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Augmenting The Girlfriend (The Magic Glasses Book One)


I had no idea which of my fares had left the glasses.

I was at the gas station when I found them, tucked in the space between the backseat and the door. From the look of them (sleek, black, thicker than you'd expect) there was only one customer they could've belonged to: the guy in a business suit who'd spent the whole drive chattering into a cell phone. But he wasn't wearing glasses then. So where'd they come from?

I tucked the mystery into the back of my mind and headed back to work. This lunch break had been particularly productive, with four completed fares in my hour out of the office. I wasn't a cabbie by trade – I worked for a small firm that managed accounting software for businesses – but in this economy, you did everything you could to help make ends meet, and that included turning my car into a taxi cab during my lunch break. So far the money had been pretty good, good enough for me to eat a sandwich at my desk and spend my lunch hour driving people around. My job already being in the heart of downtown didn't hurt, either.

The glasses were still there where I'd left them at the end of the day, a glint of light reflecting off them as they sat in my cup holder. I'd just about forgotten about them, and regarded them with something a little bit like suspicion. I pulled out my phone and scrolled through my e-mail, checking to see if any of my fares had registered a complaint or sent a request for the glasses to the company. There weren't any.

“Huh. Well, finders keepers, I guess,” I said, turning them in my hands. Maybe whoever had lost them hadn't realized it yet. In that case, I told myself, they must've been mighty well-off. The glasses looked expensive.

I held them up at arm's length, glancing through them. The dashboard of my car looked the same – no distortion, no things suddenly getting bigger. Even reading glasses would have magnified the view. Maybe these were just vanity glasses, a pair with plastic frames designed to make the wearer look more intelligent.

“I bet that's it,” I said, starting my car. “Whoever lost them knows I know they're fake, and they're too embarrassed to ask for them back.” It wasn't the most logical of guesses, but it worked to assuage my guilt.

I tucked them in my pocket and drove home.

The glasses weren't really on my mind – it was hard for any one thing to be when I was so broke – so I didn't think about them again until I plopped down on the couch forty-five minutes later, beer in hand. For a while I was alone in the apartment – my girlfriend Kimberly would be home a little later – and I liked to use the time to decompress a bit while switching gears from work to home. But sitting down, I felt something sticking into my thigh. It was the glasses. I had brought them home with me, almost without realizing it.

“Oh, shit,” I said aloud. Dimly, I wondered if I could get in trouble for trying to sell the things. If I could find the store they came from, I could pretend I'd bought them and return them.

I held them up, looking through them again. “I forgot about these,” I said.

I glanced through the lenses – and frowned. The world looked different somehow. The light coming through the window had a greenish tint, and there was something...wobbly about the image. I looked closer, and eventually slipped the glasses on.

Things did
 look different. It was almost like looking at the world through an Instagram filter. The apartment looked sharp, film-quality...

A single word floated in my vision. “Calibrating...”

My eyes widened. The word was floating in mid-air, blocky and white. As my eyes darted around, the word moved along with it, staying directly in the center of my vision.

“What the fuck...” I whispered.

The words blinked out. In their place, boxes began to grow, stretching out along the flat surfaces of my apartment. Most of them contained things I didn't understand – lines that looked like computer code, logos from different tech companies, an unreadably tiny copyright scrawl in legalese. But there at the bottom, sitting on the floor in an ornate box designed to look like a wrought-iron fence were the words:

MasterGaze – Prototype 1.0 – Use Any Command To Continue

I stared at it, completely floored. Two thoughts bounced around my head: one, that this was no ordinary pair of glasses, and two, what the hell did 'use any command' mean?

I glanced around, wondering if some sort of...I didn't know, command console would appear, like an on-screen keyboard. The words wobbled along with my view, but remained fixed to the screen.

What the hell had I stumbled into?

“Hey babe,” a voice said. “What are you doing?”

I snapped out of it with a start, flailing on the couch. The words and boxes I'd been staring at disappeared, leaving an unrestricted view of the apartment. Standing just inside the doorway was my girlfriend, Kimberly, looking exhausted. I hadn't heard her come in.

“Me?” I felt suddenly guilty. “Uh, nothing much – just kicking back.”

“Sounds like a great idea,” she said, walking into the kitchen. I heard her open the fridge and rummage around. “I could go for a beer myself. You wouldn't believe the patient I had today...”

Kimberly was a physical therapist – it was how we'd met, actually. A friend of mine was injured in a car accident and had been assigned to her. At the time I thought she was a miracle worker: in the six months since we'd started dating, I learned just how much work went into the miracles.

She walked into the room then stopped halfway to the couch, looking at me with a quizzical expression. “What the hell are those?” she asked.

“What, these?” I spent a frantic moment wracking my brain for any kind of lie that sounded believable, then decided to go with the truth. “I found them in the back of my car.”

“What?” She twisted open the bottle of beer and took a sip. “Who's been in your car?”

“I was doing the thing,” I said, “you know. Where I pick people up on my lunch break.”

She gave me a worried look. “Again? You know I don't like you doing that, Stephen.”

It was a fight we'd had before. Kimberly thought me moonlighting as an amateur taxi driver was a good way to get some crazy person who tears up the car – or some psycho who murders me. Which is why I only ever do it in the middle of the day.

“Babe, the money is too good,” I said.

She shook her head. “You said you wouldn't any more. I don't want to come home one day and find you with a black eye – or worse – from picking up some drunk.”

“That's why I'm only doing it on my lunch break,” I said, launching into my well-trod justification. “I...”

After a few seconds, she gave me a worried look. “What?”

The screen inside of the glasses had lit up like a Christmas tree. Somehow it must not have been noticeable. There was a faint gold outline around my wife, like an aura, and a little box floating next to her head that said:

“It looks like you're navigating a tricky conversation. Would you like some help?”

Shit yeah, I would. I'd do just about anything to get out of a fight with Kimberly – she was vicious when she got angry. I glanced around, looking for any kind of command prompt.

“Hello?” Kimberly looked at me with concern. “Are you okay?”

I snapped back to her. Now that I was looking over, I could see a prompt – something like a green check mark, with a red 'x' floating next to it.

“Yeah, I'm fine,” I said. “I kind of just zoned out there.”

She sighed heavily. That was never good. “Stephen,” she said, her voice becoming heated, “you promised
 me you'd cut that out. The fact that you didn't...”

I focused on the check mark and blinked once, hard.

In an instant, the anger was gone from her voice. “The fact that you didn't...makes me so proud of you, Stephen.”

What? Proud? “Huh?” I asked.

“Doing a thing like that is so
 dangerous,” she said. “It means a lot to me that you're willing to risk yourself like that just to help make a life for us. It really shows initiative.”

I was flummoxed. I hadn't really expected anything to happen. Was this real? “Um... thanks.”

“I'm serious,” she said, putting a hand on my thigh. “I want you to know I admire you so much. Thank you, baby.”

“You're welcome,” I managed to stammer.

She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. “Anyway,” she said, standing up, “I'm going to take a quick shower. Then how about we fix some dinner. Stir-fry sound good?”

“Yeah,” I said. “That sounds great.”

I watched her retreat down the hall, practically skipping as she walked away. My mouth dropped. As soon as she was out of sight, I ripped the glasses off and stared at them.

“No way,” I muttered. It had to be a coincidence. I just happened to be wearing the glasses the one time Kimberly decided to let me win a fight.

But...I turned them over in my hands. She turned on a dime
. Normal people didn't do that.

Experimentally, like I was afraid they were going to bite me, I slipped the glasses back on. I had to know what else they could do.

A few minutes later, I heard the shower turn on. I was already lost in thought, my eyes darting around the glasses' operating system. Most of the functions were completely unknowable to me – collections of symbols and signs that looked like they were made up of Russian letters – or didn't make any sense. Like, what was CODE PINK OVERDRIVE supposed to do? Eventually, though, I found something that seemed self-explanatory.

“Command Mode,” I whispered, reading the words off the center of the screen.

I decided I'd try a test. Walking over to the full-length mirror between the living room and the kitchen, I stared at my reflection. Huh, I don't look half bad in these,
 I thought.

A shimmer appeared around my reflection. After a few moments, it turned a deep honey-gold. I glanced over at the Command Mode prompt, noting with a little chuckle that my reflection did as well, and blinked to turn it on.

“Okay,” I said. “Lift your left arm-”

My arm jerked up, fingers stabbing skyward in a crazy salute. I took an involuntary step backwards, unable to believe it. Had my arm shot up of its own accord, or had I secretly wanted to lift is? Was I just psyching myself out?

I had to know. I put my hands behind my back, clenching my fingers. “Okay...” I said, trying to come up with a command. “How about you jump-”

Thud! I lept into the air and came down. I snatched the glasses off, terrified of what I might do to myself without even thinking.

“Honey?” Kimberly's voice came from the bathroom, muffled. “Is everything okay?”

“Yep,” I said, trying to keep the panic out of my voice. Inside my head, words were rolling through in a rush: holy shit this is real holy shit it really works


I stared at the glasses, regarding them with awe. How powerful were they? What else could they do?

Before I could reach a conclusion, Kimberly came up behind me. She'd changed into a faded old t-shirt and a pair of very short jean shorts. She never wore those – she knew I liked them – was this part of the glasses' power, too? Did she choose to wear them because the glasses told her to let me win a fight?

She put her hands around me and hugged me from behind. Her hair was up in a towel and it felt slightly damp against the back of my head.

“Love you,” she said. “Ready to make dinner?”

I had to know. I knew if there was one chore Kimberly hated, it was fixing dinner alone. Prank or no, there was no way she'd agree to that. “Actually,” I said, putting on the glasses, “I think you should fix dinner by yourself tonight.”

To my surprise, she grinned. “I was just about to suggest that myself,” she said. “You've had a really long day. Why don't you relax for a bit and I'll have dinner ready in a little while?”

“Sure,” I said, plopping down on the couch. “And by the way...”

She turned. “Yes, babe?”

I held up the empty beer bottle. “Can you bring me another one of these?”

She laughed. “Sure thing.”

That sealed it. There was no way Kimberly would have done either of those things, even on her best mood, without the slightest bit of pushback or resistance. It was the glasses. I had heard about augmented reality before – but these things were taking it to a whole new level!

She came back out, a fresh beer in hand. “Here you go,” she said. “Dinner'll be ready in a little bit.”

She walked off with my empty. I watched her ass as she walked away in those tight little jeans, a telltale bulge starting to rise up in my pants. I was sure of it now – there was nothing
 I couldn't make her do.

Nothing.

She was facing away from me as I walked into the kitchen, focused on placing a pot on the stove and dripping some oil onto it. I heard her humming some tune from the radio as I got closer. Her curves were amazing: she was a definite hottie, and not one of those girls who was a cold fish in the bedroom, either. I played over her good qualities in my mind as I came up behind her: she was funny, and kind, and always there when I needed her. In fact, she was almost the perfect girlfriend.

Still, I thought with a smile: why settle for almost
?

“Turn around, baby,” I said, making sure Command Mode was switched on.

She spun around, a smile crossing her face as she saw me. “Hey baby, what's up? You still wearing those things?”

“You love the way I look in these,” I said.

A broad grin split her features. “I was just
 about to say. They make you look kinda sexy-”

“Drop to your knees and give me a blowjob,” I commanded. “Right now.”

A confused look crossed her face, then she fell to her knees on the linoleum. Staring straight ahead, she unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock – which was already stiff as a board. She looked up at me, as if in expectation.

“Make it good,” I said. “The best one you've ever given.”

Just like that, I was buried in her to the throat. I let out a moan and tangled my hands in her hair as she slid me into her over and over, letting me feel the ridges of her throat. I was amazed: usually Kimberly hated giving blowjobs; they were typically saved for 'special occasions' like my birthday. And her gag reflex usually kept her from doing anything but kissing and sucking the head of my dick when she did
 blow me. This girl on my cock was practically unrecognizable: she worked her tongue around my shaft before taking it all the way down her throat, like a pornstar. Dimly, I wondered where she'd learned all this from.

“Yeah,” I said, pulling her off my cock enough for her to look up at me. “You like that?”

A look of confusion crossed her face. “I...I don't know!”

This was interesting. “Then why are you doing it?”

Her mouth moved silently, like she was searching for an answer. “I don't know...you told me to do it, and I did. I just felt like I had
 to, like it was the only right thing to do.”

I smiled with relief. This was a problem I could easily fix. “You did it because you love doing it,” I told her.

Her eyes rolled back in her head and she shuddered. “That's right,” she whispered, as if remembering something she'd forgotten. “I love sucking your cock.”

“You love sucking my cock whenever I want it, because it feels so good.”

“God yes,” she said, taking me all the way down her throat before pulling me back out again. “It feels just as good for me as it does for you.”

I took her by the back of the head and looked her in the eyes. “You will suck my cock whenever I tell you,” I said.

Her aura glowed for an instant, then went back to its normal radiance. “Of course, baby,” she said, teasing the tip of my dick with her tongue. “I would never want my big, hard man to get blue balls, now would I?”

I couldn't take it anymore. I grabbed Kimberly by the neck and forced my cock deep into her mouth. Taking her by the ears, I ground against her until I was practically fucking her throat.

“You're going to swallow every drop of my come,” I said. “You love the way my come tastes.”

She couldn't speak, of course, but I heard her gasp her assent in a muffled voice, Either way, it didn't matter, because I was about to come. I could have given less of a shit about anything else – I wanted to coat my girlfriend's throat in hot come, and nothing else mattered.

With a groan, I let go. Kimberly immediately stopped her deep throating and moved to milking every drop of pleasure out of my cock, twirling her tongue around my head as burst after burst of hot, sticky come filled her mouth. I always came more than usual from Kim's blowjobs, just from the rarity of them, but I had had no idea I could shoot such a huge load. She took it gamely, without spilling a drop.

When I was finished, she opened her mouth to show me what I'd deposited inside of it. With a smile, she put her lips together and made a theatrical swallowing motion, her grin widening as she drank down my load. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen her do.

She stuck her tongue out, mouth open. “See? All gone!”

Fuck. Just the sight of her was making me hard again. I wanted to do nasty things to this girl, things she'd have been shocked and appalled to even think about before I'd taken her will away.

Kim obviously noticed it too. “My, you're still so hard,” she said, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. “That come was so good, Master – I mean, Stephen. Actually, would you mind if I called you Master from now on? At least while I'm on my knees for you, I mean.”

I smiled. “Of course, pet.” I watched with pleasure as her body shuddered with ecstasy at hearing me call her that. “In fact, I command you to call me 'Master' whenever we're alone. I suggest that you love doing it.”

“I do,” she moaned. “Master.”

Looking down at my girlfriend, transformed almost in the blink of an eye into a submissive slut, I felt a strange combination of lust and shame. Lust for all the things I wanted to make her do – the fact that she'd never given me anal before was foremost on my mind – and shame that I was, well...taking over her mind. Turned her into a slave, a toy, a fuckdoll. I felt a little bit guilty about that.

“Babe,” I said, “there's something I've got to tell you.”

She was already standing up, letting me know by obvious signs that she wanted me to follow her to the bedroom. “Yes, Master?”

“I just wanted you to know,” I said, cursing myself under my breath, “these glasses I found...they're special.”

“They look so great on you, Master,” she said with a big grin.

“It's not just that – they have some kind of power. I...made you do these things. Am
 making you do these things. The way you're feeling right now – I'm making you feel it.”

She frowned, looking a little confused. “Master – Stephen – do you think I'm upset?”

“I don't think you have the capacity to be
 upset anymore,” I said.

Surprisingly, she laughed. “Why would I want to be upset, Master? I love being a submissive slut for you. I've never been so happy in all the time we've been together. I...I love you, Stephen. Master.”

She was looking at me with a mixture of gazes – the love Kimberly had for me along with the uncontrollable lust I'd made her feel. Maybe I was selfish, maybe I was being an asshole, but I looked into those eyes and I saw peace. Happiness. An eagerness to explore each others' bodies, to fulfill each others' deepest, darkest fantasies. I mean, sure, her fantasy was now fulfilling my
 fantasy, but what was so wrong with that?

“Alright,” I said. “Just checking.”

“Come on,” she said, taking me by the hand. “You keep those sexy-ass glasses on and you can tell me all about those things you've been secretly wanting to do...”

I said a silent prayer of thanks to whoever left me those glasses. Life was never going to be the same.


Augmenting the Girl Next Door (Return of the Magic Glasses Book One)


This wasn't my package.

It was sitting on the steps like a little lost puppy, waiting for me when I opened the door. I looked up from it just in time to see the delivery truck speeding around the corner, well out of shouting range. I waved my hands and yelled anyway, but it didn't do any good – the driver didn't see me.

I sighed. I had been waiting for days for my new guitar to arrive. The company's tracking system, which I'd been refreshing obsessively ever since I placed my order, said it would be delivered today: and here was my package, as promised. Only this couldn't be a guitar – a guitar was typically big, and heavy, and at the very least two or three feet long.

This was barely the size of a paperback book, so unless I'd accidentally ordered the world's smallest guitar, there had been a mix-up somewhere.

As I stood there, I heard the sound of a door swinging open. It was Monica, picking a package off her front porch. She turned in my direction and looked at me over her dark glasses.

“Hi, Spence!” She waved. Just the sight of her stirred all sorts of conflicting emotions in me. I wanted to run and hide – but I also wanted to stand there all day, drinking in the sight of her young, gorgeous body. Today she must've been doing some yard work, because she'd stripped down to a tight white tank top and a pair of cutoff jeans. I loved nothing more than to catch a glimpse of her in the backyard, bent over a piece of equipment with her firm, round ass in the air, or laying out back tanning with nothing more than a flimsy piece of fabric covering her mouth-watering breasts. It was hard to decide which was Monica's best feature, but I'd spent several sleepless nights trying to decide ever since I'd come home for Spring Break. She was my fantasy girl, and I wanted nothing more than to get a chance to see exactly what was underneath that tank top and jeans.

Which was why I'd bought the guitar, actually – I'd seen on Facebook that she had a thing for musicians. Her last three boyfriends had all played guitar, and I'd been hoping to get an in and be the fourth.

I waved back with a smile I hoped didn't seem forced. “Hey Monica! Nice day!”

“Yeah, it's lovely.” She held her package up with a grin, as if to say okay, gotta take care of important stuff now.
 “See ya!”

I stood there, my hand frozen in a wave, as she went back inside and closed the door.

I was fuming as I walked back inside. This was stupid! A girl like her wouldn't even give me the time of day – I was sure that in her own social circle back at college, nerds like me were discussed and laughed at. I tossed the package on the couch and went to get a beer.

Briefly, I considered going to the computer and blowing off some steam with some hypnosis porn. It was a little embarrassing, but lately all my fantasies had been trending in that direction. I'd found some pictures a few weeks ago while looking through a blog site of women being hypnotized – girls in skimpy schoolgirl outfits and professional attire with spirals in their eyes, on their knees for men or bent over spreading themselves wide for the taking. The pictures had been captioned and usually had stories attached, too. Looking at them had been like someone had flipped a switch inside me – I imagined it was sort of like discovering what you were into for the first time. I was into this, in a big way – and all I could think about was how good it would feel to do the same thing to Monica, to have her on her knees calling me her Master, to have her willing and eager to do anything I wanted. To have anyone I wanted
 willing to do that.

I sipped the beer. My cock was stirring in my pants, but before I took care of myself I wanted to see exactly what was in that package I'd received. Part of me held out hope that this was somehow going to work out in my favor: maybe my guitar had gotten swapped for a fancy tablet computer, or a diamond ring, or something else that was worth a lot of money. Maybe I could sell whatever it was and bu a guitar. The pawn shop downtown was only about a half hour away...

I tore one end of the package open after struggling with the flap. I flipped it upside down and watched as two items dropped out and onto the cushion of the couch – a pair of glasses and a piece of paper. Glasses?


Shit
, I thought. I've got some guy's prescription eyeglasses. Somewhere some poor guy is staring at my guitar thinking, 'but I can't see!'


I turned the glasses over in my hands, looking them over. They were matte black, sleek and slightly heavier than I'd have expected. Glancing at the lenses at an angle, they did that blurry rainbow refraction thing that 3D stuff did when you weren't looking at it at the proper way. I'd never seen glasses do that before.

If I had been hoping the paper would make things clearer, maybe even give me the name and address of the person this package was intended for, I was mistaken – the page was completely blank except for a small, handwritten note:

“Put them on. ~S.” I said the words out loud, frowning. This didn't make the slightest bit of sense. What optometrist would leave a note like that?

Curious, I slipped the glasses on.

The world went black.

Before I could scream or rip them off, the display – part of me already realized this had to be some kind of interface device – exploded with color, bringing the world back in bursts. My living room was overlaid with bright blue, then red, then green. Primary colors
, some part of my brain said. Then the thing finally settled down. I was staring at my living room, and everything looked exactly the same through the glasses except that there were now words floating in mid air, written in old-school command prompt font...

Booting complete...

Operating system loaded...

User Synchronization 100%!

Welcome to MasterTech!

The lines faded out as my eyes passed over them, as if the glasses were keeping tabs on what I was looking at. Which, I realized with a start, it was.

Please point the glasses at a flat surface.

I blinked a few times, then did what it said. The words faded out as I walked over to the wall facing Monica's house. I remembered hearing about stuff like this before – augmented reality glasses that let you do things like surf the net and take pictures while wearing them, but I had no idea they'd come so far so fast. Were these some company's prototype, something that'd be on store shelves next Christmas?

I felt the glasses hum gently, settling against my nose. Then words appeared on the wall, a couple paragraphs of them, seeming to rise up out of the plaster like the embossing on a wedding invitation. The effect was seamless; if this was the work of some company, I was already impressed.

I read over the words, eyes widening after the first few words. Then I read them again.

Spencer,

Thank you for activating your MasterTech augmented reality glasses. You have been chosen to receive these because of your interest in hypnosis, as well as because I just felt like it. You remind me of myself a few months ago, and I'm excited to see where your journey takes you.

I've installed some helpful tutorials to get you acclimated to the glasses' features – you can access them by glancing up at the “MT” symbol in the top-left of the display at any time. It might seem like the learning curve is a little steep, but you'll get the hang of it. You wouldn't believe how long it took ME to figure everything out without them!

I'd recommend giving Seduction Mode a try first off. It's a good 'un. How about you turn it on and go have a chat with Monica?

Oh, and sorry about the guitar.

~Stephen

Like any young man caught out on his porn habits, my first reaction was shame. How the hell does he know I'm into hypnosis?
 I thought. Then, wait...Seduction Mode?


I glanced over at the logo in the corner, which was conveniently beamed onto a section of the wall. Stephen, whoever he was, was right – the glasses responded smoothly to commands. This was a pretty advanced piece of hardware.

“Seduction Mode” popped up in pale pink letters, followed by a series of short instructions embossed on the wall beneath:

Hello, and welcome to Seduction Mode! Instructions are as follows:

1)   
 Target will auto-select when in field of view. Blink to confirm activation of mode.


2)   
 Engage target in conversation. The Seduction Applet will automatically amplify target's brainwaves and emotions.


3)   
 Like all applets, you can control the level of Seduction Mode via the small gauge in the bottom-left corner of the screen. Gauge appears once Seduction Mode active.


I read over the instructions, and again as soon as I was done they faded out. That was a pretty cool little trick – and suddenly, I was wondering what other kind of tricks they could do.

“No way.” I took the glasses off and held them in my hands, staring down through the lenses. The few words on the display twisted as I glanced at them, jumping from surface to surface. “This has to be some kind of prank...right?”

There was only one way to find out.

Monica was busy when I got to the short chain-link fence that separated our properties: she was bent over adding gasoline to her lawn mower. The fabric of her jeans stretched against her thighs, letting me know exactly how the pose would look if she was naked. Which, if these glasses were real, she might be soon.

I put down the six-pack of beer I'd grabbed from the fridge and twisted one open, taking a swig. When I looked back, there was a pale white rectangle around Monica, floating in mid-air.

Activate Seduction Mode?

Oh what the hell, I thought. Got nothing to lose. I blinked once, hard, and the rectangle disappeared. A small circle faded in just on the edge of my view, like the speedometer on a car. It was currently set to LOW.

At first, nothing happened. Then, after a few seconds, Monica's head jerked upwards as if she'd heard something. She turned around and saw me standing at the fence, just as I raised an arm in greeting.

“Oh, hey Spence!” She wiped her hands on her jeans and stood up. “How long have you been standing there?”

It was a line I normally would've responded to with an awkward apology – but for some reason, I was filled with confidence. “Long enough to tell you could use a brake,” I said. “Want a beer?”

“Sure.” She strode to the fence and leaned over it, her breasts pushed up by the metal and nearly spilling out of her top. I handed her a beer and she immediately downed half of it in a single stretch. A tiny rivulet of liquid ran down her neck and in between her breasts as she drank.

“Thanks,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Didn't realize how thirsty I was getting.”

“No problem.” In the corner of my vision, the little counter had shifted from LOW to MED.

“So...” I struggled to think of something, anything to say. “Yardwork, huh?”

To my surprise, she laughed as if I'd just made an extremely funny joke. “Yeah. Gotta do something to earn my keep around here. Mom and Dad wouldn't believe me if I told them I was studying.”

“I hear that,” I said, popping open two more beers. I continued to sip my second while she gulped hers greedily, sweat beading on her forehead. “So what was that package you got today?”

She leaned back, a naughty little grin spreading on her face. “Why don't you tell me what your package was?”

“Yeah?”

“Sure.” She poked my chest with a finger, then traced it up to my chin and gave it a gentle flick. “I'll show you mine if you show me yours.”

“Actually, I got these,” I said, tapping the side of my glasses.

“Yeah, I was wondering about those,” she said, pointing at them. “I've never seen you wearing glasses before.”

“These are those new things,” I said with a grin. “You know, they're like a smartphone but you wear them?”

A look of recognition passed over her face. “Oh! I've heard of those.”

“Totally brand new, not even on the market yet. Got 'em special.”

“I didn't even know they still made them. I thought people got mad about their privacy or something...” Suddenly her grin deepened. She bit her lip and looked at me with mock-horror. “Wait, you're not recording me right now
, are you?”

“Why, would you like that?”

Her mouth formed a little 'o' of surprise. “Oh, you are bad
!” She clapped her hand on my shoulder as if to scold me, but left it there, giving my muscles a squeeze. As she did, the gauge went from MED to HIGH.

“Hey, I wanted to ask you something,” she said, leaning forward. Her voice dropped to a whisper as her mouth came inches away from my ear. I could feel her pressing against me through the thin metal of the fence. “You don't have to answer if you don't want. It's a little personal.”

The feeling of her hot breath against my ear made my cock instantly perk up in my pants. For a second I was afraid she'd feel it, then remembered what was going on  - she'd probably be flattered if she did. “Go ahead.”

“It's just...I see you, you know. Watching me, whenever I'm out here working, or tanning. I can tell you're watching me, looking at me the way boys look at girls.” Her smile made everything that implied perfectly clear.

Normally I'd have been running away right now. But I knew with the glasses, I was in complete control. “Yeah? How could I not?”

She let out a throaty laugh, obviously pleased by my answer. “What I wanted to know was, which part of me can you not keep your eyes off of when you watch me? Is it-” she leaned back, pressing her breasts together - “my tits, or-” she twisted, giving her ass a little wiggle - “my booty?”

“Excuse me?”

“What I'm trying to say is,” she said, pressing up against me and bringing her lips oh so close to mine, “are you a breast man, or an ass man? Which do you think is my most attractive feature?”

I hesitated for a moment, then slipped my hand over the fence. She didn't resist – in fact she leaned in closer as I slid my hand down her back to rest at the crest of her ass.

“I'd say both are just about perfect,” I said, giving her ass cheek a gentle squeeze. She let out a low moan and went up on her tiptoes as I did. “The only problem I have with either of them is that neither of them belong to me.”

She leaned forward and bit my lip, hard. “Well I think we can fix that right now, stud. What do you think?”

I chuckled and glanced back at my house, then looked over at hers. “Your place or mine?”

“Come on,” she said, jerking her head back towards her place. “My parents aren't home.”

Before I could say anything, she was walking to the back door, her ass jiggling with every step. I couldn't even wait long enough to go around – I vaulted the fence, scrambling over it and catching up as fast as I could.

The instant we were inside the house and the screen door was closed, Monica pulled her tank top up over her head and tossed it to the floor, pulling me into an embrace. Her nipples were diamond-hard against the thin fabric of my t-shirt, and it didn't take long before I was down to my boxers and she wore nothing besides the tiny pair of thong panties she'd had on beneath her cutoffs.

“God, you're so hot,” she panted, stroking my cock through the fabric of my boxers. “Feel how wet I am for you.”

She took my wrist and slid my fingers beneath the elastic of her panties. Underneath she was wet, and warm, and freshly shaved. Every touch of my fingertips on her most sensitive area jolted her with the force of electrical contact; before long she was groaning and grinding against me as I fingered her right in the middle her parents' kitchen.

After she'd had her fill of teasing me, she pulled my fingers out from her panties and sucked them, working her tongue around my fingertips in a slow motion while she stared at me. “Let's go upstairs,” she said.

I said nothing, just shook my head. She looked at me with confusion for a second, then squealed with delight as I picked her up underneath her ass and deposited her on the edge of the granite countertop. In an instant I was on my knees, my face between her spread thighs, applying that same gentle yet agonizing pressure my fingers had been giving her moments ago.

“Oh my gawwwwd
,” she cried, her voice sliding up an octave. “Oh, that is so
 fucking good, Spence. The way you eat pussy is amazing! I can tell you're going to be trouble the way you spoil me, baby!”


Oh, you have no idea
, I thought.

“That feels incredible,” she said after a minute, “but I need you inside me right now, Spencer. I bet that big cock is so hard, knowing that my tight little pussy is right there
 for you! Have you been getting me all nice and wet just so you can fuck me good and proper?”

That was enough – much more talk like that and I'd be blowing my load before I even got a chance to get inside her. Not that it mattered, I realized with a start. These glasses really worked! Monica was mine, my wet little fuckdoll. I could tell her any dirty fantasy and she'd do everything she could to make it happen.

Standing up, I grabbed her calves with either hand and spread her legs wide, leaving her tight little slit parted and ready for me.

“Do you want me to take my panties off first?” She asked.

I shook my head, not trusting myself to speak.

“Oh, you are a dirty
 little boy,” she said with a naughty smile. “You want to fuck me while I'm wearing my panties, Spence? You want to get me all sloppy and dirty with your come?”

I was past speaking. I slid her panties to the side and thrust inside her, burying myself inside her sweet wetness to the hilt. Monica wasn't the first girl I'd had sex with, not by a long shot, but I'd never felt anything like this before. I'd never fucked a girl who was so ready
 for me, who focused absolutely every part of her attention on my pleasure. It was the kind of sex you could only get from a million-dollar prostitute or someone who was madly, passionately in love with you. Or
, I thought, a hypno whore
.

I knew the words were right there on her lips; she'd been dying to say them since the moment she'd stepped in the kitchen and started disrobing. Now, fucking her with jackhammer force, watching my cock slide in and out of her as I spread her like a gymnast on the kitchen counter, the words tore out of her, ragged with lust:

“Fuck me, Master! Oh fuck, it feels so right
 to call you that! You don't mind if I call you that, do you, Spence?”

I shook my head and pounded her harder.

“Yeah, why would you? Oh fuck, that's so goddamn good,” she said, coaxing me closer to orgasm with her dirty talk. “It's so good to ride your cock and call you Master, baby. 'Cause that's what you are, isn't it? You fucking own me, Master – you own this pussy. How does it feel to fuck your pussy, Master?”


God damn!
 I was going to blow. “So good,” I gasped between thrusts.

“Yeah? I can feel how hard you are inside me. Your balls are getting all tight up against my slit – I know you're about to come in me! Fucking drain your balls inside me, like your little whore! You know I'm not even on the pill, right?”

I did not know that – but it no longer mattered.

“I don't even care – I want it so bad. I need your fucking come in me, Master! My cunt needs your cock, it needs you to fuck me and come inside me! Please come inside your slave, Master, please ahh please
...”

That was it. With a cry, I shoved myself as deeply as I could inside Monica's cunt a final time. Just as the first shudders of orgasm tore through my body. I could feel myself filling her up, shooting burst after burst inside her well past the point I had thought possible. Never has a whore gotten a more deserving spraydown, and Monica milked every second of it: grinding against the sensitive head of my cock slowly, gripping me tight and whispering words of devotion into my ear, doing everything she could to coax the biggest possible load out of me. God, it felt good.

Finally we were finished; she lay back and collapsed on the granite countertop with a happy sigh, stretching languidly.

“Okay,” I said, my voice thick. “Now
 we can go upstairs.”

She laughed long and loud, her voice echoing across the huge kitchen. “Are you already
 ready for round two? God, I must be good.”

I leaned down and kissed her deeply, our tongues moving against each other as she writhed against the surface of the countertop. “The best,” I said.

She lay back, staring at the ceiling. “God, I've never been fucked like that before, Spencer. That was incredible. It was...it was like I left my own body for a while there.”

Suddenly she sat up, her face reddening. “Oh Christ. That thing about calling you 'Master', saying you owned me...I just got carried away in the heat of the moment. I'm not even really into that kind of stuff...”

“It's okay,” I said. “I kind of am. I really liked it.”

“You did?” She looked surprised, then a sly grin spread across her face. “You would. Perv.”

“Hey, I'm not the one lying naked on my parents' kitchen counter with come leaking out of me.”

She laughed. “Fair enough. Hey...did you really want to go upstairs?”

For a second, she looked unsure of herself. “Oh yeah,” I said. “I definitely want to do that again.”

“Me too,” she said with a grin. “Well...look, I've got some stuff
 up there. Nothing super-fancy, just some handcuffs and a vibrator. But...would you handcuff me to the bed? And maybe tease me some with my own toys? You know, make me beg for it.”

I nodded, cock already stiffening in my boxers. “Definitely. As long as you call me 'Master' when you do it.”

“Oh, don't worry about that,” she said, working her tongue around her lips. “I get the feeling I'm going to be calling you that a lot from now on, Spence.”

She had no idea how right she was.



The Corrupter
 (The Corrupter Book One)


People go to church for all kinds of reasons. Some are looking to get closer to God, some are just looking to get closer to the top of the leadership pile. Some folks go there every week for years and years without ever really knowing why. And some, strange as it sounds, are there looking for a spouse. But I was pretty sure as I sat in the pews that Sunday that no one at this church was there for the same reason as me.

My reason was up on stage, singing her little heart out. She was a beauty. Heads swayed as she sang, accompanied by a not-too-terrible backing band. They were on the second song of the service, some Christian soft-rock song I wasn't familiar with. The first song had been better: since this was one of those “contemporary” churches they'd started the service with a cover of a classic rock song; but it was a near thing. The preacher's daughter, blonde and tanned, down from college for the weekend and singing in the band. What a treat.

A few seats down in my row, a soccer mom yawned hugely, causing several heads to turn in her direction. I aimed an offended glance her way, but she didn't see. You can already imagine this rude woman without me having to tell you: from her too-high heels to the Ed Hardy garbage that covered every inch of her to the tips of her frosted hair. What a bitch.

I decided to have some fun.

I reached out and pushed
 effortlessly, slipping into her mind. After all these years, the feeling still thrills me: a mixture of pleasure and the nervous excitement you get from trespassing somewhere you're not supposed to be, only amplified. She's so air-headed it takes no effort to slide into her consciousness; she doesn't notice me even thought I've taken none of my usual precautions to hide my presence. If I needed to, I could be completely undetectable: this is an ability I've had since birth, and two decades of practice have made me extremely good at using it. But instead, I think I'll see how far I can push things before she notices me. Let her confusion make things even hotter.

Her brain's full of the usual garbage: thoughts about where she's taking the kids for lunch, random hooks from popular songs and occasionally taking note of her surroundings. I start sifting for something I can use.

From the corner of my eye, I watch as she suddenly stiffens. Ah. There we go.


A little probing of her memories reveals a hot one; her and hubby had sex last night, and surprisingly it wasn't bad. Just touching the memory sends it screaming into her mind like a spike, filling her so fully it's almost like she's there. I smirk as her nipples harden and her thighs tighten with warmth. Time to stoke...

With a few adjustments, I replay the scene in her mind. The sex is hotter, kinkier: in her memory, they're doing things they'd be ashamed of the next day if they did them in real life. Satisfied, I set it on a loop of images, carnal lust replaying in her brain like a homemade porn tape. Her cheeks are flushed, though no one around her seems to notice.

Now, for just a little tickle to her inhibitions...there. She shudders in her seat as I feel them give. Ladies like her are so easy. A few seconds of giving them what they really
 want and they're putty in your hands. She'll do anything I want now.

I've already decided a little embarrassment is in order; serves her right for being so rude. A quick suggestion flows from my mind to hers - touch yourself
.

She frowns, lips parted. I know she's aching for it, but she holds back.


Do it,
 I say, pushing through her mental defenses like they weren't even there. Frig your cunt right here. You need it.


Her resistance pops like a bubble; a little sigh of pleasure escapes her lips as she gives in to submission. Her hands obediently pull up the hem of her dress, slide beneath to feel the wetness within. I note with pleasure that she isn't wearing panties.


Stroke your clit,
 I command, struggling to keep from laughing. Stroke it hard.


In a flash, she's working it as hard as any porn star giving a show. Tiny gasps of pleasure escape her throat with each circling motion of her fingers. It only takes seconds before an older woman a few chairs down takes note. Her eyes go wide with shock, and she clears her throat loudly.

I let go of the soccer mom's mind.

She blinks like someone emerging from a deep sleep (which, in a very real sense, she is). For a second I can tell she has no idea where she is or what's going on, then she goes white as a sheet as the memory floods back to her. It's all I can do not to bust out laughing as she stands up and bolts out of the church like a rocket was strapped to her back. The older lady stares after her as if she still can't believe what she's seeing.

Ah, that never gets old.

Unfortunately, the rest of the service passes in peace and tranquility, more or less. My girl is just as wonderful on the third and final song but it's a weepy number, not really suited to her talents. As the final prayer breaks up, I stride to the front where the preacher is dispensing greetings and handshakes to parishioners, his lovely daughter by his side.

I have control of his mind before my hand leaves my pocket. “Hello, pastor.”

He smiles a thousand-watt smile. “Well hello there, son, how are you? First time at our church? What's your name?”

Before he finishes the last sentence, I've grabbed the minds of the nearest few people. They're rush jobs, no finesse, but their minds are mine and they'll obey me. The pastor's gorgeous daughter smiles at me, no idea the jaws of my trap have just snapped shut around her.

“I'm Neil,” I say, shaking his hand. “Yes, it is my first time here. I was very impressed with the service – particularly with this lovely lady here. You sang beautifully.”

She opens her mouth to speak, but Dad cuts her off. “This is my daughter, Jessica,” he says with pride. “She's down from college this week for spring break and we thought she'd do well on stage.”

“Definitely a good decision,” I say, not taking my eyes off Jessica. God, I'm so tempted to reach out and slide into her mind, have her drop to her knees and start blowing me right in the middle of the church. But I hold back. “You were wonderful,” I say to her. “And so...demure. Innocent. I'd almost say chaste, even.”

Her eyes narrow. “Excuse me?” Uh oh, I've offended her.

Of course, Dad isn't offended at all – I've made sure of that. “My daughter is a good Christian girl,” he says with fatherly pride.

“I'm sure of it,” I say, grinning. “In fact, I bet you've never even had a boyfriend, have you Jessica?”

She grimaces. “That...is none of your business,” she says, obviously uncomfortable. “Daddy, are you just going to stand there and listen
 to this?”

“Yes he is,” I say, enjoying the look of confusion that comes over her face. Turning to her father, I nod. “She's perfect. I'm madly in love with her already. I'll take her.”

Her mouth drops open. Her father nods and smiles like I've just put a thousand-dollar bill in the collection plate. “Very good,” he says, turning to the gentlemen who have slowly formed a circle around us. “Go ahead.”

With a quickness that surprises even me, three of them grab Jessica and haul her to her feet. She flails in confusion, kicking and screaming, but no one comes to her aid. Sweat stands out on her forehead as she swings a fist at the first man, only to watch it connect and have absolutely no effect.

“Daddy, what are you doing?” She cries, struggling against her attackers. “What is this?”

“I'm giving you to Neil,” he says, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. “It's time for you to learn to serve your master.”

“Dad, have you gone insane?” The look she gives him is practically delicious. “Tell these men to put me down!”

“She's a feisty one, my Jessica,” the pastor says with pleasure. “You'll have quite the time breaking her in.”

“Oh don't worry. I have plenty of experience corrupting innocent, virginal young girls.” I run a finger down Jessica's neck, relishing the tremor of disgust that runs through her. A salty tear begins running down her cheek.

“Let's get her to the car,” the pastor says.

“Sounds good,” I reply.

The men begin pulling Jessica along; half-carrying and half-dragging her down the aisle by her limbs. Her voice breaks out in panic, filling the room with shrieks. Her eyes are wide and I can feel the terror rolling off her without even having to touch her mind. She looks around the room, desperately searching for help, only finding expressionless faces.

There's a shout from across the room. Uh oh. Maybe they're not all so expressionless. I seem to have reached the limits of my powers – cowing a whole church congregation is a tall order, after all. Time to make a swift exit.

With a mental shove, I make my first contact with Jessica's mind – snipping the thread of her consciousness and plunging her into a deep sleep as quickly as flicking a switch. The man who's noticed the little scene she's making looks around in confusion. I've already dispatched the pastor to calm him down – my daughter's feeling a little sick, sir, nothing to worry about.

With Jessica out, getting her into my car is no harder than carrying a sack of potatoes. Now the real fun can begin.

~*~

“You can't fool me, Jessica. I know you're awake.”

Jessica stirs in her chair, cracking an eye to glance around at her surroundings. Having brought her back to consciousness, she woke up almost immediately but has been playing possum with me. It's cute. I could jolt her straight to full awareness...but it'll be much more fun to hide the extent of my powers for a bit. To give her a little hope that she might escape, that someone might come for her.

She looks around groggily, feigning like she's just woken up. A good actress, this one – I'll have to be extra careful. Her eyes widen and I can feel her pulse start to race. “Where am I? Who are you?”

“I told your father,” I say with a smile. “I'm Neil.”

This doesn't calm her down; quite the opposite, in fact. “H...how did you...look, just let me go, alright? I won't tell anybody about any of this. Please. Don't hurt me.”

The sound of my laughter makes her flinch. “Hurt you? I think you're confused, Jessica. You're not my prisoner.”

Something changes in her gaze. “I'm not?”

“No,” I say, laughter still in my voice, “not at all. You're not tied up, and that door over there isn't locked. You can walk away right now.”

With that, she's up out of the chair and sprinting to the door. But before she gets to it, I'm already stroking her brain, caressing the right neurons. Removing her fear, relieving her anxiety – and increasing her curiosity.

It works – she pauses at the door. Frowning, she twists it a couple times to ensure it isn't locked and turns to face me. “Why did you do this to me?”

I search my brain for a good answer before deciding on the truth. “I wanted to prove a point,” I said.

Her brow furrows in confusion. “You kidnapped me to make a point
? What point?”

“Well, also I was bored,” I admit with a smug grin.

She shakes her head. “I don't get it,” she says, perplexed. “You...I still don't understand what happened to me in my father's church. You brought me all the way here just to let me go? What kind of point does that make?”

I'm not...entirely
 on certain ground, here. “Come sit down,” I say. To my slight surprise, she doesn't even protest. Those grips on her emotions are tight. They're a better relaxant than Xanax.

“I guess I want to prove certain things to myself,” I say once she's plopped down in her seat.

“What kind of things?”

“Limits, mostly. To belief; to reason and logic. The limits of what people can be convinced to do, to think, to feel.”

She nods sagely.

“Then, once I've done that to my satisfaction,” I say with a shrug, “I'm going to change things.”

Cocking her head a bit, she asks: “What things?”

“The way the world works,” I say, a little embarrassed to be revealing so much to this woman. “I don't like it. I'm going to change it.”

She shakes her head sadly. “You can't change the world. It's too big. There's too many people. Things are the way they are.”

“If you change the right people,” I say, “you can change the system.”

But she isn't listening now. “We're not really of
 this world,” she says. “It's a test, put here for us to pass. Like I think you were put here as a test for me.”

I laugh, surprised. “You must be joking.”

“No,” she says with quiet intensity. “In fact, I'm sure of it. Why else would you come to a church? You say you're dissatisfied with the world, but I think you're just looking for something to believe in. Were you once a Christian?”

I can't hide my smirk. “That's one of the things I wanted to talk to you about. You see, Jessica, I've been watching you.” Ever so slowly, I start to let up on her mental restraints. I watch with pleasure as fear begins to creep back into her expression at my words. “You really believe in this stuff: you put in into practice in your every day life. All your friends say so.”

“My...friends?” Her face goes white. “You've been stalking my friends?”

“You're a true believer,” I say. “That's why I chose you. That you're hot as hell didn't hurt when making my decision.”

She's just about to get up out of her seat and run. I can feel it. “What decision?”

“To test the limits. Starting with belief. I figured, belief in God is one of the strongest ones there is, right? So, I want to find out if I can take that from you.”

She starts to tremble. Her eyes slide towards the door. “What...what are you?”

Before the words have even left her lips, my mental finger is sliding into her thoughts, rubbing her pleasure center like a clitoris. Oxytocin floods her bloodstream, a rush of adrenaline pushing it through her veins at lightning speed. Heroin addicts don't get such a clean high.

Her mouth drops open. “What are you doing to me?” She twists in her seat, unable to contain the sinful pleasure. She can't even think clearly enough to run.

“You've never felt this way before, have you?” I lean back in my seat. “That's right, you're a virgin. I bet you've never even touched yourself, have you? Tell the truth, now – you can't lie to me.”

“Once,” she blurts out, then claps a hand to her mouth. The shock of your body betraying you can be a harsh one. She looks at me like I've just slapped her face. “How did you do that?”

“Touch yourself now,” I command, a puppeteer pulling invisible strings. “You want to – it'll make you feel even better than you do now.”

As she watches, horrified, her fingers pull up the hem of her dress and slide under her panties as she fingers herself with a brutal efficiency. I could choose to feel what she's feeling – I have some empathic abilities – but decide to leave it for the time being. Her face contorts in pleasure, even as she struggles to pull her hand away.

“That's gotta be a weird feeling,” I remark. “It's like you're being raped by you
.”

“Stop, please stop,” she pants, her voice heartrendingly pathetic. “I don't want to...oh god...I don't want to feel this!”

“Too bad,” I say with a sneer. “You're going to come all over those innocent little fingers, and that's just the start of what I have planned for you.”

She moans in frustration, her hands working overtime between her legs. I watch with approval as her bosom moves in great heaves, her breasts struggling against her top.

“It doesn't have to be this way,” I tell her. “The door is unlocked – I'll let you go, completely unharmed. You just have to say four little words for me, Jessica.”

She sobs, gritting her teeth and rocking back and forth. Can't fight the pleasure, I think.

“Do you want to know what they are? Repeat after me: 'there is no God.'”

“God forgive me,” she whispers, her voice hoarse with lust. I can tell she's about to come. She looks up at me and her eyes go all crazy with fear. “Oh God, you're the devil! Save me Lord, save me!”

“Say it!” I've had enough of this – I just want her to say the words. “Don't you want to come?”

“Uggg...yes! Yes I want to come,” she admits. Her face is as red as a stop sign – she's just starting to realize she can't come. Her release is something I've got a tight clamp on.

“Then say it,” I say coldly. “Prove to me that belief is bullshit.”

“No! Never!”

“Prove to me that you love pleasure more than God,” I say. “I want to feel your soul corrupt itself. Say it, you slut.”

But she isn't – she's shaking her head, lips tighter than a vice. Every neuron in her head is screaming for release, and she still defies me? Maybe I'm wrong about this – maybe belief isn't something you can change by fucking with someone's brain chemistry. Maybe I'm making a mistake.

I entertain this thought for about two seconds.

Then it hits me – so hard I almost bust out laughing. Christ, I'm stupid! I'm going about this all the wrong way! Slowly I begin pulling back the restraints on Jessica – her compulsion to masturbate, the pleasure-enhancing chemicals flying through her bloodstream. I don't need those tricks at all. I'm torturing
 the poor girl – no wonder she won't submit! Even in the face of oblivion, she clings to her beliefs – because she loves them.

That's what I'm failing to match, I realize. Love.

Jessica is breathing heavy sobs of relief, her head bowed. “Thank you, Lord,” I hear her whisper.

“You passed,” I say, allowing something like pride to slip into my voice. “Just like the old believers who got thrown into the lion's den.”

As I talk, I'm already working my new angle. Slowly, oh so agonizingly slowly, the chemical composition of her brain is changing in a new and unexpected way. I can already see it working in the way her eyes gleam and her cheeks burn with unnameable emotions.

I'm reminded of that old movie with the genie in the bottle. How he said one of the only things he couldn't do was make someone fall in love with someone else. Even as a kid I thought that was bullshit: of course you can force someone to fall in love.

Turns out, it isn't even that hard.

“I did,” she whispers, looking at me rapturously. Already, she's falling for me – going through in a matter of moments what takes most people a lifetime of commitment. “I passed. Oh, thank you so much Neil. Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

In a flash she's on her knees, looking up at me with pure devotion. I reel back a bit – I don't want to fry her fucking brain by mistake. But right now, she loves me more than anything – more than her father, more than her life. More than her beliefs?

“I'm so proud of you,” I murmur, stroking her hair. With my free hand, I'm already unbuckling my belt.

“I love you, Neil,” she whispers. “I know that sounds crazy, that you can't love a person after you've just met them, but I do. I love you so much, Neil, it hurts how much I love you, it's like a fire in my chest...”


Yes
. Oh yes, more than her beliefs. My zipper comes down and my cock slides out of my pants. She stares at it like a holy relic. I swear I can see her lick her lips in anticipation.

“Look at it,” I say – even though she already is. “Touch it.”

She reaches out a trembling hand. Her touch on the head of my cock is warm and sets my nerve endings aflame.

“Worship it,” I tell her.

It slides into her mouth easily, burying itself in her throat. She's so skilled, its hard to believe this is the first time she's ever done this. I peel back the tamper I have on her mind – just a peek – and give myself a glimpse of what she must be feeling. It's pure pleasure, pure devotion. Good.

My orgasm builds quickly; in no time at all, I'm pulling her face off me. “Take it,” I whisper, my knees shaking as I start to climax.

She waits as patiently as a supplicant, a beatific expression on her face as burst after burst of my come covers her. It splashes across her face, her lips, dribbling down her chin to rest between her perky tits. She beams up at me, and it doesn't take a hypnotist to know what she's thinking: he's coming on me! Master is coming on me!


Finally, I come back to my senses. Staring down at the perfect, whorish servant on her knees before me, a smirk crosses my face.

“So,” I say into the silence. “Do you believe in God?”

She leans forward and begins to clean my shaft with her tongue, never breaking eye contact. “Of course I do,” she says between licks. “You're God.”

“Very good, slut,” I say, leaning back and closing my eyes. That's 1 for 1,
 I think with pleasure. Jessica is the first girl to prove my argument and enter the bliss of my harem. But she won't be the last.

I have so many more theories to prove.

“When you're done with that,” I say, “get your clothes on. We have work to do.”


A Is For Autopilot (The ABCs of Hypnosis Book One)


“So, what do you even do at that place?”

Such a simple, basic question. I had no idea how much it would change my life.

“I dunno,” I said around a mouthful of chop suey. “Data entry type stuff. It's super boring, honestly I feel like I'm sleepwalking half the time I'm there.”

My roommate Donna took a big sip of her beer and leaned back, shooting me a sideways glance. Through the apartment windows, the warm glow of evening cooled over the city.

“I mean, like, specifically,” she insisted. “I still don't understand it. Name one
 thing you actually do there.”

“Hell, Donna,” I said, hiding my face with another bite of Chinese food. “I've only been there a week.”

“It just doesn't make any sense to me,” she said, in that know-it-all tone she employed whenever she dug in her heels on an argument. (I'd heard it enough when her boyfriend came over.) “How can you work at a place for forty hours a week and not have one concrete memory of what it is you actually do
?”

“Like I said, it's really boring. I sit and stare at a screen most of the day, in-between coffee breaks. Sometimes I get a little work done. Honestly, I'm shocked they haven't fired me already.”

“Well, whatever.” Donna shook her head, then smiled wickedly, obviously already on another tack. “What are the people like? Are there any cute boys in the office?”

I chuckled. “Well...”

The silence stretched out for a long, uncomfortable moment. Finally, Donna gave me a confused glance. “Well what?”

“I don't really know,” I realized, furrowing my brow. “They're just people I guess.”

Donna gave an exasperated sigh. “Just people? No hot older guys with smoldering eyes and hard muscles in business suits?”

“No,” I said slowly. “Definitely not.”

She pouted. “I thought you said it was a law office.”

“It is. Well, an auxiliary office, anyway. I think.”

She shook her head, frustrated. “Well, what's your cube mate's name? What's she like?”

“My what?” My mouth worked silently. I was beginning to realize that something was very wrong. “I...I don't know.”

Donna was looking at me very strangely. “Alison? Are you okay?

“Yeah,” I said thickly. “I'm just really confused all of a sudden.”

“I'll
 say.” Donna set her beer down on the table and picked up her General Tso's. “You've been working at this place a week, but you don't know anyone's name. You don't know what they look like, and you don't even really know what you do all day. That doesn't sound like the Alison I know.”

“I know,” I said, shaking my head. I thought about my place of employment, the law office that had hired me as a data-entry clerk a week ago. I pictured my workspace, then my supervisor coming over to talk to me. His face was almost
 clear, but everything was...fuzzy. Why had I never thought about it before?

“It's like I'm on autopilot the second I clock in,” I finally said. “It's bizarre.”

“Why don't you, I don't know, take some notes or something while you're there? That's seriously fucking weird, Alison.”

I nodded and told her that I would. And I did. But, when I went to work the next day, notebook in the pocket of my jacket, I forgot it. Or at least I thought I did. It was only then, at her prompting, that I started to actually think about what happened to me at work every day.

My memories of arriving and leaving were clear. I'd step inside, past the front desk with its guard and wall of cameras, into the office. Then I pushed my finger against the little biometric punch clock on the wall.

Everything else was a blur. Not even a blur; at least when you can't remember something you know
 you can't remember it. My workday was like face-blindness: I walked out convinced I had spent a full, boring day at work. I could remember the whole thing – until I actually tried hard to remember. As soon as I tried to recall specific details, everything fell apart. For a few days I was confused, and more than a little frightened. I considered quitting. But the money was so good: so much, in fact, that I'd lied to Donna about it, sure that she wouldn't believe that I was making nearly three times as much as she did tending bar. What could I do?

Slowly, in between days of hazy work and restless nights, I came up with a plan. The cameras were the key – I saw them every day when I entered the building. Hell, they were one of the only things I could remember clearly. The security desk filmed everything; even the interior of the law offices. They'd told me at my orientation it was for security purposes, but now I wondered.

It was dangerous. If I got caught, I'd almost assuredly lose my job. But I had to know. I had to sneak in after hours and review the tapes. I was 99% sure they'd show me nothing other than zombie-Alison hard at work, zoning out during another boring day – but that 1% niggled at the back of my brain. It drove me nuts, one day at a time.

So that Friday, after work, I didn't go home. I was going to learn the truth about what I did all day. Either way, I'd be able to give Donna the specifics.

I thought I knew what I was going to see – I thought I was ready. I was wrong on both counts.

xXx

The afternoon after leaving work, I didn't go home. Instead, I drove a few miles away, grabbed a burger and sat in my car, eating in an empty parking lot and watching the clock tick over. I could have gone home, but something deep inside me was sure that if I did, I would've made up some excuse not to go back.

As I ate, I rifled through my memories of the previous work day. Doing so was like trying to dance underwater; it took all my concentration to bring up the barest fragments of my day. The freaky thing was how completely un-freaked out I was about all this – as soon as I stopped trying to think about my day, everything snapped back into place. I started telling myself my day had been fine, just a little boring, and that nothing weird had happened – until I tried to remember the specifics.

But after a half an hour, I had a vague catalog of recollections. I thought I had been in a meeting most of the day; after that, I'd done...something in my cubicle for most of the afternoon. My bank statement showed a small charge for the cafe across the street, so I must have had lunch there – it was a meal I told myself I remembered perfectly until I tried to actually picture it.

Finally, the sun dipped below the horizon and night fell over the city. I cut on the headlights, tossed my fast food bag in the store's trash can as I drove past, and retraced my steps back to the office.

When I got there, the parking lot was empty. Half the streetlights were on – the other half were flickering dimly, in that transitional state between fully off and fully on. To my surprise, I was able to get into the front door without incident: there were neither locks or guards to stop me.

My hands shook as I fumbled open the door to the security office. What if there was a late-night guard, just off for a moment taking a snack break? What if I tripped some kind of alarm? But the place was silent. A bank of cameras along the wall showed every corner of the building, from the mailroom to the boardroom.


Now
, I thought, how do I get it to show me this morning?


Fortunately, there was a setting for just that, as well as a few others. I flipped the setting to just before nine AM and sat down in the plush chair, fiddling with the… volume controls?

Security cameras didn't have volume controls. Did they have the office mic-ed up? That seemed like a tremendous violation of privacy – and a massive cost besides.

But I didn't have any time to think about it; just then I saw what I'd been looking for. Me, fresh-faced and a little nervous, walking through the front door. I could see the notebook I'd stuffed haphazardly in my back pocket.

I watched as I strode through security, unable to keep from critiquing my posture. The clock-in box was a beige box on the wall just inside the entrance to the offices; I watched myself on the camera punch a few buttons and press my thumb to the scanner.

That was the last thing I'd remembered doing this morning with any clarity. Now, through the harsh glare of the closed-circuit camera system, I was able to see things I hadn't noticed before: the way my boss perked up at the sight of me and came up behind me as I clocked in, almost uncomfortably close. The way the other employees stared at me with hungry gazes, looking over me like a lion might look at an injured gazelle.

Something was very wrong.

I thumbed the button...and froze. As I watched, brain reeling in horror, the me on the camera swayed gently, eyes rolling back in her head. My boss grinned and set his cup of coffee down on an adjacent cubicle.

“Good morning, Alison,” I heard him say. “Are you ready to get to work?”

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I was so confused – what had happened to me? It was like the second I touched the scanner, I had fallen into a trance. I stood there, eyes half-closed, head bowed like some kind of...zombie.

Then I nodded.

“Good,” he said brightly, reaching for his zipper.

Wait, what is he doing. Oh no, he couldn't...oh my GOD-

The tranced-out me dropped to my knees in one smooth motion, hitting the carpeted floor with a little bounce. That looked like it hurt…


With mounting horror I slid my own skirt up, in the here and now. There were twin bruises on my knees.

I covered my mouth with a hand, stifling a cry.

On the screen, my boss had unzipped his fly and slid out his cock. It hung half-erect, the fat purple head bobbing gently with his movements. I wanted to scream at myself: No, don't do it!
, but it was no use. Everything I was about to see had already happened. Had been
 happening, every day, while I thought I was moving on autopilot.

Oh God.

Without a word, I engulfed my boss' cock in my mouth, sliding him into my throat without so much as a word of complaint. As I bobbed my head on him, working my lips in a perfect 'o' around his shaft, he grabbed the back of my head gently and pressed me to him. With his free hand, he picked his cup of coffee back up and took a sip.

“Oh yeah,” he groaned. “That's good.” Whether he was talking about me or the coffee, I didn't know.

As all this was going on, the rest of the floor looked on with gazes from outright lust to boredom. They all know about this
, I realized. They were all in on it.

On the screen, my boss was thrusting gently into my open mouth, giving my hair a series of hard tugs as he fucked my face. Suddenly, I could feel them – watching the action was making things clearer, the same way looking through an old photo album can trigger long-forgotten memories. I could feel my hair being pulled, and I could remember the taste
 of my boss' cock in my mouth, salty and musky and throbbing with warmth. I had never shied away from giving blowjobs in my romantic life (as long as the oral pleasure was reciprocal, of course), but I had never given head like that before – no gag reflex, no choking, hell no hands
. As soon as I went into trance, I turned into a skilled blowjob machine – and all of a sudden I was certain that was exactly how my boss wanted it.

As if responding to my thoughts. My boss gave a strangled cry of pleasure and abruptly stopped his thrusting. He let out a deep mmmh
 of satisfaction and sipped his coffee. I took his come the same way I'd taken his cock: robotically, without gagging or showing any signs of discomfort. A dribble of his seed trickled down my chin as he pulled out of me; I scooped it up and ate it like it was a delicious treat.

“God, you're so good,” he remarked, zipping himself up. “So much better than the last girl. All right, I'm good.”

“Thank you, Master,” I heard myself mutter.

My mouth dropped open. Master!? What sort of sick shit was this? All this time, I'd thought I had the most boring job in the world...how could this have been going on without me knowing?

Past me was still on the floor, on my knees in a posture of perfect submission. I wanted to switch the screens off, to run screaming from the building, but sick fascination kept me watching. What was going to happen next? Would I be dismissed now that I had blown the boss, sent to do menial work? Would I be told to leave?

The boss looked around the office. “All right. Who had her first today?”

A hand shot up from one of the neighboring cubicles. “I did, sir. Marcus won the straw pull, but he's out sick and I was second.”

My eyes widened in shock.

“Hmm,” the boss said dismissively. “I need you on those accounts. You can have her when you're done.”

The man didn't look pleased at this. “I was really hoping-”

“Oh, come off it. Everyone gets a turn. Who was next?”

This can't be happening. This can't have already happened.

From somewhere off camera, a young man walked into the frame, practically rubbing his hands together with glee. “That's me, boss.”

“All right,” the boss said, already over the conversation and walking away. “You've got her for the next thirty minutes.”

I recognized him – just barely. It was the guy who worked in the mailroom, Peter or Paul or some P-name. He was just a kid – barely old enough to drink!

“Come on, Alison,” the boy said, licking his lips. “Come with me.”


No! Don't
 I screamed inside. But it was no use. I stood up meekly, following a step or two behind him.

“Where did we go? Where did he take me?” I was babbling, talking to no one. I fiddled madly with the camera system, trying to find some sign of myself, to figure out where I had gone during my missing workday. After a couple of guesses, I realized the obvious answer: the mail room. He'd obviously want to do whatever he was going to do to me where he felt comfortable.

I was already there when I flipped to the mailroom camera, sitting on a table as the boy looked me over hungrily.

He leaned forward and gently stroked my hair, his fingers tracing the nape of my neck. “I want to do something a little different today, Alison.”

“Of course, Master.” My voice was dazed, faraway sounding. “I'll do whatever you want.”

His fingers moved lower, caressing my breasts through the thin fabric of my blouse. Watching in the control room, I gasped at his forwardness. “You know, Roger, the CFO? You look almost exactly like his wife, Melissa.” His fingers gripped my nipple and twisted, making past-me cry out in surprise.

“I want you to be Melissa for me,” he said with grin. “And I want these.”

There was no way. Blowing my boss was one thing – not a thing I could ever see myself doing, but at least something that the dark, success-obsessed part of my brain could understand. But the mailboy?

The woman on the screen stretched languidly – and in an instant, she changed. Physically, I was exactly the same, but it was like I was looking at a different person – everything from my posture to the way I smiled belonged to someone I had never met.

The woman who was me cast a furtive glance around the room before shooting the mailboy a naughty look. “Are you sure
 my husband won't catch us in here?”

“Absolutely.” He was already unbuckling his belt. “He's in a meeting. He'll be there all morning long.”

“God, this makes me so hot.” I wriggled in place, hands fidgeting, caressing my curves while the man watched. “Fucking around on Roger right under his nose, taking his employee's cock while he sits in that stuffy old boardroom. I love it!”

I believed it. The transformation was total – I looked like I was having the time of my life. And in the control room, something unbelievable was happening…


No
, I said, quietly inside my head. No no no no. No way.
 But it was true – I could feel my core radiating heat. I was getting wet – turned on by the sight of my body hypnotized and controlled by my coworkers.

I mean, on a logical level, I could sort of understand that. I was basically watching a porno that starred me; of course I was going to enjoy watching it. On an emotional level, though? Shock and horror.

So why was I getting so aroused?

Meanwhile, the mailboy had gotten my blouse off (it hadn't been fastened very well after the boss had gotten his hands on it, I could see) and was pawing at my breasts. I had my back arched and was moaning as I ground against him, delirious with lust.

“Yeah,” I heard myself say, “you love my big tits, don't you? They're always your favorite!”

“Oh fuck yes,” he moaned. “Hang on...”

As I watched, spellbound, he slid down his pants and thumped my nipples with his cock, smacking first my one breast than the other.

“You wanna fuck my titties?” I asked, voice thick with lust. “The next time you see Roger, you'll know you fucked the tits he snuggles up against every night.”

With that, the mailboy buried his cock inbetween my breasts, moaning as the fat head slid from the top of my cleavage. Shameless, I licked the tip as it emerged, then gave it a kiss as it dove back.

Back in the control room, my breathing had gone ragged. I did look hot,
 I thought. I do have big, gorgeous, fuckable tits. No wonder he wants to slide his big dick between them.


Slowly, aware that I was committing an offense there might not be any backing down from, I undid the zipper of my jeans and reached inside…

I wasn't wearing any panties. Wait – I had been wearing them when I left for work this morning, right?

“Preston!” The voice snapped me out of my reverie. So that was his name,
 I realized.

Preston withdrew from my cleavage with a frustrated groan. “What!?”

The mailroom door opened and a man's head appeared from the doorway. He looked at me and gave a little jerk of his neck. “She's needed.”

He looked at the intruder like he couldn't believe his ears. “Now? It can't wait five more minutes?”

“She should've been there five minutes ago. Some kind of presentation.”

“Shit. Fine.” He buttoned his pants up, looking down at me with a mixture of frustration and lust. “You go with him. I'll see you after lunch.”

“All right baby, I guess so. I hope they won't punish me for being such a bad girl.”

The man shot Preston a confused look.

“Oh, shit – yeah. Uh, go back to being neutral, Alison.”

My eyes fluttered and I zombie-walked out the door. Preston stomped his foot, looking pissed – and although I hated to admit it – I
 was pissed. I had wanted to see the fun – wanted to see just how he'd use me.

What was wrong with me?

“Where am I? Come on, come on...” I muttered in frustration, flipping through the cameras. My fingers were back beneath my jeans, giving my clit slow but steady stimulation, and I was craving a glimpse of my submission. Somewhere in the back of my head, I was beginning to freak out, but this felt too good – it was better than sex. I had to keep going – I needed
 to know what happened.

Finally I found it – and what I saw made my jaw hit the floor.

I was standing in a crowded boardroom, stared at by strangers. My clothes were gone, somewhere outside of the room – except for my floral print panties, the same ones I was missing now. As a group of men in business suits watched, I slid my panties to the side and dug two fingers into my asshole.

I was shocked. I had never...would never do anything down there. It was filthy. And yet, here I was – and suddenly, oh god, I remembered doing it. And it felt so good…

“A little more lube, Alison,” a man – Roger, I realized – said. Unlike most of the men there, he seemed completely at ease, even putting his feet up. I nodded and squeezed more lubricant into my hand before sliding my fingers back inside my pucker, massaging it for the crowd.

“As you can see, she's completely pliant,” Roger said. “No hesitation, no questions, just perfect submission. You can have those once the demonstration is done, by the way,” he said, meaning my panties. He gave my panties away to strangers
, I realized, after getting them absolutely filthy with lube and come.
 Oh wow, that made me hotter than I could've believed possible.

One of the men in attendance piped up. “And she remembers nothing?”


She does now,
 I thought, moaning as my fingers brought me closer to climax.

“Not a thing. From punch in to punch out, Alison is our girl – and we use her for just about whatever we want, don't we Alison?”

I could feel them. All the cocks I was about to take. I remembered everything – lubing myself up, taking them in my ass, my pussy, my mouth – memory threatened to overwhelm me. I was about to come!

“Yes, Master,” I said, digging my fingers inside myself to the hilt.

“Yes! Yes! Oh fucking-a goddamnit yesss!
” I cried, wetness engulfing my fingers as I came in great heaving spasms, writhing in the chair. I sobbed, feeling at once lost and found, the barrier between my memories tearing like cheesecloth. I remembered every second of submission, every moment I'd spent being fucked, used and abused by my new employer. What I'd learned shocked me to my very core.

I loved
 it.

So of course I took the tapes home for further viewing.

xXx

“Well hello Alison, how are you doing today?” Roger asked.

“Fantastic, boss.” I said with a smile. “Ready for another wonderful day at the office.”

“Great.” He sipped his coffee and watched me with a sly gaze. “I have something for you to do right away – once you clock in, of course.”

I smiled like a cat and, biting my lip ever so suggestively, pressed my thumb to the scanner. My lashes fluttered, my back went rigid, my eyes rolled back in my head.

Everything was perfect.

“Good morning slave,” Roger said, taking me by the arm. “I have a new client from overseas I'd like you to meet. He's interested in the program...”

I followed him, only half paying attention, arms crossed behind my back. When he wasn't looking, I peeled off the tape I'd stuck over my thumb and stuck it in my pocket. Unlike every other day on the job, I was awake, alert, and in control – but I had no intention of giving the game away. I was a good little office slut, and from now own I wanted to remember every moment of it.


Good pay, great benefits,
 I thought, heading to meet my newest Master. I think I'm in love with this place.



Charming the Coworkers (Self-Help Sluts Book One)


Jessica was a girl with a different outlook on life.

When my boss first told me I was going to be working with her, my first thought was: great, another pair of hands. The last two weeks, the weather had finally started to heat up, and spring cleaning was well underway in most homes – always the busiest time of the year when you work in a consignment shop. I expected her to be a little green, rough around the edges, but nothing a few hours of training couldn't fix. But I don't think ten thousand hours of training could solve what was wrong with Jessica.

It wasn't her looks; honestly, she's one of the hottest girls I've ever seen. She comes in here in the morning, all made up and dressed to the nines, and she looks like she just walked off the set of some hit TV show about naughty kids on a college campus or something. Long, tanned and blonde, she's the total package and she knows it – and she makes sure everyone else around her knows as well. Dawn tried to tell her to tone it down a little bit after the first day, but she's done no such thing: no matter how much we tell her our customers don't really want to be waited on by someone in designer clothes, she still comes in wearing outfits that look like they belong in a magazine. Sometimes the kind of magazines I read when I was a teenager, if you catch my drift.

Today she apparently thought “Catholic school girl” was a good template for stockroom work. That meant a tight white button down tucked into a plaid miniskirt, both showing off a generous portion of cleavage and leg. If that wasn't bad enough, she's got these heels so high I have no idea how she walks in them, and every time she goes up a ladder to grab something I have to stop myself from staring. The way all her muscles tense, how her skirt hugs her ass the way I'm sure every boy she meets secretly dreams of doing...well, sometimes its hard not to take an impromptu bathroom break.

But any fantasies I have about Jessica are smashed to bits every time she opens her mouth. Not to put too fine a point on it: she's a bitch
.

I went to the stockroom first when I got in that morning, same as I do every day. Unpacking new product and getting it out on the floor is priority one, as Dawn, the owner, is always quick to point out. We had a huge influx of boxes, most stacked half-haphazardly in piles around the room, no real rhyme or reason to it. In the back of the room, I spied Jessica, just standing there, completely idle nearly a half hour after her shift started. As I watched, she took out her cell phone and held it up, pursing her lips and thrusting out her chest. She snapped a quick selfie and started tapping her phone rapidly, no doubt uploading it to a half-dozen different social media sites.

She heard me approach and gave an anguished sigh. “Thank God
, you're finally here. I'm taking a break.”

“A break?” I glanced around the room, feigning confusion. “Did you do some work that I'm not seeing?”

A black look crossed her face. “Look, dweeb, I did plenty
, okay? See, I tossed a bunch of junk.”

She gestured across the room, where a small pile of goods had been thrown together next to our garbage compactor. Most of it looked salable; it actually looked like she'd just decided to grab a bunch of random stuff and toss it in a corner.

“You have to sort through that,” I said, pointing to the pile. “You can't just toss it. A lot of that is stuff people would buy.”

She gave a harsh little laugh. “Like what? This?” She reached into the pile and picked up the first thing she grabbed; a black paperback book.

“'The Star Code
,'” she read aloud. “'Attain true enlightenment through communion with the holes of Creation
.'” She scoffed. “When was this written, 1970? New age bullshit.”

“Our customers like
 new-age bullshit,” I said. “Stuff like that flies off the shelves.”

“Whatever.” She tossed the book at me, I caught it without thinking. “I'll tell you what: why don't you
 read the book, open up a hole in the universe, and go fuck yourself?”

I felt my mouth drop open. My face radiated heat; I hoped I wasn't blushing. “If Dawn heard you say that-”

“Dawn isn't going to do shit,” Jessica said, giving me a wicked little glance. “I know you have to work at the thrift store because you're a loser who probably lives with his parents, but I'm only here because there was no way
 I was going to do my community service at a soup kitchen. My Dad is loaded, and he's paying Dawn a pretty penny to let me work here.” She patted me on the shoulder condescendingly. “So I get to do whatever I want.”

I was having trouble controlling my anger; my shoulders were shaking. I was full of rage – the feeling wasn't new, but it was stronger than I could ever remember. A dark thought entered my mind: throwing Jessica down on her ass, hiking up that tight little skirt and pounding her like an animal until she wasn't able to say anything at all to me except harder
 and faster
 and please
...

She grinned as if she could read my mind. “Sucks to be you, doesn't it? Anyway, you should probably get working on these boxes – you've got a lot of work to do. I
 am going out for a smoke.”

She sauntered past me, nose in the air. I watched her go, my features contorted in an angry snarl. I don't know how long I stood there before I calmed down.

There was so much I wanted to do. I wanted to tell Dawn. I wanted to storm out of the building. Most of all, I wanted to go outside, smack the cigarette out of Jessica's mouth, and spank her ass raw. But instead, I realized there was only one thing I could do. I got to work.

Twenty minutes later, the pile of unpacked boxes was steadily growing. Jessica still hadn't come back. I had calmed down and was in the zone when I heard the door connecting the stockroom with the sales floor swing open.

“How's everything going back here?” It was Dawn, the owner.

“I'm alright,” I said. “Just getting some new inventory ready. Jessica's been gone for a while.”

She grimaced, looking a little bit ashamed. “Yeah, we're still working on her,” she said. Although she was easily old enough to be Jessica's mother, Dawn was no slouch in the looks department – it was easy to see why she stayed in the front of the store, being the face and voice of the place to our customers. Through a good diet and a regimen of yoga (she was always trying to sign me up), her body was still firm and fit, her breasts high and large in the low-cut tops she always favored. Get them staring at your tits and they'll buy whatever you want
, she'd once told me after she'd caught me looking down her top once, and she was right. She didn't seem to mind that one of her employees had a huge crush on her – honestly, I think it made her feel good about herself – but she'd never been shy about letting me know it was something that would never happen. Until Jessica came along, she was my dream girl.

“Yeah, she's something alright,” I said morosely. “I don't think there's much to work with.”

“Well, you never can tell,” Dawn said breezily. “Some of the best people I know were hellions when they were Jessica's age. Not everyone can be as mature as you, Joel.”

“Gee, thanks,” I said.

“I mean that,” she said. Her gaze shifted along the boxes and something caught her eye – her face lit up. “Holy cow! Is that The Star Code
?”

“Huh?” I turned where she was looking; the book Jessica had thrown at me lay on top of one of the piles I was working on. “Yeah, I think so.”

“Wow, that takes me back,” she said with a chuckle. “I haven't seen one of those in forever. They were all the rage for like ten minutes back in the 70's. My mom had a copy.” She furrowed her brow as if just remember something. “The guy that wrote that got arrested.”

I shrugged. “What for? Fraud, I guess.”

“No, sex crimes,” A little smile lit up Dawn's face. “He had a whole harem of girls in some kind of compound – he had them calling him their Master and everything. Wacky stuff.”

“Woah, really?” I was intrigued.

“Yeah, I remember hearing about it.” Dawn frowned. “I thought the publisher recalled the whole print run after the story broke. We sent ours back because they were giving out a voucher for twice what the book sold for. It might be worth some money now; this might be the only copy left.”

“Really,” I said. Suddenly I wanted to very much to read this book. “Sounds like an interesting read. Tell you what, why don't I hang on to it and do some research online later? See if its worth anything.”

She smiled. “What would I do without you, Joel?” There was a sudden commotion from beyond the door as something crashed to the floor. “Oh shit – gotta go!”

“Alright,” I said, but she'd already closed the door.

I put down the box I was unpacking and picked up The Star Code
, looking over the cover. There wasn't anything about it that set it apart from the other thousand self-help novels I'd seen pass through here. The cover showed a silvery, shining diamond, bathed in the light of hundreds of stars.


Well, hell,
 I thought. If Jessica can take a break, so can I.


I took the book and headed for the bathroom.

As the only guy who worked here, the employee bathrooms were pretty much the only place I could be sure of getting a little privacy. I'd used it frequently as a getaway from overbearing customers through the last three years. Three years at a consignment shop was not how I saw my life going when I graduated college, but at least I had a job: a lot of people I knew in my graduating class still didn't. The economy had crashed on us just before finishing college, and most of us were still reeling. I wasn't angry about my job – if anything, I was proud to have a boss who wasn't terrible and a good employment record – but it hurt when a little tramp with more money than sense like Jessica rubbed my face in how bad the world had fucked me over.

I sat down in the room's only stall and cracked the book open. The pages smelled musty, dust puffing off the edges as I turned them. It didn't list an author, just the title, and the space on the back where there was usually a picture and blurb about the writer was conspicuously absent. I wondered if it had been a printer's error or left out on purpose.


Our ancestors the Romans,
 the book began, believed that stars were holes in the celestial firmament, through which the light of the realms of the gods shined through. They were correct; but not in the way they believed.


“Woah,” I said, laughing a little to myself. “Heady stuff, maaan
.”


The stars are ancient, and they have told us their secrets since time immemorial – to those who care to listen. They want us to become like them; to see the light of the gods and attain their power. But they are not holes. The holes are
 you
.


Uh huh. This was getting weird already. I turned another page...

Look around you. Every person you meet, everyone you see on television or in a motion picture – all of them are holes. Empty, devoid of meaning, like puppets looking for a master. You are no different. But, once you decipher the Star Code; you will see the true purpose of Creation – to bend these holes around you, make them an extension of your will.

I flipped ahead a little bit. I wanted to know if there was any sex stuff in the book – I was feeling pent-up from my interaction with Jessica and could have used a little relaxation.

Instead, it seemed I had crossed right over into the instructions. These symbols are the first part of the key
, the book read. Meditate on them, and you will be able to see the holes within all of us – and begin your work.


Printed beneath the words were a series of bizarre shapes; they looked like a cross between Chinese script and the pictographs you see on laundry tags. Not really taking it too seriously, I fixed the series of images in my mind and closed my eyes.


Om...
, I thought. Nothing happened. No flash of light or voice from the heavens. I wondered when I was supposed to feel something. This was all crap, I realized. You were probably supposed to get so stoned before you read the book that it looked like the symbols were doing little dances. No wonder the book was so unpopular.

Thoroughly dissatisfied, I put the book in the crook of my arm, washed my hands, and headed back to the storeroom.

Dawn was waiting for me. “Joel, where have you been? I've been looking all over for you!”

“Huh? I just went to the bathroom,” I said wearily. I set down the book and promptly forgot about it.

She shook her head, exasperated. “Did you fall in or something? I've been calling your name for a half hour!”

“What? I was just talking to you a minute ago-” I slid my phone out of my pocket and glanced at it. Dawn was right. It was at least a half-hour since I'd decided to go on break – more like forty-five minutes. What the hell had happened? Had I lost track of time?

I thought about that moment I 'meditated' on the Star Code. Had I dozed off?

“Well, whatever,” Dawn said, raising both her hands. “I got it taken care of. Guy wanted help getting a desk into his truck, and I couldn't find you or
 Jessica.”

“Geez, I'm sorry,” I said. Inside, my mind was still reeling. I was so confused, but under that, there was something else. My vision was a little blurry – not everywhere, just around Dawn. I blinked rapidly, but the sensation didn't go away. If anything, it got stronger...

“Well, just try to be a little more present,” Dawn said, turning back to the door. “I need you more than ever with that girl here...”

I gasped as I felt something
 open up inside of me. You know how every now and then you hear about someone doing something they shouldn't physically be able to do, like a guy who lifts an SUV off a car accident victim through sheer will and adrenaline? Imagine suddenly knowing you could do that, at will, whenever you wanted to. That's how it felt in that instant.

There was a shimmer behind Dawn's eyes. It was the pale blue of a summer sky, streaked with flecks of a deep, rich pink. It led down and down, into the heart of her, the core of her being. It was a hole
, I realized, a hole that led into whatever made Dawn Dawn. Almost as shocking as that was the realization that I could touch the hole; it was like slipping an invisible finger into a cool, clear spring...

Without really knowing what I was doing, I pushed
 into the hole.

Dawn froze, her entire body tensing up. Her neck snapped back like she'd just touched a live wire. I stood there, watching her back, shocked at what I'd done.

After a moment, I realized I had to say something. “Dawn?” I asked nervously.

“Yes, Master?” Her voice was rich, silky with delight.

“Turn around,” I said.

She did so, moving slowly. Her eyes were wide open, her mouth frozen in a little 'o' of surprise. But what shook me was the look on her face – she gazed at me with something akin to awe, like she'd spun around to see a million dollars or a Lamborghini or something like that. No woman had ever looked at me that way before.

“Dawn?” I asked.

A smile spread across her features. “Yes, Master?”

This was crazy. It couldn't really be happening. Someone must have put her up to it. “How are you feeling?”

Her head rolled back on her shoulders and a low, throaty purr of satisfaction escaped her lips. I could feel that gap inside her, that I had filled with my mind, quiver with delight. We were connected, somehow, the two of us: I felt enormous potential there, but had no idea how to tap into it.

“I feel wonderful
, Master.” She certainly sounded like it. Once Dawn had opened a crate someone had sent us to find it chock full of bottles of wine; the way she talked when she was drunk and giddy was a little bit like this, magnified a hundred times.

“Before I did this to you,” I asked before I could stop myself, “what did you think about me?”

“That you're a hard worker,” she said without hesitation, “and a dependable person.”

“What about...romantically?”

“I knew you were attracted to me,” she said briskly. “Most men are. I noticed you looking at me all the time.”

“Did you find me attractive?” As soon as I said it, I dreaded hearing the answer.

But I was in for a surprise. “Yes,” Dawn said without hesitation. “You're a very good-looking young man.”

“But you'd never do anything with me,” I asked. “Romantically, I mean.”

“No,” she said. “It's not appropriate – I'm your boss. Besides, I like my men more experienced. I prefer to be taught in bed, not be the teacher.”

“Huh. And what about now?”

“Now...” Dawn's eyes rolled back in her head. “I think you're wonderful, Master. You're so handsome and smart, and just so hot
...”

“You want to fuck me.” It wasn't a question.

“God, yes. There's no one I want more in the world than you, Master.” Without a hint of shame, her fingers slid beneath the waistband of her jeans. “I would make it so good for you...”

I was past the this can't be happening stage
. Now I had moved on to the this is happening, and I better make the most of it right fucking now
 stage. “Let's go to your office,” I said.

“Yes, Master,” Dawn said. She took me by the hand and led me out of the room, acting as if this wasn't the slightest bit unusual.

Her office was on the second floor of the building, up a flight of stairs and down a long hallway. The room itself was spacious, though sparsely furnished, and through the windows there was a lovely view of the city.

With a naughty grin, Dawn moved the chair aside and sat down on the desk. She started unbuttoning her blouse. “Is this what you want, Master?”

“Oh yeah,” I said, unable to contain myself. My cock had gone stiff as a board in my pants – normally I would be mortified having Dawn see something like that, but it only seemed to turn her on even more.

She unbuttoned her blouse slowly, one bit at a time – and then there were here breasts, barely constrained in a tight black bra.

“I can't believe we're doing this,” I said as she unhooked her bra. I had fantasized about this moment dozens of times, but actually being here, having it happen right in front of me...I was still having trouble believing it. But Dawn was doing it, disrobing for me like she wanted nothing in the world more than for me to see and enjoy her body.

“God, look how hard you are,” Dawn said, caressing my cock through my pants. “Let me set you free, Master.”

She unhooked my pants and took out my cock, looking at it like it was the most wonderful thing she'd ever seen. It stood up, hard and stiff in the cold air of her office. With a naughty smile she took the shaft in her fingers and gave it a few slow, teasing strokes. A fat bead of precum dribbled from the tip.

“I want you to suck me off,” I said. “I want to come in your mouth.”

“Of course, Master,” Dawn said, scooting to the edge of the desk. “My body is for your pleasure.”

As I watched, she gave the head of my cock a kiss, then slid the whole thing into her mouth. I had no idea if Dawn was naturally this skilled or if my hypnosis got rid of her gag reflex, but she took me all the way down her throat like it was nothing, bobbing on my cock like it was something she'd practiced for years.

I wasn't a stranger to blowjobs – contrary to what Jessica might think, I'd had a girlfriend or two – but the ones I'd received in the past were done by girls who obviously didn't enjoy it, who did it because it was expected of them but were obviously hoping to get it over with as soon as possible. In contrast, Dawn was having the time of her life, teasing me with her tongue before taking me inside her mouth with long, slow strokes. She was totally focused on my pleasure, and I knew she was trying to keep me from coming as long as possible to make it even better when I finally blew in her. If my previous girlfriends were cheap guitars, Dawn was a top-of-the-line Les Paul: sleek and gorgeous and oh so fun to play.


Speaking of which
... I decided to have a little fun. While she sucked me, I popped open the waistband of her jeans and slid my fingers inside her – she was already warm as an oven and dripping with wetness. The reaction was immediate: her moans took on an intense, frantic quality and I could feel the muscles of her pussy clenching around me.

“You're a dirty girl, aren't you?” I asked, my free hand coming to rest on the back of Dawn's head. “You love getting fingered while you suck my cock-”

Behind us, the door swung open. I turned just in time to see Jessica, standing in the doorway with a cigarette pursed between her lips. It fell to the floor as her mouth dropped open.

“Holy fucking shit! You...”

I reacted without thinking. I reached out, feeling for the blur behind her eyes – the same 'hole' I'd seen inside Dawn. In a flash it was there, a deep crimson with streaks of black through the center. Did everyone's hole have a different color? I had no time to wonder about it; I simply pushed
 my will inside. I was already learning; this time I was gentler, not quite as forceful as I'd been with Dawn.

As a result, there was no jerking moment of control. Her voice trailed off and she stood there dumbfounded, watching us. Dawn hadn't stopped sucking for a moment; as far as she was concerned the young woman might as well have not even been there.

I could feel the tide of emotion behind Jessica's eyes. I pushed down on it gently, redirecting it.

“Oh fuck, I'm sorry,” she said suddenly, blushing. That was new – I didn't even know she was capable of blushing. “I didn't mean to intrude...”

“Stay,” I commanded her. “Come in, shut the door.”

Without a word, she turned and shut the door behind her.

“Come sit,” I said, a note of triumph in my voice. I had done it – I was in control.

Jessica sauntered across the room and sat down in Dawn's office chair, smoothing down her skirt as she crossed her legs. She watched Dawn take me in her mouth as if it was a particularly exciting episode of a TV show – she stared at our boss, rapt with attention.

I pressed on her emotions again, forcing my will a little deeper inside her. She let out a little gasp and squeezed her thighs together tighter.

“What do you think of your boss sucking me off?” I asked her.

There was a dreamy look in her eyes. “It's so hot,” she whispered. “She looks so sexy blowing you, and your cock
...”

I pulled myself out of Dawn's mouth, letting her see the fullness of my girth. “What do you think about my cock?”

“It looks so...yummy,” she said with a girlish giggle. “I can't even imagine how good that would feel inside me. I'm so jealous of Dawn.”

“You want me,” I said, pushing her harder.

“Y...yes,” she admitted, blushing deeper. “I want you so badly, Master. Is...is it alright if I call you Master?”

“I want you to,” I commanded. “Now, bend over the desk.”

She let out a gasp and spun around faster than I thought possible, presenting her pert ass like a gift. Her legs were spread wide and her tight skirt rode up even more than usual, doing nothing to hide the fact that she wasn't wearing any panties.

“You too,” I said with a glance at Dawn.

She complied eagerly, sliding right next to Jessica and hooking her thumbs in her jeans, letting them fall to the floor. Underneath she wore a lacy black thong, which she moved to the side with two fingers as if inviting me inside her.

As I watched, Dawn shot Jessica a naughty grin, then leaned forward and locked lips. I looked on as they kissed passionately, doing everything they could to make me as horny as possible. It was working.

Mid-kiss, I grabbed Jessica by the hair and gave it a yank, burying myself inside her at the same time. She let out a scream of pleasure and bit down on Dawn's lip, barely able to contain herself.

I pounded her for a while, enjoying the view as my formerly-bitchy coworker fondled my boss' tits as she rode my cock. Then I pulled out and spanked her on the ass, hard.

“Are you sorry you were such a bitch to me earlier?” I asked.

“God, yes Master – ow
!” I brought my hand down on a place I had already slapped, leaving it red. “I was such a wretched cunt to you, Master! I'm so sorry!”

I grabbed a handful of her hair and leaned into her until I was pinning her down against the table. “Why did you do it?” I demanded.

“Oh fuck that feels so good...I was a stuck-up little bitch, Master! I loved to tease men I thought were beneath me, and walk all over them! I need to be punished so bad! Punish me, Master – I want you to get what you deserve from me!”

I could feel my balls tightening against her slit, building up to a climax. I pulled out, flipped her over, and proceeded to fuck her sweet little cunt raw, watching her tits bounce up and down with the impact. Dawn got in on the action, her mouth constantly moving between Jessica's mouth, tits and thighs.

It felt so good. It felt better than anything – I didn't want to stop. “Fuck, I'm going to come...” Suddenly something occurred to me. “Are you on the pill?”

“No, Master,” Jessica gasped between thrusts. “I make boys wear condoms when they fuck me.”

“It's too late for that. I'm going to drain my balls inside your sweet, unprotected cunt. How do you feel about that?”

Her eyes rolled back in her head and her entire body started to quake. It took me a second to realize my words had caused her to instantly come.

“Yes, Master!” she cried. “I want you to come inside me! I want it to feel so good for you!”

“What if I knock you up?” At this point I was just saying it because it sounded hot: I hadn't the least intention of pulling out.

“I would love that! Please breed me, Master! Fill me up with your seed!”

That was all it took: I felt myself explode inside her. Every bit of pent-up aggression and irritation I'd had with Jessica, every dirty fantasy I'd ever had of disciplining her – I felt all of it leave my body, fired directly into her throbbing co-ed cunt. I let out a roar of triumph as I climaxed, filling her to the brim with my hot, sticky come.

I pulled out, surveying my conquest. After a second, Dawn's kisses moved down in-between Jessica's thighs until she was licking and kissing her sensitive pussy, lapping up the part of my cup that had runneth over. Both girls moaned with delight – Jessica from being eaten out, Dawn from the orgasmic feeling the taste of my come produced in her.

Eventually, both girls turned to look at me, staring up from the desk with adoration in their eyes. Behind their eyes, I could see the holes – the secret, psycho-sexual doors to their innermost selves. They were like mirrors, reflecting my will. I knew it in the core of my being: these two girls were mine now, to do whatever I wanted with.

I wondered if this was how whoever had written The Star Code
 felt the first time he'd turned a girl into his acolyte. I certainly understood how someone could get addicted to it, could become a cult leader.

In fact...

“Jessica, get yourself cleaned up and go back to work,” I commanded. Doing my half of the work would be a fitting punishment for slacking – for now. “Dawn, you stay here. This is my office now, and I want to fuck you in it.”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison. Jessica grabbed her clothes and headed for the door, while Dawn languidly climbed off the desk and dropped to her knees, ready to service me at any moment I chose.

That was going to be soon. I was going to go back and get The Star Code
, and this time I was going to read every word of it. And my boss was going to suck me off while I did.

A whole new world had opened up for me. And I was going to enjoy every minute of it.


The Bimbo Contract (The Bimbo Contract Book One)


I'd never been a big believer in love at first sight - until I met Marshall.

I had gotten used to being the dominant one in all of my relationships - the one who sets the first date, who decides it's time to start having sex, the first one to realize that things aren't working out. So when Marshall approached me three months ago while I was bar hopping with my friend's bachelorette party and asked me to dance, I normally would've declined with some snappy, scathing response. But one look in his eyes changed all that. There was just this spark
 that passed between us- it was like that moment in a romantic comedy when the protagonist and his love interest meet each other for the first time and you just know right then and there that no matter what else happens, those two people are going to end up together by the end. I don't even remember telling him yes, but I must have, because the next thing I knew he had me out on the floor, literally sweeping me off my feet. It was magical. He took me home that night and we had the absolute best sex of my life. Two weeks later, I moved in with him. Last night, over dinner, he popped the question and I said yes
.

I know what you're thinking: I'm moving way
 too fast with this guy. But you haven't met him. He's unbelievably handsome, so much fun to be around and the just the hottest thing I've ever seen between the sheets. I'm talking white-knuckle grip on the covers, back arched, screaming-his-name good. He makes me come like a fountain. And it hasn't gotten boring: no matter how often I fuck him, it's like I want more. I swear, my panties just drop for him the moment he walks in the door, the moment he walks in the door, home from another long day at the pharmaceutical company. Oh, did I mention he's rich, too? His company patented some kind of breakthrough drug, something to do with pheromones - my eyes just kind of glaze over whenever he starts with the science talk. From what I hear, though, you're going to be seeing a lot about it in the next couple of years.

The reaction from my friends and family when I told them about mine and Marshall's engagement has been a little mixed, which is a shame - I'm afraid there's going to be a few people who don't get invites! My parents are happy for me, although my Mom asked me about a dozen times over the phone if I was okay with everything - even to the point of asking if they needed to come get me. I mean, really, Mom? I'm shacking up with the man I love, it's not like I've joined a cult or something! The worst has been dealing with my best friend Tricia: she's so completely opposed to everything and it makes me so sad. She doesn't like how much time I'm spending with Marshall, she doesn't like how fast everything is moving, she keeps telling me I'm not acting like "myself" anymore. It hurts that she never really knew the real
 me, after all the years we've spent together, but at least you'd think she could be happy for me, right?

I thought things were getting better between us, but when I quit my job two weeks ago she completely exploded. She even came to Marshall's house while he was at work and tried to, I don't know, abduct
 me or something. I tried to explain to her: look, I don't need the job anymore! Marshall is loaded. Plus, his place is really big, and he doesn't even have a maid or anything, so who else is going to keep the place clean? She was all screaming and crying, like "what's happened to you, Jennifer," and "the Jennifer I know would never become some rich loser's bimbo trophy wife," and "what happened to our plans to see the world together and get married and blah blah blah." I don't know what she's talking about: I've never been so happy! All I have to do is clean the house, cook meals, and work on new ways to blow Marshall's mind in the sack. I don't know what her problem is. She's always had a weird thing about me, you know, like she wants to be more
 then friends? I don't know where she got that idea from - I mean, yeah, we did experiment in college, and then moved in together for like seven years and we might have called each other our girlfriends and soul mates and all that crap, but this is true love
, okay? When true love comes knocking, you'd better answer the goddamn door.

I know that sounds harsh, but really, if you saw Marshall and I, you'd just know
 we're the perfect couple. We're so...couple-y. We have all these cute little games we play, like "go fix me a sandwich and let me eat it off your body," or "pretend that you're my serving girl when my friends from work come over for poker night." One time, as a joke, he had me take all these naughty pictures of myself and send them to his bosses as a prank
! I know,
 right? Hilarious! It's disgusting how into each other we are.

Oh my God, I just remembered: we did the most adorable thing last night after he proposed. We signed a marriage contract
. I know you're probably thinking "oh no, here comes the stone age stuff," but it's totally like, squee-inducing. You make a list of all the things you want your partner to pledge to do or not do during the marriage, and then you both sign it. It was so intimate, and kind of thrilling. Alright, I was totally turned on. It was almost like a property
 thing, you know, but in a good way? I don't know, let me try and remember.

He was all like, "Jennifer, could you come in here please?" and I came into the kitchen to find him sitting at the table, with a glass of wine and the contract. I remember I was just about to change - I was wearing the maid outfit I like to wear when I'm cleaning and cooking, and for some reason Marshall likes me to keep it on through dinner - I think it turns in him in a pervy way. Well of course, he explained everything to me like I explained it to you, and then he asked me if I wanted to write anything that I didn't want him to do when we were married. Like I don't know, promise not to hog the bathroom or to not forget our anniversary or something like that. Well, of course
 I couldn't come up with anything - I told Marshall I loved him just the way he is and I trust him to treat me as just as wonderful as he does now once I'm his wife.

Laughing, he asked me if I was upset that he had written some things about me. I said no, of course not.

I told him I'd try really hard to do whatever he wrote and he gave me that sexy little smile I love so much. He sat me down and ran his fingers through my hair. "Now, I want you to read all of these out loud, one at a time," he said. "Go nice and slow. Then, when you're done, we'll both sign it."

Of course, I was already grinning at the thought of what we'd do after I was finished. I couldn't wait to sign his silly contract and fuck him
 silly. "Sure thing," I said.

Here's the thing about the paper, though - I thought I was just going to read some promises and sign it, but as soon as I looked at it, it was like I was staring through an open window. The whole thing was blurry and indistinct - I don't know if it was the wine or what - and...well, it's hard to describe. Have you ever been to a really scary movie at the theater, one where they have something jump out of the shadows right at the screen? You know how right before the big scary part happens that makes you jump, they cut out the music but play this really low tone, right on the edge of hearing? It's as if you can almost hear it, and your brain is straining to make it out and then BOOM, scary stuff. That's what looking at the paper was like; like hearing that noise. Only it wasn't in my ears, it was in my head.

Just looking at it made my eyes water a bit. I asked Marshall what he did to the paper, because it was giving me a migraine. "It's special, honey," he said. "I got it from work. I wanted this to be really special. I'm sorry if it hurts."

I said it was okay.

“It'll stop hurting as you go," he said, putting my hand in his. He leaned in and gave me a deep kiss that left me breathless. It shot straight from my lips to my clit. "Every time you agree to one of the conditions I've written on the paper, it'll hurt less. By the time we're finished, you'll be feeling much better."

I'm kind of ashamed to even say this next part. The weirdest feeling came over me when he said that. This little voice inside me started screaming: rip up the paper! Tear up the paper and tell him to go to hell!
 I started thinking about what Tricia would say if she saw me right then, signing a marriage contract with some guy I'd only met three months ago that said who-knows-what. As much as it pains me to say it now, I have to admit it: for a second, I got cold feet.

Marshall must have seen it on my face, because he took my chin in his fingers and looked me right in the eye. Those beautiful blue eyes made me feel all warm and achy inside. Why was I worried about what Tricia would think?
 "It's okay, sweetheart," Marshall said, "go ahead."

I took the paper and, after skimming the first paragraph (a bunch of weird legalese that made my eyes ache) read the first statement on the page. "I, Jennifer, promise to always love Marshall forever," I read. "Well, that's easy! Of course I do, baby, and I always will." I kissed him.

Immediately, the pain behind my eyes slackened a tiny bit. "I'm feeling better already," I said.

The next promise on the page was: I promise to always keep Marshall's house clean.


I read it out loud, then I read it again, slower this time. Marshall looked surprised when I did. "Is everything okay, honey?" he asked. Everything wasn't okay, all of a sudden. The pain in my eyes - I've never felt anything like it before or since, I can tell you. That little cold feet voice was back: oh god, stop! rip up the fucking paper!


"Of course not, sweetheart," I said, "I mean, I do that anyway!" Saying it out loud was a huge relief.

"But..." Marshall said, smiling indulgently.

"But it says 'keep Marshall's
 house clean'," I said. "If we're married, shouldn't it say our
 house'?"

Marshall was nodding now. "Of course, of course," he said, "I completely understand you thinking that. It's just a formality, really - the house will stay in my name, of course. But it'll be our home
. Do you understand?"


Oh, of course
, I thought with a giggle. "I'm sorry, honey," I said. "I'm so stupid sometimes. Of course I agree." Another tiny release occurred behind my eyes. It felt like there was a balloon in my head, gradually letting out air as I read the promises. It felt good.

"Alright, next up," I said, "'I promise to always cook for Marshall.
' Ditto on that one!" The pain in my head dropped by quite a bit. This is so easy,
 I thought.

“You are doing so good, baby," Marshall said. "Thank you so much for doing this."

I tore my eyes from the paper and met his again, feeling that rush of warmth cover me. "You're so welcome, Marshall," I said. "I'm going to be such a good wife to you."

I expected a smile, instead he pursed his lips. "Read the next one," he said.

I did - and gasped. "You can't..." I whispered.

"Read it," he growled.

"I...it says, 'I promise to never speak to or contact Tricia again
.'"

"And what do you say to that?"

"I..." I had no idea what to say. Tear up the fucking paper! Rip it to shreds!


Walk away!

I'm not proud of this part, either. I stammered and hedged, trying desperately to avoid the question. "I understand why, Marshall, but...Tricia is my best friend! I know we've had our differences, and she's been acting really, really weird lately, but-"

"No buts," Marshall said, taking me by the shoulder. He took my face in one hand and looked me directly in the eye. God, I can never tell him know when he looks at me like that. "I know it's hard," he said, "but that woman is toxic. You know that."

"Please," I whimpered. The pain in my head was suddenly a spike, a jackhammer, a chainsaw. I would do anything to make it stop. "Please don't make me."

"These are the things you have to agree to if you want me to marry you," he said. His hand moved from my shoulder to cup the underside of my breast. Instantly I felt a warm ache burning in my core. I wanted to jump his bones right then and there, feel him fuck me right on the table. I needed him more than anything. More than anything,
 I thought.

"You do want to marry me, don't you?" He asked. His hand slid from my breast down my side, over my hip, between my thighs. I wasn't wearing any panties - Marshall told me when I first moved in about a study that said women were more efficient workers when they weren't wearing panties - and my pussy was shaved and swollen with arousal. One finger dipped into me and began rubbing my clit almost idly. I arched my back and whimpered with pleasure, feeling myself melt against him. The voice demanding I tear up the contract was down to a whisper, every stroke of Marshall's fingers driving it out of me. I love this man,
 I thought. "Oh Marshall," I breathed, "oh fuck
...."

"Say it," he demanded.

"Yes! Yes, I promise! I'll never speak to Tricia again! I'll never even think
 about her! Just don't stop touching me!"

"I won't," he said with a cruel smile, "but you can't come until we're finished. Once you sign the contract, then you can come."

"Yes sir," I said, not knowing why I called him that. It was a struggle to think beyond the pleasure radiating from my pussy. I felt a thin sheen of sweat break out on my forehead.

"Keep reading," Marshall said.

I don't know if it was the very difficult decision I had just made or the feel of Marshall's fingers inside me, but it was as if a dam had burst in my brain. The pain behind my eyes was replaced with almost unbearable pleasure. I had never wanted anything as much as I wanted to do everything Marshall asked, finish the contract, and be the best wife ever.

So the next request was easy. "My body will be available whenever Marshall wants it
," I read. "Of course it – oh god
 - will, baby. You know I'll make love to you whenever you want."

"You'll fuck me
  whenever I want," he corrected me.

"Yes, yes!" I cried, grinding against his fingers. I could feel a trickle of wetness soaking my thighs and wondered dimly if I was going to leave a wet spot on the chair when we were done. "I'll fuck you whenever you want – however you want! I agree!"

The next one was sexual as well: “I can only come at Marshall's command,
" I read. "Yes, sir!" Yes, please. Please make me come at your command.


"That applies to masturbation, as well," Marshall said, sliding my nipple into his mouth.

"I understand," I said. I could see Marshall's erection bulging against his pants - I wanted so badly to set him free. "If you're not telling me to come, I can't come. I agree!"

More pleasure. More submission. "It's...ugggggh
!” I groaned. That was close!
 "It's getting hard to read the paper!" Something felt wrong about the way the letters spun and twisted, as if they were digging a hole into my brain.

“Just keep looking at the paper," Marshall said, "it's important that you at least look at it. I'll read you the last few." He raised his head from my breasts and regarded the paper. "I will perform any sex act Marshall desires,
” he said.

 

At that moment, I couldn't think of a single sex act I didn't
 want to perform on him. "Agreed!" I yelled enthusiastically.

“I will wake Marshall with a blowjob every morning
," Marshall read. That triggered a warning bell in my brain, but I was already swept up in the rush of agreeing, of being on the same, wondrous wavelength with the man of my dreams. "Agreed," I whimpered, grinding against his fingers.

“I love Marshall's cock in my pussy, between my tits, in my mouth, and in my ass.
"

"I already do!" I blurted out. "Agreed!" Wait, did
 I? I had never had Marshall in my ass, and I was pretty sure I didn't love sucking cock - but as soon as I agreed, those doubts vanished. Of course I love sucking Marshall's cock,
 I thought. And I'm 100% sure I'll love feeling him in my ass, too!


The pace of Marshall's fingers against my clit increased to a shocking degree. He was getting very, very turned on. I thrust against him, feeling my orgasm achingly close at hand - but I knew I couldn't come, couldn't feel that blessed release until I finished the entire thing. "I'm so, so close, Marshall!" I cried.

“I am a dumb bimbo slut,”
 Marshall said.

“Yes!” I cried, without thinking -  and suddenly I wasn't
 thinking. It was like a vice grip slammed down on my brain, squeezing all the bad thoughts out. Some things remained in the forefront of my mind – how to fuck, how to clean, how to make myself look amazing – but so much else was missing. “I agree!” I managed.

“I will never contact my parents again
," he read. What!?
 But it was too late, I was too far gone - the need to come consumed everything else. I would've agreed to anything. "Yes! Yes! I agree! I'll never speak to them again! Errrgh
!"

"I will allow myself to be used by anyone Marshall commands."

I let out a long groan. I was so close, so close. What did he ask? "Yes!" I cried, not caring. "I agree!"

“I will do anything Marshall commands of me," he said.

"Oh yes you know I will baby uuuuugh oh god
 yes
 please let me come I AGREE I AGREE-"

“I don't want to be Marshall's wife-"

"I AGREE TO ALL OF IT JUST PLEASE JUST LET ME COME
-”

"I don't deserve to be Marshall's wife-"

"AGREED I AGREE OH PLEASE-”


"Giving Marshall pleasure is all I am good for. I have no will-"

"OH GAWWWD, FUCK! I AGREE!
 I-"

"I promise to be Marshall's willing slave."

"I AGREE! I'M YOUR SLAVE I'M YOUR WHORE I'M YOUR SLUT I'M YOUR FUCKTOY I'M COMING OH JESUS CHRIST-
"

Pleasure engulfed me. I cried at the top of my lungs, thrusting against Marshall's fingers again and again, feeling my knees shake and my whole body quiver in ecstasy. I felt a gush of wetness pour from my pussy onto the chair. Oh my god, I squirted,
 I thought. I'm such a good slave...


The next thing I knew I was in Marshall's arms - just like that, no time in between. I buried my face in his chest, feeling the warm afterglow of my orgasm. After a good two minutes, I recovered enough to look down. At the bottom of Marshall's list, beneath the promise to be his slave, was my signature, looking as if it had been scrawled in the middle of a seizure. "You did it," Marshall said, his face beaming. He looked at me proudly. "How are you feeling?"

"However you command me to feel, master," I whispered, my voice full of pure adoration. It all made sense now. I realized then that I really didn't
 want to be Marshall's wife, after all. In fact, I had no will of my own at all. I didn't want to think anymore. I wanted to do what Marshall commanded me to do, feel how he wanted me to feel, and make him the happiest man on the planet. I couldn't do that as his wife. I could only do it as his slave.

He smiled. "I think you feel very, very turned on, slave," he said, and I was. I had experienced the strongest orgasm of my life seconds ago, but was already ready to fuck. "In fact, I command you feel hornier then you ever have in your life, right now.."

I shuddered in ecstasy. "What else do you command me to do, master?"

He thought for a moment. "Suck my cock," he commanded.

And I did.

Xxx

Hours later, I lay in the darkness next to my master's sleeping form. He hadn't commanded me to sleep, so I was staring at the ceiling, contemplating the wonder of all that had happened. After the blowjob, he walked me back into the bedroom and fucked in every position I had ever seen, and some he taught me for the first time. Turns out, I'm a fast learner. My anal virginity was gone in a glorious burst of submission – I ground ever so slightly against the covers, feeling the ghost of his cock inside my ass. Every moment I served him made me higher than any drug, and he'd gone to bed whispering that tomorrow he would take me to work with him and show me what it was like to serve many masters. He said there were more women like me there, women who had signed the contracts, who lived to serve men like him and help every woman experience the joy I was feeling. I couldn't wait.

In the darkness, I smiled. I had no will, of course, but all things considered, I was happy.
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