open the door eagerly, realizing I really need to buy something. I'm not sure what, but I know whoever is on the other side of this door will know. The door swings open and there's an elderly man standing in the hallway. A salesman, wearing a cheap suit and carrying an old briefcase. Poor guy. He can't afford much, but he's still trying hard. As he turns to face me, I smile happily, glad that he's being welcomed by a hot chick for a change. He isn't used to this. It gives him an air of confidence as he introduces himself.

"Hello there," he says, "my name is Bob."

"Hi, Bob! Come in!" I welcome him inside. I know Becca is probably going to get pissed at me, but I'm not going to stand in the way of a struggling salesman if I can help it. I feel thrilled to have Bob in my apartment. Another rejection might have ruined his day. I close the door behind him as he sets his briefcase on the living room table. "What can I do for you?"

"Actually," he says as he opens the case and rummages through it, "it's what I can do for you." He pulls out a colorful brochure and hands it over to me, beaming happily. I open it, and he begins a long pitch about a random Ponzi scheme. It's total bullshit, obviously, but I'm more than happy to listen to it, feeling growing excitement building up as I act interested and impressed. He's gonna make that sale!

"That sounds amazing, Bob!" I say, and it fills me with pride to know I just lifted his self-esteem with a few simple words. "How much does it cost?" He tells me the starting fee and how much I could make on my own, and I nod, doing my best not to show how ridiculous it is. He really needs this sale to get his money back. I'm so fucking dumb to even consider it, I laugh inwardly. Just a dumb hot bitch. I'll be in the same boat as him in no time but fuck it, it's worth helping this poor guy out! I agree to the investment, feeling a thrill as Bob's eyes light up at the idea of earning a commission from me.

As I sign the contract, I feel an immense sense of satisfaction rush over me. It's like I just won the lottery! Well, I didn't really, but still. I'm going to lose it all, but Bob just hit the jackpot! I feel so sexy as I go through each page, my tits bouncing slightly as I turn them. The idea that an old guy like him is robbing a slut like me blind is turning me on beyond belief! It's a very primal feeling, knowing I appear both sexy and so gullible and stupid to him. It's such a shame an old geezer like him can't enjoy young pussy like mine... It would be such a hot fantasy come true! I bet he's masturbated to stuff like that a million times... It would be so fucking hot if I just offered him my tight little body to use, wouldn't it, Bob? I bite my lower lip as I look up at him, handing over the signed contract. "Is there anything else I can do for you, Bob?" I feel hope surge in me, hoping for something impossible to happen. Something really naughty! I'm so desperate for something taboo! "Maybe you'd like to fuck my big titties?" I add, feeling incredibly turned on by my own words, sighing in satisfaction. Fuck I'm such a filthy slut! "Or maybe you'd rather fuck my pussy?" I continue, looking down at my crotch for a second. Bob's staring at me in surprise. "Yeah, Bob, fuck these huge titties!" I reach inside my T-shirt and begin to caress my tits, playing with my nipples as he watches me in disbelief. I could cum right now! "Go ahead, Bob!" I beg him, "Fuck them, fuck them hard!". Suddenly, a wave of pleasure rushes through me, my back arching and toes curling as I start to orgasm. It's a small one, followed by a sense of intense shame and frustration.

Bob clears his throat, looking a little confused and embarrassed as he holds his crotch protectively. "I... I think I should be on my way now," he says nervously and starts heading for the door. The disgusting fucker just jizzed his pants... That's so gross! I can't believe he did that in front of a hot young girl like me! Oh my god! "Right, of course, Bob!" I reply, pretending like nothing happened. The last thing I want is for him to linger around. The sooner I can forget what just happened, the better! I hurry to the door and open it for him, thanking him for his time. Bob thanks me back and leaves in a hurry. I watch him go down the hallway, then sigh with relief once he's gone and turn to head back inside. I never make it back in, my mind dissolving into blank nothingness, leaving me standing frozen in the hallway.

My phone buzzes a few seconds later. Then again ten minutes later. I barely register any of this as I remain completely immobile and still. My phone rings again but I have no will to answer it or care about whoever is trying to reach me. Time flows by, uncaring of my empty existence, until finally someone else shows up.


I need to pee, I'm starving and clearly dehydrated when I hear laughs coming from around the corner. I want to party, I realize suddenly. I want to drink and dance! I should celebrate something! Something good, definitely something good! I blink, surprised by these thoughts and realize the voices are heading toward me. They belong to a group of three young men dressed nicely and clearly heading to town.

Why am I standing around in the hallway like that? It's a bit creepy. I'm weird but kinda hot, too. "Hey there, hot stuff!" says one of them, a tall guy with brown hair. "You alright?"

I'm not really worried by the question because I know they are just wondering if I'm up for some fun! I sure am! "You guys are going somewhere?" I ask, sounding a little desperate. It would be great if I could go with them! "Can I tag along?"

"Sure, why not?" another one answers with a shrug. I'm delighted by the answer. Maybe one of them could have a shot at fucking me? I don't know who yet, but one of them for sure! I'll let them settle that amongst themselves. Maybe if they get me drunk enough, I could even let the ugliest one, a petite blond guy with crooked teeth, have his way with me! It's a long shot, but hey, one can hope! The third one, a dark-haired guy, is just looking at me curiously. Do I look unwell? I quickly straighten up and try to look more enthusiastic and sexy.

"You sure look like you could use a drink." The blond guy comments as I join their group. I smile widely. The evening's just starting, but things are already looking great! I'm going to have so much fun tonight. "What's your name, hottie?"

"Lily," I answer and blush a little. I've got such a cute name!

"I'm Steve," the tall guy says. Of course, that's his name, I think to myself, smiling playfully. It seems evident for some reason. "The nerd here is Paul." The short blond one rolls his eyes in response. "And that's Jason." Steve finishes, pointing at the dark-haired guy. I feel like I know them already.

I climb into their car, and we start driving toward town. My night out has already begun. I'm so ready for this! Being here for them when they weren't expecting it feels so satisfying. Paul drives and I sit next to him upfront while Jason and Steve are sitting in the back seats. My phone buzzes again. Paul gives me a curious glance but doesn't say anything. Who's calling me? I check my phone and see it's Becca who's trying to reach me. I've got a lot of missed calls and text messages from her, too. Maybe she could join us, I think as I notice Paul staring at my roommate's picture on my screen. She's hot, too; maybe the boys could have two sluts to play with instead of one! I take the call.

"Lily? Lily! You okay? Where are you?!" Becca asks, clearly worried.

"I'm out with some friends," I reply cheerfully. "Wanna join us? We're going to a club!"

"What?! Are you serious?" Becca replies and I sigh impatiently. She's ruining the vibe here. Paul is frowning slightly and looking at me funny. I feel annoyed by it.

"I'm with three super hot guys, and we're going partying," I continue, blushing a little at my own words. I'm happy to play the winggirl for them tonight! "You should totally meet up with us." Paul gives a brief approving nod.

"You were supposed to lock yourself in! You can't go out in your... condition!" Becca replies angrily, and I roll my eyes in annoyance. What's her problem? I really don't care about my stupid curse or whatever right now.

"Look, I'll see you later, okay?" I say and end the call. Paul smiles, and I feel a burst of pride in that. What a fucking bitch Becca is, ruining my night like that! What a total drag!

"Your friend sounds like a total drag," Steve comments from behind us, echoing my thoughts. Well, I'm echoing his thoughts, but who cares? "Forget about her!" I nod happily and give him a wink. I really need to pee, and I'm so thirsty, too, but it feels distant, unimportant.

The club is pretty packed and noisy. As I step inside, I suddenly feel extremely confused. I'm so sexy, I think, as a group of guys checks me out. I look down at my big tits, pressing against the fabric of my T-shirt, and feel a surge of arousal. Someone bumps into me, a girl, and I curse at myself for not paying attention to my surroundings. I'm a dumb bitch! "Watch out, bitch!" The girl replies angrily before vanishing into the crowd. I should buy a drink for that guy in the corner who's staring at me! No! He's such a creep! He deserves a good slap for checking me out like that! The girl next to him seems annoyed by me checking him out, giving me a jealous look. What is my fucking problem? I look batshit crazy, I realize as I struggle to decide what I want to do. Paul grabs me by the arm and leads me toward the bar. Why am I being so weird? Maybe it wasn't such a good idea to join them after all? The last thing I want is for the boys to have to take care of me all night. Actually, I think as we stop in front of the counter, maybe I should get drunk and careless so someone could take advantage of me. The idea makes me want to moan. There's that older man eyeing me right now! He looks filthy and creepy as he ogles my big tits. I bet he could use me like the slut I am!

I'm overwhelmed by contradictory thoughts and feelings, and it's really fucking confusing. Paul hands me a beer, and I grab it happily, eager to drown my confusion in alcohol. Maybe I'll stop acting so weird if I relax a little? "Thanks, babe!" I tell Paul and down half the bottle. My body feels weak from the earlier deprivation, but I suddenly seem to find some relief. I can feel heat around my crotch and down my legs, but I try to ignore it and focus on having fun. Wait? Did I pee on myself?

"Ew! What the fuck?" A girl with short red hair comments nearby, a disgusted look on her face. Fuck! I'm so disgusting! I look down, mortified to see what happened. I'm drenched! Paul is staring at me, eyes wide in surprise, and my heart skips a beat. They really shouldn't invite random girls like me to places like these, should they? Still, isn't it a bit hot seeing me humiliating myself like that? The creep in the corner seems to be loving this, a smile appearing on his face.

"Do you wanna come with me to the bathroom, honey?" A woman in her fifties asks me kindly, her eyes full of compassion. I really should, I realize. I'm in no condition to hang out in a crowded club like this! That much is obvious now! Besides, I don't want to stick around with Paul and his friends anymore. I'm too much of a freak for them! I nod weakly, feeling miserable, and the woman leads me away toward the bathrooms. I'm relieved that I agreed to come with her. Something is clearly wrong with me. Did someone put something in my drink?

"I was like that when I arrived." I clarify as we enter the ladies bathroom. Thankfully, it's almost empty. "I don't think anyone did anything to me." I smile shyly. At least I'm lucid enough to provide useful info.

"It's gonna be alright, dear." The woman assures me. She helps me wash up and change in the stall, and I relax a little. A friend of hers shows up with a pair of jeans to lend me, and I thank her for the help. Away from the crowd, I can think a bit more clearly. My phone rings again, and as expected, it's Becca. I should tell the woman that Becca's looking for me to keep me safe. That would be reassuring.

"It's my roommate, Becca. She's worried about me," I say apologetically. I suddenly feel stupid for hanging up on her earlier. "Maybe she should come and pick me up. I'm not feeling very well." Of course, she should! I feel stupid for going outside in my condition! What was I thinking? Young girls can be so careless! The woman smiles and agrees to call Becca and wait with me until she shows up. "Thank you." I feel relieved as she starts dialing Becca's number.

We spend a moment outside, waiting for Becca in front of the club. It is a chilly evening, but I barely feel the cold. I'm not dressed appropriately at all, but the woman is wearing an oversized warm coat that looks very comfortable. I'm glad for her! I'm just sorry she has to stay away from her friends to wait with me. I don't want to ruin her evening. I seem to be fine now, so I don't even really know why she needs to stay, but I guess it's better to be safe than sorry, right?

"I'll be fine if you want to go back inside, Katrina," I tell her. It's really nice of her to stay with me, but I would feel so much better if she enjoyed the rest of her night. I think she just needs an excuse to leave, and I'm more than willing to help her with that. "Becca will be here any moment, and I can ask the bouncer to keep an eye on me until she shows up."

"You sure?" She asks me, and I nod, giving her a reassuring smile. I'm glad I'm making things easier for her. "Alright then, honey." She gives me a motherly kiss on the forehead, wishing me well. I can see she feels bad for leaving me here, but I wouldn't worry about me if I were her. I seem to be a tough girl. I watch her go back inside and turn to face the bouncer. I... My thoughts and feelings are shifting again. Becca should hurry up! I'm starting to feel confused, and I think that big muscular bouncer could use a nice blowjob in the back alley! I can tell by the way he's eyeing me he wouldn't say no to the offer!


"Excuse me!" I call the bouncer over, and he takes a few steps closer, giving me a bored look. I can tell it's just an act. God, how hot would it be for a girl like me to wrap my lips around his cock? I bet that kind of thing doesn't happen to him every day.

"What? You want back inside already?" he asks gruffly. I can already imagine what I'll look like on my knees, swallowing his cum. I shake my head, then nod, then shake it again. A group of girls just passed by, and I momentarily reconsidering the idea.

I lean in close, lowering my voice seductively. "Let's go somewhere a little more private, and I'll show you what I want." We both gasp as I hear myself say that. I'm so forward! Such a nasty slut! I need to be punished, hard! I squeak in surprise as he grabs me by the arm and pulls me roughly toward the alley behind the club. Fuck yes! I'm moaning now like a whore in heat. I want him to bend me over and spank me. Why am I being such a slut? I'm disgusted with myself, but at the same time, I want him to have me even more. Sluts like me deserve to be fucked and abused! I deserve everything he's gonna do to me.

He throws me against the wall, and I laugh, loving his rough treatment. Then I frown. I shouldn't be enjoying it! The guy deserves to have fun, and it sure will be more fun if I struggle a little. He pulls out his cock, and I squeal, struggling half-heartedly as he pushes me down to my knees.

"Wait! Stop!" I beg him as his cockhead prods against my lips. I actually want him to use me, but I play my part convincingly, looking up at him pleadingly.

"Too late for that, bitch." He replies with a cruel laugh and shoves his cock past my parted lips. I moan in delight. This is so perfect! He grips me by the hair and starts brutally fucking my face. My tongue plays with his veiny shaft as I drool all over it and onto my big tits. He's groaning and grunting as he face fucks me. Fuck I'm a good whore!

I'm suddenly pulled backward and away from the bouncer. He curses as I hit the ground. "Get the fuck away from her!" Screams someone, and I see Becca stepping between us, facing the bouncer defiantly. That piece of shit growls and takes a step closer, but the bitch doesn't even flinch. I just stare, incapable of deciding who I should be rooting for. I want Becca to kick his ass, but at the same time, I'm hoping he'll beat the crap out of her and take me home with him! It's strange wanting to be both protected and abused at the same time.

Becca, that stupid bitch, retrieves a pepper spray from her bag and aims it threateningly at the disgusting bouncer. He takes a step back and raises his arms. "Come on now bitch," he says, laughing nervously, "put that thing away. We're just having some fun. She asked for it!"

"Just fuck off!" Becca replies, and the bouncer hesitates for a few seconds, then turns and walks back toward the entrance, grumbling under his breath. Becca offers me a hand, and I take it gratefully, standing back up.

"Holy shit!" I exclaim, fear catching up with me. "Thank God you were here! He almost raped me!"

Becca is staring at me sternly. "Why the fuck didn't you stay inside the apartment like I told you?"

I'm so ashamed, but I really need to explain myself to her. She saved my ass. I look away as I talk, feeling humiliated. "I'm sorry! When I'm not around someone, I just freeze up. My mind turns blank, and I'm left just standing around like an idiot!" It's so scary how helpless I am! "And when someone gets close enough, I just start acting the way they want."

Becca shakes her head, and I cringe. But it is no place to cringe! We should get me home fast!

"Let's get the hell out of here and go back home," she says.

The ride back is spent in silence, and I do my best not to start acting out any of Becca's repressed desires. She doesn't want me to do anything weird, so I don't want to either. Being with someone who knows what I'm going through allows me to really think about it clearly. With everyone else, I barely seem to recognize my situation. It isn't that I don't know it, but just that since they are unaware of my affliction, I seem to lose the ability to fully grasp it either or instead care about it.

"I tried to find Sam," Becca says as we cross the street and head toward our building, "but no one knows where he is." She opens the main entrance door, and I step in silently, pondering the subject. Hours have passed since he left with the diamond, and he had plenty of time to curse anyone he pleased. Is he using it right now, corrupting some other innocent girl? "I bet he's using the diamond to influence some poor chick," Becca continues as we go up the stairs.

"Should we call the police?" I ask uncertainly. That feels like a drastic measure, and I don't even know how to explain the situation to them. I'm suddenly annoyed with myself.

"Are you even capable of saying something that doesn't come out of my own head?" Becca stops and glares at me. Good question, I think angrily.

"I don't know..." I admit as we resume climbing the stairs. "*People's thoughts feel like my own..." That's scary! "It's confusing..."

If someone happened to hear our conversation, they would probably think we're crazy, talking about a curse and me acting on everyone's desires. Though if they were a bit open-minded, they probably could get a bit closer and make me do something, just to see if it's true. I cough three times. Holy shit! It's true! Well... I know it's true, I think, confused. I guess someone really is listening. I would look around, but I don't want to do anything to attract attention toward them, so I abstain from it.

"Great..." Becca opens the door to our floor, and we continue the short path to our apartment. I can hear faint steps behind us but decide not to pay attention to it. I know I should tell Becca about it, but since she hasn't noticed anything wrong, I don't have any incentive to do so. Besides, I don't want to pass on an opportunity to be stolen by a stranger in order to be turned into his sex slave. You'd have to be crazy not to jump at the chance, right? I feel exhausted. We pass in front of Mrs. Wilson's place, and I feel compelled to say hello. The poor old lady is always so lonely. I'm sure she'd appreciate some company. I move to knock on her door when Becca stops me and pulls me toward our own place. I really am helpless, aren't I? "What are you doing?"

"Sorry! I think I got a little too close to Mrs. Wilson and picked up on her loneliness," I apologize, and we quickly unlock the apartment door and get inside. Becca closes the door behind me. I'm glad to be finally home, where no one can influence my behavior against my will. Well...

"Don't worry," I answer Becca's thoughts, feeling a bit disturbed. "You can't leave me alone, and I'd rather be acting out your desires than anyone else's..." I groan and shake my head. Of course, I'm saying that because I feel she wants me to say that! Fuck!

"You look awful," Becca observes, and she is right. I am a mess!

"I haven't eaten or drank anything for hours..." I confirm, collapsing on the sofa. "I even peed on myself at the club..." Jesus Christ! How pathetic can I get? I've lost any semblance of autonomy. I'm like a baby! I can't even take care of my most basic needs! I stand up and head to the kitchen, and Becca follows me with a worried look on her face. "I need to eat something..." I start rummaging through the fridge.


I let the water run along my curves, washing the soap bubbles off of me. Even if I can still feel Becca's thoughts, I'm far enough for them to feel muffled. She must be losing focus because I slow down and stand still under the jet, thinking she really should call Rigel, her boyfriend. We need a guy's help to deal with Sam! I'm starting to shiver, the shower running out of hot water, when I blink and quickly turn the faucet off. Am I okay?

"All good in here? You finished yet?" Becca calls from the other side of the door.

I grab a towel and start drying myself up. "I'll be out in a minute, but you really should keep thinking about how I need to take care of myself because I keep zoning out in here!" I reply, feeling concerned and a bit annoyed by her lack of attention. "Sorry!" She mumbles, embarrassed. I sigh, finish drying up, and wrap myself in a bathrobe before freezing in place again, conflicted. When I turn to look at myself in the mirror, it's like I'm not really looking at myself. I recognize my chocolate skin and brown eyes, my short curly black hair and thick lips, my long slender legs, and my large boobs, but it doesn't feel like me. It doesn't even really feel like I'm seeing what I'm seeing. It's like... like no one's really witnessing my own perspective.

Though I'm worried about myself and want to find a way to get rid of my curse, I can't help but bite my lip at the thought of letting that mysterious stranger influence me and have his way with me. He must be close. Can he even make me come to him from where he is just by thinking about it? I think he should give it a try! If I wait for Becca's influence to fade, maybe I could reach the front door to make my escape without her noticing? It's a risky move, but I'm so fucking horny at the thought of letting that faceless man abuse my young body... I mean, it isn't particularly ethical, but could you blame a guy for wanting to jump at such an opportunity? I know I certainly would do the same in his position!

I don't bother getting dressed and open the bathroom door, peeking out cautiously. I can hear my roommate talking over the phone at the other side of the apartment and sigh with relief. The stupid bitch didn't get the message and is now too far for her influence to counter the stranger's desire for me! I tiptoe out of the bathroom and slowly make my way toward the front door, hoping so hard I'll make it outside in time...

I'm fantasizing about opening the front door only to find myself in front of whoever is controlling me now, opening my robe for him and revealing my big tits and trimmed pussy to his astonished gaze, letting him marvel at my hot body, knowing I'm helpless to resist his urges. I grab the doorknob and turn it slowly, trying not to make any noise. As I pull on the door and start opening it, I gasp in excitement as a rush of adrenaline goes through me. Am I really doing it? Is the stranger about to get his way with me? I can only hope so! I open the door and discover the face of the person who's controlling me right now. The guy must be in his thirties, short, with short, messy brown hair and a scraggly beard. He's staring at me, wide-eyed and mouth open. Is it working? Is he controlling me?

"Are you controlling me?" I ask, loudly at first but lowering my voice in a rush of fear as I remember I should be discreet. The guy opens his eyes wide in surprise and smiles. Yeah, that's it, man, I'm clearly yours! I nod in encouragement as his smile widens. He pulls me out into the hallway and quickly closes the door behind me. We need to hurry before Becca finds out! My heart is pounding, and I'm almost trembling with excitement. I'm his! Oh God, yes! And I'm even hotter than I thought! I shake my head, trying to make sense of the rush of feelings going through me. This is a dream come true! What a coincidence for him to have stumbled on me! I have a feeling he was just running errands. Lucky him!

We quickly leave the apartment complex and start heading down the street, away from prying eyes. He remains silent all the way to his car, parked nearby. It's funny how I'm walking next to him as if I know where I'm going. Is it because I'm reading his thoughts?

"I'm not really reading your thoughts," I explain, astonished by my ability to anticipate his questions, "It's more like I want what you want. It kind of allows me to know stuff I'm not supposed to know."

That's interesting, isn't it? Not really mind reading, but something pretty close to that! I ponder about the implications before squeezing my bathrobe a bit tighter. I don't want some passerby to wonder what the hell I'm doing outside dressed like that! I mean... it's pretty hot, but still!

We reach his car, an old Honda Civic, and climb inside. We both sigh in relief at the same time and chuckle nervously. I like this car, I realize as I run my hands on the old leather seats. It isn't new and fancy, but it sure is cozy and feels reliable.

"I'm Peter," he says as he starts the car, "and if I'm right you're-"

"Your sex slave?" I finish for him with a smirk before moaning as his breathing hitches. This is so nuts! "Your cum dumpster! Your obedient little slut..." I want him to fuck me so bad! I'm acting like I'm out of a weird porn movie or something... "You can use me any way you want, Peter!" Then I suddenly start barking in his car like a dog. Holy shit! I cover my mouth, both amazed by the idea that he just made me do that without a word and worried about attracting unwanted attention. Is Becca going to start looking for me? He needs to know anything useful to make sure he doesn't lose me!

I explain everything I know about the diamond in detail while he drives toward his place. I also recount what I've done since I got cursed. Thinking about how many times I almost got raped makes me both wet and worried. Peter needs to keep me away from everyone else and make sure I take care of myself. Otherwise, I won't last very long. It'd be a shame for me to end up dead just because he isn't paying enough attention!

Anyway... Enough worrying, I think as I lean toward him and unzip his pants. I'm his right now, and I'm all horny! How long since he last got laid? Peter's cock feels warm and heavy in my hand, and I eagerly take it out and lean even closer. I've never felt so aroused in my entire life. I can picture myself swallowing his cum while he drives. This is the hottest thing I've ever done! I bet his ex never dared to do something like that to him! What a shame! My lips close around his cock, and I moan lustfully as I start sucking on his shaft. Peter sighs and groans. Am I enjoying it as much as he is? I moan in agreement around his cock. Holy shit, I am! Is it because he is enjoying it, and I'm basically experiencing his pleasure? I groan a confirmation and bob my head along his cock, trying not to lose my focus on driving. What? He's the one driving! I feel like saying something about that spike of confusion, but I don't, probably because he's not thinking about that. He's in my head, not the other way around. I wonder if I'll cum when he cums? I keep sucking him hungrily, both curious and aroused by the idea. I can feel myself getting closer, and his cock starts twitching in my mouth. Fuck yeah! He's going to cum in my mouth! I can't believe he's about to cum in my slutty mouth! Oh God!

I start gagging on his shaft as I climax with him. Oh shit, that's intense! I close my eyes and keep bobbing my head along his hard rod, enjoying the sweet afterglow of my orgasm. We're gonna have so much fun!

Suddenly, I scream out of nowhere, feeling a sense of impending doom. Fuck! I look up just in time to see a pickup truck rushing toward us, missing us narrowly. Jesus Christ, that was a close one! We both start laughing as I wipe Peter's cum off of my face, realizing how close we were to crashing into the pickup.

"That was fun, baby!" I exclaim, licking my fingers clean. It was! I'm proud of how lightly I'm taking the fact that I almost died. Most girls would have panicked and freaked out at that! Well, I can't freak out if he doesn't! Ain't that interesting? "Yup, baby, you don't have to ever worry about me acting like a whiny bitch!" I confirm out loud with a nod. "I'll always be whatever you want me to be. Quite a relief, right?"


Sucking Peter's cock while he watches TV is quite a thrilling thing to do, in my opinion. I'm a bit tired and stressed, and I find it both hot and relaxing. However, I tend to get frustrated by my inability to focus on the task at hand, often getting distracted by the match he's watching. I never used to like soccer, but right now, it feels fascinating, and I keep letting go of his manhood to cheer with him whenever his team scores a goal. I don't really know the rules, and I'm not even facing the TV, but somehow, I manage to understand what's going on. It's pretty fascinating how I seem to just get what's happening simply because Peter does!

He glances at my naked body as I start sucking him again, and I feel proud of him for managing to both watch TV and focus on making me his personal blowjob doll. He's so bright, isn't he? For the past few days, he's figured out a system to keep me safe and controlled at the same time. I spend the night in his bed, with the door locked so I don't try to sneak away to offer myself to anyone passing by his apartment. In the morning, he makes sure I go to wash myself before making me eat and drink. I sit all day naked on the toilet bowl, locked inside the bathroom, while he goes out to work, so I can let myself pee or shit whenever I need to without any need for supervision; then he comes back at the end of the day and makes me wash myself, eat and drink, again, before using me however he wishes. It's a bit tricky, but so far, it's been working wonderfully. It probably isn't going to work well in the long term, though. The lack of physical activity is making me look a bit sluggish already.

"You know, maybe you should find a way to get that diamond I told you about so you can use it on other women when you get bored of me or in case being your slut wears me out," I suggest helpfully before smirking. I like making him hear his own thoughts through my sexy mouth! I lick his cock teasingly and add: "Then you could have all the sexy young sluts you need!"

"Exactly what I was thinking, honey!" He confirms cheerfully, ruffling my hair with a satisfied smile. I'm so proud of him! I know what he's about to ask, but I wait patiently, just as a good girl should. "So that friend of yours..."

"Sam." I supply helpfully when I feel him waiting for me to continue. Peter nods. "My other roommate, Becca, tried to find him but couldn't. He's covering his tracks carefully." I continue before sighing. Sam sure is a slippery fucker! Surely there is a way to find him, though.

"There must be something we can do to find him," Peter thinks out loud, scratching his stubble absent-mindedly, "Surely, if he's stupid enough to use the diamond on too many girls at once, he's bound to draw unwanted attention!" I nod in agreement, giving Peter's cockhead a few quick kisses as I do so. It's a bit frustrating how I can't get him to cum again. I let go of his member, now more focused on helping him find Sam than satisfying my urges.

"I don't think Becca would go as far as calling the cops..." I respond to a question popping in my mind. "When I was with her, I thought about it and felt there was no way I could trust them with something so... unusual. The cops would think we're nuts or something or..."

"The government would get involved!" Peter finishes for me, and we both shudder in fear of the idea. "But still..."

"We can't rule out the possibility Becca will get worried enough about me to eventually call them," I argue, sighing. We should have a plan, just in case. "And even if we find the diamond, we can't expect to use it for protection."

"Not the way it works," Peter confirms. "But if we find the diamond, we can use it on Becca to make sure she doesn't get in the way." That would be amazing! I nod eagerly. Becca is pretty hot herself. Peter could control her and use us both for his pleasure! Thoughts of Becca sucking his cock while I lick his balls rush in my mind. I'd like to see Peter cum all over her pretty face! I squirm a little as Peter chuckles.

"Please, baby!" I beg him. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!" God, I'm such a slut for him!

"You're such a slut!" He comments as he grabs me by the neck, pushes me on my back onto the dirty carpet of his living room, and climbs on top of me. We both moan as he slides his stiff cock into my sopping pussy. My toes curl, and my back arches as my arms instinctively wrap themselves around him, my nails digging into his back before releasing him with a frown. I really should stop doing that! It must be painful for him, and I don't want to hurt my man! Peter smiles as he begins slamming his manhood into me, grunting and groaning. I'm so aroused! So turned on! I don't think I'm going to last very long! I squeeze his hard shaft with my inner muscles and wrap my legs around his waist, gasping as we both cum simultaneously. Wow! What a load! Peter groans in satisfaction as I giggle and start purring like a cat. I have never done that before, but apparently, my new master likes it, and now I do too!

It's hot how he keeps using me like this, but it would be so much hotter if he had more sluts to play with! Having sex with him is getting a bit boring and routine. Variety is the spice of life, isn't it? Suddenly, an idea occurs to me. "Baby!" I call him, and he looks up at me. He stopped fucking me, but his cock remains buried in my warm pussy. "If I were Sam, the first person I'd use the diamond on would be my ex!"

"Yup!" Peter confirms, smiling. "That's definitely something I'd think about."

That's what most guys would think about. I mean... If I could, I'd certainly try to get Peter's ex addicted to his cock and force her to be his hot fuckdoll! I don't know her, but I'm sure that bitch deserves it! "I don't think Becca knows who Sam's ex is. She moved in after his breakup, and he hasn't been very talkative about it." Peter pulls out of me and sits back on the sofa. He turns off the TV and gives me an inquisitive look. I wonder if I should come with him... He could use the help, but if I get too close to someone else... "I could come with you, but I think it would be safer for me to just stay here."

"If it's a matter of distance, we should be fine as long as you are closer to me than anyone else, right?" Peter asks as I sit back up and nod, impressed by his logical reasoning. Besides, a hot girl like me could be a nice trap if we manage to convince him I'm under his power.


Jesus, I'm so annoying! I can't help but groan as I notice that I've once again started acting weird as soon as another car got too close to ours at a traffic light. The couple inside is clearly having a fight, and their bad mood is contagious! "Focus!" Peter scolds me, snapping his fingers in front of my face. I blink, take a deep breath, and force myself to relax. I lean forward and start kissing his neck, my hands traveling up and down his chest. Maybe if I focus on pleasing him, I won't have so much leeway for others to influence me? Was it really such a good idea for me to tag along? "Girl, maybe I should have let you at home." Peter mumbles, irritated. "Naked on the toilet seat, peeing and shitting on yourself, waiting for me to come back and use your tight little holes..." He's fantasizing, and I can't help but moan at the idea. That's so hot and kinky! Oh! Okay, seems like I'm less distracted when he's thinking about using me like his personal sex toy. I should keep that in mind. "You like that, don't you?" He teases me, smiling smugly. I giggle and nod, letting my hand travel down to his pants and cup his hardening bulge.

"I like what you like, baby," I reply, a mischievous glint in my eyes. The light turns green, and I sit back in my seat. Peter starts driving again with a satisfied smirk on his face. This might work, after all! All he has to do is fantasize about fucking me, and I'll be too aroused and focused on pleasing him to even pay attention to anyone else's thoughts. Right? The look on his face tells me that's exactly what he's thinking. Of course it is. He's thinking that I know exactly what he's thinking. My head spins a bit.

Fifteen minutes later, we're standing in the suburbs, looking for Sam's ex-girlfriend's house. I stare at a door, trying to figure out if this is the right place. I've been here many times, yet the question remains for some reason. "Is this it?" my master asks. Is it? I shake my head, frustrated by my inability to answer him. I'm starting to doubt our plan, if you can even call it that...

"I... Yes!" I answer at last, fueled by Peter's need for answers. "Diana lives here, yes!" I sighed, relieved. I'm not so useless after all. He nods and starts walking toward the door, slowing down a little, an uncertain look on his face. I grab his arm, stopping him. "Wait!" I exclaim. "Shouldn't I be the one ringing?"

"Just what I'm wondering," he confirms, uneasy. Indeed, my curse, or whatever you wanna call it, allows me to perceive the desires of the people around me, and I could probably tell him if Sam is inside before we ring the doorbell. Also, as we discussed earlier, I'd be a better bait if he is. Though... "I'll stay close, right here," Peter says, hiding in the corner of the small porch. I nod. He needs to make sure he remains closer to me than anyone else, so I don't get too influenced by whoever opens the door. "Ready?"

"Yes, sir," I say and turn toward the entrance. I take a deep breath and press the doorbell, waiting with apprehension. I frown, wondering who could be ringing this late in the evening. Wait... I'm the one ringing! Well, whoever I am, it'd be best to send one of the girls, just to be sure. I freeze, suddenly feeling a bit uneasy about disturbing people this late and in the middle of something. I turn to look at my master, seeking his reassurance. He frowns. What's wrong with me again? Jesus Christ, Lily, pull yourself together and stick with the plan!

The door opens. It's a girl in her twenties, a very pretty tall redhead wearing a blue dress and a leather choker, her hair pulled up in a bun. Who is it? Once again, I find myself struggling to understand. She looks familiar, but her name escapes me for some reason, like I know her, but not really. "Yes?" the girl asks, an annoyed tone in her voice. Damn, she sounds hot! Is that Diana? She seems just as confused as I am, frozen in the doorway, staring at me. For fuck's sake, Lily, focus! I should signal him to let him know...

"Becca?" I ask incredulously. Becca?! As in, my roommate? Why the fuck would she be here? I open my eyes wide, realizing what this means. We're probably outnumbered! Fuck fuck fuck!

"Lily?" Becca mumbles, her eyes slowly widening. Shit! Are we both just as out of it as the other? Is she under the diamond's influence, too? If she's active, Sam isn't far away! Peter needs to make sure I'm under his control; otherwise... I step a bit closer to my master, reminding myself of the fact I belong to him. Becca's eyes widen in realization. I don't know what to do. I can't see what's going on without revealing myself. What? I rub my temples. I'm under someone's control. The fucker must be hiding close. He's looking for the diamond! Becca should try to get me to talk. "I've been looking for you everywhere! We were so worried, Lily!" Becca exclaims, putting on an act, trying to lure me into a false sense of security. I'm tempted to purposely fall for it. Why not? Her owner would surely enjoy a third fucktoy. No, wait... I need to figure out if Sam is the one controlling her. Figure out if the diamond is here!

"I'm sorry," I apologize, confused. I need to lie. Come on! I need to make them believe I'm alone, somehow... Stupid plan! We should have waited for the night to fall! Maybe we could have gotten the fucker while he sleeps? "The effects, they wore off..." I mumble, trying to act like my old self. "I just, I went to a motel and waited it off. I... I came because I was... worried about Diana. You know... after what happened with Sam." I mumble as I realize I'm failing at acting, sounding too robotic. Though, could it be true? For a moment, I wonder if the effects of the diamond are temporary and shiver, thinking about all the hot girls turning against whoever is controlling Becca. Is he biting? I need to signal Peter. I nod very slowly and feel a bit of relief. He's biting. "Are you alright?"

"I'm alright," my roommate replies, her voice still a little too cold, "I'm just a bit surprised to see you, that's all. Do you wanna come in?" Is this my clue? Should I go in? Maybe I could steal the diamond from him. Or... I freeze as I feel Peter's reluctance. He can't risk following me in there, and once I'm inside, I'll be closer to whoever is controlling Becca. The guy will be quick to figure out I'm not free. But...

"Sure," I smile, stepping forward. "What are you doing at Diana's, by the way?" I ask as my friend steps aside and I walk past her, feeling so sexy for some reason. I really am a hottie, aren't I? I suddenly feel a pang of arousal. The guy's thoughts are stronger and clearer now that I'm inside. Peter's influence is fading. This is alright, though, I guess... When I was with Becca after she saved me from the bouncer at the club, Peter managed to keep me quiet about his intentions from her, even though he was further away from me. As long as I don't spill the beans, this is good, right?

"I came to check on her," Becca explains from behind me. "I was worried about her, like you, with Sam and the diamond and all, but she's alright." She's not being entirely truthful, obviously, but I find myself hoping I'll believe her. The house looks clean and tidy, and the smell of cooked food lingers in the air. Speaking about the devil, Diana appears in the hallway, a smile on her face. She's hotter than I remember. She's wearing a tight black skirt and a white shirt, and her makeup is perfect. Her short blonde hair is cut in a bob. She, too, needs to be convincing if the guy is to use the diamond on me again. I hope it works, because if it doesn't... I blink, once again struggling with emotions and desires going against what I know to be true. I'm still worried about revealing Peter's presence and intentions, though. I can still feel him lurking around the house.

"Hey, Lily," she greets me, a warm smile on her face. I'm suddenly thrilled to see her because I can't wait to fuck her master with her and Becca. "I'm glad to see you're okay. Becca was really worried about you." Just a bit closer, I think. All Diana has to do is touch me with the diamond, and I'll be his, ready to suck and lick his cock all day and night. The thought of being turned into his personal fuckdoll turns me on so much... Can you believe it? Three hot sluts willing to do anything to please him? He's a lucky bastard, isn't he? "It's been a while!" Diana exclaims cheerfully. I stay put, letting her step closer, moving for a hug that I know is a trap but that I hope I'll fall for. As long as I don't say anything about Peter, I'm happy to become that bastard's sex slave for now. I'm looking forward to it, in fact! I'm so aroused! So turned on! "How are you?" she asks me, her arms open wide as she approaches. Finally, she closes in and hugs me. I feel something hard and cold on the back of my neck and freeze, wondering if it works. Am I his? He should have me do something, to be sure...

"Hmm..." I moan and smirk, just like he wanted me to. Oh, I'm his alright! A wave of glee washes over me as Diana takes a step back and nods in satisfaction. I smile brightly and move my hands to cup my big tits, squeezing them in my hands and biting my lip. My new master steps out from behind the corner. It's Sam, and I'm his. "Well, I guess I should greet you properly, master," I purr and drop to my knees, looking up at him submissively. "After all, we have some unfinished business you and I." He grins and walks toward me, his eyes fixed on mine. I reach for his pants and unzip them, freeing his cock, which is already hard and throbbing with anticipation.

He was stupid to run away the first time when things would have been a lot simpler if he'd used the diamond on Becca back in our apartment. I can't blame him, though. He panicked. "We had given up on getting our hands on you. I guess everything turned out well in the end," he says, and we all laugh. I find myself hoping for Diana and Becca to join me on the floor, and as expected, they quickly do. Diana puts the diamond on the coffee table nearby and joins Becca, both kneeling on each side of me, looking up at our master. "Jesus, this is never going to get old," he exclaims. I can't agree more! The three of us look like such hot sluts, begging for our master to use us!

"Please, use our mouths, master," we all say at the same time before giggling at our synchronicity.

"With pleasure," Sam replies, and we all lean forward, our lips and tongues working on his shaft. We start kissing each other around it, licking up and down his length, worshiping his manhood with our tongues and mouths. I'm so turned on I could cum just from blowing him! The man groans and moans, grabbing my hair and pulling my head toward him until I take his cock inside my mouth, then letting go to pull Becca and then Diana toward him, one at a time.

I'm in the middle of slurping on his cock when I notice Peter making his way inside the house from the backdoor behind my new master. For a second, I freeze as we stare at each other, afraid the girls and I may blow his cover. But I quickly resume my blowjob when I realize he's in the clear. I chuckle silently. If I'm right, since we can only feel what Sam feels, and he's too busy enjoying us to notice Peter, we won't acknowledge him even though he's here. Besides, he's probably close enough to us for his own desires to weigh in the balance, so to speak. Our lack of reaction as he moves through the living room seems to prove it further.

My former master quietly makes his way to the coffee table and extends a hand to grab the diamond. I almost gasp, realizing how risky it is for him to touch it directly. I keep bobbing my head nonetheless and relax when he shakes his head and decides to use his sleeve to pick it up. Sam has no idea what's about to happen to him, and without him aware of the danger, I can tell the girls and I are suddenly rooting for the other side, smirking in anticipation as we keep servicing our new master's cock. Sam is so careless, isn't he? Leaving the diamond on the coffee table, in plain sight and within Peter's reach, keeping the door unlocked, expecting us dumb sluts to keep him safe... He's asking for it, really. He deserves to lose the diamond, and us.

Before we can finish the job, Sam gasps as Peter presses the diamond against the back of his neck and steps back. Did it work?! Does it even work on guys?! We all look up at him as he frowns. For a while, nothing happens; the guy just stares down at us, a confused look on his face. Then, all of a sudden, he opens his mouth. "Did it work?" he asks, and I feel myself, Diana, and Becca all sigh in relief at the same time. It worked, yes! Even Sam is sighing in relief, chuckling. "Okay, yeah... I guess I'm yours." He nods, looking at Peter. We all frown, finding it far less arousing for Peter to own Sam than it was for him to own us. "I mean... Not like that!" he adds quickly. "But I guess I can be useful?"

"Oh, I know you can," Peter confirms, smirking, slipping the diamond in his pocket, wrapped in tissue. "Let's see..." he trails off. I suddenly wonder what Sam has been up to since he left me alone with Becca a week ago.

"So... I guess you'd like to hear the whole story, huh?" Sam asks, looking at Peter. Our master nods. "Right. So, when Becca showed up, interrupting my blowjob with your little slut here," he gestures toward me, "I panicked and left. I thought about using it on Diana, my ex," he continues, pointing at the other girl, "and for a while, it worked. I kept her locked in the house, used her for my own enjoyment, made her suck my dick, fucked her ass, all the good stuff, right?" Peter chuckles at that. "But Becca was trying to find me after she lost Lily. It took her a few days, but she eventually figured out where I was, heard about Diana. She showed up and tried to stop me. She almost did..." he trails off and looks at our roommate, mirroring Peter's curious gaze.

"This fucking idiot didn't hide the diamond properly," she explains, rolling her eyes.

"Seems like I'm pretty bad at that, huh?" Sam adds, smiling. "I'm not the brightest tool in the shed, I guess..."

"Anyway," Becca goes on, "I tried to take it and get rid of it, and I tried to flee with Diana, but the fucker got closer, and she stole the diamond back and used it on me."

"And that's how you got two bitches for the price of one," Sam concludes proudly.

Peter shrugs, still smirking. "I guess that's how I got three for the price of one, then," he replies, gesturing at us.

"You could say that," Sam laughs with us. "Good job then." That's at least one thing Peter was good for, I think to myself.


Trying to get all four of us to do different things at the same time is mission impossible. There are only so many things our master can think about at once... It becomes painfully apparent when Sam starts burning our dinner for the third time, turning around to give me a hand as Becca, Diana, and I struggle to set the table. Whenever Peter is distracted by his phone, our already poorly choreographed routine falls apart, leaving us suddenly chuckling at a funny video we can't even see, plates and silverware in hand.

I open my mouth to suggest a better course of actions, but Diana speaks first: "Sir, I think you need to pick one of us and focus on her, otherwise you're gonna get us all doing the same thing."

"It's a bit of a waste, really..." Becca sighs, making us all frown because of how she just stopped Peter from expressing his frustration himself. "Sorry... I mean... You've got three hot sluts and..."

"A useless piece of shit," Sam adds with a smirk.

"Yes, and a useless piece of shit," Becca goes on, "and you can't even make the most of it because we all act like a bunch of brain-dead robots if you don't focus on us."

Peter nods thoughtfully, a slight frown on his face. I sigh as well, realizing the logistics themselves are going to be a nightmare. "How the hell am I even going to keep you all fed, clean, and healthy?" he whines. The very idea of him having to keep this up for the rest of our lives is making me depressed. "And here I thought having a harem of mindless sluts would be fun," he adds with a sarcastic tone, and we all scoff.

"Well, you could always fuck us for as long as you can keep up and get rid of us when you're done, I guess..." I suggest pondering on the idea. "You could keep one or two of us or start from scratch from time to time, thanks to the diamond."

"What? And let you die?" he asks, not as shocked as I expected him to be. I mean... I'm only saying what he's thinking, so I guess he's already considering it. I'm more worried about how the police might investigate multiple people dying of dehydration and starvation, covered in piss and shit.

"Or just make us someone else's problem?" Becca interjects. Nah, that's stupid, I think to myself.

"And let others figure out about the diamond?" Peter asks. "I'd rather keep that part a secret." So would I...

We remain silent for a while, dinner forgotten. Finally, we all relax a bit. After all, this is a problem for later.

Peter walks toward Sam and puts his hand on his shoulder. He doesn't even have to speak. "Oh, right!" Sam exclaims, looking at Diana. She smirks at him. "I've spent the last year trying to get back with her..."

"There was no way in hell I was ever going to give this asshole a second chance..." Diana scoffs, "But I guess he found a way to get me for a while."

"I get that, pal," Peter sighs, shaking his head. "My ex was a crazy bitch as well." We all nod, even Diana. "I'm seriously considering using the diamond on her too."

"You totally should, man," Sam tells him, and we all nod in agreement. But the logistics... "Maybe once you're rid of us?" he adds.

Peter chuckles, tapping the guy's shoulder. I guess Sam was lucky enough to have his ex back for a few days. Now he's lost her again. Now she's Peter's personal fuckdoll, alongside Becca and me. The thought makes my insides burn with desire.

"You know what?" Peter asks. It's a rhetorical question, obviously. "I think I'm going to fuck your precious ex. See what all the fuss was about, right?"

"Right," Sam replies, his breathing a bit more ragged. He squirms uncomfortably on the spot, the bulge in his pants mirroring Peter's own erection. "And I guess I should watch, huh?"

"You should," Peter confirms, "I know you'll enjoy it just as much as I will. It's a shame. I would have loved to torture you with it, make you hate every second of it, but I guess knowing you're only loving it because I've stolen your will and made you my personal puppet will have to do."

Sam smiles, nodding. "I mean... I won't really enjoy it as myself. I'll just be acting out your desires."

"That's right," Peter laughs. He snaps his fingers at Diana, but the girl is already walking toward the kitchen table, her skirt and panties discarded on the floor. I'm rooting for our master to bend her over the table and just fuck her brains out. I don't recall ever being this horny! Diana must be feeling it, too, if the sight of her pussy juices glistening on her thighs is any indication. She climbs on the table, elbows on it, knees on a chair. She lifts her ass, offering herself to our master.

"It's about time a real man takes me," she says, her voice dripping with lust. "Sam was never any good at it." I can't tell if it's true or not, but it doesn't seem to matter much to me right now. I'm transfixed, forgotten. I'm out of the picture, frozen, only thinking about how hot this all is and how much I want Peter to push himself inside Diana's wet cunt.

"Ouch," Sam mumbles with quite a delay, staring at the girl he used to want for himself. "That hurts, baby."

Our master grins and steps behind Diana. "That's not all that's going to hurt," he promises, pulling his pants down, freeing his hard cock. I can't even breathe as I watch him position himself behind the blonde and slowly thrust himself inside her.

"Oh, yeah..." Diana moans as Peter starts fucking her, his hips slamming against her ass, his cock sliding in and out of her. I feel waves of arousal wash over me, and I instinctively start rubbing my crotch through my shorts. I'm barely aware I'm doing it, my eyes glued on Diana and Peter. "I'm yours! Fuck! Yes!" she groans. "Show that asshole what he's missing!" she adds. "He's so pathetic!"

"Fuck her! Becca blurts out. "Fuck the slut! Fill her up! Show him who owns her!" My roommate is panting, both hands inside her panties. Sam seems about to fish his cock out of his pants as well, but one glance from Peter makes him stop in his tracks. This is about humiliating him, after all.

As our master keeps fucking the girl he's stolen from his new pet, the room fills up with moans and grunts. In a way, we're all fucking Diana. In a way, she's even fucking herself. Peter keeps pounding her, his cock sliding in and out of her warm hole, his balls slapping her ass, her boobs bouncing back and forth under her, slipping out of her shirt. She's such a hot bitch, and we can't even help ourselves. As Peter's grunts become more erratic, his thrusts harder, and we all gasp in unison. I realize he's about to cum inside her. "Do it!" We all scream. "Fuck the whore! Fill her up! Oh, yes! Yes!"

Peter groans, and we all cum at the same time, our orgasms washing over us as our master fills Diana up with his seed. I'm trembling, my panties soaked, the muscles in my legs tense, my mouth open wide in a silent scream. When Peter collapses on the kitchen floor, we all fall with him, our legs giving up from under us. We hit the ground at the same time and lay there for a few minutes, panting and twitching.

After a while, an idea occurs to me. No, not an idea, a twisted desire. We all turn our heads to watch as Sam stands up, wobbly, and walks toward Diana, lying below the table. With nothing but a smirk on his face, he leans down. Diana spreads her legs, and Sam buries his face in her used cunt. He licks her clean, Peter's cum and Diana's juices dripping from his chin as he laps it up.

"Make sure to swallow it all," Peter orders him, his voice still a bit shaky from his orgasm. "I wouldn't want my mindless bitches to get pregnant. It would just complicate everything, wouldn't it?"

Sam looks up, licking his lips, his eyes glazed over. "Don't worry, boss," he says, "I've got it covered," he adds, slipping his fingers inside his ex's wet hole and scooping out some of the cum still inside her before sucking his fingers clean. "You should keep me around," he continues, "I'll make sure to clean your sluts up and eat all your cum for you."

Peter laughs at the offer, and we all chuckle with him. "I'll take it into consideration, buddy," he replies.


I wake up tangled in limbs and other naked bodies, and I stretch my arms, yawning with my master and his other sluts. Wishing to be groped, I push my chest out, offering my tits to him. He smirks and squeezes them for a bit, making me moan in appreciation. We all turn to look out the window as he lets go of my boobs, the bright morning sun shining on our naked bodies. "Wow, it's a beautiful day," Diana says, and we all hum in agreement.

"Should we go out?" I ask, smiling. I'd love to enjoy the sun, have Peter walk around with three hotties on his arm. Though... At this point, after days of servitude, I can't help but wonder if other people might be looking for us...

"I don't know if it's such a good idea," Becca answers, frowning. "I've been missing work for a while... Sam didn't exactly think about covering his tracks when he used the diamond on me..." What a fucking idiot...

"Shit," Peter mumbles, and we all sit up in bed, a little worried. "The first thing you're supposed to do when you turn someone into your mindless slave is to make sure not to raise suspicion! The idiot should have had you call in sick, at least!"

I sigh, a bit distressed but at least relieved to know Peter has been making sure I keep giving signs of life. "I'm not too worried about myself," I say, shaking my head. "But girls... You need to find a way to make sure no one comes looking for you. If the cops find out about the diamond, shit is gonna go south."

Where are their phones? Do they still have them? We need to know! "Sam took our phones," Diana explains, "I don't know where he put them. He made sure to hide them far enough that we wouldn't know where. He had us stay in the garden while he hid them somewhere in the house." The fucker! I mean... That's at least one smart thing he's done, no matter how inconvenient for us now, but now we need to know where!

"They're in the attic..." A muffled voice calls from inside the closet, surprising us. I had totally forgotten Sam had spent the night sleeping in there. "In a box with old toys, on top of the bookshelf." Peter glares in his direction, and I roll my eyes at the useless idiot hiding in there. "I'm an idiot, and I deserve to be locked up in a closet, sorry."

Alright! At least we know where the phones are. We'll need to make sure Becca and Diana let their friends and family know everything is okay. But first... "Alright, girls! Time to go to the bathroom, clean yourselves, eat breakfast..." Peter announces, clapping his hands.

The logistics are going to be tricky, so no time to lose. First, we should figure out who needs the bathroom more. Do I need to pee or shit? I try to focus. It's always pretty hard to figure out what I'm feeling without getting it all tangled with Peter's own needs and desires. "I think I need to pee, but I probably can hold it in," I announce, a bit unsure.

"I think I really need to go..." Diana mumbles.

Our master sighs, looking at Becca, who shrugs. "Okay, Diana first. I'll walk you to the bathroom."

The exercise is excruciating. One by one, Peter makes us pee and clean ourselves up. The poor man has to follow each of us to the bathroom and stay focused on us as we do our business. One can never be too sure. When I was alone with him, back in his apartment, I didn't require that much supervision. A vague desire for me to take care of myself was enough to animate me, but now that I'm one among four, our master needs to focus on who's doing what and when unless he wants to find the others covered in feces in no time. By the end, we're all starting to have a headache from the intense focus and effort required from him. Watching a naked hottie rubbing herself is one thing, but having to stand next to Sam as he showers turns out to be quite the ordeal for our poor master and us all. Getting us dressed is not any easier. Not that we can't do it; we're not that brain dead, but we seem to struggle to know who's clothes are who's since our master doesn't seem to have a clue either. Only when he focuses on having us figure it out for ourselves do we manage to do so.

Finally, we are gathered around the kitchen table, half set from the night before. There's no point worrying about how tasty the food is, I suppose, since we've lost any ability to enjoy anything by ourselves. Peter fills bowls with whatever he can find in Diana's cupboards and fridge and has us eat in silence. He looks at us one by one, having us raise our spoons to our mouths, chew and swallow. That little exercise lasts until our bowls are empty and we're all fed.

"Jesus Christ!" Becca groans, her hands on her temples. "This is harder than I thought!"

"Tell me about it!" our master complains. "I'm afraid I'm going to lose my mind trying to keep you all alive."

I sigh. "You should eat something, honey," I suggest. "Want me to..."

"No!" he interrupts me. "No, I'll do it myself, thank you," he insists. We all seem ready to jump to our feet and help him as he stands up and heads toward the counter but I guess no one wants a repeat of the burnt dinner incident from last night, so we relax. "I'm fine, I'm fine," our master mumbles. We watch him make himself a peanut butter sandwich and eat it in silence.

"Sorry..." Sam mumbles awkwardly. "I guess grocery shopping wasn't high on my priority list."

"I'll take care of it," Peter replies, nodding. He looks at us and smirks. Becca, Diana, and I exchange excited glances. I guess if he's going to struggle to keep us all alive, we might as well make it worth his while, right?

The three of us climb on the table, giggling, as Peter sits back on his chair, grinning. The girls and I walk on our knees, our master's eyes fixed on us as we start kissing each other. Becca's lips find mine first, and I feel Diana's hands cup my big tits, squeezing them. Our tongues meet and dance together, Sam's ex freeing my heavy breasts from my shirt and taking one of my hard nipples inside her mouth. My pussy is on fire as the girl starts sucking and licking my boob. Becca pulls away and starts making out with Diana. I switch places, kissing my roommate's neck and squeezing her ass, letting her take over as she pulls the blonde's panties to the side and plunges two of her fingers inside her pussy. Sam just stands there, ogling us, careful to stay away from the action.

Our moans fill the room, our bodies tangled together. Our master's breathing is heavy, and he's palming his crotch. I'm tempted to beg for him to join us, but I feel like keeping him on edge might be more fun for now, so we keep going. We have the whole day ahead of us, anyway, and the last thing we want to do is tire him out so early. Becca's fingers slide in and out of the blonde's wet cunt, her other hand cupping her boob, my lips on her neck. She's on her knees, her pussy leaking juices on the wooden surface of the kitchen table. Suddenly, I feel overwhelmed, and we all stop.

"I think that's enough, girls," Peter tells us, smiling. "I've got you three hot sluts to myself and a whole day to enjoy it. Maybe we'll go outside after all. Somewhere isolated... Where I can fuck you all in peace." That's a great idea! It's about time we went out and enjoyed the sun with each other. But first... "I'll go get your phones. It's time you girls reassure whoever might be looking for you and let them know you're fine, alright?" We all nod as he stands up, his bulge tenting his pants.


It takes a bit of convincing, but we manage to calm down our parents, our friends, and our teachers. Diana and I have been fired from our jobs, apparently, but the girl doesn't seem to mind, neither do I. None of us cares much for our own lives anymore. The diamond made sure of that. Becca's boss seems relieved to hear from her and doesn't hesitate to ask her if she needs more time to recover from her "illness" before coming back. There's no point in dragging this out, so she quits, telling her boss she's decided to take a break and travel to clear her head. Traveling, I guess, is one way of putting it. By noon, we've elaborated on the perfect lie to tell everyone. Diana and Sam are back together, surprisingly, and Becca and I are joining them on a road trip across the country. It could take a while, we tell them, and we won't have much reception where we're going, but we'll try to stay in touch.

I giggle as we drive through the national park, the forest surrounding the winding path. It's a beautiful day, and there's no reason not to enjoy myself until Peter decides to abandon us like used toys. It could be tomorrow or in a few months. Who knows? Maybe he'll give us to someone else, someone who will be less reluctant to take care of us, maybe?

"I know a guy who'd pay good money to have you three," Peter tells us, confirming my suspicions. "He's got a side business that would benefit from hot sluts who can do exactly what the clients want them to. He's a bit dumb, so I guess I could give come up with some bullshit to explain your... situation, without talking about the diamond."

"Oh! That's brilliant," I reply, smiling. Super prostitutes! That sounds like fun. I'd be great at that!

"And as for you..." our master adds, turning to look at Sam, sitting in the backseat with Diana, "I'm not sure yet."

Sam shrugs. "Maybe if you discount me enough, he'll take me as well?" he suggests.

"Yeah, maybe. Or maybe I could sweeten the deal by giving you for free? You could clean the place for him, keep it tidy, if he can keep you line."

"Sounds like a plan," the guy replies, nodding, clearly more than satisfied to be given away as a slave to some pimp.

We park the car in an isolated spot and get out. The place seems familiar, somehow. We'll be safe here, I think to myself. No one is around to interfere with Peter's control. "I used to come here a lot when I was young," Peter says. We follow him through a narrow path that leads to a clearing. "My father, rest his soul, used to take me fishing," he explains, pointing at a pond. It's such a peaceful place. I can almost remember it as if I'd been here before. "In all the years I've been coming here, I've never seen anyone," he adds. "It's like my own personal retreat. The perfect place to enjoy the sun and the company of three hot sluts like you."

"And a loser," Sam adds with a grin, always happy to humiliate himself and remind everyone he's just a worthless piece of shit.

Peter chuckles. "And a loser."

The clearing is littered with rocks of all sizes, covered in moss. The air is filled with the smell of nature and the sound of birds chirping in the trees. With the sun shining above our heads, it almost feels like we're still in the middle of the summer, though the reddening leaves above us tell a different story. I'm wearing shorts and a white tank top that doesn't leave much to the imagination, found in Diana's closet, and I keep blushing whenever Peter glances in my direction. Funnily enough, the same thing happens when he ogles my roommate and Diana. In our state, it doesn't really seem to matter who's who, I guess. "The more I get used to it, the more it feels like it's just me in four bodies at once," our master explains. "I don't even think you can be considered people anymore. It's like, when I look at one of you, I'm looking at myself, in a way." Jesus, that's deep, I think to myself. I'm just a part of him now. A part of his mind, a part of his will...

"Talk about a crazy way to masturbate, huh?" Becca jokes.

"That's right," Peter replies, chuckling. "Though I guess it's a bit more than that, no? I mean, it's definitely hotter to fuck a bunch of hot naked bodies than your hand, isn't it?"

"Totally," Becca agrees, shaking her tits to illustrate his point. They bounce up and down, and we all stare at them, transfixed, even Becca, momentarily fascinated by her own chest. "I mean... Masturbating is great and all, but there's nothing better than a nice pair tits, huh?"

"Or a tight wet pussy," I add, slipping a hand inside my shorts and rubbing myself for my audience.

"Or a nice round ass," Diana follows up, turning around to flash her butt at our master.

"Or a warm mouth," Sam intervenes.

"Shut up, loser!" We all tell him in unison before laughing. 

Our master sits on a big flat rock near the water, and we all sit around him. It's a beautiful day, indeed, and the perfect spot to enjoy it. "Let's just enjoy it while we can," Peter tells us, and we all hum in agreement, staring at the clear surface of the water. We all laugh all of a sudden as I realize how, for anyone else, the scene would look quite weird, like a bunch of cult members worshiping their guru.

"You know..." Becca says after a while, a grin on her face. "Maybe we really should travel, at least for a while."

"I'm considering it, girls," Peter replies, smiling. "I've been meaning to travel a bit, you know, see what's up out there. Who knows? But money has always been an issue."

"You could whore us out from time to time," Diana suggests. "You know, to make some money on the side or whatever."

"I could do that," our master agrees, nodding. I open my eyes wide, thinking about something else. Does any of us have any savings? Do I? I focus, trying to conjure up my own memories in the middle of Peter's emotions.

"I... Wait..." Diana mumbles. "Yeah. I've got some savings, actually. A lot. I've been saving for years now. You can have it." She smiles at our master.

"That's generous of you, Diana," Peter replies, smirking. Of course, he can have it! What use could we have for money now that we belong to him? 

"I've got some money too," Becca says, "A few grand, I think. Not much, but if you want..."

"I'm broke..." Sam sighs.

"Of course," Peter laughs and turns to me. "And you, Lily? Have you been saving money too?"

I shake my head, already disappointed in myself. "Not much... I'm a student..." I mumble apologetically. "But... I've got this..." I add with a smirk, cupping my boobs.

"I know, sweetheart," he replies. "Don't worry, you're more than enough compensation. I've had more than my share of fun with you."

I bite my lower lip, feeling my self-worth increase at his words. Diana and Becca are looking at me with pride in their eyes. They must feel the same. I'm not just any girl, I'm Peter's first slut. "So... are we traveling, or what?" I ask.

"Sure," our master shrugs. "Why not? We could stay away from the big cities for a while, go south, in the wild."

"And it will make our cover story more believable," Becca adds. "We'll post stories and pictures, keep in touch with our families, and we'll have something to show for it, right?"

Our master nods, smiling at his sluts. "Just what I was thinking."

"Obviously." we all reply in unison before chuckling.

We're all silent for a few minutes, staring at the water, the sun warm on our skin. It feels good being together like that, with nothing but the chirping birds to bother us. It's so quiet. It's almost like being alone with myself, in a way. I frown as I feel a pang of sadness. Peter's here, with three hot girls and a piece of shit, owning us, controlling our every action, and yet he's alone, isn't he? The frustration grows, a feeling of anger slowly mixing with arousal. Yeah, I think to myself, we're nothing but remote-controlled fleshlights, aren't we? A bunch of empty shells, only good at looking hot and spreading our legs.

I find myself wanting to shut up forever, to just be the mindless sex doll I really am. I stare into the void as our master stands up and starts undressing. I'm not even here. I'm just an object. I'm his. I pretend I care about him, but he's just pulling my strings, making me say whatever he wants to hear. Why lie to ourselves? I keep staring at the pond, not even glancing in his direction as he walks around us and moves behind Becca. He hasn't fucked her yet, has he? He pushes her to her knees, and she goes without a word, like a mannequin. He pulls her shirt over her head and grabs her tits, squeezing them, his cock hard, ready to fuck her brains out. My cunt is dripping wet, my panties soaked, but I don't move. No one moves, not even Becca, as he pushes her onto her hands and knees, pulls her shorts and panties to the side, and plunges himself inside her, the birds chirping, the trees rustling, the water shimmering in the sunlight. She's just a hole, after all. A sexy hole who can speak and smile and act, but who's nothing but whatever Peter wants her to be. He's alone. He's alone as he pounds my roommate from behind, her big tits swaying under her in rhythm with his thrusts. I recall her saying that it beats masturbation, that fucking us is better than fucking your own hand. I guess it's true. Being used like that is hot, hotter than just jerking off. But still... 

It takes me some focus not to moan as our master grunts and slams himself inside Becca's pussy, but I just want to remain silent. The others follow my example, the silence only broken by our master's groans as he uses the hot blonde to pleasure himself. Finally, after a while, he cums inside her, groaning, his hands on her hips. Becca doesn't make a noise as he fills her up, and neither do we.

Peter pulls out and catches his breath. "Well..." he mumbles. He sits back down on the flat rock, his cock slowly going soft between his legs, my roommate's juices dripping down his length. He looks at us. He looks sad. I'm sad. "It beats jerking off, for sure..." he says, and it's true. It does...

We stay still for almost an hour, my roommate's head low to the ground, her ass up in the air, filled with our master's cum, her clothes pulled to the side. It's both funny and pathetic seeing her like this, looking like a discarded toy. After a while, Peter starts humming a familiar tune. Soon, we're all humming it, and I relax. I guess it's alright, not being real for him. He's been alone for so long, he's used to it. At least he can play pretend. We're much more convincing than any imaginary friend.

As we keep humming, a branch snaps behind us in the forest. The way we all turn our heads at the same time with the same expression on our faces must look pretty creepy, especially for Becca, still on the ground in an unsettling position, her neck twisted as she gazes at the woods. Is someone there? We stare for a while, trying to make out the shape of a person in the bushes. Nothing moves. Nothing makes a noise. Nothing but the breeze in the trees and the birds chirping.

"I swear to God I'm becoming paranoid," Peter whispers, grabbing his underwear and getting dressed again. Can we sense someone? Are we feeling foreign desires? I'm the closest to the forest, so I stand up and move forward slowly, making sure not to stray too far. Maybe we should have figured out the range of our telepathic link, or whatever you call it... It would have been useful now...

"I'm not feeling anything," I announce. "I think we're safe." I turn around. The sun is moving behind the clouds, and it's getting colder. I notice I'm shivering as our master looks at me.

"Let's make a fire, shall we? Just like when my dad and I came here." A warm feeling spreads in my chest, and I smile. He was such a good man, Peter's dad. I mean, I've never met him, but I know what kind of person he was.

Diana, Sam, and I start picking up branches, leaves, rocks, and everything we need to build a campfire. It's easier to manage us when we all have the same task in mind. Becca, still on the ground, doesn't move. I don't want her to move. She's like a piece of modern art or a statue. A beautiful, obscene statue, with Peter's cum drying on her pussy and thighs.

Soon, we have a fire going. The smoke rises in the air, the crackling of the flames soothing to hear. It feels warmer already, the heat radiating from the fire. Becca is finally allowed to join us, stumbling before settling down next to me. It's quite hypnotic, staring at the dancing flames, the orange glow reflecting in our eyes. It's a shame we have no marshmallows. I'm starting to feel sleepy and emotionally drained. "Well, ladies," our master says after a while, "and gentleman," he adds with a chuckle, elbowing Sam. "I think it's time for a nap."


I'm dreaming about revenge and murder, and it's incredible. I can see myself choking Peter, the man who has stolen the love of my life, desecrated her body, made her his whore. I'm stabbing him again and again, his blood spurting on my face and my clothes. The dream grows unstable. I'm awake. I blink. A young man is making his way toward Peter, a gun in hand. The sun is setting below the mountains, and the fire is dying. Diana, Becca, and I sit back, so angry... We're so mad! I'm boiling, and I can see it on Becca's and Diana's faces, too. No... I realize Becca is looking ashamed, angry, and ashamed. I realize I love her, but I feel terribly sad for her. I look back at the young man. Dark hair, dark eyes. A few days of beard. Becca's ex.

"Wake up, motherfucker!" he yells, waking Sam up with a start.

Peter stands up, his hands in front of him. I suddenly feel confused and conflicted. Who's Becca's ex? I mean, I know who he is, but who is he? What does he want? I don't want him to hurt our master! Why does he have a gun? Well, obviously, to kill the fucker for what he's done to his lover, but why? "What the fuck, man?" Peter asks, looking at him.

"Shut up! I'll kill you!" the guy yells, furious. He's shaking. His eyes are bloodshot. "Where's the thing?"

What is he talking about? "What thing?"

"The magic thing! The thing you used on her, on them!" He looks at Becca, tears in his eyes. "I know what you did, you bastard!"

Shit... I don't know what to do... part of me wants to tackle him, take the gun from his hand, and feed him the bullet, but another part wants him to shoot. "The diamond? You want the diamond?" Peter asks, keeping his voice as steady as he can. I don't know how he's doing it because I feel like I'd be stuttering like an idiot if I were him.

"Stop talking and give it to me!"

"Okay, okay, man... Here..." Peter reaches for his right pocket, using the bottom of his shirt to cover his fingers, and I find myself hopeful. That guy has no idea what he's dealing with... All our master has to do is give it to him, just as he asked. "Take it!" he adds, throwing the diamond at him. Becca's ex lowers his gun and catches it, his eyes wide. Then, he just stands there like an idiot before smirking. We all smirk at him.

"I'm such a dumbass!" he blurts out. "This is way too easy."

"Jesus, Rigel, you're pathetic!" Becca scoffs, shaking her head.

"Well, I guess I can get some credit for trying," the guy shrugs, lowering his gun further.

Our master nods, a big smile on his face. "Yeah, I guess you deserve some," he laughs. "You certainly scared the shit out of me."

"No way we're keeping him, though," Becca complains. "Four of us are more than enough to take care of."

"Totally," Peter agrees. I look back at Rigel, wondering how the hell he managed to find us here.

"Becca told me about the thing, the diamond," Rigel explains. "I thought she was high on drugs or something. Then she stopped replying to my texts for days."

"Sorry..." Sam intervenes, scratching his head. "My bad."

"Anyway," Rigel goes on, "I looked for her everywhere, asked around. No one knew where she was and her phone was dead. But earlier today she texted me out of the blue, and she was... Weird."

"I guess it's hard acting natural when you're just a puppet, huh?" Becca jokes, bitter. I keep staring at Rigel, urging him to continue.

"That still doesn't explain how you found us," Peter points out.

"We've got an app on our phones," Becca's boyfriend answers. "We can locate each other with it."

We groan in unison. Why the hell didn't Becca warn us about it? "Sorry... I just didn't think about it. Or I guess..."

"I didn't think about it," Peter completes her sentence, nodding. "Yeah, you're not exactly good at thinking for yourself, are you?" We shake our heads, feeling quite dumb. "And I guess I'm not that great at it either," he adds, laughing at himself. "How long have you been watching us?"

"For a while," Rigel admits calmly. "I didn't know what was up. I thought she was just hanging out with her friends. I didn't want to be the crazy jealous boyfriend, so I stayed far enough for you guys not to see me. But when you fucked her..." he adds, shrugging. "I mean, that was fucked up and weird. I thought there was no way in hell she would let you do it. Not like that."

"Oh, baby... Jealous?" Becca teases. "I'm sorry. He's got a big dick, and he's got the magic thingy, remember?"

"He sure does," Rigel agrees, chuckling. "But that got me thinking back about the diamond and the magic powers and the mind control shit, and it all made sense. I mean, it didn't, but it certainly made more sense than Becca letting someone fuck her like a toy in the middle of the forest with a bunch of people watching."

Yeah, that makes sense, I think to myself, nodding. I look at the gun in his hand, still hanging low by his side. "And the gun?" our master asks.

"I mean... She was acting weird after days of not answering my texts. I located her in a national park, and I thought she was in trouble. I wanted to be ready, you know? Guess I'm still a coward... It took me forever to gather the strength to come here."

Well, that clears everything up... "Okay, well, I'm glad that's settled." Peter claps his hands, sighing. "Did you tell anyone what you were up to?"

"Nope."

"Good," our master replies, crossing his arms. There's only one last thing to do...

Rigel looks down at his gun, then back at Peter. He lifts the gun up, pointing it at himself. "Guess this is the end for me, huh?" he asks with a smirk.

"Looks like it," Becca replies, smiling at him. His gun, his fingerprints. By the time someone finds him, I expect there won't be much to find anyway.

The guy moves his index finger to the trigger and cocks the gun but freezes before he pulls the trigger. The diamond! "Oh, I guess you'll want that thing back, right?" he says, looking at his other hand before throwing the diamond back at our master. "Here you go."

By the time I realize our master's mistake, it's too late. Reflexes are a bitch. Peter moves his hands to catch the object thrown at him, and any emotions or desires pulling on my strings vanish before I can fully process what's happening. I stare at Rigel, still standing with the gun in his hand. He's looking ahead, a blank look on his face. I can see Peter in the corner of my eye, holding the diamond, silent, but I barely register it. The wind is howling, the birds are scattering in the trees, but I barely register it. I've got no desire to speak, no desire to act. My strings are loose, and my mind is like a discombobulated jigsaw puzzle. I'm nothing.

I don't really have any conception of time, but my distant body starts to ache. At some point, I fall to the ground, the moonlight reflected in the water, the smell of smoke in my nose. I can see Peter, still standing, still mindless, and Becca already lying down next to me, her eyes wide open, blinking from time to time, but I barely register it. There isn't much of a person in me to witness anything.

The stars are shining. The sound of rustling leaves, of night critters, of flowing water, are all distant, foreign. Somehow, a fleeting thought appears in my mind, coming from deep deep down. Maybe it's my exhausted brain misfiring, or maybe not, but I recall a question from university. If a tree falls in a forest and no one's around to hear it, does it make a sound?

THE END
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Here’s a sneak peek of Shared Custody

His voice was the only thing I could focus on as he slowly whispered suggestions into my ear, each one sending me deeper and deeper.

I could still feel the world around me, hear the fridge whirring in the kitchen, and the occasional sound of cars driving by. But it all seemed so distant, so insignificant compared to the soft, soothing sound of his voice. It was as if nothing else mattered apart from that voice, those suggestions, and my willingness to comply. He had done it, I thought to myself. He had taken away all of my control, all of my free will. For all I cared, he was my god, and I was his puppet. I was so fucking wet.

It had taken months to get here. I'd never been one to give up control to such a level before. Even though I'd fantasized about it, I'd never believed I could ever do it for real and never thought I'd trust someone enough. But Simon and I had been together for over five years now, and the trust was there. I had no problem submitting myself entirely to his control. When I had shared the fantasy with him, he had been surprised to start with, but in the end, he agreed that if it's what I really wanted, he'd be willing to give it a try. He'd been studying erotic hypnosis ever since.

I could only hear his trembling voice, and I could tell he was just as excited about what was happening as I was. It felt strange how I could still think freely, but the thoughts themselves kept dissolving before they could take shape, leaving only the voice. That incredible, hypnotic voice. And I was so fucking wet.

"Now..." his voice said slowly before he paused and took a deep, nervous breath. I am going to count down from five to zero, and when I reach zero, you will wake up, and once awake..."

I could feel my heart beating faster, my mind racing with anticipation, my clit throbbing, so fucking wet... While we had discussed what we were both comfortable with, he had kept the details from me. I had no idea of what he was going to do, and the thrill of not knowing sent chills down my spine.

"You'll find it obvious and completely normal to offer sexual relief when you suspect it may be desired, in the way you believe it might be desired, and if there's no objection to your offer, you will go through with the act, no matter how inappropriate it may seem to you under different circumstances."

I could feel my breathing getting deeper and heavier, and I could hear him breathing more heavily as well. The thought of him getting aroused by what was happening made me even more aroused, and by now, I was so wet it was starting to drip onto my thigh. I had always had trouble letting go of my inhibitions and had found myself stuck fantasizing about situations I was never brave enough to experience in reality. I was often so self-conscious that even vanilla sex sometimes felt too stressful. But now I was finally going to get the opportunity to let go and just let him enjoy my body without worrying about anything.

"You'll find providing such sexual relief just as normal and unremarkable as shaking someone's hand in greeting. There'll be no judgment, no moral dilemmas; it will simply be a service you'll offer and provide. It won't be a sexual act in the sense of being pleasurable or enjoyable to you, but rather just an act of assistance, an act of charity."

His words were echoing inside my head as my mind went wild, imagining what I was about to do to him. I was so fucking wet.

"Now, I'll count down from five to zero," he said, "and once I do, you'll open your eyes and wake up, and all of these suggestions will take effect immediately. Do you understand?"

I nodded, feeling his instructions taking root inside me, and he started the countdown.

"Five... four... three... two... one... and zero. Now awaken with all of these suggestions firmly imprinted in your subconscious mind and your body ready to carry them out."

I slowly opened my eyes and looked around the room. I saw Simon standing by the bed with his usual messy blond hair and his cute freckled face. I smiled and stretched, still in a bit of a daze. "Well, that was different," I said. I had been hypnotized by Simon before, but this was the first time it had felt so... real. "I can't remember a trance ever feeling that strong."

He chuckled. "It seems like the practice has paid off. So, how do you feel? Are you ok? Do you remember the suggestions I gave you?"

I sat up and tried to gather my thoughts. "Yeah, I remember, I think. Something about offering myself sexually. Not that I ever need to be hypnotized to do that."

He laughed. "Really? Seems like it worked then..."

Did it, though? Providing sexual relief was just a nice, helpful thing to do. Wasn't it? No big deal. I shrugged and stood up. I could tell by the way he was fidgeting that he was getting turned on, and the bulge growing in his pants was pretty hard to miss. "Do you need me to help you with that?" I asked, nodding toward his erection.

His face flushed. "I... uh, well, yeah, I guess so," he mumbled.

I smiled. "Hand? Mouth? Pussy?" I asked casually. Why did I ever have any reservations about doing this? "Or we can give anal a shot if you want. I'm up for anything." Of course, I was. How could I not be?

He looked at me, his eyes wide with surprise, and I could see his erection growing even bigger, his cock straining against his pants.

"Anal then?" I said and started to take off my jeans. "I took a shower just before the session, so I should be clean." I took them off, followed by my panties. I was about to remove my top when I noticed him standing there, transfixed on me. I chuckled and shook my head. "Want me or not?" I asked, chuckling. He really must have done a number on me if he was having such a hard time believing I was serious. Me, on the other hand... I was just happy to be of service.

"Oh, I want you, alright," he said, his voice trembling with excitement. He quickly took his pants off and stood in front of me, his cock rock hard and throbbing, waiting impatiently. "I'm just slowly wrapping my head around the fact that this is really happening."

I smiled, took off my top, and sat on the edge of the bed, my large natural tits hanging heavily. "Well, believe me, it's happening, and it's not going to be any more real later, so you better take this chance."

Who was I kidding? Of course, there'd be other chances. I was always ready to provide relief.

Before I had time to finish that thought, I could feel his hands on my shoulders as he pushed me back into a lying position on the couch.


I entered my cubicle, still panting from the run I just had to take to make it to the office on time. I dropped my bag next to my desk and slumped down in my chair, trying to calm my breathing and my heart. How could I have forgotten to set my alarm last night? I was usually the first one at work. Simon didn't help either, insisting on putting me under to remove my suggestions before I ventured out in the wild, so to speak. There was just no time for that, so I was left arguing with him about it and then rushing off. I told him I'd be careful and avoid any situation that would trigger the suggestions. It wasn't like hypnosis was supposed to make me do things I wouldn't want to do, anyway. Besides, I really didn't get why it got him so worried.

I was just starting to calm down when I heard a knock on the cubicle wall behind me. I turned to look and saw John leaning on the wall. The ugly fucker had his usual creepy grin on his face. "You seem a little flushed there, Ashley," he said. "Everything ok?"

I forced a smile. John had always creeped me out. There was just something about him that didn't sit right with me. He always managed to flirt with the limits of what is considered appropriate, always trying to push the boundaries but somehow always managing to stay just within the bounds of reason. "Yeah, just had a bit of trouble getting here on time," I answered, "but I'm fine."

He nodded. "That's Good to hear." He stood there for a moment, and I turned to start my computer, expecting him to leave. But when I looked back, he was still standing there—as usual, always ogling, never knowing when it was time to leave. "Anything else?" I asked, trying to sound friendly.

"Erm, yeah, actually. Curtis asked for your report on the last quarter’s sales. He needs it for the board meeting this afternoon."

I shook my head. "That's not what I meant by anything else, John," I said. "You've been leering at me since you joined the company. Enjoying the sight?"

He blushed and looked down. "Erm, sorry, I..."

"Relax," I interrupted him. "You're not in any trouble. I'm just wondering if that means you'd be interested in more." It took me a moment to even realize that what I had just said was completely out of character. Somewhere deep down, something was telling me this wasn't right. How could I be thinking about cheating on Simon and with someone like John? But that thought was quickly drowned by the calm conviction that it was perfectly reasonable to offer relief to anyone who seemed like they might enjoy it, and that's exactly what I was doing. While I didn't want to hurt my boyfriend, it felt silly that I'd let the idea of cheating on him stop me from being helpful. There wasn't anything wrong or even remarkable about providing that kind of relief. It was the most normal thing in the world.

John's eyes widened as his head shot up, and he stared at me, looking almost terrified. It was obvious he didn't believe that I was serious. "You're kidding, right? You're just fucking with me?" he asked, his voice trembling.

I sighed and moved my hands to my breasts. "Does this look like I'm fucking with you?" I said and unbuttoned my blouse, letting it fall open, exposing my boobs to him, only covered by a red bra. "I guess I normally wouldn't offer you that kind of... relief, but I've had a change of perspective." I chuckled as the absurdity of it struck me. "I guess one could say it's your lucky day. I'd suggest you don't waste the opportunity."

John's face had gone white. He was just staring at my boobs, mouth gaping. "I..."

"What do you want?" I said, unhooking the front clip on my bra. I was getting tired of waiting. I had a report to write, after all, and here I was, wasting time because of his indecisiveness. "How about I let you fuck my tits? You're always staring at them. Would that work for you?"

The question finally seemed to snap him out of it, and he nodded slowly, still gaping at me.

"Then come on," I said and stood up, letting the blouse fall off my shoulders and the bra following it down to the floor. I was fully aware that my cubicle wasn't providing much in terms of privacy, anyone being able to look above the short walls, and under normal circumstances, the thought of anyone walking in and seeing me like this would have terrified me, but now it just didn't matter. "We don't have all day." I stepped toward him and reached down to unbuckle his pants, pushing them down his legs along with his underwear. His cock sprung up, hard as a rock and already dripping pre-cum. I knelt down in front of him, cupping my breasts and pushing them together, and looked up at him. "Come on, then," I said. "Fuck my tits."

He didn't have to be told twice. He placed a hand on my shoulder to keep his balance and started thrusting his cock between my breasts as I spat on them and squeezed them together around his shaft. His thrusts were short and quick, and his breathing was already heavy. "Oh god, Ashley, this is so hot. I've dreamed of doing this for so long."

"Have you?" I asked, genuinely curious about what kind of fantasies he was having about me.

"Yes," he said between gasps, his thrusting getting quicker. "Ever since I first met you... Oh fuck yes... you're always wearing these sexy tight sweaters and blouses, showing off your big tits, teasing me."

"Well, I guess you can enjoy them as much as you want now. You better take the chance while you can." I smiled as he stared down at me, a look of confusion mixed in with his pleasure. I wondered how I would feel about it when Simon had taken the suggestions away later. I had a hard time imagining feeling wrong about something so trivial.

He was grunting and gasping loudly now. "Oh fuck, Ashley. I'm going to come," he cried out, his thrusts getting erratic.

"Come on then," I insisted, increasing the pressure my tits were putting on his cock. I could feel his legs trembling as his thrusts got slower and more deliberate, and the look on his face changed into a grimace. Finally, his body tensed, and he let out a loud cry of pleasure as his cum started spurting out over my chest and face, and I kept squeezing his cock between my breasts until he collapsed against the opposite cubicle wall.

I got up and picked up a few wet wipes I had in a drawer and started to wipe myself off. Now that I had done my part to provide him with the relief he needed, I was suddenly a bit more conscious about being caught. I was just finishing cleaning up and was putting on my bra again when John finally got his pants up and buckled.

He seemed about to leave without a word when he stopped and turned around. "What did you mean that I better take the chance while I can?"

I frowned, looking at him as I buttoned my blouse up. I could feel the conflict building inside. "Well, I've had a change of perspective, like I said, but it won't last, so... you know, carpe diem."

"What kind of change of perspective?"

I clenched my teeth. I didn't want to tell him about my boyfriend hypnotizing me. That was private. But... "Does it turn you on, the idea that what I just did was out of character? Do you like the idea that I'm under some kind of influence, that I'm doing it because I was told to?" I asked. "Do you like the idea that I've lost control?"

"Have you?" he asked, his voice trembling again. He clearly did.

"My boyfriend and I are into hypnosis," I said, finding it easy to share the information now that I knew it would be exciting to him. "He put me under and gave me some suggestions. One of those suggestions was to offer sexual relief to whoever seemed like they wanted it, so..." I shrugged. "You can consider it an unusual one-nightstand if you want."

He stared at me. "Why are you telling me all this?" he asked.

"Because you're a creep," I said and smiled when I saw him cringe. "And because I think you like the idea of me being out of control."

"And... if it turns me on, you're ok with telling me about it?"

I chuckled. "I'm okay doing whatever you like if it turns you on, John," I said, "until the suggestions are removed."

"And your husband was alright letting you loose like this?" he said. "Is he into that kind of thing?"

"Oh God no, he wanted to take the suggestions away before I left, but I didn't have time. I was already late for work. I always liked the idea of being a fuck toy for everyone, but it was supposed to remain a fantasy limited to our bedroom, I guess..."

John seemed to be processing the information I had given him. "So... if I asked you to do something else for me..."

I rolled my eyes. "I've just told you, John, I'm fine with anything you want to do. As long as it's sexual, of course."

He nodded slowly and stood there silently, seemingly thinking, his face tense. "That hypnosis stuff..." he said, gulping as he paused. "I like that idea."

Of course, he did. The pervert. "And?" I asked. "What are you getting at?" He really seemed to need help getting to the point. Though I should have, I felt no discomfort leading him to the horrifying conclusion that was obviously running through his head and mine.

"It'd be hot if I could hypnotize you."

Finally, there it was. I could feel a new wave of objections deep down. Maybe that was the silent observer hypnotists sometimes talk about, the part of the subject's mind that's always there, that's always observing, and always has objections. Wasn't it supposed to be safeguarding me, to prevent unwanted suggestions from taking hold? It certainly wasn't doing that now, or at least it felt like it was failing miserably. The idea of letting my disgusting creep of a coworker try to hypnotize me and give me suggestions should have repulsed me and should have horrified me, but it just didn't. I wanted to satisfy his desires, and this was obviously something he desired. Again, no big deal, right?

"It took us a while to get that right, though," I said. "Months, actually."

He seemed defeated for a moment.

"But Simon put a trigger on me," I said. "It makes it easier for him to get me into a trance. Do you know anything about hypnotic triggers?"

He nodded. "A bit, yes. I've... read a little about hypnosis."

Read a little... More likely, he had masturbated furiously to every story he could find online about evil men hypnotizing young women to do their bidding.

"I can tell you the trigger, and then all you have to do is to try to put me under and give me some suggestions."

"Really?" he asked, his eyes wide.

"Really," I answered. "But I'd recommend you be careful about what you try and make me do. I don't think you'd like the attention you'll get if I start acting too out of character."

"You mean like titfucking a random coworker in your cubicle?" He grinned.

I cleared my throat. "Touché," I said. "I guess Simon and I haven't been as smart as we thought about that, so, you know, heads up."

His grin widened as he nodded. "What's the trigger?"

"Simon's idea, so it's kinda cheesy," I said and rolled my eyes. "Let me write it down. I don't wanna put myself under."

"Do it!" I heard him say as I was writing it down. I looked at him, his eyes wide with anticipation, the bulge in his pants obvious.

I smiled and opened my mouth. "Delightful dreams..." I said and immediately felt the trigger take effect. I could feel myself falling backward, falling into a trance.
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