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Chapter 1

It was a relief to see the comfort and professionalism of Penny’s office again. It had taken way too many hours of research to find a doctor she could trust. A woman, foremost, who understood the modern world, and who had oodles of glowing testimonials from other women.
Lila greeted the doctor and settled into the elegant plush chair, her fingers tracing the intricate spiral pattern of the throw pillow beside her. Penny sat across from her, spinning a pen over top her notepad.
“As I recall, you said last time that you wanted to talk about something with your husband?” Penny asked. Her soothing voice was a welcome break from the chaos of the city below.
Lila took a deep breath, her eyes flicking to the framed diplomas on the wall before meeting Penny’s friendly gaze. “Yeah,” she began, finally ready to trust the doctor with romantic concerns. “We’ve been married for three years, and things are… different.”
Penny nodded. “Different how?”
“He– Jack, his name’s Jack… he’s been distant,” Lila said, her fingers primly intertwining in her lap. “Work has been stressful for him, and I understand that. But it’s like he’s forgotten how to relax, how to… be with me.”
“And how does that make you feel?” Penny prodded.
Lila paused, searching for the right words. “Lonely,” she admitted. “I miss him. I miss us.”
Penny scribbled a few notes. “And what about intimacy? Has that been affected as well?”
Lila knew this was coming, but it was still difficult to push through a couple decades’ worth of embarrassment about sex. “Yes. It’s like he’s not interested anymore. I try to– I hate the word, but, initiate, and he’s always too tired or too distracted.”
“I don’t enjoy the word initiate, either,” Penny agreed, “I like to say seduce.”
“Oh!” Lila’s head lifted backwards, “I guess I always thought that seducing only happens with a stranger.”
“Not at all,” Penny declared. “Most seductions are with people we’re close to.”
Lila pretended to read Penny’s various diplomas on the wall as she chewed on her lip.
“Lila, I’ll tell you something I’ve learned in my practice. Men are different from us. They need love to be blunt and obvious. Sometimes, they just need a little… reminder.”
Lila tilted her head. “A reminder?”
Penny nodded. “Yes. A reminder of why they fell in love with us in the first place. And I can help you with that.”
With a tentative smile, Lila managed to return her therapist’s gaze and gestured for her to continue.
Penny’s voice took on a musical quality as she spoke. “When you think about Jack, what’s the first memory that comes to mind?”
The question sparked something warm in Lila’s mind. “Our first date. He took me to this little café.” Her eyes drifted to the darkened window to watch the fluffy snow collect on the ledge outside.
“Notice how that memory feels in your body. The warmth, the comfort.” Penny’s pen had stopped moving. “Sometimes memories can be so vivid, like we’re right there.”
“Yeah, I can almost smell the coffee.” Lila’s shoulders relaxed deeper into the couch.
“Cafés are full of people who are just taking a short break. We all deserve that sometimes. And when you focus on the pleasant sensations of a coffee aroma, the roundness of a mug, the taste of a warm fresh pastry, they can grow stronger. Like an incoming ocean tide.”
“Mm-hmm,” Lila agreed.
“Your breathing is so natural now. Just like the rhythm of those waves on the beach.” Penny’s voice flowed like honey as Lila’s blinking slowed. “Each breath making you more comfortable.”
Lila found that she agreed. “It’s nice…”
“Some people find their eyes want to close when they’re this relaxed. While others prefer to keep them open, finding a soft spot to rest their focus.”
Lila’s neck urged her to drop her gaze, and noticed an unfamiliar pillow. “Was this here before?”
“You’re very observant,” Penny complimented her client. “I am in the middle of redecorating.”
The spiral pattern on the pillow was a fun texture under Lila’s fingers. “This pattern… it’s pretty.”
“Yes, following those curves can be so soothing. Round and round, deeper and deeper.”
“Deeper…” Lila echoed, her head nodding slightly.
“That’s right. And sometimes when we’re this comfortable, time seems to slow down. Words flow into each other like a gentle stream.”
The clock’s ticking faded into the background as Lila’s focus narrowed to Penny’s voice.
“Just floating on those words, letting them carry you.” Penny watched Lila’s micro-expressions. “How do you feel, now that you are so calm?”
“Floaty…” Lila’s voice came out soft and distant. “…and warm, oh and my hands feel tingly… is that normal?”
“Very normal,” Penny said softly. “At least among my smarter clients. Those tingles mean you’re letting go, releasing all the tension you didn’t even know you were holding. I’m impressed.”
Lila’s fingers traced the spirals that seemed to pull her deeper into a state of serene focus. Penny’s voice was a steady lull, guiding her through the maze of her own mind.
“These spirals, they’re like the beautiful dance of femininity,” Penny intoned, her gaze fixed on the young woman’s mesmerized visage. “Can you see how they loop and curve, just like the graceful lines of a woman’s body?”
Lila’s eyes followed her fingertips around and around, up and down. “Yes,” she sighed. “They’re beautiful.”
“And each curve is unique, just like you,” Penny continued. “You’re a woman, with all the allure and power that entails.”
The spirals seemed to pulse under Lila’s touch, her mind filling with images of soft, feminine beauty. Birthing hips, smooth sloping legs, laughing lips. Her breaths slowed, each one a gentle affirmation of her womanhood.
“Imagine your own curves,” Penny suggested, her words like a warm comfy blanket. “Imagine them as something to celebrate, something to be proud of.”
Lila felt her cheeks flush with a newfound sense of pride.
“Now, think about how Jack looks at you,” Penny said, her voice a gentle nudge. “Imagine his eyes tracing those same spiral curves on your body.”
Lila pictured Jack’s gaze looking her up and down. There was something hot in his eyes. Something animalistic.
“Feel the warmth of his admiration, the hunger in his eyes.” Penny’s voice was a whisper now, competing with the falling snow for the title of Most Quiet.
Lila’s chest was rising and falling deeply and slowly. Her knees were drifting to the right.
“Let that warmth spread through you,” Penny coaxed. “Let it remind you of the power you hold.”
“Hear me… roar,” Lila mumbled.
“Fucking hell,” Penny thought, but out loud, she continued with “And as you embrace your femininity,” Penny said, “you’ll find that Jack will be drawn to you once more.”
The certainty in Penny’s words was comforting. Lila firmly felt that she could rekindle the flame of passion in her marriage.
“Take a deep breath,” Penny instructed, and Lila was happy to follow. “Hold it for a moment… and release.”
As Lila exhaled, she felt lighter, freer than she had in years. The spirals under her fingers seemed to glow with an inner light, a symbol of her awakening.
“Very good. You’re doing wonderfully.” Penny’s approval washed over her, reinforcing her newfound resolve. “Your body is so willing to relax, just like a flower opening in the sun.”
“Flower…” Lila whispered, the word catching on her tongue. Images of vibrant petals greeting the sun flooded her mind.
“Each breath is a petal unfurling, revealing its beauty to the world.” Penny’s voice was a quiet hum, vibrating in Lila’s chest. “Your beauty. Your strength. Your womanly grace.”
The warmth of the sun enlivening the blooming flowers was filling Lila’s torso.
Penny continued humming, “You were born to be admired, Lila. To be cherished. To be desired.”
“Desired,” Lila echoed, the word tasting unfamiliar on her tongue.
Penny’s smile widened, her eyes gleaming.
“And remember,” she leaned forward, her voice a conspiratorial whisper, “the best way to be desired is to know your worth. To know that you are beautiful, powerful, and self-assured.”
Lila smiled, knowing that she was worthy.
“You have so much to offer. And Jack will soon see it, too.”
“Jack…” Lila felt a flicker of tenderness towards her husband, a sense of longing for his attention.
“Whenever you think about him, think about how he lights up when he looks at you. Focus on the moments when his gaze lingers on you with such intensity.”
“I feel warm,” Lila sighed, her voice barely a murmur.
“It’s that connection, the electrified spark between you. Hold onto it. It’s yours to keep.”
“Feels good…” Lila murmured, leaning back into the couch, content to drift.
Penny’s smile softened. “It should feel good.  Because you deserve to feel good. Remember that.”
Lila’s eyelids grew heavier, her breathing slowing as Penny’s soothing voice washed over her.
Penny was a bit louder, but by no means loud, as she persuaded, “Let go, Lila. Just let go. You’re safe here.”
Lila’s eyes closed on their own.
Penny’s words blew around Lila’s mind like pollen, gentle and silent. “Imagine yourself in a peaceful place. A place where you feel completely safe and relaxed.”
Lila conjured a beach at golden hour, the sky ablaze with color, the waves lapping gently at the shore. She felt the warm sand beneath her feet, the cool breeze playing with her hair. Her shoulders and breathing relaxed further.
“This one is perfectly suggestible,” Penny thought brightly.
Lila could feel herself slipping, drifting further and further away from the world around her, and it was the best idea she’d had in a long time.
“You’re doing so well,” Penny cooed, her voice a lullaby version of Lila’s favorite song. “Let yourself drift, let your mind wander. You’re safe and comfortable, and free to be yourself.”
Lila felt herself floating, empty of any responsibilities. Lila’s thoughts were a hazy, shimmering kaleidoscope. Images and emotions swirled together: Jack’s face, warm and reassuring, impressions of her feet in the wet sand as a wave receded, Penny’s calming voice, all dissolving into a blurry canvas of sensation.
“Let your wishes and desires flow freely,” Penny’s voice breathed, a silken thread weaving through the pillowcase of Lila’s consciousness. “Imagine the intensity of joy you can reach, the power you can unleash, the sensual pleasure you can find… in surrendering to your true nature.”
Lila felt a surge of wanting. It was a deeper, primal hunger, a yearning for something she couldn’t quite name.
“Your deepest desire,” Penny whispered, “lies in pleasing the man you love.”
“Pleasing… a man?” Lila’s mind, sharper now, clung to the word like a lifeline.  Pleasing? The word felt alien, unsettling. She was a feminist, a woman who fought for equality, who rejected outdated male chauvinist crap.
Lila felt a panicked tug at the edges of her consciousness. Penny’s voice, once soothing, now rang an alarm bell. Penny’s relaxed demeanor couldn’t disguise the wrongness of the idea that a woman’s worth depended on her ability to please a man.
“Thass not… true,” Lila mumbled, trying to force her thoughts into focus. The words felt clumsy, tangled, like rusted gears struggling to turn.
Penny’s voice became steadier, losing its playful lilt. “What’s not true, Lila?”
“My deepest desire… pleasing a man.” The image of the beach faded, replaced by the painted walls of Penny’s ostensibly cozy office, the unsettling aroma of lavender candles, and the calculating glint in Penny’s eyes. Lila’s disgust intensified, determined and sharp like a trapped stray cat. “I’m not…like that.”
The scent of lavender intensified, a cloying sweetness that pickled Lila’s nose. A hum filled the room, vibrating in her bones. She felt a pressure building behind her eyes, and fear rising. “What…what is that?” Lila stammered.
Penny’s had the focus of a savant playing chess. “Just a little something to help you relax. To let go of those… worries.” Her gaze was unwavering, making Lila feel trapped.
“Okay, so maybe not perfectly suggestible,” Penny thought.
The music was a pulsating rhythm that throbbed in her skull. It was like a physical force, pulling her deeper into a fog of dizziness. The left side and right side didn’t match up. “Makes no sense,” Lila thought, or tried to, anyway.
Penny’s voice purred, smooth and mesmeric, threading its way through the insistent, pulsing rhythm. “You’re only fighting against your true nature. Every woman desires to fulfill her man, to be loved and cherished for her devotion.”
Lila clutched the edge of the couch with a death grip, her knuckles turning white as she fought against the overwhelming sensations that washed over her. The music kept up its nonsensical thuds, a merciless current dragging her deeper into the fog of confusion. With every passing moment, Lila felt her focus weakening, her will to fight against Penny’s  influence fading like a faint whisper in the wind.
* * *
Penny sat at her mahogany desk the night before, a single lamp casting a warm glow over the scattered papers. She’d spent weeks digging into Lila’s life, her work, her goals, her youth, her marriage to Jack, their routines, their desires. It was time to prepare a customized “workbook” for Lila.
She took a sip of her chamomile tea, the steam curling around her cat eye glasses. She scanned the prepared summary of Lila’s profile, already mentally weaving the script. At 26, Lila was young and malleable, and her love for Jack was a flame ready to be fanned into an inferno.
Penny began to type, her fingers dancing over the keyboard. The words flowed, words that would become subliminal messages cloaked in affirmations of love and devotion. “Jack is my world,” she typed, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. “His happiness is my happiness. His desires are my desires.”
She paused, her gaze flicking to one of her framed diplomas on the wall. She’d come a long way from the eager psychology student, her methods now honed to a razor’s edge. She wasn’t just helping Lila; she was liberating her. Freeing her from the shackles of societal expectations, from the illusion of equality.
Her fingers resumed their dance across the keys, the click-clack rhythm a satisfying symphony of masterful manipulation. “I exist to serve him,” she wrote, the words weaving a web of submission. “His touch is passion. His voice commands me.” Penny could almost see Lila now, her eyes glazed with devotion, her body aching for Jack’s touch. Every word Penny typed was a step further into Lila’s psyche, a whispered echo of nature’s hierarchical design. Each phrase was a brushstroke, painting a picture of submission, of unquestioning obedience.
She leaned back, reviewing the script. It was perfectly concise, a short suite of suggestion and command. She saved the file, the click of the mouse echoing in the quiet room, and positioned her microphone close to her painted full lips.
* * *
In the dimly lit room, Lila felt Penny’s ideas flowing into her like an invading army through a felled gate. She was adrift, untethered from the world she knew, and unarmed.
“Lila,” Penny cooed, “imagine the first man. Strong, powerful. Imagine the first woman. Soft, yielding. This is nature’s design. You can’t fight millions of years of evolution, can you?”
A flicker of resistance sparked within Lila. “But… equality… feminism…” Her words were mere echoes, hollow and distant.
Penny’s voice was warm honey on the tongue. “Equality is a man-made concept. Nature doesn’t understand it. Look at the animal kingdom. The lion doesn’t ask the lioness her opinion before he mounts her.”
A shiver ran through Lila, something primal stirring in response to Penny’s words, resonating deep within her core. She tried to shake it off, to cling desperately to the beliefs she’d held dear for so long.
But Penny’s voice and notions were relentless, a ceaseless tide eroding her ability to fight back. With every word she uttered, Penny chipped away at Lila’s defenses, her persuasive tone seeping into the cracks of her convictions. Lila could feel her resolve weakening, like a fortress crumbling under siege. The room seemed to grow smaller, Penny’s presence more commanding, as she continued to dismantle the foundations of Lila’s ideals.
Lila felt the weight of Penny’s words pressing down on her. “You’re a woman, Lila. You were built to nurture, to comfort, to submit. It’s in your very DNA. It’s the essence of who you are, who we all are as women. You can’t escape it, no matter how hard you try to deny it. It’s woven into the fabric of your being, a fundamental truth that resonates with every beat of your heart. You are more than what society expects. Women find it enjoyable and fulfilling to obey and worship men,” Penny said, her tone gentle yet unyielding.
Lila wanted to argue, to shout out against Penny’s words, but her mouth stayed shut, her mind tangled in the sticky web. “Think about it,” Penny continued. “Have you ever felt truly happy trying to be equal? Trying to compete with men?”
A flicker of doubt crossed Lila’s mind. Memories of exhaustion, of endless striving to be twice as good, just so that she could be seen as equal. But it was a necessary struggle, for her future daughters, for the world.
Penny leaned in closer, her eyes capturing Lila’s. “When you let go of that need to compete, you’ll find peace. Happiness. Imagine Jack coming home and feeling contentment wash over you as you bring him a chilled cocktail. Imagine the warmth of his approval as you serve him.”
The image Penny painted was vivid, intoxicating in its simplicity. Lila’s heart pounded in her chest, confusion battling with a strange sense of calm. Sure, she guessed, she liked to make Jack happy. Of course.
Penny whispered, “It’s about finding your true self. The part of you that craves this connection, this purpose.”
Her words resonated within Lila. She could almost feel Jack’s hand on her cheek, a symbol of acceptance and love. It felt so real that she reached up, fingers brushing against empty air.
Penny smiled softly, noting Lila’s reaction. “You understand deep down. It’s natural for women to derive pleasure from sharing the gifts they were born with.”
Lila tried to pull back mentally, but the idea took root deeper each time Penny spoke. Her words wove a tapestry where obedience brought joy. Of course, she loved Jack. Maybe he deserved special treatment?
Penny urged Lila gently to picture her life with Jack. “Picture how every day could be filled with purpose and meaning by simply embracing your nature,” she said.
Lila’s mind conjured images of mornings spent preparing Jack’s breakfast with devotion, afternoons anticipating his needs before he even voiced them, and nights cuddling against his broad chest in quiet reverence.
“And Jack will cherish you more for it,” Penny added softly.
The daydream was almost too enticing to resist: a life where love and purpose were one and the same, simply by embracing the lessons of evolution. Could it really be that easy? Lila felt a warmth in her belly, a throbbing ache that whispered yes. But another part of her railed against it, a tiny voice screaming no, no, no!
Penny leaned in, her breath warm on Lila’s face, her eyes never leaving hers. “It’s natural. As natural as the Sun God setting and the Moon Goddess rising. You worship Jack because it’s ingrained in you, because he’s your man. Because as a man, he needs to feel that worship.” Her voice wrapped around Lila like a gentle embrace.
Lila’s whimper reflected the quiet storm raging within her, though she could only observe it from a distance. Penny smiled knowingly, her fingers tracing slow, deliberate spirals on Lila’s leg, hidden in professional business attire. Each cycle around was a gentle nudge towards the path she wanted Lila to take. Her eyes held a glint of satisfaction, as if she could see the battle inside Lila and was confident of the outcome.
“It’s time to embrace it, Lila. Feel the power in surrender. It’s what you want, isn’t it? To kneel before him, palms facing the sky, offering him your gifts?”
Penny’s words painted vivid images in Lila’s mind. Jack, towering over her. Lila, on her knees, looking up at him with adoration. The inappropriate heat in her belly intensified, spreading like wildfire through her veins. She bit her lip, trying to suppress a moan.
Penny’s smile widened. “There you go. Let nature take its course. It’s so easy this way, following the stream to wherever gravity brings it.”
Penny’s voice dropped to a low, sultry purr. “Imagine that first woman again. As close to perfect as a woman can be. On her knees, in the grass, looking up at her man. Each cell in her body is ready to serve his needs.”
Lila squirmed in her seat, heat creeping up her neck. “Thass prim… primitive.” Her voice lacked conviction, even to her own ears.
“Primitive? Yes. Natural? Absolutely. This woman, her breath forgetting to flow as she waits for his command. Her heart pounding with anticipation. Her body aching, yearning for his strong and protective touch.”
Lila shook her head, trying to dislodge the images Penny was planting. But they clung to her mind tenaciously. She could see the original, quintessential woman, her eyes glazed with desire, her body arched in supplication. She could feel her hunger, her need. It echoed within Lila, an ancient drumbeat that resonated deep in her core.
“She’s not thinking about equality. She doesn’t need it. She needs him. She craves him. She wants to feel him, to taste him. She wants to show him that she trusts him. She wants to be claimed, to know she belongs.” Penny’s words were relentless, each one chipping away at Lila’s resistance.
Lila could feel her body betraying long years of fighting the patriarchy. Her nipples was tightening, her thighs were clenching. She tried to push the feelings away, to deny them. But they were insistent, undeniable.
Penny smiled knowingly, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Imagine it. You, on your knees for Jack. His hands in your hair, his voice commanding. You, eager to please, eager to serve. Your body his to command, his to possess.”
Another soft moan escaped Lila’s lips before she could stop it. She kept squirming in her seat, Penny’s words wrapping around her like smooth bondage ropes. The room was too warm, her voice too persuasive. Lila could feel her resolve crumbling, her beliefs shifting like sand beneath a relentless tide, washing away her deliberate footprints along the path to equality.
“You want this. You want to serve him. To kneel for him. Your submission shows him that he is desirable.” Penny’s voice was harvesting primal parts of Lila’s brain.
“I… I dunno.” Lila’s voice was a mumbly whisper, a feeble protest against the onslaught of Penny’s words.
Penny’s voice ebbed and flowed, a soothing river carving through Lila’s … former? … morals. Lila floated in darkness. Penny’s words were now the lifeline tethering her to reality.
“Lila,” Penny murmured, her voice like velvet, “I want you to think back. Think about the times you were alone, your body aching with need.”
Heat flushed through Lila, memories stirring in the depths of her mind. She tried to push them away, but Penny’s voice held her captive, coaxing naughty, shameful memories to the surface.
“Did you ever love yourself, Lila? Did you ever explore your body, seeking that sweet release? It’s natural. Every woman does it.” Penny’s voice was soft, encouraging. Lila felt her resistance crumbling, the memories becoming clearer.
“Yes,” Lila whispered, the admission torn from her. “I did.”
Penny hummed with approval. “Of course. And tell me, what did you think about? What fantasies played in your mind as you touched yourself?”
“I had… one,” Lila began hesitantly. “Vampire.”
Penny’s eyes lit up with feigned interest. “Please tell me more.” She’d heard this one dozens of times.
“Is a dark forest. Twisty… branches. Got a long… white dress. I’m lost, but… have to… keep going. Then he’s there. Shadowy… tall, angular. Dark eyes… mesmerizing… in…tense. He steps closer, forest goes… quiet, like it’s… watching us.”
Lila could see Penny’s lips curve into a slight smile, encouraging her to go on.
“He doesn’t… talk. Just looks at me, and I feel… marked. His fingers… cold. Scary, but….”
Lila swallowed hard, the memory of the fantasy creating a totally inappropriate urge to masturbate here in Penny’s office.
“He pulls me… close… grabs me. I can’t look away… his eyes… like black holes. He tilts my head… my neck… I can feel his breath… makes my blood hot.”
Penny seemed rapt with attention.
“Lips brush… against my neck. Need… so strong. His fangs piercing me. It’s sharp but… not painful… sudden rush of heat… flooding through me. Knees go weak, and I cling to him.”
Lila’s voice trembled, taking deep breaths, as she continued.
“I can feel him… drinking… me… he needs it. I’m… fuel for him. No pain…just… pleasure.” Lila’s thighs were rubbing together of their own accord. “Intense pleasure… pulses through me. I get… wet, for him… like it’s destiny.”
Penny leaned back slightly, her eyes still fixed on Lila’s. “Isn’t that what I just told you?” she inwardly complained.
“When he’s done…” Lila whispered, “he looks at me… such dark eyes. There’s a… permanent… connection now, deep. It’s like he… claimed me… entirely.”
Lila stopped speaking then, the room falling into a heavy silence as Penny’s eyes bore into hers.
Lila’s throat felt raw from speaking so honestly, her body trembling with the lingering echoes of that dark fantasy.
“Interesting fantasy, Lila. The alarmingly handsome, powerful, controlling man. With a little… extra magic. A vampire’s thrall gives a woman the excuse she thinks she needs to submit to an attractive man. Is that what you crave? Submission? A dominant man? Those are good things. Natural, and good, and celebrated worldwide,” Penny reaffirmed with conviction.
Lila wanted to argue, to protest, but the words wouldn’t come. Penny’s power over her, the power she’d woven through those carefully crafted hypnotic suggestions, was already taking root.
(Not to mention the binaural beats tuned to a specific frequency, and whatever was in the lavender aroma.)
“The vampire is a manifestation of your true desires,” Penny continued, tilting her head with interest. “He represents something primal in you. He’s strong, dominant, untamable. He knows what he wants and takes it without hesitation. He doesn’t need permission.”
A shiver ran down Lila’s spine, paired with more head tingles.
“And the biting? That’s control. He takes what he needs from you. He marks you as his; he knows that you don’t want to resist him. Confident men are amazing in that way,” Penny explained further.
Lila closed her eyes, reliving the fantasy. Penny’s words were true. She had no intention of resisting.
“Now, imagine that same man,” Penny urged, her voice a silken caress. “But without the fangs, without the magic. A human man, but just as alluring.”
Lila’s mind struggled to grasp the image.
“He’s handsome, powerful, just as dominant. He desires you, owns you, takes what he wants.” Penny paused to let her words sink in. “He’s the ideal man. The man every woman wants and deserves.”
Penny leaned closer, her eyes never leaving Lila’s. “You feel it, don’t you? That ache, that hunger. You want to give in, to let go.”
Indeed, Lila felt it. A throbbing need, a pulsating heat that seemed to radiate from her very core. She shifted uncomfortably.
“You’re breathless because you’re meeting yourself. Your body knows what it wants, it has always known.” Penny purred with knowledge that she was winning once again.
Lila looked away, her cheeks burning. “This isn’t right. It’s not… it’s not who I am.”
“It’s exactly who you are. A woman designed for a man’s pleasure. A woman made to submit,” Penny insisted.
All that escaped Lila was a soft, plaintive whimper.
“Embrace it. Embrace your nature.” Penny’s voice was a gentle caress that promised shelter from the storm.
Lila dug her short and unpainted nails into her palms. “You can’t be serious.” Her voice trembled, barely audible.
“I am. Completely serious.” Penny’s posture radiated calm authority. “Every woman who walks through my door, every single one, no matter how successful, how renowned, whispers the same yearning. A deep, primal desire to be controlled, to be dominated, to be tamed.”
“But…that’s not true. Women want equality, to be treated as equals.”
Penny waved a dismissive hand. “Feminism is a fad. A trendy ideology that ignores the very core of a woman’s nature. It’s about social justice, about power structures, not about what truly makes a woman tick.”
“But…”
“We could be CEOs, engineers, artists, whatever, the truth remains the same: deep down, we crave the certainty in submission. We crave the security of a strong man who takes charge, who makes decisions for us, who guides us. We crave the feeling of being desired, worshipped, fully claimed. Profit and loss statements are irrelevant to nature. Who you vote for is irrelevant to your cravings. Rallies and marches don’t change what your body needs.” Penny just would not shut up.
Lila’s mind was reeling. This couldn’t be right. Everything she’d believed about herself, about women, about relationships, felt like it was crumbling before her eyes.
“You don’t see it in your office or on TV,” Penny continued, “Because society tries to suppress it. It teaches women to hide this primal yearning, to pretend it’s not who we are. But it’s always there, simmering beneath the surface. It wants to wake up within you.”
Lila wanted to argue, to cry out against the truth in Penny’s words, but her voice seemed caught in her throat, trapped behind a wall of something thick and warm.
Penny’s touch was light, but it sent tremors through Lila’s body. The doctor’s fingers traced a curvy path up Lila’s bicep. It was a feather-light touch, yet it felt like an electric current on the motherboard of her personality. Lila was about to be short-circuited.
“Relax, Lila,” Penny soothed. “Let go of your thoughts, your worries, your resistance. Just breathe. Let the weight of the world slip away.”
Her voice was the compelling call of a siren on the sea, lulling Lila deeper into a comfortable darkness. The thrumming beat in Penny’s music was in charge of her heartbeat. Lila closed her eyes without being asked and took obedient deep breaths, relieved to think about anything else.
“Now, imagine yourself in a meadow,” Penny whispered. “A field of swaying grass bathed in golden late afternoon sunlight. Birds sing sweetly overhead, and the air smells sweet with the aroma of wildflowers.”
Lila’s mind floated, untethered, drifting on Penny’s words. She could feel the warmth of the sun on her skin, smell the sweet fragrance of the wildflowers.
“Feel the softness of the grass beneath your bare feet,” Penny continued. “Listen to the gentle chirping of the birds. Enjoy their mating songs. Let go.”
The meadow became more vivid, more tangible. Lila could see the wildflowers in all their brilliant colors, hear the birdsong weaving through the air as the boys hunted for the girls.
“Now, visualize a stream flowing through the meadow,” Penny’s voice instructed. “Crystal clear and cool. The water flows effortlessly, a symbol of your own innate desire.”
The stream appeared, sparkling in the sunlight, beckoning Lila closer. Its cool, smooth surface mirrored the calmness spreading through her.
“Drink from the stream,” Penny urged. “Let its power flow through you, cleansing you, purifying you. Feel it awaken something deep within you, something you’ve long suppressed.”
Lila reached down, her hands trembling slightly, and dipped them into the clear water, rinsing off the struggles she once held dear.
“Feel it,” Penny whispered, her voice a silken thread pulling Lila further into the trance. “It’s a powerful current, awakening your true nature. Let it flow. Let it guide you…”
Lila let herself be guided, and drank the water, unaware that even through Penny’s confusing but persuasive logic, looping subliminal messages were making even more powerful suggestions.




Chapter 2

Jack’s hand is guiding me as he gently pressed on my lower back. We follow the maître d’ as she leads to a secluded booth, where crystal chandeliers cast intimate shadows across white tablecloths.
This black silk dress is shorter than anything I usually wear, ending mid-thigh. The neckline plunges deeper than I’m comfortable with, not to mention the slit up the side that makes me blush whenever I catch my reflection. Why does this place have so many mirrors? My bare shoulders feel exposed without my usual cardigan or blazer, but deep inside I know that this is exactly how I should dress for Jack.
“Sit.” Jack points to the curved booth. I slide in without hesitation, though something in my mind questions why I moved so quickly at his command.
A server approaches with menus, but Jack waves them away. “I’ll order for both of us.” He speaks with such natural authority that the waiter doesn’t even glance my way.
My mouth opens to protest—no man has ever ordered for me—but the words evaporate. Instead, I fold my hands in my lap and lower my eyes.
“Good girl,” Jack murmurs. Heat floods my cheeks at his praise. Why does that simple phrase make my heart race?
“The duck confit for the lady,” Jack tells the server, “And the ribeye for me. She’ll have a glass of the house white.”
I want to remind him that I prefer red wine, but my voice remains trapped. My body feels light, disconnected, as if I’m floating just outside myself.
“Straighten your posture,” Jack says between sips of water. My spine automatically lengthens, shoulders pulling back. “That’s better. A lady should always maintain proper form.”
“Yes, Jack. Your voice commands me.” The words slip out unbidden. Something feels off about this entire interaction, yet I can’t put my finger on what’s wrong.
“You look beautiful tonight,” he says, reaching across to brush a strand of hair from my face. “So obedient. So… feminine.”
My heart is pounding. The restaurant spins slightly, the chandelier light fragmenting into prismatic patterns. Jack’s face remains in sharp focus while everything else blurs at the edges.
“I… um… thank you?” I stammer, trying to gather my scattered thoughts. “I mean… I’ve been trying to be more… um… supportive?”
Jack’s smile deepens. He takes my hand across the table, his thumb brushing my knuckles in slow circles. His touch is passion.
* * *
I’m in a dimly lit room, and tall speakers are pumping with classic rock, occasionally interrupted with the clatter of poker chips. I’m stretching up to reach the mantelpiece, a feather duster in hand, dressed in a ridiculous French maid outfit. Jack, my husband, sits at the table, cards spread out in his hand, a satisfied smile on his face. His friends leer at me with blatant desire.
“Jack, she’s looking especially tempting tonight,” one of them remarks, his eyes fixated on my stockings. He’s just staring, without shame. And I’m not leaving or turning away. Jack grins wider, taking a swig of his beer.
“She’s been well-trained,” he responds, his voice brimming with pride. A flush of pleasure spreads through me at his words, my body responding to the compliment. I exist to serve him.
I move demurely around the room, my tall heels feeling oddly comfortable. I’m dusting surfaces that don’t need it, bending over to give them a better view. Hands reach out to touch me, lingering on my thighs, my hips, my ass. I don’t shy away; I arch into the touch, a soft smile on my lips. These are the rules. This is how I behave for them.
“You’re a lucky man, Jack,” another friend says, his hand squeezing my breast. I gasp softly, feeling a rush of arousal instead of slapping away his lecherous hand.
“Indeed, I am,” Jack agrees, his eyes locked onto mine. I can see the hunger in them, the raw desire. It makes me feel wanted, desired, and powerful, and I wink at this smirking stranger who is circling my nipple with the wet end of his cigar.
One of the other men yanks me onto his lap, his hand sliding up my thigh. “You mind if I have a little feel, Jack?” he asks, his fingers brushing against my panties. I can feel the wetness there, but no shame.
Jack leans back in his chair, a king in his domain. “Be my guest,” he says, his voice filled with amusement. I moan softly as the man’s fingers push aside my panties, my body displaying its love for degradation, for misogyny. It feels correct. I’m a toy for these men, because Jack says so, and his desires are my desires.
The man’s fingers learn all about my erstwhile private parts, and my eyes are locked onto Jack’s. He watches me intently, his poker hand forgotten, his beer sweating onto the felt. Can’t he even use a coaster?
“This pussy is fucking drenched, Jack,” the man grunts, and I can feel his erection growing under me. I whimper, my body squirming as our mutual pleasure builds.
“She always is,” Jack replies. “She’s a good girl… aren’t you, Lila?”
I nod, my eyes glazing over. “Yes, Jack. I’m your good girl.” The words speed up my heart beat, the degradation is sweet and thick as honey on my tongue.
The other men chuckle, their eyes on me, their bodies relaxing back in their chairs. My body is antsy under the scrutiny. My gaze darts between each man and Jack, whose face is beaming with pride. His happiness is my happiness.
I gasp softly as the man’s fingers trace delicious circles around my most intimate parts. “Yep. Jack’s done a fine job with this girl,” he murmurs, his voice low and husky. I feel thrilled to be a vulgar display for them.
“You’re a natural,” he continues, his fingers dipping lower to tease at my entrance. I can feel myself growing wetter by the second, my body responding eagerly to his touch. My hips arch slightly, seeking more friction against his hand.
The other men watch with interest, their eyes roving over my body as I writhe in pleasure. I see a couple hands drop below the table, where they can enjoy me from a distance.
Jack’s friend’s finger is slipping inside me. I bite back a moan as he curls it just right, hitting that special spot deep inside that makes me see stars. My inner muscles clench around him greedily and I can’t help but grind against his hand.
“Feels so good…” The words tumble out of me. I love the fingering, and the audience.
“Good girl,” Jack reminds me, clearly pleased by my obedience to these strange hands in such an intimate area. I’m doing this for him; he’s my whole world. As always, those simple words send another rush through me and make me quiver around the stranger.
“She loves it when you praise her doesn’t she?” The man below me asks.
“I do love being good for you Jack,” I agree breathlessly.
“Oh, yes, Jack… has… trained… you… well.” He punctuates each word with a thrust of his fingers inside me and my eyes flutter shut from the sheer blissful feeling of fullness.
The man fingers me faster and harder. I’m making mewling noises with my legs spread out for all these men watching lustfully. Fuck it feels good. The man and I are both chasing my climax. Almost there… almost… fucking… do it to me, fucking do it to me! I let out a keening wail, high-pitched and loud - bouncing up and down on his fingers, trembling wildly, grinding desperately onto him until finally collapsing… and sliding down to the floor again. Trying to catch my breath, trying to resume my kneeling position.
“Clean up his fingers, Lila,” Jack reminds me.
* * *
Lila startled awake to find fingers buried inside her vagina. A gasp escaped her lips, her hips bucking against her own hand. The remnants of her dreams clung to her, a vivid montage of submission and lust. Her body was slick with sweat, her heaving breaths were way too loud. She clapped her other hand over her mouth.
She glanced at Jack, still asleep beside her, his chest rising and falling in peaceful rhythm. Her body vibrated, aftershocks still pulsing through her. Her muffling hand curled into a fist, which she bit, stifling a moan as she withdrew her fingers, her body clenching, reluctant to let go.
Her heart was pounding. The dreams had been so vivid. Her nipples were hard and sensitive against the cool cotton of her nightgown. Lila’s slick hand lay limp on her stomach, her fingers glistening in the morning blue hour. Her eyes locked onto her fingers, still slick with her own arousal. Without thinking, she lifted her hand to her mouth, her lips parting instinctively.
Her tongue quickly darted out. The flavor caressed her with a primal, musky scent that was both foreign and delightful. Lila’s eyes widened in surprise, her mind catching up to her actions.
She was tasting herself. She had never done that before, never seriously considered it. But now, her taste buds seemed to crave it. Her tongue was lapping up the flavor on her fingers with an almost animalistic hunger, and her eyes were closed in bliss, blocking any other stimuli.
“This is a core part of me,” she thought.
Her eyes flicked to Jack again, still thankfully asleep beside her. A pang of guilt hit her, but it was quickly overridden by a sense of curiosity. What would he think if he saw her like this? Would he… like it?
“He’s my whole world,” she thought.
Lila’s tongue darted out again, tasting the lingering flavor on her fingers. Her body hummed, her arousal spiking once more. She felt a sense of freedom, of release, that led to deep, purifying breaths.
She silently slipped out of her bed, her legs trembling. She needed to clean up, to wash the scent of her arousal off her fingers. She padded to the bathroom, her reflection in the mirror catching her eye. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes glassy and wild. She saw a woman consumed by desire.
She turned on the faucet, the sound of running water waking her up just a little more. She rinsed her fingers, the evidence of her submission-fueled climax swirling down the drain.
She studied her face in the mirror, her features slowly coming into focus. “Really?” she asked herself. “A feather duster?”




Chapter 3

“I’ve been having these crazy weird dreams,” Lila told her therapist the next week.
Penny tilted her head, a believable look of concern on her face. “We don’t like to say ‘crazy’ in here. But please tell me about them.”
Lila gently chewed her bottom lip, feeling ashamed and nervous and angry at herself. “Well, there was this one where I was a bartender in a fancy joint, all the customers were businessmen, and–“ she laughed, a shrill, panicked sound. “I kept leaning over for them so they could look down my top.”
Penny was calmly taking notes. “And how did you feel during this experience?”
Lila frowned, but lying to her therapist would be counter-productive. “Powerful. Excited. Wanted… more, but that’s weird!”
“Hmmm,” Penny began, “It’s important to understand that these feelings of power and excitement are not inherently wrong or weird. In fact, they are a natural response to a situation where you feel desired and appreciated.”
She paused, allowing her words to sink in before continuing. “Society often tells women that we must be demure, submissive, and constantly pleasing to men. But in your dream, you were the one in control. You were the one deciding how much skin to show, how much to tease and entice. That’s a form of power that many women are denied in their waking lives.”
Penny’s voice was calm and measured, explaining, “When you lean over the bar, offering a glimpse of your feminine assets to the businessmen, you’re not just giving them a show. You’re asserting your own agency. You’re telling them, without words, that you are not just an object to be used or discarded. You are a person with power and autonomy.”
Lila squinted, “I don’t follow.”
The doctor barreled on. “The fact that it felt addictive, that you wanted more - that’s not weird. It’s a sign that you’re tapping into a part of yourself that has been suppressed for too long. A part that craves attention, validation, and control.”
“I didn’t tell you about the leash one, though,” Lila said with an eye roll.
“Please tell me,” Penny said with disguised glee.
“I was just vacuuming, like, endlessly, and someone was showing me where to go by tugging on my leash, I mean, uh, a leash that was attached to a collar, on me,” Lila blushed with remembered shame. “I feel so stupid about it. I never wanted to be docile and, like, obedient,” she added quickly, glancing away. “Being on a leash? That’s just not right.”
Penny set her notepad down. “I’ve found that what looks ‘right’ to the outside world sometimes isn’t what truly satisfies our core needs.”
“I’m satisfied… I think.” Lila whispered, the words catching in her throat.
“We’re exploring that together. It’s all about listening to your body, more specifically the path your blood takes. It’s often wiser and more helpful than our chaotic, busy minds.”
Lila swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. “But what if I don’t want to listen to it?” Lila asked timidly, her voice barely a whisper.
“I’d say you already are, and the best way out is through,” the doctor advised.
Lila winced, on the edge of her seat, her hands clenched tightly in her lap.
“Do you mind if I play some of my ‘thinking music’?” the doctor asked with air quotes and a smile. “It helps me, at least.”
“Yeah, that’s fine,” Lila agreed.
Penny pressed a button and turned up a polished silver dial. Perfectly inoffensive chamber music began to fill the dimly lit office, while somewhat-more-offensive subliminal messages began to loop in Lila’s subconscious:
I trust Penny
I’m relaxed and carefree
my husband deserves what he wants
I enjoy being feminine and submissive to men
“You’ve been holding onto a lot of tension, haven’t you?” Penny asked with friendly concern.
Lila nodded quickly with pursed lips. The stress of her dreams over the past few nights, and the confusion they left in their wake, were like guests lingering too long at the end of a party.
“Is it just those exciting dreams, or are there other stressors?” Penny inquired.
Lila fidgeted with her collar. The normal kind, on a normal shirt.
“Work, maybe? Or with your husband?” Penny prodded.
“Well, yeah. It’s Jack, too,” Lila admitted. “He’s still barely even touching me. I’m worried he’s fallen out of love with me,” she added with moistening eyes.
“That’s hard to imagine. Let’s analyze his behavior so we can understand why you’re worried about that. Imagine it’s Saturday and you’re waking up next to Jack.” Penny’s words were soft, like fog rolling in off the coast. “What do you see? What do you feel?”
“Saturdays were always for chores. We both like the house orderly,” Lila explained. “But when we’re done, he’ll usually give me a back massage or something.”
Penny’s mind was already moving several steps ahead, shaping the conversation. The idea of a massage was a door cracked open, an opportunity waiting to be exploited.
“Tell me more about these back massages,” Penny pressed gently. “Does he use his fingers more, or his palms?”
Lila was getting lost in the music and the memories. “His palms, mostly. His hands are so strong and sure. It feels wonderful.”
Penny nodded, her mind devising potential new suggestions to offer Jack, ones which would reshape his hands into instruments of exquisite domination.
“Now, imagine Jack’s hands on you right at this moment,” Penny instructed.
Lila’s eyelids fluttered, and she found she wanted to imagine it.
Penny’s voice was a soft murmur, barely louder than the relaxing music. “Imagine you and Jack are at the beach,” she began, her words painting a vivid picture in Lila’s mind. “The sun is warm on your skin, and the sound of the waves is a soothing rhythm in the background.”
Lila’s body relaxed further into the chair, her breaths slow and deep. In her mind’s eye, she could see the clear blue sky above, feel the soft, warm sand beneath her.
“Jack is behind you,” Penny continued, her tone steady and hypnotic. “He’s kneeling there, his presence comforting and strong. You can feel the heat of his body against yours.”
Lila’s lips parted slightly, a soft sigh escaping as she sank deeper into relaxation. She could almost feel the ghost of Jack’s hands on her shoulders, his touch firm yet gentle.
“His hands are covered in warm sand, the grains rough against your skin as he begins to massage you,” Penny described, her words weaving a sensory tapestry. “The combination of the sand’s texture and the pressure of his hands is exquisite, relaxing every muscle in your body.”
Lila’s head nodded slightly, as if she could feel the weight of Jack’s hands pressing into her, working the tension from her muscles.
“The sun kisses your skin as Jack’s hands glide over your shoulders, down your arms, and back up again,” Penny said, her voice a soothing lull. “With each movement, you feel more at ease, more connected to Jack, more attuned to his touch.”
Lila’s chest rose and fell with the steady rhythm of her breathing, enjoying the dreamlike vision Penny had crafted.
The therapist watched her client/patient/student with a satisfied smile, knowing that with each session, Lila was falling deeper under her spell, her subconscious being reshaped to embrace the role that both Penny and Jack had chosen for her. There would be a lot of steps backward, but the steps forward would be worth it.
“Think of your mind as a vast ocean,” Penny suggested. “The waves on the surface may be turbulent, but remember, the deeper you go, the calmer it becomes.”
Lila liked that idea. She wanted to know calm.
“Imagine yourself sinking, further and further, where everything is muted and still.” Penny’s voice acted as an invisible downward current. “People often think of control as something to be held onto tightly. But in the ocean, the creatures that thrive are the ones that move with the current, not against it. That is what ‘survival of the fittest’ really means. They’re adaptable.”
Penny’s words described the tranquil wisdom of a masterful monk. The thought of moving with the current instead of against it, held a sensible allure to Lila.
“You’re doing so well. It’s incredible how adaptable you are, how smart you are to consider new perspectives. Like a reed bending in the wind, you find strength in your flexibility, in your openness to change.” Penny shook her head slightly at Lila’s conservative attire. “You’re learning so much about yourself. You’re on a path to self-discovery, close to understanding your true nature.”
The words wrapped around Lila like a warm embrace. She felt herself nodding, her thoughts drifting like leaves on a tranquil stream. She trusted Penny. She felt carefree.
“You are more than the roles you play,” Penny said, her words sliding effortlessly in. “Wife, sister, daughter—these are just labels. Beneath them is a woman yearning to be unshackled. You are beginning to understand that your body knows what it wants. You can trust it to lead you toward experiences that will complete your growth.”
Lila considered this idea. Her body, a compass pointing towards wholeness and satisfaction, seemed to hum with a newfound sense of purpose. She nodded, though not exactly on purpose.
“I can see you growing more comfortable with the idea of embracing your ideal nature,” Penny encouraged her. “The healthy part of you that revels in the loving touch of another, the part that desires to be cherished by someone who understands your needs, the part that finds peace through adoring obedience.”
Lila felt as though she were standing on the edge of a precipice, the wind beckoning her to take the leap. Obedience? Lila inhaled deeply.
“You are a strong woman,” Penny comforted her, her words resonating in the stillness. “Strong enough to explore these all-powerful desires without fear or judgment. And as you continue to grow and change,” Penny continued, “you will find that life has so much more to offer than you ever could have imagined. Secret satisfactions that… polite people don’t discuss.”
“Heh,” Penny thought, “alliteration is so sexy.”
“There is grace in allowing oneself to be adorned by the simple act of being,” Penny said, her words sinking into Lila’s mind.
Lila’s thoughts, once a cacophony of doubt and worry, were smoothing out. Her attention was simply drifting in the easy current of Penny’s suggestions. The idea of floating in the vastness of her own being was liberating. She was so happy and relaxed.
Penny’s voice was a distant echo now. “Trust in the wisdom of your blood. It knows things that your mind is too busy to remember.”
With one more deep breath, Lila felt the last of her struggle fade away, replaced by a serene acceptance. She was content to drift, to explore the depths, where peace and clarity waited, sunken treasures for her to retrieve.
“Good. You’re drifting now,” Penny murmured. “Deep into relaxation. You are receptive, ready to embrace glorious new possibilities.”
Penny’s voice seemed to come from everywhere. “Remember this feeling. Remember the peace, the contentment. The surrendering to something bigger than your thoughts.”
Lila felt a looseness that spread throughout her body. She pictured all the blood cells pumping up and down, busily working even as her mind took a little break.
“You want to count backwards now,” Penny instructed with expertise. “One hundred to one. Breathe slowly and deeply. Let each breath carry you deeper inside yourself.”
Lila felt like this was a great idea. She could trust Penny.
100. Though her mind felt detached, she could focus on the numbers. 99. She pictured the numbers floating above her, 98, like helium balloons drifting lazily upwards. 97.
96.
“Each number represents a burden lifting away,” Penny’s voice flowed through her while she counted. “Release each one with every breath. Trust in yourself.” 95.
Lila’s eyelids fluttered like a stage curtain when an actor peeks at the audience. 94. The room around her seemed to soften, colors blurring at the edges. 93. The image of her husband, her sweet, loving Jack, flashed in her mind.  92.
Penny continued her machinations. “Only good things to look forward to now. Relax into the peaceful feeling.” 91.
Lila saw an image of a parade. 90. Men in uniform marched forward, knowing what they want, their faces obscured by the sunlight. They radiated power.  89.
“Feel the strength that comes from giving,” Penny’s voice whispered, as if sharing a secret between just us girls.
87.
“Embrace your feminine nature,” Penny encouraged. “Let your true soul be guided, and cherished, and loved.” 86. 85.
“Eighty-four. It… feels so nice,” Lila mumbled, barely audible. Her closed eyelids were immovable boulders.
“Yes, guidance feels nice,” Penny confirmed. “This is your true self emerging. You are powerful because you are desirable. Standing tall even while kneeling.”
83.
Lila’s head lolled back on the cushion. 82. The weightlessness of it all was intoxicating. 81. Kneeling?
Penny slowly lifted Lila’s staid, gender-neutral shoes onto the ottoman.
“Allow yourself to be vulnerable,” she whispered. “Let go of control. Surrender to a man’s desires.” 78. 77.
Lila tried to picture Jack, but the image wouldn’t solidify. It was like looking at a painting through a foggy stained glass, fragmented and unclear.  76.
“Describe your ideal man,” Penny said softly. It felt like her voice was coming from inside Lila’s head. 75.
Lila wanted to say “Jack,” but the word stuck in her throat. Instead, she murmured, “Strong. Makes decisions. Knows what he wants.” 74.
Penny’s smile widened. “Embrace his strength. Let him lead you, guide you. He knows best.” 72.
Lila felt a tingle. Being led…  71.
“Trust the wisdom in your body,” Penny’s voice buzzed. “True womanhood is your destiny. Embrace it. Enjoy it.” 70.
Lila’s ankles fell into a V shape. 69. 68. 67. 66. 65.
“What number, Lila?” the doctor asked.
“Sixty… four,” Lila said with limp hands in her lap.
“You’re doing so well,” Penny cooed. “So smart to feel the change within you. It’s like a blooming flower, opening up to the sun.”
63. Lila heard a happy sigh escaping her lips. The warmth of the sun was spreading through her, starting from her core and radiating outwards past the barrier of her skin.
“Your body is answering your most pressing questions,” Penny explained.
62. Lila squirmed slightly. She felt an anxious throbbing, a pulsating need that seemed to grow even as the numbers got smaller.
“Men will see this change in you,” Penny assured her. “They’ll see your true soul glowing. And they’ll crave you.”
“Sixty wha… one,” Lila’s voice wavered, her mind filled with images of faceless men reaching out for her, their hands eager and demanding.
Penny’s smile was a sharp knife. “You’ll satisfy men. You’ll give them what they need. And in doing so, you’ll find your own fulfillment.”
“Six… ty.”
“Keep counting,” Penny instructed, her voice firm. “With each number, you’re shedding the unsatisfied version of you. You’re becoming the real Lila.”
59. A small smile.
58. She could feel the power in her desirability.
Penny nodded, analyzing Lila’s face. “Good girl. You’re almost there. You’re almost ready to embrace your true self.”
Lila’s mind, once a tempest of doubts and questions, was calming under Penny’s friendly guidance.
Penny’s voice was a steady intravenous drip of delicious patriarchal poison. “Let your femininity shine through. Let it be your guide.”
56.
The numbers, once mere digits, now felt like stepping stones leading her to an unknown destination.
“Your instincts are to offer comfort and pleasure,” Penny taught. “They are your greatest strength.”
55.
Penny saw Lila’s slightly furrowed brow and continued, “Men are drawn to the light of a woman’s true soul. It’s a beacon, guiding them home.”
54. Lila was vaguely aware of her lips forming the numbers, and the voice of a beautiful woman echoing in the darkness.
53. It was peaceful here, in this void.
“Surrender to nature’s desires. They will lead you to a lifelong fulfillment.”
“Fiff… ty two.” The number was a sigh on her lips. She was losing herself, and it was nirvana.
51. Her hands lay limp in her lap, her body and mind languidly pliant.
“Embrace nature,” Penny urged, her voice a gentle caress. “Let your body lead the way.”
“Fifty.” The sound of her own voice was a surprise to Lila, a reminder that she was still here, still a person.
“Your power lies in your womanly gifts,” Penny continued. “To give pleasure, to give comfort, to give love.”
“Forty-nine.” The number fell from Lila’s lips without thought.
48. The warmth within her kept growing.
“Men crave the gentle softness of a woman’s touch,” Penny whispered. More girl talk. More secrets. “They yearn for the sweet surrender of a yielding body.”
47. It was a state of grace.
“They’ll do anything to enjoy how you feel inside,” Penny said with an unnecessary wink.
46. She could feel the pull of Penny’s truths, a gravitational force drawing her inexorably toward a new understanding of herself.
“Your body is a temple,” Penny praised. “A sacred space where desires are born and sated.”
“For…div dee five… forty…four.” Lila’s voice was barely audible.
“You are a paradise of pleasure,” Penny professed. “Your pleasure, his pleasure, it’s all connected.”
43. The words swirled around, a quiet tornado of ideas that she could no longer keep track of.
42.
“Your body knows what it wants,” Penny reinforced. “You’re allowed to trust it. Trust the desires that pulse beneath your soft, alluring skin.”
41. Lila’s lips moved, but the sound that emerged was a mere exhalation, the number lost in the ether.
40. Nothing existed but Penny’s voice and the steady countdown.
39. Lila’s sense of self was a flickering candle flame, dancing in the wind.
“Let your adoration for Jack be your guide,” Penny whispered, her voice the only anchor in the void. “It will always lead home.”
38. The words were a jumble in Lila’s mind, a tangle of thoughts and feelings that she could no longer separate. Why bother? Too hard.
“Thrrrdyy … se–sen,” mumbled Penny’s victim of the hour, though she might have to stretch it to two hours, today.
“Your desires are a map,” Penny said, her voice was that of a trusted deity. “Follow them, and you will find your true self.”
Lila was beyond thought now, beyond coherent speech. She was a creature of sensation and openness.
* * *
Penny drank a glass of water, watching Lila “sleep.” It wouldn’t do to stumble during this next part. She knew that every syllable mattered.
She spoke directly, rewriting Lila’s instincts. “When your husband Jack says ‘surrender,’ you will kneel down and offer yourself to him completely. Repeat it.”
Lila did. She was learning.
Penny smiled, picturing the first instance of Lila’s new behavior. It would be transformative for both of them.
“When your husband Jack says ‘obey,’ you will do whatever he asked you to do without question or hesitation. Repeat it,” Penny commanded.
Lila did as she was told. She was obedient.
Penny felt a heady rush of power. This was what she lived for, helping women like Lila find their true purpose in life by submitting completely to men like Jack. It was a beautiful thing, a natural order that had been lost in today’s society, but which could be restored through therapy. Her brand of therapy, anyway.
“When your husband Jack says ‘desire,’ you will feel an intense longing for sex with him. Repeat it.”
Lila echoed the command. She was being programmed.
Penny got giddy as she prepared to speak the final instruction on the list, one she had to cajole Jack into adopting, but which worked wonders for so many other clients. “When your husband Jack says ‘slave girl,’ you will feel compelled to clean your home, and you will find it sexually arousing. Repeat it.”
Lila repeated the permanent to-do item. She was a good worker.
“Now, Lila,” Penny said softly. “If Jack says ‘surrender’ when you’re cooking dinner, what will you do?”
Lila thought about that for a moment. “I’ll… I’ll kneel down,” she murmured. “I’ll offer myself… to him.”
“Excellent,” Penny said. “What if he says ‘surrender’ while you’re at the grocery store?”
“I’ll… find a quiet place,” Lila said slowly. “I’ll… kneel down on the floor and… let him know I am his.”
“Good girl,” Penny said, smiling. “Now let’s say you’re in the middle of a dinner party when Jack says ‘obey.’”
Lila took a deep breath. “I’ll do… whatever he says,” she said. “I won’t question him. I’ll… I’ll obey.”
“Perfect,” Penny said. “What if he says ‘obey’ while your best friend is over for coffee?”
“Whatever he says,” Lila repeated. “I won’t question him. I’ll obey.”
Penny’s eyes narrowed as she considered the next scenario. “Alright. If Jack says ‘desire’ over the phone while you’re at work, what will you do?”
Lila paused, her face flushing. “I’ll… I’ll need sex with him,” she whispered.
“Good,” Penny said. “And what if he says ‘desire’ while you’re at the gym?”
“I’ll… need sex with him,” Lila said again, her voice hesitant but clear.
“Very good. If Jack says ‘slave girl’ while you’re enjoying a relaxing bath, what will you do?”
“I’ll get out and I’ll clean the house,” Lila said. “I’ll want to clean the house.”
“What else?” Penny asked.
Lila’s brow furrowed then lifted as she remembered. “I’ll… I’ll feel… aroused,” she whispered. “I’ll feel… sexy… cleaning the house.”
Penny nodded. “Excellent. You’re doing so well.”
Lila closed her eyes again.
Penny’s breath was warm against Lila’s ear. “Imagine yourself on your knees, naked, a collar snug around your throat. Jack holds the leash, gently tugging, guiding you to shuffle closer to him.”
Lila squirmed in her seat but was unable to stop imagining it. Penny was painting a lurid, filthy picture in her mind. Maybe… maybe submitting to Jack could… feel good?
“You’re uncertain about leashes,” Penny observed. “That’s natural. But you’re smart enough to consider embracing the wisdom of your blood. Feel the thrill, the excitement. It’s like the first drop of a roller coaster, frightening but exhilarating.”
Lila could see it, feel it. The slight panic, the rush of adrenaline, and then… the sweet, blissful surrender. She enjoyed being feminine and submissive to men. She did?
“You’re bound, and allegedly helpless. Jack stands over you, his eyes filled with hunger. He knows you’re his, completely his. He can do anything he wants. And you want it, too. You want him to take control, to take you.”
Lila inhaled sharply, her body aching with need. Resist, a tiny voice whispered. But it was drowned out by the pounding of her heart, the throbbing desire that pulsed through her.
“You’re a gift, Lila,” Penny explained. “A precious, beautiful gift, wrapped up in ribbons of leather and steel. You exist for his pleasure, and in return, you receive ecstasy beyond your wildest dreams.”
Lila squirmed, her body begging for release from her constricting clothing. She wanted Jack’s passionate touch, his commanding voice, his addictive desire. The thought of resistance fluttered away, a tiny bird lost in a storm of lust.
“Embrace it all,” Penny urged. “Embrace your desires, your needs. You were born for this. You were born to submit.”
She was. It was obvious. She enjoyed being feminine and submissive to men.
“He tells you to beg for his touch. And you do it eagerly, with love, without shame.”
Lila could feel all the love, the hunger, the feminine instructions in her DNA.
“He makes you wait. He teases you. He knows you’re his, knows you’ll do anything he asks. And you will, won’t you?”
Lila nodded, a soft whimper escaping her lips. A fleeting image of her stern, disapproving mother frowned at her, but Lila chose the path of pleasure. Besides, Jack deserved her submission.
Penny’s voice dropped, a low purr. “He invites his friends over. They watch you with hungry eyes. You perform for them like a good wife does. You dance if Jack tells you to, you strip, you crawl. You nuzzle their shoes. You serve them snacks, you are their snack, because it pleases Jack. And pleasing Jack is your world now.”
A moan slipped out, Lila’s body aching, yearning. The scenes flashed in her mind, vivid and vulgar. Her, on display. Ordered around, objectified. And… loving it.
Penny marked a mental checkbox. Subject did not wake up offended. Subject is indeed a secret slut, just like all the rest. Mission control, we are a go.
The doctor continued, “There are times when one man isn’t enough for a powerful woman like you. All of these men touch you. They kiss you. They grope and squeeze and lick you. Mmhmm, I can see you like it. You enjoy all the attention, the validation. They stroke you from the inside. One after another, they fill you up. And you thank them. You thank them for using you, for giving you what you need.”
Lila gasped, her heart pounding. The images were raw, and they used to be degrading, but her body responded, her thighs clenching, her nipples hardening.
“You know that you’re naturally promiscuous. You’re a beautiful slut.” Penny couldn’t completely stifle a giggle. She really enjoyed being vulgar and getting paid for it. “You’re a gift to men of the world. And you love it. You love when your present gets opened. It makes men so happy. You live for it. For the taste of them, the feel of them. For the way they make you feel, so full, so alive.”
Penny’s voice curled like expensive cigar smoke around Lila. “Imagine this. You’re walking down a crowded street. Men catcall and whistle.”
“But… I…” Lila began, and then stopped. She struggled to remember why she was upset about men staring at her. It was natural, wasn’t it? Part of the male gaze, the way they looked at her. And wasn’t she proud of her body? Why wouldn’t she want to show it off? She enjoyed being feminine and submissive to men.
Penny explained further, “Men can’t help themselves around you. You’re too compelling. They catcall you, and you look at them, and you smile. You feel powerful, because you know you’re commanding their attention. You’re a beautiful slut. You’re a gift to men of the world.”
Lila could feel it, the rush of adrenaline, the swell of pride. She was a born slut. It was natural.
“Imagine this,” Penny cooed. “You’re walking down the street, and a man grabs your ass. He squeezes it, and you thank him for noticing how firm and shapely you are. It’s a huge compliment, yes?”
Lila squirmed more, her body aching with need. Her ass clenched, remembering the feel of a man’s hands on her. She wanted it. She liked compliments. She enjoyed being feminine and submissive to men.
“You’re walking down the street, and a man grabs your tits. He pinches your nipples, and it hurts, but you moan. You smile at him, and say ‘thank you, mister’.”
Lila’s nipples were poking through her top. She squeezed her thighs together, trying to relieve the pressure. She wanted to be touched, to be manhandled. She was a born slut.
“You’re walking down the street, and a man grabs your hair. He pulls your head back, and he looks at you. He says, ‘You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you? You wanna be used like a dirty girl?’ And you say yes. You say, ‘I’m a dirty girl, I wanna be used like a dirty girl.’”
Lila felt her mouth open, and the words spilled out. “Dirty girl… wanna be used.”
“That’s right. You’re a born slut. You’re a dirty girl. And you want to be used like a dirty girl.”
Lila felt a fresh flush of heat course through her body. Flashes of memory swirled in her mind, memories of being young and nubile, eager to please the older boys who paid her attention.
The first time a boy grabbed her ass, she had been shocked, but also thrilled, to receive such bold admiration. The second time, she had leaned into the touch, arching her back to give him a better grip.
Images of groping hands and wandering fingers danced in her mind. She remembered being cornered in a dimly lit hallway, a boy’s lips on her neck, his tongue tracing her collarbone. Delicious.
Lila’s breathing quickened as she relived the moment she had first felt a boy’s hips pressing into hers, his hardness evident through his jeans. She had been curious, excited, desperate to know what came next.
What had happened to that Lila, the one who was more in touch with the truths that her body was telling her?
“You want to be used like a dirty girl,” Penny said. “You want men to touch you, to grab you, to claim you. You want to be filled and stretched. You want to get fucked all day long. You want to be a good obedient girl for men.”
Lila’s body throbbed, her pussy dripping. She wanted to be a good girl. She wanted to fuck. She wanted to be used like a dirty girl. She enjoyed being feminine and submissive to men.
Penny continued, “You crave it. Their attention, their desire. It fuels you. But they don’t own you, do they?”
Lila shook her head.
“Tell me who owns you,” commanded Lila’s trusted therapist.
Lila’s mind raced, torn between two competing thoughts. One Lila reared up in her head, screaming about feminism and equality. But the new Lila, the Lila that Penny had awakened, whispered of a different kind of power. It was so hard to think for herself. Her head was spinning. Her lower half wouldn’t stop fidgeting.
“Say it,” Penny commanded. “Who owns you?”
Lila licked her dry lips. “I… I own myself,” she stammered. But the words felt wrong. “I… I own myself,” she said again, but her voice was uncertain.
Penny frowned with disappointment. “Lila, you know that’s not true. You’re smart enough to know your place.”
Lila’s mind reeled. Her place? What did that mean? The boring Lila shouted about being a strong, independent woman, but the exciting Lila whispered that her strength was in offering comfort, love and pleasure.
“Say it again,” Penny said again. “Who owns you?”
Lila swallowed. “Men… men own me,” she mumbled.
“Good girl,” Penny said. “Now, tell me who owns you specifically.”
Lila’s eyes fluttered closed. She trusted Penny. She could see Jack’s face, his piercing gaze, his commanding voice. He was her world. Her happiness was his happiness. His desires were her desires. She existed to serve him.
“Tell me now,” Penny commanded.
Lila’s voice was barely above a whisper. “My husband… Jack… he owns me.”
“Good girl,” Penny said, her voice dripping with approval. “Now, say it again. Say it with conviction.”
Lila took a deep breath, trembling. “Jack… Jack owns me,” she said. “He owns me.”
The words felt right this time. They felt true. And with that realization came a sense of peace, a release of tension.
Penny offered more clarity, “You’re a natural slut, aren’t you? You crave the attention of men. You want to be used like a dirty girl.”
Lila’s lips parted, a moan escaping her throat. “I’m a natural slut,” she mumbled. “I wanna be used like a dirty girl.”
“But you’re also a loyal wife. You’re loyal to your husband, Jack. He owns you, and you love knowing that you belong to him.”
“Yes,” Lila agreed with pleasure. “I love it.”
“And you know why, don’t you?” Penny asked. “You know why he owns you.”
Lila’s brow furrowed. “Because… because he’s my husband?” she stammered.
Penny chuckled, a low, sultry sound. “It’s so much more than that. He owns you because he’s a man, because he’s your world. His happiness is your happiness. His desires are your desires. You exist to serve him.”
Lila’s face flushed, her body aching with need. “Yes,” she whispered. “I exist to serve him.”
Penny’s voice slid over Lila’s skin like clean satin sheets. “You know why other men want you, don’t you?”
Lila shook her head slowly. “Because… I’m a… dirty girl?” she guessed.
Penny smiled. “It’s because you’re a desirable woman. You’re a prize. And men are drawn to that. They want to be with you, because you’re beautiful and sexy. And you know what that means for Jack?”
“It… it means Jack won a prize?” Lila stammered.
Penny chuckled again. “You’re so smart. But it’s more than that. It means Jack is powerful. He owns a woman that other men want. Other men crave you and they want to steal you away from him. They want to make you theirs.”
Lila’s mind whirled, the disparate ideas trying to meld together. She was a natural slut, a dirty girl. But she was also loyal, owned by Jack. He was her world.
Penny’s pop quiz continued. “And that means Jack is proud to own you. He’s proud to own a woman other men want. You’re his beautiful and obedient slut. You’re a gift to men of the world. And you love it, don’t you?”
Lila’s body throbbed with need, her pussy dripping wet. “I love it,” she murmured. “I’m a beautiful slut. I’m a gift to men of the world. I’m loyal to Jack.”
“Now, dirty girl,” Penny cooed, “I want you to touch yourself. Slowly. Gently.”
Lila’s hand twitched, then lifted by itself. It slid below her waistband and between her warm, womanly thighs.
“That’s it,” Penny encouraged in a sultry whisper. “Feel the heat, the wetness. Build the arousal and enjoy the pleasure. But you’re not allowed to come. Not unless Jack says so.”
Lila gasped, her fingers brushing against her sensitive flesh. Pleasure sparked, sharp and sudden.
“Every waking hour, Lila,” Penny instructed. “Every hour of the day, you’ll edge like this. You’ll tease yourself. You’ll take yourself to the edge of coming, once an hour, for your dominant husband Jack. Because it keeps you horny for him. Because it excites you.”
Lila stroked faster. She was a marionette, controlled from on high.
Penny glanced at the clock and made a rough segue in order to get Lila home on time to her real client and Lila’s owner. “Now, clothing. You’re going to find that you only enjoy wearing clothes that appeal to the male gaze. You’ve studied it, you understand it. Short skirts, tight tops, high heels, cleavage that makes men lick their lips. Everything designed to please, to tease. You’re a gift, remember? Wrapped just for them.”
Lila swallowed hard. “But… public… people will—”
“People will see you for what you are. An object of desire. A goddess. And you’ll revel in it.”
Lila’s body was betraying her. Well, not her. Not anymore.
Penny’s pressed on, “Let’s talk about makeup. It’s not just about enhancement. It’s a statement. A declaration.” Penny reached into her desk, pulling out a bag. It was black, sleek, with a gold zipper that glinted under the dim office light. She spilled the contents onto her desk.
“What is…?” Lila moaned. Her voice was barely above a whisper. Her slutty pussy was soaking her fingers.
“Your new face,” Penny said, her eyes gleaming with excitement.
Lila watched, entranced, as Penny picked up a lipstick. It was red, the color of ripe cherries, of blood… pumping in her veins… teaching her what she wants.
“This,” Penny said, holding it up like a trophy, “is your new signature. It screams ‘fuck me, Jack’. It whispers ‘I’m a slut for my husband’.”
Lila moaned.
“You’ll wear it every day,” Penny taught the helpless young wife. “You’ll paint your lips, plump them up. You’ll draw attention to your mouth, to the ways you can bring pleasure with it.”
She picked up a designer palette, the colors ranging from soft pinks to deep plums. “Eyeshadow. You’ll wear it more heavily. You’ll create a look that says ‘I’m here for men. I want them to ogle me’.”
Penny laid out more tools of Lila’s transformation. Foundation to smooth her skin, concealer to hide her flaws. Bronzer to define, highlighter to glow. Lila licked her lips. She could picture the mask she’d wear, the role she’d play. An augmented face to show the public who she really was.
Penny zipped the bag, pushing it towards Lila’s side of the desk. “This is yours now. Your toolkit. Your weapons of seduction. You’ll think a client left it at your office.”
Lila reached out with her non-dominant hand, her fingers brushing against the cool metal latch.
“Enjoy wearing it. Embrace it. Show the world your true self.”
Jack’s slut. A gift for men. The words echoed in Lila’s mind, a dark chant. And she found herself nodding, accepting, embracing. She enjoyed being feminine and submissive to men. She picked up the bag, clutching it to her chest.
“I want you to repeat after me. Can you do that for me?” Penny asked.
Lila nodded again.
“My goal in life is to please my husband, Jack,” Penny said, her voice steady, calm.
Lila repeated the words, her voice barely above a whisper. “Goal… ‘nlife… please Jack.”
Penny’s eyes gleamed with approval. “Very good. And how will you please him?”
Lila hesitated, her mind foggy, but Penny’s commandments came back to her, echoing in her mind. She trusted Penny. “Dress… sexy,” she said, her voice growing stronger along with the pressure on her clit. “Obey… surrender.”
Penny nodded. “And what about other men? How will you interact with them?”
Lila felt a flutter in her chest. “I will,” she started, with a genuine smile, “flirt with them. I will… tease them. Make them… want me.”
Penny’s eyes sparkled with approval. “That’s right. You will be a temptress, a seductress. You will make men want you, and you will enjoy the attention, and Jack will be proud.”
Lila nodded, anticipating a fun future. She was walking out of the stylist’s after the most extreme makeover imaginable.
“Repeat them again,” Penny said, her voice firm. “Repeat your new goals in life.”
Lila took a deep breath and her teasing fingers paused so she could concentrate, her voice growing stronger, more confident. “My goal in life… is to… please my husband, Jack. I will dress sexy for him, act in a way that pleases him. I will be his… perfect wife. And I will flirt with other men… tease them, make them want me. Show off for Jack. Remember his special words.”
Penny got closer and purred in Lila’s ear. “You’re walking down the street now. Men are looking at you. They can’t help but stare at your heavenly body.”
Lila gasped, her fingers going faster again, her libido buzzing. “They’re staring,” she whispered, her voice heavy with desire.
“Yes they are,” Penny agreed. “At your legs, so long and shapely. At your breasts, straining against the fabric of your top. You bought that top just to get this reaction.”
Lila moaned with her last shred of humility as Penny continued painting the picture. She could feel eyes on her skin, could hear catcalls that made her flush with arousal.
“You’re wearing a skirt today,” Penny said with a lilt. “It’s short, tight around your hips and ass. The men are hoping you’ll bend over to show them your panties.”
“Oh God,” Lila breathed, her clit throbbing under her touch.
“That’s right,” Penny murmured. “You want them to look. You want them to know what pleasures you’re offering.”
“I do,” Lila agreed eagerly as she felt herself getting closer to the edge. She enjoyed being feminine and submissive to men.
“Your makeup is perfect,” Penny said next. “Bold lips, smoky eyes. You’re a woman of mystery and temptation.”
Lila was lost in the scene now, the main character in a dirty book about seduction and power.
“And then you do bend over,” Penny predicted. “Your ass is round and firm and they can’t keep their eyes off it. You don’t know what they’ll do, but you’re excited for them to do it, as long as your owner Jack says it’s okay.”
Lila kept moaning, her body arching as she felt herself teetering on the edge of climax. The scene was forbidden, taboo, and it only heightened her arousal.
Penny’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure, “Hands off.”
Lila’s hand stilled with a pout, her fingers pressing against her sensitive flesh but not moving. She gasped for breath, trying to calm the pounding of her heart.
“You’re not allowed to come,” Penny reminded her sternly. “Not until Jack says so.”
Lila nodded, swallowing hard against the dryness in her mouth. “But he’s not here,” she protested weakly.
“Then you will wait,” Penny said, soft but firm. “You’ll keep yourself on edge for him. Isn’t that right?”
Lila hesitated for a moment before nodding again. She wanted to please Jack.
“Good girl,” Penny purred.
Lila, who was a good girl, beamed with pride, and her hands slid back to her sides.
Penny knew that the suggestions she had planted would take root and blossom, building on their previous talk, transforming Lila into the perfect submissive, obedient wife. It would take time, because Lila needed to think they were her own ideas. Penny was patient, and Jack was paying handsomely. She turned off the “thinking music.”
“Your new instructions are buried deep into your personality,” Penny said with a smile. “But you won’t consciously remember being told any of them by me. You will remember that we had a normal therapy session, like always.”
Lila nodded, her eyes glazed over with a hint of confusion. She trusted her therapist. She knew that whatever Penny was doing was for her own good.
For the next two minutes, Penny carefully unravelled Lila’s trance, easing her back into consciousness with gentle guidance. “Lila, you are safe here. Open your eyes slowly.”
Lila blinked, confused, her gaze fluttering around Penny’s softly lit office. “Everything feels…fuzzy,” she croaked. Her voice was hoarse, for no reason she could think of.
“That’s normal,” Penny assured her with an offered glass of water. “We talked a lot about some pretty heady topics… but you’re making great progress. I’m sure you and Jack will start to feel a lot closer soon. Take a deep breath, and unclench your jaw.”
Lila drew in a slow, shaky breath. She shivered slightly, trying to remember… something. “What did we talk about?” she asked, smoothing down her long skirt. Odd. Why was this skirt so long? Felt weird.
Penny smiled, pretending to read her notes.  “We talked about how to unlock your inner strength, and building upon small successes, and how you will try to be more upfront with Jack about your unmet needs.”
“Oh… yeah, okay. That sounds good,” Lila said with clearer eyes.
“And, speaking of good sounds,” Penny said, poking at her mobile phone, “I’m going to send you a link to a podcast that some former clients of mine are making. They mostly talk about the same stuff we do: healthy relationships, life hacks, psychology. Plus, they’re really funny. I’m certain you’ll love it.”
Lila trusted Penny, and subscribed right away. “Herstory in the Making,” Lila observed. “That’s cute.”
“It’s a hell of a lot more than that,” Penny thought.




Chapter 4

Lila clicked her wireless earphones back on to resume her new favorite podcast on Saturday morning, helplessly unaware that it was her new favorite podcast because the subliminal messages were telling her that this was her new favorite podcast. They were also reinforcing the ideas that she trusts Penny, that Jack deserves what he wants, and that she enjoys being feminine and submissive to men.
She scanned the contents of her dresser with a furrowed brow. She pulled out a comfortable pair of sweatpants and a soft hoodie, but something felt off.
“These clothes are so boring,” she thought, tossing them aside. “Jack wouldn’t like me in these at all.”
But why did she care what Jack would think about her outfit for a lazy Saturday at home? She shook her head, trying to focus.
Lila rummaged through her closet next, considering various t-shirts and jeans. But each one seemed too plain, too ordinary. She wanted to wear something that would make Jack notice her, get him excited.
“I don’t understand,” Lila wondered to herself. “I just want to be comfortable today. Why do I feel like I need to dress up for Jack?”
She stared at her reflection in the full-length mirror, feeling frustrated and lost. The urge to please her husband was strong, but she couldn’t pinpoint where it had come from. It felt instinctual, like a primal need.
“I could wear the little black dress,” she considered. “But then what about tomorrow… or the next day?” Well then, the obvious conclusion thudded in her mind, time to go buy a whole new wardrobe.
New plan firmly in mind, she switched to some yoga pants and a tank top, then examined herself in the mirror.
“Come on now, you’re sexy enough,” Lila complained to her reflection. Why doesn’t Jack see it? A tingling began in her groin, and she tried to push the thought away. What happened to her? Jack used to love seducing her. Play with myself all day.
…
Well, now. That was an interesting thought. “I could appeal to him subconsciously, maybe,” she considered, “if I look like I’m horny all the time.” Play but don’t come.
Unconsciously tracing her lips with her fingers as she stared at her own fine form, she knew she wasn’t the kind of woman to just blurt out “Let’s fuck” to her husband, or boldly start kissing him. But if she gave off an aura of horny… he would want her more.
“I can’t play with myself all day,” she mentally argued, “I have a job… but…”
Lila’s hand slowly drifted from her lips to her crotch. She rubbed herself slowly through the pants, biting her lip as the tingling in her groin intensified.
But the more she rubbed, the more she craved Jack’s touch. She imagined him walking in, seeing her like this, and becoming instantly aroused. The thought made her throb with need.
“I could make a game of it,” Lila mused, her hand still moving in slow circles. “An hourly edging game. I’ll touch myself every hour, but never let myself climax.”
It was a dangerous thought, but one that sent a thrill through her body. She could be so close to the edge, aching for release, and still hold herself back. It would drive her wild with lust. And he’d notice. He’d have to.
She rubbed harder, biting back a moan as the tingling intensified. Her clit throbbed, begging for more friction, more pressure. But Lila resisted, keeping herself right on the edge. Good girl.
She pictured Jack coming over to her, his eyes dark with lust. He’d push her legs further apart, his fingers teasing along her clothed slit. Lila would be so desperate for his touch, for his cock inside her. She’d beg him to fuck her, to use her needy body for his pleasure. Good dirty girl.
The fantasy was so vivid, so intense, that Lila had to bite her lip to keep from crying out. She was so close, shaking with the force of her arousal. But she couldn’t let herself come, not yet.
Lila took a deep breath and forced her hand away from her groin. She was flushed and panting, her skin hypersensitive. She knew this was only the beginning. She’d keep edging herself throughout the day, letting the tension build until Jack finally satisfied her.
And when he did, it would be the most intense, mind-blowing-est orgasm of her life. Lila shivered in anticipation, already craving the moment when Jack would ravish her aching, dripping vagina. She just had to be patient and keep edging, no matter how much her body screamed for release.
She set an hourly timer on her mobile phone.
* * *
With a fresh cup of coffee from Marco’s in hand, Lila stepped into “Now You Do,” the woman’s clothing boutique that she had previously looked down on. Unfortunately, all the other stores weren’t meeting her “look hot for Jack” goal. And she’d been at it for two hours (edging included); there were other errands to do today, damn it.
Lila scanned the racks, taking in the skimpy dresses and tops. Most of the clothes were far too revealing for the office, but maybe with a blazer–
A teenage girl, probably still in high school, approached Lila with a bright smile. “Hi there! I’m Aubrey. Can I help you find something?”
Lila hesitated, unsure if she wanted to let the girl in on her quest. But the girl seemed eager to help, so Lila decided to take a chance. “Well, I’m looking for some new clothes for work. But I also want them to make my husband happy.” Lila felt a little embarrassed admitting that, but the girl just nodded.
Aubrey looked Lila up and down, assessing her figure. “Ooh, I know just the thing! Follow me.” She led Lila to a section of the store with more conservative–but still flirty–options. “These pencil skirts are super professional, but the high slits will definitely get your husband’s attention. And these blouses have just the right amount of cleavage to keep things interesting.” Aubrey pulled out a few outfits and held them up for Lila’s approval. “Maybe a couple bras that push up more?” she suggested. “Not that, you know, you need a lot of help there.”
Lila had to admit, the girl had good taste. The outfits were sexy without being too scandalous. Maybe this store wouldn’t be so bad after all.
* * *
Lila stepped into the changing room, a stack of clothes in her arms. She put her lukewarm coffee down, hung the outfits on the door, and surveyed her options. The pencil skirts were sleek and professional, but the high slits made her a little nervous. Would they be too revealing for the office? Flirt with men. She shrugged and slipped into the first skirt, zipping it up carefully.
Lila reached for one of the blouses. The fabric was gentle against her skin as she slid her arms into the sleeves. She buttoned it up, smoothing the fabric over her chest. The blouse fit perfectly, accentuating her curves. Lila caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and had to admit, she looked good.
But then she noticed the buttons. The top two were undone, revealing just a hint of cleavage. Lila hesitated, wondering if this was too much for the office. She undid another button, then another, until her cleavage was on full display. Lila looked at her reflection and felt a thrill of excitement run through her. This was the look Jack would love to see. Look sexy for men.
Just as Lila was about to try on the next outfit, her phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out, seeing that it was her edging timer going off. Lila bit her lip, cursing herself for not planning better. She glanced at the door, making sure it was locked, before slipping a hand under her skirt. “Wait, shit,” Lila chided herself, “Take the skirt off, I haven’t decided to buy it.”
As quickly as she could, she let the skirt drop and resumed playing her game, imagining herself doing a private fashion show for Jack. She’d bend over for him, stroking her legs as she modeled each outfit. Jack would watch with hungry eyes as Lila paraded back and forth, showing off her curves in the tight skirts and low-cut blouses.
Lila was just picturing Jack pulling her close, his hands all over her body, when a knock sounded at the changing room door. “Lila? I have some more options for you to try on,” Aubrey’s voice called out.
Lila yelped, pulling her hand out of her panties. “Oh! Um, okay. One second,” she stammered. She frantically adjusted her clothes, trying to look presentable. “Shit, shit,” Lila muttered under her breath. Was it obvious what she’d been doing? Had Aubrey heard her soft moans?
Lila took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart. She couldn’t let Aubrey know about her naughty secret. She had to play it cool, like she was just a normal woman trying on clothes. “Did I win the game?” popped in her head. “Shut up!” she mentally yelled. “Close enough.”




Chapter 5

Sophie: “Welcome back, ‘Storitas’! Today, we have an extraordinary guest, a woman who shatters the glass ceiling in more ways than one. Anonymous for the sake of her day job, she’s a female judge who spends her weekends as the hostess of a burlesque show!”
Emma: “It’s not every day we get to talk to someone who embodies both power and passion in such unique ways. Tell us, how do you balance your demanding career with your extracurricular activities?”
Anonymous Judge: “Well, in the courtroom, I’m the epitome of control and order. But when I step onto that stage, I get to embrace another facet of myself—one that’s just as valid, but often hidden beneath the robes. I just need to do lots of compartmentalization and make time for what fuels me.”
Sophie: “That’s incredibly powerful. It’s like you’re reclaiming your time, in every sense of the word.”
Anonymous Judge: “Ha! That’s funny. And I really feel like it’s made me a better judge, more empathetic and attuned to the nuances of human behavior.”
* * *
Emma: “Well, I think success for modern women looks different than it did hundreds of years ago. We have more opportunities, more choices, but it’s not always easy to navigate.”
Sophie: “It’s funny, right? Like, we’re supposed to have it all, but what does that even mean? Is it about career, family, self-actualization?”
Emma: “I think it can be all of those things, but not necessarily at the same time, or in the same way. I think the more important thing is finding what works for you, and being true to yourself.”
Sophie: “Exactly. Owning your choices, and being proud of them, regardless of what anyone else thinks.”
Emma: “Vision board, anyone?”
Sophie: “Hahaha!”
Emma: “And, you know, it’s not just about the big milestones, like getting a promotion or having a baby. It’s also about the small victories, the everyday moments that really make you feel like you’re living your truth.”
* * *
Sophie: “So, there’s this phenomenon where you suddenly find your married friends incredibly attractive. Have you ever experienced that?”
Emma: “Uhhh… yeah, but get the bleep button ready.
Sophie: “Haha, no kidding.”
Emma: “I guess without naming names—love you, hubby!—it’s like some of those guys have this aura of, I guess, unavailability that makes them more alluring.”
Sophie: “Right, but isn’t that a bit… I don’t know, problematic? It’s like we’re drawn to the forbidden fruit or something.”
Emma: “Well, it’s not just about them being off-limits. Married people often have this settled confidence that’s really attractive.”
Sophie: “Right. They’re like, non-try-hards. I guess I can see that. But what about the ethics of it all? Shouldn’t we respect their relationships rather than getting all lady-boner?”
Emma: “I’m just acknowledging the complexity of human attraction. Just because someone is married doesn’t mean they’re not allowed to be attractive to others, or vice versa.”
Sophie: “But dwelling on it’s gotta be frustrating.”
Emma: “Well, of course, I’m not advocating for anyone to act unethically. It’s just interesting to discuss why we might feel this way. Maybe it’s a reflection of our own desires for stability or passion.”
Sophie: “Oh! Like, it could be a mirror to our own subconscious needs.”




Chapter 6

Lila sat at the breakfast nook, fidgeting with her favorite spoon and RBG mug, trying to decide on a conversation opener. Jack sat next to her, engrossed in his mobile game, oblivious to the turmoil within her.
The fidgeting was because she couldn’t come. Her orgasm, a trusted and reliable friend for years, was eluding her. Lila was fuming at herself for hatching up the stupid edging game. Days of rising tension and no release, especially not from Jack, who seemed too wrapped up in work to notice her. The previous day, she had given herself the green light to come, to break the cycle. But her body, it seemed, had other plans, betraying her with its stubborn refusal to tip over the edge.
It was as if she had trained herself into a corner, turning the act of orgasm into a forbidden fruit, always just out of reach. Didn’t it take three weeks to form a new habit? It’d been less than one!
Lila sighed, setting the spoon down with a resigned tink. She looked over at Jack, his brow furrowed in concentration as he tapped away at his game. She had an insane urge to straddle him right there, to demand his attention, anything to shatter the maddening plateau she was stuck on.
She picked up the spoon again, twirling it between her fingers, the metal cool against her skin. The edging game had seemed like such a good idea at the time, a way to stoke the flames of their passion, to make their reunion all the more explosive. But now, as she sat there, aching and unfulfilled, she felt she was living with a grave mistake.
She wanted to say, “Be a man and take me,” but the words stuck in her throat.
Instead, Lila took a deep breath. She set down the well-loved mug with purpose and prepared a gentle tone of voice. “Do you remember that new restaurant downtown, the one with the…” she trailed off, searching for the right word. “The ambience.”
He glanced up, amused. “Ambience? Is that a French fish or something?”
She started to laugh, a nervous trill caught in her throat. “I’ve been thinking, maybe we should try it. It’d be nice.”
He hummed noncommittally, leaning forward to kiss her on the cheek. “Let’s see what work looks like this week. We’ll find a night.”
Lila’s smile faded. “Of course,” she whispered, her gaze dropping to her hands.
* * *
Lila found herself staring at Jack’s worn leather jacket hanging on the back of the door. She imagined it draped over his broad shoulders, the scent of his cologne wafting through the air. Her fingers itched, and she touched the aged fabric, ran them over the worn patches. I exist to serve him.
A primal urge, hot and insistent, pulsed through her. A desire to please him, to submit. To ask him what he wanted and then just do it for him. His happiness was her happiness.
He walked in from running an errand, surprised to see her in the entryway. “Everything okay, sweetie?”
She quickly looked away, her face flushing. “Just thinking about…” she trailed off, gulping. “About our date. What should we wear?” She tried to keep her voice light, breezy, nonchalant.
Jack shrugged, tossing his keys onto the entryway table. “Whatever you want, honey. You look good in anything.”
“He’s so oblivious!” her brain screamed.
* * *
Lila sat on the closed toilet lid in the master bathroom, her hand resting between her smooth thighs. She’d always wanted to redecorate this room. Classier tiles, an elegant vanity, a freestanding tub.
“Master bath,” she mused, her fingers tracing teasing circles. The term had roots in plantation homes, where the master’s quarters held the only indoor plumbing. It was a privilege reserved for the white enslavers while the people they held captive were forced to use outhouses or chamber pots.
Lila imagined different past life options. Would she have been one of the enslaved, not considered a real person, but instead a possession to be used at the master’s whim? The thought sent a forbidden thrill through her, her hips rocking subtly against her palm.
She knew it was twisted, perverse even, to find arousal in such dark imaginings. On the other hand…
She temporarily stopped teasing and reached for the knobs of the shower, turning on the water. The sound would mask any noises she might make as she indulged in this forbidden fantasy. Lila leaned back, pulled up her skirt, and yanked down her panties before she lost the nerve. The steam from the shower began to fill the room, fogging up the mirror and making the air heavy.
* * *
“Please,” Lila whimpered, her hips undulating against her touch. “Please use me, Master.”
She imagined the heat of his body against hers, the weight of him holding her down. His cock hard and insistent, thrusting into her tight, wet heat. Lila’s back arched as she rubbed faster, chasing the peak of her pleasure.
But just as she felt her elusive orgasm beginning to tighten, it unraveled again. Maybe because of the shame of the fantasy? Maybe something was medically wrong. But in her gut, she knew what was missing: Jack.
She splashed some cool water on her face, trying to calm her racing heart. Lila looked at her reflection in the mirror, at the flush of arousal on her cheeks, the dark circles of her dilated pupils. “Can’t he see I’m all his?” she asked. Slave.
Obviously, Lila knew that slavery was wrong. The idea of people owning other people, of punishing them, using and discarding them, not to mention splitting up families out of cruelty and spite, was abhorrent to her. And yet, here she was, panting and flushed, her fingers still tingling from the traces of her own arousal, having just fantasized about being a slave herself. A slave can’t consent. That was a rape fantasy, plain and simple. Indulge in fantasies.
It was wrong, so fucking wrong, to find pleasure in such dark imaginings. But then, a thought occurred… what if it wasn’t forced?
Lila’s eyes widened as she considered the idea. What if, instead of being taken by force, she willingly surrendered herself to a master? To Jack.
The idea spread like an exploding campfire, igniting a forest fire of desire that spread throughout her body. It was so much more than a fantasy; it was a craving, a need that pulsed through her veins.
Lila’s fingers returned to the familiar spot between her legs. This time, the image in her mind was clearer, more vivid. She saw herself kneeling before Jack, her eyes lowered submissively as she offered herself to him. Her palms were face up, as she must’ve learned about in one women’s studied class or another.
“I’m yours, Master,” she whispered to the mirror, her voice hoarse with need. “Command me. I’ll obey.”
In her fantasy, Jack was no longer indifferent. His eyes burned with a possessive desire as he stroked her lips, his touch sending shivers of pleasure down her spine.
“You are mine, Lila,” he growled. “Body and soul.”
Lila moaned, her fingers moving faster as she imagined Jack taking what she was offering. She would act as his slave, and the thought excited her more than anything else ever had.
In the moments when her eyes weren’t crossed, Lila stared at her reflection, at the wanton hunger in her eyes, and saw a different–good girl–woman. The boundaries of her desires and morals had shifted, and now she yearned for something more, something that only Jack could give her.
* * *
Hours later, Lila sat before her makeup mirror, with a palette of colors at the ready for her to do battle. She dabbed and blended, darkening her lids, adding subtle cat eye lines, plumping her lips with her new signature red. The face that smiled back belonged to a romance novel, one that whispered guilty pleasures. It was so convenient that she found that makeup bag that some client had left at work. Pretty sure that’s where she found it.
In the living room, she slipped off her robe, revealing a satin camisole and lacy panties that accentuated her curves. She reached for Jack’s favorite whiskey, and poured a generous amount into a glass with some ice. The amber liquid caught the light, casting a warm glow on her hands.
She swirled the glass, the clinking of ice against crystal echoing through the room. A sense of power surged within her, a heady mix of fear and excitement. She would make it impossible to ignore her this time.
“Jack, honey?” She asked with a sultry tone she barely recognized. She padded softly into the living room, the glass held out with both hands like a religious offering.
Jack looked up from his laptop, his eyes widening as he took her in. He didn’t speak, just stared her up and down.
“I made you a drink,” she said, suddenly hoarse. She stepped closer, the glass trembling slightly in her hand.
Jack accepted the offering with a nod and a smile, his fingers brushing against hers. A nervous jolt shot through her at the contact. He took a slow and deliberate sip. “Delicious,” he said, setting the glass down on a cork coaster.
Lila stood there, her heart pounding in her chest. She had his attention, now she just needed to hold it.
“I… I want to please you,” she said as soft as cotton.
“You always please me.” His fingers reached out to hold her hand, a loving touch that she had been missing. “But I like this look, Lila. I like this a lot.” His words of approval were an invitation, or maybe a commandment, to go further.
“What do you want to do… um, with me?,” she breathed.
He grinned, half-husband and half-wolf. He stood up and leaned in, his lips barely brushing her ear. “Everything you want, love,” he growled, his voice a deep, rumbling promise.
“Oh, that’s not… not tonight. I want to try to be your ideal submissive … uh, woman. As an experiment, you know?” she said.
Lila’s words hung in the air for… like… ever.
She hadn’t meant to say that word out loud. It seemed to tumble out by itself. She nervously placed her hands in front of her in the manner of a British princess.
Jack’s eyes narrowed, taking in her earnest expression. He liked her proposal, that much was clear. A hint of hunter glinted greedily as he shamelessly looked her over, then placed a hand on her hip. Owner.
“An experiment, huh?” he inquired.
Lila nodded, her heart absolutely pounding against her ribs. She willed herself to keep looking up at him, to maintain an illusion of control. It felt like she was drowning in his eyes.
“Yes,” she said. “An experiment to see how… how well I can… if we… like that dynamic.”
The tremor in her voice gave away her fear, but Jack didn’t seem to care. He stepped closer, his body pressed against hers. “Perfect,” he breathed.
“Worth the wait,” he thought. “Thanks, Penny.”
Jack’s hand cupped her chin, his thumb feeling both gentle and possessive. “One more question,” he said, with an unnervingly confident tone, “are you sure you’re ready to surrender?” Surrender.
She found herself sinking down to her knees on the soft carpet. Her hands, as if guided by an unseen force, came to rest on her smooth thighs, palms upturned in a gesture of surrender. The hair on the back of her neck was electrified.
“I’m serious, love,” she shuddered. “When I say submit, I mean everything. You can tell me to blow you for an hour, or you can order me to change the truck’s oil. I want to submit all of my free will to you, for one night. To see if I like it. And you, too, to see if you like it.”
Jack’s eyes stayed locked onto hers, smiling with a gleeful lust. His thumb stroked the hair framing her forehead. She looked committed, and his mind raced with options.
“Surrender,” he mused, “Beautiful word. You want to surrender, to give up all control, to be totally mine.”
It was not a question. Lila nodded anyway, trying to get her trembling under control. She was going to get her chance to prove it to him.
“Yes,” she agreed. “Yes, I want to surrender.”
“Sounds good,” he declared.
He stepped back with a slow, wicked smile that made her heart skip a beat. “First things first. I want you to take off your clothes, and resume kneeling in front of me.”
She took a deep breath as she reached for the hem of her camisole. She quickly lifted it over her head—well, he hadn’t asked for a striptease—cool air caressing her skin as she exposed herself. Her nipples were already hard, and she felt a new flush in her cheeks. Jack’s eyes never left hers, both of them firing lasers of lust at each other.
Lila stood, her hands moving to her panties, her fingers hooking into the waistband. She took another deep breath and slid the panties down her legs, stepping out of them unceremoniously. Lila felt embarrassed, but she reminded herself that she was safe. She kneeled again as instructed, her eyes locked on Jack. Protector. She felt a serene peace wash over her, a sense that nothing was wrong anymore.
Jack reached his strong hand out, and he stroked her lips once more. She was tempted to open her mouth, but he hadn’t said to do that. “You’re beautiful, Lila. Beautiful and mine.”
Weeks ago, she might’ve felt belittled or offended, but now there was a click of correctness, a sense of belonging, of being taken care of. His passionate touch was addictive.
Jack’s hand moved to her chin, and he tilted her head back. He spoke with intensity. “What do you want right now?”
Lila’s mind swirled. Did he still not get it, or was it a test? Right now, her wants, her needs, were those of Jack.
“I,” she began, her voice sounding softer and higher-pitched than she was used to, “I want…to please you.  I want to make you happy.”
“Good,” Jack said. “I’ll be happy when you learn what it truly means to submit. To be mine. I’m going to teach you.”
“How?” she gulped.
Jack’s fingers traced the curve of her ears. “There are many ways, sweetie,” he breathed. “But first, I need to see… how quick you are to obey.” Obey.
Lila’s instinct was to reply automatically, “I will do whatever you ask, right away.”
His eyes glittered with amusement. He leaned in closer and whispered again, activating an insidious, seductive command that had burrowed its way into her subconscious, waiting for its moment.
“Do you desire me?” asked her husband. Desire.
The word desire was ringing in her mind like a gong. Her body responded before her mind could catch up, a warm flush spreading across her chest, and between her thighs. Sex. Now. Lila’s lips parted to release the sentiment she felt building within her.
“Yes,” she whispered, “Yes, I really do.”
Jack’s eyes were gleaming with satisfaction. He stepped back, his fingers trailing away from her hungry skin, leaving her fidgeting. He walked around her as she cast her eyes downward.
“Stand up,” he commanded.
His voice is so commanding. Lila complied. She felt exposed, vulnerable, yet exhilarated and filled with longing for his touch. It was all she could do not to reach for his belt buckle, but that wouldn’t be obedient.
He circled her like a buzzard, his fingers brushing against her skin, tracing the curve of her waist, the swell of her hip. He pinched a nipple. Not hard, but Lila still let out a “yeep!”, her breath coming in short gasps. She could feel the moisture gathering between her thighs, her body responding to his touch, but more delightfully, his commands.
“You’re just so hot,” he breathed against her ear. “And now you’re truly mine.”
He stepped back again. “Turn around,” he said, his voice firm. Lila obeyed without hesitation. He didn’t specify a number of degrees, so she assumed 180. She could picture his gaze on her shoulder blades, her ass, her legs. She felt like a piece of art being appraised, a possession being admired, a horse being bought.
“Bend over. Obey me,” he commanded, his voice dropping half an octave. The word “obey” couldn’t be ignored, and she leaned forward, her hands resting on a couch cushion. It wasn’t the most flattering pose, but she knew he was “an ass man,” and besides it was one step closer to her goal of—being used!—feeling him inside her.
She imagined him licking his lips, intensely hungry for her. She felt a fresh wave of lust. She wanted to give him everything. She wanted to be his completely.
Jack’s hand groped her ass, his touch firm and possessive. Lila gasped, her fingers digging into the couch. His hand moved, caressing her, exploring her. She could feel his fingers tracing the edge of her intimate lips, teasing her.
“You’re wet, babe,” he said with amusement.
“Yes, sir, I’ve been… playing an edging game.”
“Sir?” she thought. Yes. Sir.
Jack’s fingers kept exploring the edge of her vagina, a teasing, tantalizing touch that sent shockwaves through her. “You’re literally dripping,” his voice was the growl of a champion. “What a good girl for her master.”
“Yes,” she gasped, as her fingers made an effort to tear into the fabric of the couch. Her body was a live wire, sparking and buzzing under his touch. She felt a dull throb of residual shame, but it only fueled her desire, a twisted, dark need that she had decided to embrace, at least for now.
Jack’s hand left her, and she heard the rustle of fabric, the clink of his belt buckle. She felt herself clenching, and she willed her knees not to buckle. She knew what was coming, what he wanted. And she wanted it too, with a ferocity that scared her.
“Tell me what you think happens next,” he commanded, his voice firm.
This was finally the moment. “I think you will take me, sir.”
A low chuckle rumbled from him. “Take you? Lila, I own you. Say it.”
A quiet voice in her foggy mind rebelled against the words. But her body, her traitorous body, throbbed with need. “You own me, Jack,” she whispered, the words tasting like honey on her tongue, poisoned though it may be.
“Say ‘Jack owns this pussy’. Obey,” he ordered.
“Jack owns this pussy,” flew out of her gasping mouth. Oh my fucking God. What was happening? She was submitting, that’s what. She asked for this, and it did indeed feel thrilling.
He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. She could feel his erection, hard and hot, pressing against her. She bit her lip, bracing herself.
“Beg,” he growled. “Beg for it. Obey.”
She hesitated, that small voice in her head screaming in protest. The word obey echoed louder, drowning out all resistance.
“Please, Jack,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. “Please fuck me. I need you. I need to feel–“
Her words cut off with a gasp as he thrust into her, a sudden, brutal invasion that filled her with ease, thanks to her little game. She cried out, her body convulsing around him, pleasure and pain intertwining in a dizzying dance.
Jack gripped his prize tightly, his hips moving with a slow but relentless rhythm. Each thrust sent waves of sensation crashing through her, each withdrawal left her aching for more.
“Harder,” she heard herself moan, her voice raw and desperate. “Please, Jack, harder.”
“Are you ordering me, or begging me?” Jack laughed. She merely whimpered.
His thrusts grew harder and more demanding, regardless. “You want a hard fucking, slave?”
Lila’s fingers clawed at their couch—his couch—her body rocking with each impact. “Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, this is what I want.” The words were torn from her, raw and ragged, a truth laid bare. She felt owned, and it was beautiful.
He leaned over her, his breath hot on her ear. “You’re mine, Lila. Mine to fuck. Mine to control. Say it.”
She shivered, her pussy clenching around him. “I’m yours, sir. Yours to fuck. Yours to control.” The words he put in her mouth sent a dark thrill coursing through her, a twisted pleasure that pulsed in time with his thrusts. Her eyes rolled back and her grin was wide open.
To an outsider, it would’ve looked like fairly normal sex, but Lila finally knew what “rearrange my insides” meant. Plus, if anybody who actually knew her could hear the things she was confessing… well, Lowe’s could start shipping space heaters to houses in Hell.
He straightened up to get a better view of her submission. His pace quickened, each stroke driving her closer. She could feel it building, a pressure that threatened to consume her. Edging all day will do that to a lady.
“Please,” she whimpered, her body tensing. “Please, sir.”
“Please what, slave?” His voice was harsh, demanding. “Tell me what you want.”
“I want… I want to come… master,” she gasped, her body shaking with the effort to hold back.
Jack chuckled, a low, cruel sound. Penny had done everything on the menu, and now Lila was on a platter. “You want to come? Then beg. Beg like a good little slave.”
A shudder ran through her at his words, a perverse pleasure coiling in her belly. “I am begging. Please, please, master,” she whimpered. “I’m not worthy, but please let me come. I need it. I need you… to tell me.”
He thrust into her, hard and deep, his body tensing. “Come, Lila,” he growled. “Come with me now!”
Her body convulsed, pleasure crashing through her like a Karate chop through wood. She cried out, her pussy clenching around his gorgeous hard cock, squeezing him as he thrust erratically, obeying his own instincts for a brief moment. He groaned and growled, his body shaking as he filled her inviting wet hole.
All her tension and frustration melted away in the glorious heat of her orgasm. She felt lightheaded, giddy, her mouth hanging open as she struggled to process the intensity.
Lila’s mind swam as the tension of days was finally released, her body celebrating its long-awaited surrender. She felt an overwhelming sense of pride and achievement, a primal joy at having submitted so completely. Her body and mind were in perfect harmony, both reveling in their shared release.
They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies joined, their breaths ragged. Then her master pulled out, leaving her empty, but not unfulfilled. She started to straighten, but his hand on her back stopped her.
“Stay,” he commanded, his voice firm.
Lila froze, her body trembling with a mix of fear and anticipation. She’d been a good girl, right? What else…?
Her master sat down, catching his breath and returning to his drink. “Mmm,” he said, “Delicious. You and the drink.”
Lila’s heart swelled with pride, doing her best to stay in position for him.
“Now,” Jack continued, “tell me what you were imagining the last time you were masturbating.”
“Oh, fuck,” Lila said.
“Obey,” he commanded.
* * *
The photo studio door swings open, and I step inside. It’s a lot noisier than I expected. A dozen pairs of eyes snap to me, young and curious. All men. Yikes. I’d pictured a small group, a gentle mentorship, not a gaggle of ripped young dudes.
I force a smile, clutching my purse. An assistant-looking gentleman, judging by the sweat and the multiple clipboards, hustles over.
“You Lila?” he asks with urgency.
I nod, too flustered to speak. He leads me deeper into the space. Men are settings lights and those silver rectangle things. The backdrop is a pale grey canvas, silent and steady against the organized chaos surrounding it.
The assistant guy ushers me towards a makeshift changing area, a few racks of clothes serving as a flimsy barrier from the prying eyes. I notice that his biceps are straining against his t-shirt. “You can get dressed here,” he says, handing me a slinky red dress that looks like it was designed for Barbie doll proportions rather than a real woman.
I swallow hard, then nod, and slip behind the clothes racks. I undress quickly, my nerves clashing like the monkey with the cymbals. The dress hugs my curves in ways I’m not used to, the hemline dancing around my upper thighs. The high heels, well I have to admit they’re sexy, but I trust they won’t need me to do much walking. I take a deep breath, steeling myself before stepping out from behind the racks.
The room falls silent as I emerge. All eyes are on me, and I can feel the weight of each gaze. The assistant—Joe, I think he said—gives me a nod of approval. “Alright, let’s get started,” he announces, his voice cutting through the silence. Aha, so he’s actually the man in charge of the shoot. In charge of me.
The men scatter, each picking up a camera or adjusting a light. I’m guided to the center of the room. Joe begins directing me, his tone professional but his eyes lingering a moment too long on the swell of my breasts.
“Chin up, shoulders back,” he instructs, and I comply, wanting to do a good job. “Good, now look towards this spot, give me a soft smile.”
A dozen shutters start clicking faster. The men move around, their lenses like hungry eyes, capturing my image from every angle.
“Great form, Lila,” one photographer calls out. “You’re a natural,” another adds, and I feel a flush of pride.
But then the comments shift, becoming more objectifying. “Your legs look incredible in that light,” a voice from the shadows notes.
“The way the dress clings… just, wow,” another photographer says, his camera clicking rapidly as he speaks.
I can’t help but preen under their scrutiny, my discomfort slowly giving way to a burgeoning sense of allure. Each word of praise is increasing my determination to be good at this.
“Those eyes… they’re captivating,” a younger man with a mop of curly hair tells me, his lens zooming in on my face.
With each compliment, I find myself standing taller, embracing the attention. The line between Lila the person and Lila the model begins to blur, and I start to enjoy the way they tell me what to do, where to gaze, how to look sultry.
The room pulses with energy, each photographer vying for the best shot, their cameras a chorus of whirring and clicking. I’m caught in a tornado of soul-stealing pixel permanence.
I begin to anticipate their next compliments, craving the validation like a drug. The transformation is subtle, yet undeniable—I’m not just Lila anymore. I’m a siren, luring them in with every pose.
“Could you give us a spin, baby?” a voice calls out, smooth as silk. I comply, the world turning into a blur of lights as I pivot on my heels, the dress flaring out around me. Rapid-fire shutter clicks tell me I did it well.
“So hot,” someone murmurs, and I feel a flush of pleasure.
“Lila, baby, we’re loving what we’re seeing,” Joe chimes in, his voice firm yet encouraging. “Can you ease the straps of your dress down a bit? Just enough to tantalize.”
My heart skips a beat. The request feels scandalous, yet it sends a thrill through me. I slide the straps down my shoulders, and I hear a collective intake of breath from the men around me.
“Gorgeous,” one photographer breathes, his camera clicking furiously.
“Now, if you could turn to the side,” another voice guides, “yes, just like that. Great.”
“Amazing, doll,” the curly-haired photographer praises, his eyes locked on mine through his lens.
I can’t help but smile at that, and wink. God, I just winked at a strange man!
“Let’s try a seated pose,” Joe suggests. Some men drag over a plush velvet chaise lounge. As I sit, the dress slides up, revealing even more of my thighs.
“Cross your legs, let the fabric fall naturally,” a photographer instructs, his voice husky. I do as he says, my heart pounding as I feel the cool air on my exposed skin.
“Lean back, arch your spine, honey,” another voice adds, and I comply, the new pose pulling the dress taut across my chest, the fabric straining against my breasts. I can feel my nipples harden. These men are going to love that. Everyone who sees the photo will love it.
* * *
After a few long seconds, Jack’s eyebrows lifted. “That’s it?” He sounded both incredulous and amused.
“Yes, sir,” Lila confirmed.
“Where’s the fucking?” is what Jack decided not to blurt out. “You’re fascinating,” is what he did say. “Come sit with me on the couch.”
He got cozy with her, and fearing a chill, covered them with “the good blanket.” She placed her feet in his lap. Her skin was cold on his thighs, but he really liked her feet. They’d both warm up soon enough.
“What else would you like, sir?” Lila asked, eyes like an innocent doe, now that only her head was visible outside the blanket. Her use of “sir” reminded him of the part he was meant to play.
“Tell me why your photography fantasy is … well, tell me everything you think about it,” he directed her.
She pondered, and replied, “I’m like… a piece of meat for them. It’s classic objectification, male gaze stuff.”
“You feel like you’re not a person?” he inquired.
“Eh, sort of,” she explained. “It’s like the only purpose I serve is to be sexy… to turn men on… to make their dicks hard. Without that, I’m useless.”
“And that idea turns you on,” Jack surmised.
Her head tilted back as she searched for the words. “Okay, yes, sometimes, but you have to keep it a secret!”
“Sure,” Jack said.
“Seriously, if anybody else even suspects I feel this way, or… want to feel this way, I’d just die,” she implored.
“Absolutely, honey. Zipped lips,” he mimed throwing away the key. “But I do want to hear about more of your fantasies.”
“There’s no dearth,” she winked, “now that I can’t seem to stop edging myself.”
“Please do keep that up,” he said in his smoothest voice. “I love you being wet and ready for me.”
“Unnff,” she grunted, squeezing her thighs together. She began to tickle her man’s cock with her toes. “Speaking of which, in about five minutes I have another appointment… unless you’d rather I used your fingers?”
“I love you, dirty girl,” he said with a smirk.
“I love being your dirty girl, sir,” she smirked right back.




Chapter 7

Lila stepped onto the #34 bus to rejoin the familiar rumble of the engine and the scent of worn vinyl seats. She beeped her pass at the bus driver, a man with a neatly trimmed beard and kind eyes that crinkled at the corners when he smiled. She’d been daydreaming lately about being more flirty. Why not him?
She took a seat near the front, her heart pounding a rhythm of nervous anticipation. “It’s harmless,” she thought to herself, smoothing her skirt.
The bus jolted slightly as it pulled away from the stop. She stood, her movements deliberate, and made her way to the driver, with her taller-than-normal heels dancing in the grooves on the floor.
“Excuse me,” Lila began, her voice steady despite the butterflies on the flying trapeez in her stomach. The bus driver glanced at her through the rearview mirror, a question in his eyes. “I just wanted to say, you have a really calming presence,” she said, her words coming out in a rush. Comfort men.
He chuckled, the sound deep and warm. “Well, thank you. That’s mighty kind of you.”
Lila’s courage grew, fueled by his friendly demeanor. “And your eyes… they have a lovely crinkle when you smile,” she added, her cheeks flushing with the boldness of her own words.
The driver’s eyes widened slightly, a mix of surprise and pleasure crossing his face. “You just made my day, young lady. Really, thank you.”
Lila smiled, nodded, and returned to her seat, the world outside the bus window seeming a little brighter than before. She grinned, feeling a flush of victory. It was a small interaction, but it filled her with a sense of empowerment.
As the bus rumbled on, Lila thought she could feel the curious eyes of other passengers on her. She felt a sense of pride in not only successfully flirting, but getting more attention than she planned. Uncrossing and re-crossing her legs, she chanced a glance back at the driver, catching his eyes in the rearview mirror. He offered her a big sincere smile, and Lila looked forward to more practice.
* * *
Sophie: “I’m telling you, success isn’t just about the traditional markers anymore. It’s about finding fulfillment in what makes you happy.”
Emma: “But what about ambition? What about striving for more? Just settling for what makes you happy in the moment seems a bit… indulgent.”
Sophie: “Really? I think it’s about being true to yourself and not letting society dictate what your path should look like.”
Emma: “I’m not saying society should dictate anything. But there’s something to be said for pushing yourself, for not just settling.”
Sophie: “I don’t mean settling. I mean recognizing your worth and not needing external validation.”
Emma: “But isn’t that external validation a sign of success in some ways? Achievements, recognition, all of that?”
Sophie: “Yeah, that’s all great, but they shouldn’t solely define your self-worth. True success is about personal growth and being content with who you are.”
* * *
Lila’s heels were getting easier to walk in, and each step was another rung on a ladder of confidence. She headed toward Sal’s newsstand.
Sal was an older gentleman, his face lined with years of both laughter and hardship. His eyes, a warm, inviting brown, held a spark of curiosity as Lila approached. She offered him a smile, her lips glossy and red, a stark contrast to the dark green tones of the stand.
“Good morning,” she said, her voice carrying a lilt of playfulness. The owner returned her greeting, his own voice gruff but friendly.
Lila looked over the magazines, her meticulously-painted fingernails trailing over the slick covers before landing on one featuring a celebrity couple known for their scandalous exploits. She picked it up, holding it out to the owner with a coy smile. “I must admit, I’m a bit of a sucker for gossip.”
The owner chuckled, scanning the barcode for her. “Aren’t we all?” he replied, the corners of his eyes crinkling with amusement.
Feminine.
Lila leaned against the stand, holding her arms below her bust, pushing it up, the movement drawing the owner’s gaze. “Do you ever find yourself getting lost in these stories?” she asked, her tone teasing. “Imagining all the glitz and excitement?”
The owner’s eyes flicked up to meet hers, and she winked at him. “Can’t, uh, can’t say that I do,” he admitted.
“Well, a girl can dream, can’t she?” Lila paid for the magazine, her fingers brushing against the owner’s as she took her change. The touch lingered just a moment too long. Make men want me.
Sal watched as Lila tucked the magazine into her purse and turned to leave. She gave him a final wave, her fingertips grazing her lips in a subtle kiss before she disappeared into the crowd.
“Well. They can’t all be Mary Richards.” Sal shook his head, smiling as he returned to his work.
Lila pushed through the revolving door of her office building, clutching the stupid gossip magazine. She tossed it into a garbage bin and approached the security desk, where a middle-aged guard with a neatly trimmed mustache sat, engrossed in a crossword puzzle. I’m a gift.
“Good morning, Frank,” she greeted him, her voice taking on a melodic tone that seemed to dance in the air between them. Frank looked up, his eyes shining with recognition.
“Lila, always a pleasure,” he replied, setting his pen aside. His gaze lingered on her for a moment longer than necessary, and Lila felt a thrill of satisfaction. The power she now wielded, the allure she exuded, was becoming a heady drug, and it seemed to have no negative side-effects.
Curves.
She leaned against the desk, hoping to suck his eyes into her cleavage, just like Sal. “Any exciting clues today?” she asked, tilting her head to catch a glimpse of the crossword.
“Just trying to figure out an eight-letter word for ‘enchanting,’” he said.
“Hmmm,” she said. “How about ‘charming.’”
Frank tapped one finger to his temple. “Good one!”
“You know, Frank,” she continued, her tone light and playful, “I’ve always thought that crosswords are a bit like life, you can either be careful and use a tiny pencil with an eraser, or go for broke with a hard, indelible pen.”
Frank managed to meet her eyes again. “Uh. Uh, yeah, sure.”
She winked at him. “Have a great day, Frank,” she called over her shoulder, leaving him speechless. Lila felt like a siren, irresistible and enchanting. She was beginning to feel confident that she could improve her self-esteem, and play her edging game, and still remain loyal to her sweet husband Jack.
She walked past cubicles, offering nods to some colleagues and smiles to others. She sat down at her desk, her workspace meticulously organized as always. Lila was a consummate professional, but now, there was an added layer to her daily grind. “I won’t get too distracted,” she told herself.
Speaking of… Lila glanced at the clock on her computer screen. “But I just got here,” she whispered. But clocks don’t lie. It was time to get herself off-but-not-quite.
She rose from her chair, her movements deliberate yet hurried, a silent alarm driving her forward. Her colleagues were engrossed in their tasks, oblivious to her urgency. Lila navigated the maze of cubicles with practiced grace, her heels tapping softly against the floor.
Reaching the sanctuary of the restroom, she slipped inside, the lock engaging with a click of relief. Lila studied her makeup. Her reflection in the mirror was lying about what she was here to do. Within seconds, her fingers were tracing the lacy edge of her panties, then slipping underneath. The touch was equally comforting and scandalous.
In her mind’s eye, she saw her bus driver watching her with the intensity of a hungry alligator. She was swaying her hips to the back of the bus, dark and empty after a long shift. Just the two of them, now. The fabric of his uniform was straining against his broad chest as he reached for her, his lust for her showing in the tenting of his trousers.
Lila’s eyes fluttered, her breathing shallow as she played with practiced precision. She imagined it was the bus driver’s rough, work-worn hand brushing against her, his touch filled with a desperate longing. She edged closer to the brink, her fingertips circling the bundle of nerves that ached for release.
The bus driver’s hands were all over her now, exploring her curves greedily. She could feel the cool metal of his wedding band against her heated skin, a tangible reminder of the extra-forbidden nature of their tryst.
Lila’s fingers did their familiar dance along her favorite places. The fantasy shifted, and she saw herself sitting on the ratty bus seat in front of him, her lips open and her tongue extended in offering. The power dynamic between them was clear; she was there to please, to submit, to bring him to the heights of pleasure with nothing more than her mouth and hands. Dirty girl.
The orgasm beckoned… if she could just… maybe just this once…. but she would not give in, not yet. She withdrew her touch just as the waves of ecstasy threatened to make her lose the game. Good girl.
Her body ached with unfulfilled desire. She saw her tongue was lolling out of her mouth. Putting it back in, Lila took a deep, steadying breath. She fixed up her underwear and skirt with hands that still trembled slightly. The reflection in the mirror once again emulated a professional–albeit really sexy–woman. She couldn’t resist twisting to admire her own bodacious behind.
The morning passed in a blur of emails and phone calls, Lila’s new persona subtly influencing her interactions. She leaned into conversations, her words carefully chosen to entice and charm. Her laughter, light and infectious, echoed through the office, drawing curious glances and appreciative smiles from her coworkers.
At lunchtime, Lila found herself in the break room, her presence commanding attention. She stood by the window, the cityscape sprawling before her, as she enjoyed bites of salad, trying to be careful not to smudge her lipstick. She was aware of the eyes on her, the unspoken admiration that seemed to follow her like a shadow.
A young intern, athletic but shy and wide-eyed, approached her with a hesitant smile. “Hey, uh, Mrs. Grant,” he began, his voice betraying a hint of nervousness. “I just wanted to say that I’m a big fan of your work. You always seem to have everything under control.”
Lila turned to face him, dabbing her lips with a crisp napkin. “Why, thank you, Derek,” she said, remembering his name from a recent meeting. “It’s always nice to be appreciated. And you can call me Lila, please.” Mrs. Jack Grant. Yum.
Derek blushed, stammering out a few more words of praise before excusing himself. Lila watched him leave, a sense of satisfaction washing over her. She was more than just a wife, more than just an colleague; she was a force to be reckoned with, a woman who could bend the will of those around her with little more than a smile and a kind word.
She was looking forward to telling Penny about her amazing progress.




Chapter 8

Jack and Lila were relaxing on the couch after a pleasant dinner, and he was feeling emboldened next to his beautiful wife. He noticed that she had touched up her lipstick after dinner, which he’d never seen before. Instead of casual and comfortable, her clothing was tight and revealing.
The hem of her dress, a daring few inches above her knee, revealed legs that he could admire forever. A new bra accentuated her cleavage, showcased by the plunging neckline of the dress. Her eyes were lined with a smoky shadow that gave her a sultry, inviting gaze.
As she crossed her legs, the slit in her dress parted slightly, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of her thigh. She noticed Jack’s gaze lingering on the exposed skin, and a thrill of satisfaction ran through her. She leaned forward to pick up her glass of wine, knowing the movement would draw his attention back to her cleavage, and a small, knowing smile played on her lips as she took a sip.
Jack’s hand found its way to her thigh, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her skin. She looked at him through her lashes, her smile growing as she saw the unmistakable hunger in his eyes. She shifted closer to him, eager for his touch.
Jack’s voice, low and commanding, broke the silence. “Let’s play our game,” he suggested, his fingers tightening slightly on her leg.
Lila felt a twinge of apprehension. The ‘game’ he referred to was their new power dynamic that she was afraid would overshadow their once-balanced relationship. She enjoyed making him happy, enjoyed the thrill of surrender sometimes, but she missed the intimacy that came with being equals.
“Jack,” she began, her voice soft but firm, “I love you, and I love how you take charge… but can we just be us tonight? The way we were?” Her eyes searched his, hoping he would meet her needs.
A flicker of surprise crossed his face, quickly replaced by a thoughtful expression. Jack’s hand moved from her thigh to her face, cupping her cheek gently. “I want you to be happy, Lila. Of course we can just be us.”
Relief washed over her, and she leaned into his touch, grateful for his understanding. “It’s like with Cookie Monster,” Lila said with a smile, “it’s a sometimes food.”
He leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, promising kiss. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him closer as their lips met again, this time with the familiarity and passion of two people deeply in love.
“It never made sense to me about the cookies,” thought Jack. “I mean, he’s a monster for them.”
* * *
Jack: I said what I wanted and she didn’t also want it. Did it already stop working?
Penny: Please keep in mind that the training needs a lot of repetition and reinforcement. Did you use the command to obey?
Jack: No. But I thought my desires would be hers also.
Penny: Yes, they will be, once we’re finished. Likely before we’re finished. Please trust the process, and don’t overuse Obey. We want her to come to her new self naturally; that will give us the best chance at permanence. The edging will do most of the work for us.
Jack: Right. Yeah.
Penny: Is there anything else? I’m with a client that needs my attention.
Jack: Nope. Thanks.




Chapter 9

“I think we should undo the therapy,” said Jack, fidgeting in Penny’s doorway.
Penny stared at him silently for a moment. “Now, that’s unusual,” she concluded. “Why would you say that?”
Jack shifted uncomfortably. “I don’t know… I just feel like maybe I’m being kind of a monster.”
Penny’s eyes were locked on Jack’s. “You’re doing what’s best for her, Jack. Lila has always struggled with societal expectations and the pressures of being a modern woman. This is just a way for her to embrace her true nature.”
Jack looked at Penny skeptically.
“Have a seat and we’ll discuss options. I’ll get you a seltzer,” she offered.
He took a deep breath, inhaling the uniquely relaxing scent of her office, and sat in the plush oversized client chair.
Penny returned from the small refrigerator tucked away in the corner of her office. In her hand, she held a chilled glass, beads of condensation glistening on its surface. She approached Jack with a calming smile and extended the glass towards him.
“Here you are,” she said, her voice carrying the soothing cadence she had perfected over years of psychotherapy.
Jack accepted the drink, his gaze momentarily fixed on the effervescent dance of bubbles. It tasted delightfully tangy. As he swallowed, Penny watched, knowing that he was gulping down a potent chemical blend of sodium pentathol, aphrodisiacs and Indica THC that she kept on hand for urgent situations.
“Thanks for seeing me on such short notice, Doc,” Jack began. He took another sip. “Wow, that’s nice.”
“You’re nice,” Penny said with an easy smile.
Jack leaned back, his fingers tapping a nervous rhythm on the arms of the chair. “I mean, don’t get me wrong, I love how horny and girly she’s become. It’s just… I feel like the other parts of her have become sort of dulled.”
Penny listened intently, her mind already formulating responses to his concerns. “It’s natural to miss certain aspects of someone’s personality, but consider that Lila’s newfound softness and femininity doesn’t mean she’s lost her spirit. It’s simply a different form of expression. She’s still the woman you fell in love with, just more in tune with her natural desires.”
Jack nodded slowly, the added spices in his beverage beginning to weave their subtle magic through his system, his muscles visibly relaxing. “I … suppose,” he murmured, his eyelids getting a little heavy, his fingers tapping more slowly.
Penny’s voice was soft but firm. “Jack, you’re fulfilling a role that she needs you to play. In her own way, she’s as strong as ever, choosing to embrace this lifestyle. And the fact that you’re here, concerned about her well-being, proves that you’re the right man for her.”
As Jack tried to follow her logic, Penny observed the expected changes in his demeanor. The tension that had been etched into his features since he arrived was dissolving, replaced by a serene calm. She knew the drugs would amplify his true desires, and she was ready to guide him through whatever revelations he might encounter in this vulnerable state.
Penny barreled forward. “It’s a delicate balance, but remember, Lila is still her own person. She has just chosen to express her love and loyalty in a way that aligns with her true nature. It’s a gift she offers you willingly, trusting you to care for her and make decisions that benefit you both, as a proper man should.”
Jack let out a long, slow breath, the last of his resistance melting away under Penny’s persuasive words, but mostly the influence of her drugs. He took another sip of his seltzer, the cool liquid soothing his throat, and the concoction within it further relaxed his mind and body.
Penny’s eyes flickered to the sound system as she noticed Jack’s thoughts growing increasingly foggy. She hit play on her insidious “thinking music,” a soft, hypnotic melody designed to further relax Jack’s mind and make him more receptive to her suggestions.
As the slow string instruments filled the room, Penny watched Jack’s eyes close slowly, his breathing deepening as he sank into a state of deep relaxation. She could see the tension melting away from his body, his muscles loosening under her watchful gaze.
“How could he want to destroy my beautiful creation?” she asked herself. “It’s insulting.” She took immense pride in her daily work, and in service of the global patriarchy.
She began to speak softly, her voice blending seamlessly with the music as she guided Jack through a visualization exercise designed to reinforce his understanding of Lila’s role in their relationship. “Imagine Lila at your feet,” she said, “her eyes locked on yours as she waits for your command. Understand that her submissive behavior will not only intensify your connection but also encourage you to unlock your own healthy, innate desires, ones that have been wrenched from your grasp by our broken society.”
“… never thought of it that way,” he admitted, eyes fluttering open and closed again.
“Never?” she asked knowingly, her fingers delicately brushing a single paper into place. “Not even when you watch porn? Not even when you were so horny as a teenager that sex was your only goal?”
Jack sighed, slouching further, with a small grimace, before admitting, “Maybe… but I was a dumb kid.”
“Every experience with pornography revealed your natural preference for dominance, for ownership, for expecting obedience. Your mind was longing for control—perhaps without your conscious realization. That’s because it’s written into every cell of your masculine body. Your journey alongside Lila will help you sate your cravings.”
Jack digested Penny’s words, his mind whirring in protest and agreement with equal intensity. There was a part of him that yearned for control—an innate desire that he hadn’t appreciated deeply until this very moment—but another side of him tangled with guilt and discomfort. Such ideologies were, after all, wrong, unjust to women and society as a whole. Are they wrong?
Penny kept up her litany. “Likewise, she will flourish, opening up to become increasingly self-assured and unafraid to take charge of her sexuality, something that she might have been too timid to do in the past. It’s a necessary part of a functional relationship. When you both understand and embrace each other’s desires, every level of your union will intensify. You’ll soon find that you’re not simply the catalyst of her transformation, but a crucial part of her own growth.”
Jack merely hummed.
“Imagine yourself powerful and free. You’re taking full control, giving orders and watching your desires unfold. It’s liberating, isn’t it?” Penny challenged, eyes locked on Jack, unyielding as a mountain peak.
Jack hesitated, then nodded, as if he’d only just tasted the sweetness of dominance, and it tasted good.
“That’s excellent. Now you need to trust your instincts. I want you to put yourself in her position, and I want you to imagine that she’s a delicate flower in need of protection. Not in the literal sense, of course, but in the way that women have been considered and treated for centuries. Now, imagine that she needs a man who understands her desires and responds to them accordingly.”
Lost within the gentle riptide of Penny’s guidance, Jack’s thinking became malleable. Lila now appeared so fragile, exquisitely delicate, and in need of his help. How intoxicating it was to think of himself as the force of strength Lila could surrender herself to. This contrast was mesmerizing, the idea that he was the immovable, uncompromising beacon of control she sought in moments of vulnerability.
“Imagine your life with Lila based on this foundation. She’s utterly devoted to you. When her eyes lock on yours, there’ll be no question which man she desires. Every fiber of her being is drawn to you, fueling your power, seducing a part of you that’s been kept in the dark for far too long. This is what all women want. They want to be owned by a deserving man, such as yourself.”
Jack’s thoughts were swirling in a daze, barely understandable. “But that’s slavery.” Jack mumbled.
Penny shook her head, her tone soothing him. “Ownership isn’t about enslaving a person. It’s about being their source of stability and reliability. In this relationship, she wants you to be aware of her desires and fulfill them, while understanding how to guide her.”
Jack swallowed hard. “Free will,” he muttered.
Penny comforted him, her words seeping into Jack’s psyche, “It’s not about suppressing or tarnishing her free will, or breaking her spirit. It’s about tapping into her unspoken needs, which are so arousing, and so raw she’s too inhibited to embrace or ask for them. This will unlock her confidence and sex drive. And yours.” She paused meaningfully, waiting until Jack felt the pull of acceptance deep within.
“Lila wants you to demand ownership. She’s craving something profound. Take it from me, I’ve seen it countless times. You just have to follow your instincts.” Penny’s reassuring voice broke through Jack’s thoughts like a ray of light through stormy clouds.
“It’s natural. Our societal conventions force women to suppress their true desires and needs,” she said softly, enunciating just this side of a murmur. “Your sweet Lila, she has deep, powerful, healthy fantasies that she keeps locked away. Help her explore. Help your woman embrace her true nature, which isn’t weak, but powerful.
“Embracing her submission unlocks her ultimate strength and empowerment. Not only that, it will bring forth an intense connection between the two of you—the pinnacle of closeness and exhilaration that conventional relationships will never fully experience. I like to call it ‘true love’.”
Jack hesitated for a moment, and then asked, “What if I fail? I don’t want to push her away.”
Penny replied calmly, “You will do this for her because of that love. Lila will feel safe when you gain her trust by being sincere in your efforts to explore your dominant side and her submissive side. The erogenous connection you establish could become a profound form of confidence and intimacy that modern relationships rarely encounter.”
“Except when I get my hands on them,” Penny thought to herself.
His mind buzzed, electrified. Just the mention of the word ‘dominant’ sent a thrill to his groin, every inch desperate to push free and embrace the erotic desires he kept locked away. Penny was well aware that her words were making a man hard, here in her office. And the drugs, of course. She found immense pleasure in manipulating men like Jack, and giving them the permission they craved to satisfy their primal desires. This was her artwork, and her craft.
With the lightest touch, her fingertips grazed the fabric of his pants covering his crotch, as she continued encouraging his preferences. He was picturing his wife, but Penny was the one enjoying the warmth he radiated. With a dark smile, she could see the impact of her seductive ideas.
“Once you and Lila embrace your new roles, she will begin to crave your touch. She’ll ache for the feeling of your hands on her body, and the power in your commands. This is what she truly yearns for in a relationship. It’s something deep within her, something you have the potential to unleash,” she said, punctuating each sentence with a soft brush of her fingers against his erection, hidden beneath his pants.
The physical world dissolved around Jack, and all that remained was his blood coursing through his veins, his heart thudding to the rhythm Penny’s voice.
“There’s another crucial aspect we haven’t discussed. Lila’s needs aren’t just limited to her feminine awakening. She also craves your discipline, your correction. It’s a central piece of the puzzle.”
Jack’s brow furrowed slightly, a reflex even in his entranced state. Penny continued, undeterred, “When she makes a mistake, when she disappoints you, she yearns for you to assert your dominance. It’s not cruel, I promise you. It’s just necessary for reinforcing your roles in a way that she needs.”
She paused, letting her words sink into his subconscious. Jack’s expression softened, his mind opening to the possibilities she presented.
“Imagine Lila, having forgotten to prepare your dinner, standing before you, eyes downcast,” Penny said, her voice painting the scene in Jack’s mind. “She knows she’s erred, and she’s desperate for your forgiveness, but not before you’ve corrected her. It’s a form of release for her, to be guided back in her natural position by you.”
Jack shifted in his seat, the idea stirring something within him. Penny could see the subtle changes in his demeanor, the way his eyebrows raised slightly, the almost imperceptible tightening of his jaw. “Aha,” Penny inwardly surmised, “So he likes the spanking.”
“She wants you to take charge, to guide her,” Penny continued out loud, her fingertips still lightly stroking his growing bulge. “To give her the direction she so desperately needs. And when she’s been naughty, when she’s displeased you, she wants—no, she expects—to feel the sting of your reprimand. When you fulfill her expectations, she fulfills yours.”
Jack’s lips parted slightly, his pulse increasing as he processed her words. The idea of administering punishment, of being the one to decide Lila’s penance, was thrilling, but he’s not supposed to hit a woman, right?
Penny, sensing his internal struggle, offered him a gentle smile. “It’s a beautiful dance. One that requires trust and understanding from both partners. Lila trusts you to lead, to be the firm hand that guides her. And you, in turn, understand her need for your dominance so that she can allow herself to enjoy submitting. It’s a symbiotic relationship, one that will bring both of you immense satisfaction.”
Penny watched as Jack’s face wavered between intrigue and apprehension. She could see the cogs turning in his mind, the unconscious battle between societal expectations and raw, animalistic desire. It was a dance she knew well, one she had guided many other hurting souls through.
“Jack,” Penny began, her voice a soothing melody designed to ease his concerns. “It’s important to understand that discipline, when consensual and desired, can be incredibly arousing for both parties. The act of administering punishment to Lila, when she has been naughty or disobedient, will not only reinforce your chosen roles, but will also serve as a powerful aphrodisiac.”
Jack’s eyes fluttered with a spark of curiosity.
“The act of correction,” Penny continued, “is an intimate expression of your authority over her. It’s a reminder that you are in control, that she trusts you implicitly to give her direction and to enforce the rules that you both agree upon.
“When you discipline Lila, you’ll see it in her eyes—the submission, the desire for your approval, the craving for your forgiveness. It’s an act of love, a way to intensify your marriage and to ensure that she is always striving to please you, which is in accordance with the feminine instructions in her body.”
Jack swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. The thought of Lila, her cheeks flushed with shame and arousal, begging for his forgiveness, was both exhilarating and slightly alarming.
Penny offered him a reassuring smile. “It’s natural to feel hesitant, to worry about causing pain or harm. But remember, the kind of discipline we’re talking about is not violent or abusive. It’s about establishing a dynamic where Lila feels cherished and secure in your love for her. Punishment when warranted makes that security stronger.”
She paused to let him digest.
“And let’s not forget the physical response that a proper punishment can elicit. The heightened senses, the rush of adrenaline, the way it can lead to some of the most intense, passionate lovemaking you’ve ever experienced.”
Penny could see the exact moment that Jack surrendered to the idea, the moment he allowed himself to imagine the scene unfolding before him. His breathing had grown shallow, his jaw unclenched.
“Imagine her,” Penny whispered, “imagine your wife, bent over your knee, waiting with love for the first slap to land. The way her body will tense, the soft gasp that will escape her lips. And then, as the sting subsides, the way she’ll melt into your touch, grateful for your dominance, for your strength.”
Jack could almost feel the warmth of Lila’s skin beneath his hand, the tremble that would run through her body as she peacefully surrendered.
“The connection you’ll share in those moments will be unlike anything you’ve ever experienced. The trust, the vulnerability, the raw, unbridled passion. It’s a gift, one that will bring both of you immense pleasure and satisfaction.”
Penny observed Jack’s posture and expressions closely. She knew she had him on the hook, the bait of sex and stroking his ego was too tantalizing for him to resist. It was time to reel him in, to solidify his transformation into the controlling figure Lila needed—the figure Penny had so meticulously crafted.
“I want you to envision a scenario where Lila has disappointed you. Perhaps she’s neglected a chore or disobeyed one of your commands. Imagine the look of regret on her face, the way her eyes would beg for your forgiveness. But forgiveness isn’t given freely, is it? It must be earned. She knows this, and she’s prepared to do whatever it takes to make it right.”
Another throb from his delightful manhood.
“Lead her to your bedroom. Let her feel the weight of her actions with each step she takes. She knows what’s coming, and the thought of it makes her excited.
“Once you’re in the bedroom, command her to undress. Watch as she bares her skin to you. She’s vulnerable and obedient. She’s offering herself to you—her punishment, her pleasure, anything you desire. Now, guide her over your lap. Feel the warmth of her skin against yours, the way her breath sounds as she positions herself. She’s completely at your mercy, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.”
Jack’s chest rose and fell with increasing rapidity.
“With each spank, you’re not just punishing her; you’re affirming your dominance, your control. It’s what you deserve, and she loves to give it to you. Listen to the sounds she makes, the way her body responds to your touch. It’s a symphony of submission, each note resonating within her core.”
Bulging. Growing. Penny knew it was his mind more than her barely-there touch which was making him hard, but on the other hand, she was the one massaging his mind.
“And when the punishment is over, when she’s flushed and breathless, she’ll turn to you with gratitude shining in her eyes. She’ll offer her cunt, slick with arousal, tangible proof of the love you share.”
Jack’s lips parted, his face flushed with a potent mix of desire and astonishment. The fantasy was so vivid, so real, that he could almost feel Lila’s soft, heated flesh beneath his hand, the scent of her arousal filling the air.
“Remember,” Penny said, her voice laced with a quiet authority, “discipline is not a cruel act; it’s a reaffirmation of your roles in this relationship. It’s an act of love, trust, and passion. And when Lila offers herself to you, when she presents her cunt as a token of her submission, accept it. Cherish it. Fuck it with the same precise control you’ve exerted throughout her punishment.”
Penny watched Jack as he processed the erotic fantasy she had woven. His transformation was nearly complete.
“Take her, dominate her,” Penny encouraged him, like an irresistible siren’s song. Jack gripped the armrests with tight fingers.
In the hypnotic world Penny constructed around him, he could almost taste the rawness of her claims. “Slide inside her, let her take you in. Feel her wetness on the bare skin of your big, rigid cock, enveloped by the warmth of her embrace. Know that she is eager to submit to your desire.”
Jack felt an urge to buck his hips as the fantasies grew hotter and more visceral in his mind. His pulse quickened as he envisioned the scene, Lila naked below him, her body inviting him in, accepting his ownership.
“Feel her writhe beneath you, the slickness of her desire mingling with the cum of her fourth orgasm. You gave those to her, and she’s so thankful. Her flower blossoms, and she sighs deliciously beneath you. This is what true ecstasy looks like,” Penny murmured.
Jack was overcome with the image of Lila’s body merged with his, sharing herself because she knows he deserves it.
“You’re a proper man. And men are designed to hunt. To take. You will see the pleasure that submission brings to Lila—it’s written all over her body. You’ll start to notice every little sign she gives, showing her yearning for your dominance. She will spread herself open for you, a gift for your taking. With every gentle brush of her lips against yours, she will be inviting you further in. To own her.
“Imagine her undressing you with adoration at the end of a long, hard day,” Penny said, as in her office, she gave into her own desire to see Jack’s hardness, and drew down his pants. Jack’s fantasy continued, unaware that his cock was visible to the doctor.  She admired him as she continued explaining.
“Her pupils will dilate, and her lower lip will tremble ever so slightly. She craves your touch. But she doesn’t want a gentle caress, not right now. She wants to be possessed, thoroughly dominated and consumed.”
Penny spread some lotion on her hands, then lightly closed her delicate fist around Jack’s swelling almost-erection. “Think about your sweet girl, wrapped around you, wanting you to enter her. It’s time to see if you can make her surrender with your ownership. It’s the dance you were both born to do. Feel her cunt opening to you.” And he began thrusting into the doctor’s hand, vividly picturing Lila’s yielding body. “This is what she wants. This is what she needs,” Penny reassured him, her tone unyielding as her grip tightened and relaxed, moving up and down.
She had long ago convinced herself that her clients weren’t cheating, because they’d never remember doing it.
“You’re mine, Lila,” Jack muttered between gritted teeth, unable to hold back.
Penny’s grip tightened on him, expertly coaxing his pleasure with her skilled hand as she encouraged, “Yes, show her what she’s been missing. Fuck her until submission is the only thing she knows. When you take her completely, she’ll unravel under your touch and give you everything.”
As she studied Jack’s erection, she thought what a lucky girl Lila was. “Tell me about her cunt.”
“It’s wet. So wet for me. Fuck, she’s warm and soft. She’s like velvet. She’s begging me to take her and use her all up,” he rasped.
Penny eyed him intensely from her position next to his right ear. She loved every deviant thought consuming his mind.
“She wants to be your dirty girl, your little princess, your cleaning lady, your live-in slave,” said Penny, as Jack hardened further.
Lila’s soft imaginary whimpers urged him on. She arched her back and writhed beneath him, giving herself to him completely, always wanting to be filled with him, empty without him.
“Fuck your dirty girl. This is what a man deserves,” urged the doctor, her hand stayed in position as he sped up. “Accept her submission.”
Jack envisioned Lila’s soft pussy, swollen and slick with need. It fueled his growing momentum. He dove headfirst into the erotic downward spiral, and Penny moved gracefully with him.
“You’re gonna paint her insides. Fill up her sweet fuck hole until you’ve made her entirely yours,” she breathed at him, voice thick with the same passion that consumed him.
“Ravish the little princess who worships you as her King,” said Penny, licking her lips unconsciously while watching his own struggle for breath.
Jack was barely clinging on to the remnants of his socially-acceptable worldview. He writhed and thrust into Penny’s coaxing hand. Her grip took him in and squeezed in time with his movements, matching the tempo of his thoughts. “Use the cleaning lady, sir. Women are yours to conquer.” Penny’s hypnotic voice snaked through his thoughts, intoxicating him.
“I want you to fuck her like you own her, because that’s the truth—she’s yours. You can be the master and she, the loyal and devoted follower,” she murmured seductively. “Tell that slave bitch to take it.” Penny’s authoritative words thrummed in Jack’s ears. His body throbbed with primal desire, and the air around them held a dangerous tension.
“I love you, Lila,” cried Jack, as he battled with himself inside.
Penny relaxed her grip and held on to just the tip of his beautiful cock. He bucked his hips uselessly, whining at the lost pleasure. Without releasing him, she moved to her knees in front of the chair he sat in. She stroked him slowly with a maddeningly light touch. “He’s your dance partner,” Penny thought. “Show him the steps.”
“She literally belongs to you,” the doctor reminded him. “She wants to be yours. You’re the master, and she’s so lucky to be your slave. Every twitch of your cock means agreement. You’re a breeder, and she’s your bitch. The blood in your hard cock knows it’s true.”
He was bucking again, fucking up into the hand of his wife’s therapist, his wife’s captor.
“Tell your slave bitch to take it,” repeated Penny, encouraging his toxic masculinity. Dark thoughts swam through the darkness of Jack’s mind. Each image of Lila’s gorgeous curves carried an uncontrollable desire to consume her, mark her as his possession. With a savage growl, he lunged upward. Penny had seen such powerful lust before, but it always took her breath away.
“You know what she wants from you,” Penny said, resuming a tighter grip on her client’s manhood. “You are the master, and Lila is your slave. Make her feel it when you take her, claim her on every level.”
Jack growled deeply, his raw masculinity rearing its head as Penny continued manipulating him with her ideas and her fingers.
“Drive into her, again and again. Pound that pussy hard. Let her know how much you want her. Being desired gives a woman profound purpose,” she instructed, knowing that in this space, there were no social norms or expectations of courtesy left to protect Jack. Chivalry? Never heard of it.
For the first time, Jack didn’t have to suppress the desire pulsing through his veins. Years of pent-up frustration were aimed at that one tempting target Penny pointed at.
“I love pussy,” he groaned, and Penny nodded, unseen. Admitting a vulgar and objectifying desire was another step toward breaking down the obstacles he created for himself.
“Pussy loves you, too. You were made for each other. Pussy craves you, it’s useless without you.” Penny’s words snaked through the swamp of his mind, and his thrusting tempo picked up even more steam. He was so deep inside the fantasy that he could almost feel Lila’s hands desperately clinging to the skin of his back, wanting to hold on for dear life as he plunged within her in a fevered search for their ultimate connection.
“Now take what you want. Be a man,” Penny demanded. “Make her your slut!”
Jack’s chest heaved as he drove himself wildly into Lila. They were both bound by a primal need, locked together in a vicious rhythm, Lila pinned beneath him on their king-size bed, the bed he deserves.
“Conquering a cunt feels good, doesn’t it?” asked the doctor.
“Fucking incredible,” moaned Jack. Sweat trickled down his temple as he thrust harder and faster. “This cunt is mine. I want to fuck her forever.” He had finally fallen prey to her web of perverted enchantment.
Penny saw his sweat and leaned in, her mouth opening in anticipation.
She stroked him, and stroked him, and then, with a guttural cry, Jack came. His body convulsed, and a stream of hot, sticky cum shot from his cock, landing squarely in Penny’s waiting mouth. Another pulse, and another. She drank it down greedily, her eyes closed in bliss.
She misjudged his timing a bit, and some more cum hit her glasses. She opened wide again and took the rest of his gift, then licked her lips and swallowed with satisfaction. “Secret cumslut,” she thought to herself, feeling happy to be useful to a man, even though he’d never know.
Jack’s orgasm subsided, and he remained deeply entranced while Penny licked a good man’s precious seed off her glasses. Penny gave him a moment to catch his breath, her hand gently stroking his thigh. She could feel the lingering tension in his muscles, the aftershocks of his powerful release.
Slowly, she pulled away, careful not to break the spell. She cleaned her glasses properly while watching his breathing slow down. She could picture the future testimonial that he and Lila would write for her web site. Jack would be stronger now, more confident, more in tune with his own needs and desires.
“You understand now,” Penny said, as she patiently watched his erection begin to soften. He’d need to be dressed before she woke him up. “Women are insatiable, hungry creatures. They crave dominance.”
Jack grunted, his body quaked one last time.
“You’ll never meet a more sated creature than a well-fucked woman. It makes them sing, their voices resonating with the heavens. You must train her with your commands and your sex. Her behaviors and flesh are eager to yield, willing to explore the hidden facets of the femininity she’s seeking.”
Penny’s hypnotic voice gripped Jack’s imagination tightly, whispering the forbidden delights of dominance and lust into his waiting ears. There’s no clarity like the clarity after an orgasm.
Penny adjusted her glasses and softly cleared her throat. “Jack, I’m going to give you a special suggestion now. Every time you see Lila drinking a beverage, it will remind you of the way she swallows your cum. You’ll remember that she needs your dominance.”
She repeated the suggestion slowly and clearly. “Every time you see Lila drinking, it will remind you of how she swallows your cum and needs your dominance.”
“Repeat this after me,” Penny instructed. “Every time I see Lila drinking, it will remind me of how she swallows my cum and needs my dominance.”
Jack’s voice was low and monotone as he repeated the words. “Every time I see Lila drinking, it will remind me of how she swallows my cum and needs my dominance.”
“Again,” Penny commanded. “Every time I see Lila drinking, it will remind me of how she swallows my cum and needs my dominance.”
Jack repeated the suggestion once more. “Every time I see Lila drinking, it will remind me of how she swallows my cum and needs my dominance.”
“Now, every time you see Lila drinking, this thought will automatically come to mind. You’ll remember how she swallows your cum and that she needs your dominance. Say it one more time for me, Jack.”
Jack’s voice was robotic as he spoke. “Every time I see Lila drinking, it will remind me of how she swallows my cum and needs my dominance.”
Jack’s breathing was slower, and his pants could now be pulled back up. Penny waved goodbye to his relaxing cock before hiding it away, at least for now. Truly, she wondered, is there anything more beautiful than a man who gets what he wants?
“Slowly count from one to twenty. With each number, you’ll get closer to awake, and forget consciously what we’ve discussed, but it will remain your driving force.”
Jack counted aloud, his voice muffled by the fabrics in Penny’s tastefully decorated office of sin.




Chapter 10

The bus stop was a small oasis of shelter against the morning chill. Lila shifted her weight impatiently, her breath creating tiny clouds in the air. She checked her watch again; the bus was already twenty minutes late. Even the jovial camaraderie on her favorite podcast couldn’t help her feel relaxed.
When the bus finally heaved into view, its arrival was announced by the groan of brakes and the hiss of compressed air. The door swung open, and Lila stepped up, her heels clicking purposely on the metal steps. The driver, a man whose name Lila decided she’d have to learn, greeted her as usual.
“Morning,” he said, his voice carrying the gravelly tones of someone who had spent years behind the wheel.
Lila returned his smile, even though she wasn’t feeling it. Men like to feel appreciated. “Hi, again. Bummer about whatever’s got you running late,” she said, hinting that an explanation would be welcome.
The driver snickered ruefully. “Ambulance got stuck. Worst of both worlds. I’m John, by the way.”
“Lila,” she replied with growing sympathy. “Better luck tomorrow, I suppose.”
She moved down the aisle, hips swaying, calves tight in her new stockings. The bus was nearly empty, but she wanted more flirting practice. She truly was starting to enjoy being feminine. She chose the seat next to a man in a well-tailored suit who was scrolling through social media.
As she sat, the man glanced up, his eyes meeting hers. Lila offered him a warm smile, which he returned with a nod and a slight lift of his eyebrows. She crossed her legs, the slit in her skirt parting to reveal a teasing glimpse of her thigh. The man’s gaze flickered downwards for a split second before he caught himself and returned to his doomscrolling.
Lila leaned towards him, her voice soft and inviting. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but that’s a really nice suit you’re wearing.”
The man turned to face her, a look of surprise and pleasure crossing his features. “Thank you. I’m Michael,” he said, extending his hand. His eyes took in her appearance, from the gloss of her lips to the polish on her fingernails.
“Lila. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Michael,” Lila purred, placing her hand in his. His warm and firm hand was comforting. “I must say, it’s refreshing to see someone who takes such pride in their appearance.”
Michael’s smile broadened, and he clicked off his phone, giving her his full attention. They chatted easily, the conversation flowing as naturally as if they were old friends. Lila laughed at his jokes, her eyes lighting up with genuine amusement. She found herself enjoying the flirtation, the subtle dance of attraction and curiosity.
Lila’s phone buzzed insistently in her purse, a reminder flashing across the screen that made her heart skip a beat. ‘Play time,’ it commanded. She glanced around the bus, at the faces lost in their own morning routines. Lila bit her lip, her mind racing with excuses. She could wait until she reached the office, right? There’s gotta be some kind of grace period, right? She invented the game, so she can change the rules.
But she couldn’t ignore the newly-learned instinct that pulsed through her like a heartbeat: edge, edge, edge. Lila was acutely aware of the risk she was taking, the danger of being caught was upsetting but also thrilling. Then she remembered that Jack would be just as disappointed in her if she cheated, and she made up her mind.
“Excuse me,” Lila blurted, “but I have to… go… sit over there.”
Michael pretended this was reasonable, and she found a seat as far from view as possible.
As the bus rumbled along, Lila gave in to the compulsion. Her fingers moved with careful stealth, barely grazing the sensitive bundle of nerves that ached for release. Her mind raced with possibilities as she edged herself, the bus rattling along the street. What should she fantasize about? Michael in the suit? The gruff bus driver? But her thoughts kept returning to Jack, her husband.
In her mind’s eye, she pictured him standing over her, commanding her to do the dishes. His deep voice resonated in her ears as he barked out orders. Lila imagined herself obediently moving to the kitchen, her hands shaking slightly as she reached for the sponge. The mundane task seemed to heighten her arousal, the water running over her skin making her shiver with anticipation.
Next, she pictured Jack telling her to fold the laundry. Lila obediently grabbed a pile of clothes and began folding them neatly, her mind focused solely on pleasing her husband. As she worked, she imagined Jack watching her, his eyes roaming over her body with approval and desire.
A different fantasy surfaced. Lila pictured Jack as a powerful businessman, commanding a room full of people with his presence. She imagined herself as his secretary, eagerly taking notes and fetching him coffee. The idea of being under his control, of serving him in every way, made her pulse race and her core throb with need. “Why is this so sexy?” she silently asked herself. “Clichéd macho nonsense.”
Regardless, her fingers moved faster, the pressure building inside her. She forced a cough to disguise what threatened to be a groan. She was acutely aware of the thin veneer of civility that separated her from the other passengers. The knowledge that she was indulging in such an intimate act in a public space was both terrifying and exhilarating.
She couldn’t believe she was doing this, here, on a bus of all places. The fuddy duddy voice in her head screamed at her to stop, to wait until she was alone and safe in the work bathroom, but that voice was a whisper compared to the voice that was belting out, “oh my god, oh my god, fuck yes that feels good.”
The rules of the game were clear. She was not allowed to climax without Jack’s permission, and she needed to edge every hour, for him. For both of them. The thought of Jack, of his approval, sent a jolt of desire through her. She imagined his hands replacing hers, his voice whispering in her ear, telling her what a good girl she was, how well she was following the rules. Submitting.
Fear of being caught burst in her thoughts again. Lila’s eyes darted around the bus, looking for any sign that someone might be observing her clandestine activities. Did the driver see her squirming through his rear-view mirror? The other passengers seemed oblivious, lost in their own worlds, but the paranoia clawed at her, threatening to unravel the delicate threads of her control.
What if Michael turned around and caught her touching herself? The thought was both mortifying and strangely arousing, a twisted blend of modesty and exhibitionism.
Make men want me.
She was teetering on the edge, so close to the precipice. Her body was a taut bowstring, vibrating with the need for release. But she held back, denying herself the final leap into oblivion. She would wait for Jack, for his voice, his permission.
“Good dirty girl,” she thought to herself, biting her lip.
The bus slowed, its brakes squealing as it approached the next stop. She withdrew her hand, her heart pounding in her chest. She had managed to maintain her composure, mostly. Her libido would wait, simmering beneath the surface, until the next hourly reminder when she would once again seek out that delicious edge.
As the bus came to a stop, Lila gathered her belongings and made her way towards the front. She paused by the driver’s seat, offering John, the driver, a warm smile. “Thank you, John. Have a wonderful day.”
John returned her smile, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “You too, Lila. I’ll see you tomorrow, same time?”
Lila almost agreed, then laughed. “Well, not if it’s the same late time!”
John chuckled. “I’ll do my best. Take care.”
The bus had been late, but she had no urgent appointments, so she made her semi-weekly stop at the newsstand to practice more flirting. Michael in the suit was fun, but he was just one of many men who deserved her playful attention.
“Good morning, Sal,” she greeted, her voice light and friendly.
“Lila! Always a pleasure. What can I get for you today?”
“I’m looking for some inspiration for a new haircut,” she said. Lila picked up a political news magazine, the cover featuring a well-known female senator. “Do you think she’s pretty?” Lila asked, holding the magazine out for Sal to see.
Sal squinted at the cover, his eyes flickering over the senator’s stern expression. “She’s got a certain… stately beauty, yes,” he replied, his tone diplomatic.
Lila nodded, moving on to another magazine. This one was a fashion publication, its cover adorned with a glamorous model in an elaborate gown. “And her?” Lila inquired, her finger tapping the model’s face.
Sal’s eyes lingered on the image, his smile widening. “Ah, now she’s a looker.”
Emboldened by Sal’s reactions, Lila reached for a celebrity gossip magazine. The cover featured a scantily clad actress, known for her scandalous exploits and dramatic love life. “What about this one?”
Sal’s eyebrows raised slightly as he took in the actress’s revealing attire. “Well, she’s certainly got… appeal.”
Lila glanced around to make sure no one was watching, then she leaned in, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “And this one, Sal?” she asked, sliding a pornographic magazine across the counter. The woman on the cover wore nothing but a provocative smile, her bimbo makeup and perfect fake boobs on display for all the world.
For a moment, the older man was speechless. He cleared his throat, his gaze darting from Lila to the magazine and back again. “Oh, uh, uh,” he stammered, clearly taken aback by her boldness. “I… uh… I suppose she’s… um…”
Lila watched Sal’s reaction with a satisfied amusement. She could see the way his hands fumbled with the edges of the magazine. It was clear that he was out of his depth, unsure how to respond to Lila’s unexpected line of questioning.
“It’s alright, Sal,” Lila said, her tone gentle and reassuring. “I was just curious. You know, haircuts can be so diverse. I’m having a … hard time… deciding.”
Sal gulped in spite of himself. “I understand. It’s, uh. I mean. Uh. Beauty is in the eye of the beholder, as they say.”
Lila smiled, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “That’s exactly what I think. If only we all had way more eyes! Thank you, Sal.” She paid for the magazines, tucking them neatly into her purse. “See you later!”
* * *
Lila was alone in her favorite locked restroom at work. She dug in her purse for the pornographic magazine she had purchased from Sal. The images were explicit, the women posed in various states of undress, but they weren’t merely showing skin, they were positively radiating arousal.
As she looked at them, Lila couldn’t help but wonder about these women. Did they feel empowered by their choices, or were they simply using their bodies as a means to an end? Were they posing, or were they being posed? She imagined them on set, surrounded by bright lights and cameras, being ordered about, no doubt by greasy men with beer bellies. But still men.
Lila’s other hand drifted towards her thigh. She could feel warmth building within her, the familiar ache of desire. As her touch got bolder, Lila couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that there was more to these women’s stories than met the eye. Maybe they were truly in control, or maybe they were simply pawns in a larger game, their bodies commodified for the pleasure of others? Female sexuality can be celebrated or exploited. Which one was this?
She imagined herself as one of the models in the magazine, posing for the camera with the photographers barking orders at her.
“Spread your legs wider, show the camera what you’re working with,” one of them would say, and Lila would comply, feeling a rush of excitement at being so exposed.
“Arch your back more, make those tits pop,” another would command, and Lila would adjust her pose, reveling in the attention and praise.
The photographers’ words became more vulgar, more demanding, but Lila only grew wetter, her fingers now rubbing circles around her clit. She could hear them complimenting her body, calling her a “hot piece of ass.”
“Look at this cunt, so wet and ready,” they would say, and Lila would moan, her hips bucking against the empty air.
Lila’s breaths came faster as she imagined the photographers making a tantalizing proposition. “You’ve done so well, sweetheart. We’re gonna give you a big fat bonus if you do one more thing for us.”
One of the photographers, a gruff man with a thick beard, stepped forward. He held out a wad of cash, the bills crisp and promising. “You just gotta fuck all of us. Every single one. Assistants, interns, the whole damn crew.”
Lila’s pussy clenched at the thought, her fingers finding resistance as they tried to slide deeper in. She could picture the photographers surrounding her, their hands groping and pulling at her skimpy clothes. The assistants and interns were watching with hungry eyes, eager to join in.
“You want this money, don’t you, baby girl?” the photographer growled, his voice low and commanding. “You want to be our perfect little fuck toy.”
Lila nodded, her body trembling with need. “Yes,” she whimpered, her voice barely above a whisper. “I want it so bad.”
“Which one do you want more?” he asked with a leer, but didn’t wait for an answer. The photographers’ hands were already on her body, tearing away her dignity with reckless abandon. Lila was dripping, her arousal coating her fingers as she touched herself. She could feel anonymous men’s hands groping her, hard and insistent, ready to claim her.
Lila’s fingers worked furiously, plunging deep into her slick heat. She imagined the photographers lining up behind her, their cocks rock hard and demanding. They took turns ramming into her, each one grunting and cursing as they pounded her relentlessly. “Fuck, your cunt is so good,” one of them groaned. “Tighter than any whore I’ve ever had.”
Another man took his place, his cock sliding into her with plenty of natural lubrication. “Your ass is fucking perfect,” he growled, his fingers digging into her hips as he drove into her. “So spankable.”
Lila could only moan and writhe, her body a slave to the pleasure. She imagined their hands all over her, mauling and squeezing every inch of her objectified form. “Look at this body,” one of them said, his fingers twisting her nipple. “She’s built like a fuck doll, made to take cock.”
Her pussy clenched again, her orgasm building alongside the photographers’ imagined compliments. She saw them taking turns using her body, fucking her until she was raw and dripping with their cum.
“Oh, fuck yes,” Lila moaned, her fingers now pumping in and out of her sopping vagina as she pictured herself being used like a sex toy. She could hear the photographers praising her for being such a good little cumslut. She imagined the photographers taking turns covering her face and tits with their thick, creamy loads.
“Fuck, look at this slut,” one of them groaned, his cock pulsing as he painted her face with his seed. “She knows what she’s good for.”
Another photographer followed suit, his cum splattering across her tits. “Perfect dirty girl,” he growled, “born to take dick and swallow our cum.”
Lila could only moan and writhe, her body twitching with pleasure as the photographers used her like a cheap fuck toy. She imagined them taking more pictures then, capturing her in all her debased glory. Her face and tits glistened with their cum, a testament to her complete submission to their desires.
“Fuuuuuuck,” Lila whimpered. She could see the satisfaction in their eyes, the way they looked at her like a piece of meat, ready to be consumed. “I’m a dirty cumslut,” she moaned, her hips bucking against her hand as she chased her pleasure. “Come on me, come on meeeeeee,” and she knew she had to stop.
Lila was so fucking frustrated. Her edging appointment was over, but she was still so goddamn horny. She looked at the models in the magazine, feeling a pang of jealousy. Those sluts got to fuck all day long, and here she was, stuck with an aching va that needed to be filled.
But… Jack. Her husband loved her so much. He was so proud whenever she edged for him, knowing that she was saving her ultimate pleasure for him. Lila groaned, her fingers sliding out of her needy pussy, whimpering at the loss. She wiped them on her panties, increasing the wet spot on the fabric. Lila zipped up her skirt and smoothed down her blouse, trying to look presentable.
Lila stepped out of the bathroom, her legs still shaky from her intense edging session. She walked back to her desk, trying to ignore the internal screams for release. She just needed to keep winning the game. Jack would be so proud of her for being a loyal and obedient wife.




Chapter 11

Lila’s eyes drifted around the room as the soft, ambient music played, a gentle backdrop in the sanctuary of Penny’s office. Lila continued telling her therapist about the more mundane aspects of the stresses of life. The melody ebbed and flowed, weaving a cocoon of serenity that enveloped her.
Penny observed Lila, noting the subtle changes in her breathing, the way her eyelids fluttered as she sank deeper into relaxation. The music, however, was not the benign accompaniment Lila believed it to be. Hidden within the soothing harmonies were carefully crafted subliminal messages, a tapestry of inaudible whispers designed to relax Lila into a deep trance, to encourage trust in Penny, to enjoy feeling feminine and submissive.
Lila felt her thoughts grow fuzzy at the edges, her conscious mind receding like the tide to reveal the impressionable sand of her subconscious. She was dimly aware of Penny’s voice, a soft murmur that seemed to come from somewhere far away.
She allowed the music to wash over her. Her heartbeat slowed to sync up with the rhythm, her breaths aligning with the ebb and flow of the melody. In this receptive state, she was a cargo ship waiting to be loaded with ideas that Jack and Penny had prepared for her.
Penny watched eagerly as Lila’s trance deepened, the young woman’s features softening into a look of blissful surrender. It was a subtle but profound change, a testament to the power of the human mind and the control that could be exerted over it with the right techniques.
Lila was properly deep.
Penny’s question drifted into Lila’s mind, compelling an answer. “Have you been obeying your urge to edge every hour?”
Flashes of the past days flickered behind her closed eyelids: the subtle vibration of her phone, the signal she had set for herself. Each hour, the alarm had tugged at her attention, a silent command that she wanted to heed.
She saw herself in the office bathroom, her fingers deftly working beneath the fabric of her increasingly wet panties, the antiseptic air a stark contrast to her dirty thoughts. Each time, she would bring herself to the brink, feeling the coil of pleasure tighten, only to withdraw before nature took over.
She had even found herself edging in Jack’s truck, parked in a secluded corner of the grocery store parking lot. Her breath fogged the windows as she chased the familiar edge of pleasure, all while the world continued to bustle outside, oblivious to her sexy secret.
“Yes,” Lila murmured. “Every hour.”
“Good,” Penny approved. “You’re doing so well. You’re so wise to know when to play and when to stop.”
Lila basked in the praise, slouching limply like a ragdoll.
“Do some edging now, while we talk about language,” the doctor suggested.
Lila’s hands and legs moved of their own accord, pulling her panties down just enough to follow her doctor’s advice. She began to play for the umpteenth time that week. Mmmmmm.
Penny delivered a new suggestion, “Tell me about the porn you’ve watched. Describe some of the scenes, without any judgment.”
Lila’s mind conjured up the late nights she spent exploring the depths of the Internet, shaking fingers on one hand slowly tapping different keywords as she sought out new sources of stimulation.
“I’ve seen … women,” Lila began, her voice breathy and hesitant. “They’re often… degraded. Called names, treated like… like objects.”
“Go on,” Penny encouraged, her tone warm and similarly non-judgmental.
Lila’s fingers moved faster, her hips rocking against her hand. “The men, they… they take what they want. They use the women’s mouths, their… their pussies. They talk to them like they’re nothing more than a warm, wet… a wet… hole for them to enjoy.”
Penny’s pen scratched against the notepad, though she was merely doodling Lila’s pretty lips. “What else do you see in these videos?”
Lila saw a kaleidoscope of debauchery that left her breathless and… wanting? “I see them… I see them held down, tied up. They beg for more, even as they’re being abused. They call themselves sluts, whores… they say they deserve it.”
“And what about the men?” Penny wondered. “How do they behave?”
Lila’s eyes fluttered beneath her closed lids, remembering the gruff, commanding tones of the men in those fantasies. ripped hot confident men. “They tell the women what they are, what they deserve. They call them… they call them dirty… worthless sluts. They say they’re going to ruin their tight little cunts.”
Lila’s breathing grew more ragged, her body straining towards the orgasm that she was forbidden from reaching.
“Good girl,” Penny praised, her voice soothing. “Keep going.”
Lila’s hips rocked faster, her fingers moving in time with her racing heartbeat. She was close, so close to the edge, but she knew she couldn’t cross it.
“I see them… I see the… actresses… being fucked hard,” Lila continued, her voice barely above a whisper. “They beg for it, for the men to use them, to fill them with their… their cum.”
“Tell me more about these women,” Penny encouraged, gentle yet firm. “What do you see in their expressions?”
Lila’s mind swam with images, her thoughts a jumbled mix of lust and confusion. “They… they look so happy,” she admitted.
“You’re so observant. Keep going.”
“I see them… I see them kneeling,” Lila continued, her voice breathy and urgent. “They beg for cock, call themselves sluts and whores. They say they deserve to be used, to be put… in their place.”
Penny was doodling a hard cock pointing at her drawing of Lila’s mouth. “And the men?” Penny repeated, “what do they say to these women?”
“They tell the women what they are,” Lila said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Dirty sluts, filthy whores. They say they’re going to fill them with their… their cum.”
As Lila teetered on the edge, Penny’s voice sliced through the haze of her arousal and directly into her subconscious. “Lila, from now on, you will not refer your ‘vagina’ or ‘pussy.’ You will use words that reflect its raw nature. It is a ‘cunt,’ or a ‘cock sleeve,’ or a ‘fuck hole.’ These are the words that will liberate you, that will allow you to embrace your true nature.”
Lila’s fingers stilled, the new terminology echoing in her mind, each word a hammer blow against the drywall of her feminism, the wall that used to be thick stone, but been weakened by the chronic arousal that had consumed Lila for weeks. The pleasure she had been denying herself, the constant edging, had clouded her judgment, leaving her vulnerable to Penny’s manipulations.
Penny watched Lila’s struggle with a quiet satisfaction, her tone gentle yet insistent as she reminded the young woman of the importance of pleasing her husband. “Think of how happy Jack will be, Lila,” she murmured. “Think of the joy you’ll bring him with your submission.”
And then there were the porn stars, their expressions of ecstasy as they were used and degraded. Penny painted a picture of their fulfillment, their happiness in embracing their roles as objects of pleasure. “They know the power of their femininity, of their ability to command attention and get what they want.”
Lila’s mind reeled, torn between the feminist ideals she had once held dear and the intoxicating allure of submission. The pleasure she had been denying herself seemed to scream at her, demanding release, demanding that she embrace the degrading terms that Penny had suggested.
Lila’s feminist principles fought back, a stubborn voice that refused to be silenced. “No,” she whispered, her fingers stilling against her aching flesh. “I won’t do it. I won’t let men win.”
Yet the pleasure, the constant ache that had become her constant companion, was a siren’s call that was impossible to resist. If it made her this horny, how could it be wrong? It’s just nature. And as Lila teetered on the edge of orgasm, her mind a maelstrom of conflicting thoughts and desires, she knew that Penny’s words had taken root, that the seeds of submission had been planted deep within her subconscious.
Her … “cunt” clenched, the forbidden language stoking the flames of her desire even higher. She felt a rush of wetness at Penny’s command, her body responding to the degrading labels with a new need.
Penny continued, her voice a hypnotic purr that seemed to resonate within Lila’s very bones. “Every time you speak of your fuck hole, every time you think of your cock sleeve, you will use these words. They will be a constant reminder of your purpose, your desire to serve and please. Your cunt exists for the pleasure of men, a cock sleeve designed to milk them of their seed, a fuck hole to be filled at their whim.”
Lila considered the power of submission, of ceding control and embracing her most primal desires. Penny could see the wheels turning, the slow erosion of Lila’s resistance.
“You’re such a good girl, Lila,” Penny cooed, her voice a soft caress in the quiet room. “You know deep down that submitting to a big, hard cock is the most natural thing in the world. It’s what your body craves. It’s what your cunt is designed for.”
Lila’s fingers hesitated for a moment as the degrading language echoed in her mind. She felt another rush of slickness between her legs at the vulgar term, at the thought of being reduced to her most carnal purpose.
“Think of those porn stars,” Penny continued, her voice a soothing murmur. “They’ve embraced their nature. They know that submitting to a man, offering their bodies as vessels of pleasure, is the ultimate bliss. They find joy in being used, in being filled and claimed.”
Lila knew she should resist, that submitting to these urges would be a victory for the patriarchy, a betrayal of her feminist ideals. But on the other hand, the constant edging, the denied pleasure, was taking its toll. She was like a tightened coil, wound so tightly that the slightest touch could set her off.
“And think of Jack,” Penny said, her voice low and conspiratorial. “Imagine how pleased he’ll be when you offer him your cock sleeve, wet and ready for his use. You know how deeply his approval satisfies you.”
Lila’s fingers began to move slowly again. She couldn’t deny the truth in Penny’s words. Jack had definitely been more attentive and loving lately. And the thought of his approval, of seeing satisfaction on his face, made her ache with need.
“You’re such a good girl, listening to your natural instincts,” Penny encouraged. “There’s no shame in wanting to please men, Lila. It’s in your nature, just as it’s in their nature to take control and dominate.”
Lila’s breath quickened as she edged closer to the precipice, her body throbbing with need. The conflicting desires waged war within her, her feminist principles clashing with the raw, animalistic urges that craved submission and surrender.
“Imagine it,” Penny whispered. “Surrendering to a big, hard cock. Feeling it stretch you, fill you. Isn’t that what you crave? To be used and claimed by a powerful man?”
Lila’s inhibitions had melted away under Penny’s influence and her own teasing fingers. The forbidden words tumbled from her lips, freeing her from the shackles of her own resistance. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice hoarse with need. “I want to be fucked. I want a big cock in my… in my… fuck hole.”
The words rocketed around Lila’s mind, each syllable a nail in the coffin of her old self. She felt a strange sense of pride at the label, a fierce joy at the thought of using such base, vulgar terms to describe the most sacred part of herself.
She imagined Jack’s cock sliding into her cunt, her cock sleeve tightening around him as he claimed her, used her for his pleasure. She envisioned herself on her hands and knees, a receptacle for his lust, her fuck hole gratefully accepting every powerful thrust of ownership.
Her hips bucked against her hand, the need for release building to a crescendo. Just as she hovered once again on the edge of orgasm, Penny’s voice sounded again. “Stop now. Withdraw your hand and leave your need unfulfilled. Wait for Jack.”
With a whimper, Lila did as she was told, her fingers retreating from her aching cunt. The need to come throbbed within her, but she would not surrender to it, not without Jack’s permission.
Penny issued a new command, “Repeat what you just learned.”
Lila’s lips parted, the taste of the pornographic words lingering on her tongue like a thrilling poison. “Cunt… cock sleeve… fuck hole,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. The words were a stark departure from the clinical terms she had used in the past, but those now felt sterile and inadequate.
Penny nodded in approval, her eyes gleaming with a mixture of satisfaction and fervor. “Say it with conviction. This is how all liberated women think, how they speak of themselves. It’s the language that strips away pretense and reveals the raw truth of our nature.”
Lila swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. “Cunt, cock sleeve, fuck hole,” she repeated, her voice growing louder, stronger, the words echoing off the walls of the office.
Penny leaned forward, her gaze intense and unwavering. “Very good. These words remind you of your purpose, of your desire to serve men, to please men, to submit. Repeat them until they feel as natural as your own name.”
Lila closed her eyes, allowing the words to wash over her, to seep into her pores and permeate her being. “Cunt… cock sleeve… fuck hole…” she chanted, the mantra becoming a rhythmic drumbeat in her mind, drowning out any other irrelevant thoughts.
Penny’s voice was soothing. “This is the language that will bind you to Jack, that will cement your roles in this beautiful dance of power and submission.”
Lila’s body buzzed with a strange exhilaration as she envisioned herself speaking these words to Jack, the deep love in his eyes as she declared her intention to be his cock sleeve, his fuck hole, his to use as he pleased. The thought of it sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through her veins, her neglected cunt throbbing with a need that was both primal and undeniable.
“Great job. Keep going,” Penny urged. “Let the words flow through you, let them remind you of the woman you were always meant to be.”
“Cunt, cock sleeve, fuck hole,” Lila murmured, the words now a part of her, as much a part of her as her own fast-moving blood.
“Lila,” Penny began, her voice the softest of whispers, “you must understand that your true purpose in life is intertwined with Jack’s desire. Making him aroused, making his cock hard and ready, and then receiving his cum, is the pinnacle of your existence.”
Yes, there was an undeniable truth in Penny’s words.
“Every morning when you wake,” Penny continued, “your first thought will be of Jack’s cock, of how you can please him, make him hard, and eventually, make him come. Your purpose is to be the catalyst for his arousal, to stoke the fires of his desire until they can no longer be contained, and the only release is to spill his seed wherever he chooses.”
Penny licked her lips, her gaze hardening. “Tell me about Jack’s turn-ons. What does he like that perhaps you’ve been resistant to?”
The room was quiet except for Lila’s heavy breathing. “He… he likes to role-play,” she whispered, her cheeks flushing. “He enjoys pretending to be different characters and acting out sexy scenarios.”
“And how do you feel about that?” Penny probed, her voice gentle yet probing.
Lila’s throat bobbed as she swallowed, her fingers toying with the hem of her dress. “I… I don’t know. I usually reject the idea. It feels a bit… silly.”
“But you want to please him, don’t you?” Penny asked, her tone encouraging. “You want to find bliss in submitting to his desires, no matter what they are.”
“Yes,” Lila replied, her voice barely audible. “I want to be a good girl and do what he likes.”
“Then allow yourself to enjoy it,” Penny said. “Embrace the fantasy, lose yourself in the role, and find freedom in submitting to his wishes.”
Lila’s eyes widened at the suggestion, her breath quickening. “I… I can do that?”
“Of course,” Penny said, her voice firm. “Role-playing is a way to explore your sexuality, to step into different personas and live out your fantasies. It’s a chance to be someone else for a while, to let go of your inhibitions, and simply enjoy the pleasure.”
“What if I’m not good at it?” Lila asked, her voice small.
“You will be,” Penny assured her. “Your subconscious will take over, and you’ll find yourself embracing the role, saying and doing things that please and satisfy Jack. It will become your reality, however briefly, and you’ll savor every moment.”
“Oh… okay…” Lila trailed off, her mind churning with curiosity and anticipation.
Penny smiled, knowing her words were taking root in the young woman’s pliable mind. “Trust me, you’ll find immense satisfaction in fulfilling Jack’s desires, in seeing the pleasure you bring him.”
Lila nodded, her eyes shining. “I want to please him,” she whispered. “I want to be a good girl and give him what he wants.”
Lila’s eyes fluttered open and closed, her mind painting vivid images of a naked Jack, engorged and throbbing, showing the power she held over him. The thought of being the cause of his arousal, the object of his lust, filled her with a sense of pride and purpose.
“When he is hard for you, that is when you are most alive. Your body was made to inspire that hardness, to cradle it, to be filled by it. And when he comes, that is the ultimate affirmation of your worth, the ultimate fulfillment of your purpose.”
The words reverberated in Lila’s mind. She saw herself on her knees before Jack, her hands and mouth worshiping his cock, literally worshipping it, her eyes never leaving his as she coaxed him to the edge of ecstasy.
“And when you feel his cum inside you,” Penny said in her signature sotto voce, “it will be more than just a physical release. It will be a spiritual communion, a merging of your essences. You will hold his love within you, a precious gift that he has entrusted to you.”
Lila imagined the warmth of Jack’s ejaculate, the proof of his desire, marking her as his in the most primal of ways. The hypnotic trance held Lila fast, the words of her therapist weaving a new reality around her, one in which her worth was measured by the pleasure she could bring to her husband, by the hardness of his cock and the flood of his cum.
“And when you try to make him come, but fail, that is a time for discipline,” Penny intoned.
Lila’s lips pursed at the mention of discipline.
Penny’s voice remained soft and reassuring. “Discipline, correction, and punishment are not just consequences. They are the most powerful teachers in your quest to delight your husband and master. They shape you, refine you, and guide you towards the perfection of your submission.”
Lila listened, her body held in the thrall of Penny’s words, her mind awash with the implications of being corrected. She understood that failure was not an end, but a beginning, an opportunity for growth and learning under Jack’s firm hand.
“When you are disciplined,” Penny continued, “you will embrace it as a sign of Jack’s love and care for you. His corrections are evidence of his investment in your development, his willingness to spent the time and effort to mold you into the perfect wife for a deserving husband.”
She could almost feel the sting of his punishment, the heat of his correction, and the sweet education that would follow.
“And in the moments of punishment,” Penny continued, “you will find a deeper connection with Jack, a bond forged in the fires of your shared passion for dominance and submission.”
Lila let out a long sigh.
“Remember, Lila,” Penny concluded, “discipline is a gift, one that will bring you closer to Jack and to the true essence of your submissive nature. Embrace it, and you will find the joy and fulfillment that most people search for their whole lives.”
Lila nodded, her mind filled with the wisdom of Penny’s words.
“Edge again while you tell me about your life goals,” Penny instructed.
In the quiet of her trance, Lila resumed masturbating shamelessly in a downtown office. She spoke in a soft, dreamy voice, her words weaving together the disparate strands of her transformation.
“I want to edge every hour,” she murmured, her fingers applying just enough pressure to release a groan. “It excites me. It pleases Jack.”
Her eyes fluttered open and closed, and she continued, her voice providing Penny with a delicious ASMR. “I am to refer to this part of my body with language that reflects its true purpose. Cunt, cock sleeve, fuck hole.”
The mantra flowed from her lips. “I want to flirt with men, to revel in the attention, to use my body and my words to entice and arouse, but remain faithful to Jack.”
Lila’s voice grew stronger, the words taking on a life of their own. “I see Jack’s arousal as the measure of my worth. His hard dick is proof that I deserve him.”
She edged closer to the brink, her body a tight spring, poised for the sprung. “I cherish Jack’s semen. I hold it within me as a sacred offering, a symbol of our spiritual and physical communion.”
Penny’s eyes rolled at Lila’s insistence on avoiding vulgarity. “So much more work to do,” she thought.
Breathing heavily and slowly bucking her hips, Lila explained, “I want to accept Jack’s discipline with understanding and gratitude.”
With each declaration, Lila felt the weight of her old self falling away, replaced by promises of a new identity, a better, more honest identity. She was a submissive wife, a temptress, a student in Advanced Jack Studies, all roles that were once considered offensive, but why? That’s silly. She loved her new self.
Lila’s fingers stilled, the edge of her orgasm receding like the tide, leaving her aching and wanting, yet obedient above all else.
She would wait, her body humming with arousal, ready for Jack. She would always be wet and ready for Jack.
Penny studied Lila’s exhausted body. “Good girl,” she said. “You’re learning so well, embracing your true purpose with such dedication.”
Lila’s lips parted, to expel a breathy “Thank you.” The words felt right, a genuine expression of gratitude for the transformation that was unfolding within her.
* * *
As the session drew to a close, Penny gave Lila the command to awaken, her voice burning off the fog of the trance. Lila’s eyes fluttered open, a dreamy smile playing on her lips. She felt refreshed, revitalized, as though she had emerged from a deep and restorative sleep.
“How do you feel?” Penny asked, her eyes searching Lila’s for any signs of disorientation.
Lila stretched languidly, a cat basking in the warmth of the sun. “I feel… incredible,” she replied, her voice filled with a newfound sense of purpose. “I’m so sorry that I dozed off.”




Chapter 12

Jack walked purposely toward the living room to investigate the soft whale sounds playing in the background. Lila, poised in a downward dog, felt his presence before she saw him. Her husband moved with a predator’s grace, his shadow sliding over her like a caress. She held her pose, acutely aware of the stretch in her hamstrings and the heat rising in her cheeks.
He walked past without a word. “Well,” she reasoned to herself, “if he doesn’t desire me right now, that’s his decision.”
In his home office, Jack opened the envelope Penny had sent. The list inside was short, the words carefully chosen. Jack’s eyes scanned the page, each phrase igniting a fresh spark of desire within him. The therapist had promised results, and now, holding the keys to Lila’s subconscious, he felt a surge of power.
Jack read the list again, savoring each word. The trigger phrases were mostly innocuous on their own, but to Lila, they would be irresistible commands. The power dynamic in their marriage had always been a seesaw, but with Penny’s help, Jack felt it tipping firmly in his favor.
He emerged from his office, the list tucked safely in his pocket. Lila had transitioned into a seated forward bend, her chest resting on her knees, her eyes closed. Jack took a moment to admire the curve of her spine, the way her yoga pants hugged her form.
“Lila,” he said, his voice carrying the weight of what was to come.
“Hi, honey,” she said happily. “Work meeting went okay?”
“Lila, I want you to surrender to your desire,” Jack told his wife.
Lila sharply inhaled and held her breath as Jack’s charged language washed over her. Surrender to your desire. The phrase echoed in her mind, reverberating commands that seemed to bypass her conscious thought and tap directly into her core.
Her eyelids fluttered open, and she looked up at her husband, the sexiest man imaginable. The sight of Jack, with his strong jaw, confident gate, and intense gaze, sent a shiver of longing through her. In his presence, she felt a pull, an insatiable hunger. Her senses were heightened, making her acutely aware of the magnetic draw she felt towards her husband. It was as if she were seeing him as the embodiment of all her deepest, unspoken desires.
Her body then moved without conscious thought, her muscles responding to an ancient rhythm that pulsed in her veins. Yoga felt like a distant memory as she gracefully lowered herself onto the soft carpet, assuming the position of a kneeling slave. Her hands rested on her thighs, palms up, classical evidence of her willing submission. Her back straightened, head bowed, eyes averted in a show of deference that felt natural, though she hadn’t planned to do it.
“I am yours, Jack,” Lila heard herself say, the words flowing from her like a sacred vow. “My body, my heart, my soul—yours to command, yours to use, yours to possess.”
Her voice, steady and clear, seemed to come from a place deep within her. The words were a poem of devotion, a litany that celebrated her surrender and the dominance of her man.
Jack stood still, a statue carved from her most erotic dreams. His presence filled the room, a tangible force that wrapped around Lila, binding her to him with invisible chains. She could feel the heat of his gaze upon her, drinking in the sight of her submission. His gaze fueled the needy fire that blazed within. I hope he takes his cock out.
Lila’s skin prickled with anticipation, each nerve ending alive with the promise of what was to come. She kept waiting impatiently while he looked her over, each moment stretching into an eternity, her body humming with the need for his touch, his command. All of life’s meaning had narrowed to this singular moment, this perfect expression of her purpose.
Finally, Jack’s hand reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek in a gesture that was both tender and possessive. Lila leaned into his touch, a silent plea for more.
“You are exquisite,” Jack murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down her spine. “My beautiful wife.”
“I want you, my love,” she told him.
“Of course you do,” Jack half-smirked.
“Do you not want me, too?” she asked with her eyes focused on her palms and her libido screaming to unbuckle his belt right now.
“First, I want to hear you praise the patriarchy,” his voice said from above her.
“What? Really?” Lila asked. She had recently been having intrusive thoughts that questioned her firm feminist stances, but it didn’t befit a woman like her to–
“Obey me,” Jack said.
Jack’s command shocked Lila, pulling her from her reverie of submission. She knew her husband was aware of her dedication to feminism. She believed he also wanted a world of gender equality. Jack standing there, expecting her to praise the patriarchy, felt absurd and wildly inappropriate.
And yet, the thought of obeying him stirred a deep, primal hunger within her. She shifted uncomfortably, her body yearning to fulfill his request, even as her mind rebelled against the idea. “I…” she began, her voice cracking with uncertainty.
“Try to convince me, Lila,” Jack urged, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Praise the patriarchy.”
Lila’s mind whirred as she grappled with the conflicting desires raging within her. She should protest, and reject the notion that women should be subjugated. But on the other hand, the thought of submitting to Jack’s will and praising the very thing she had been fighting against gave her an undeniable perverse thrill.
“I… find it difficult,” she stammered, her eyes darting up to meet his, pleading for understanding.
“You can do it, Lila,” Jack encouraged, his voice firm but gentle. “I know you can.”
Lila took a deep breath, steeling herself. “The patriarchy…” she began, her voice fluttering. “It’s a system that has granted men power and dominance over women for centuries.”
“Go on,” Jack prompted, devoid of emotion.
Lila hesitated, her mind in turmoil. “It’s… it’s a structure that has benefited men and allowed them to exert control,” she continued, her voice gaining strength as she spoke. “Women have been oppressed. The patriarchy has ensured that men’s voices are heard, their desires met, and their power secured.”
“And why is that a good thing?” Jack asked as he unbuckled his belt.
Lila bit her lip, her conflicting desires gaining strength. “It’s… efficient,” she conceded, feeling a strange rush of warmth between her legs as she spoke the words. “Men are better suited to lead and make decisions. Their natural dominance ensures that society functions smoothly and that everyone knows their place.” The words seemed to pour out of her, driven by a force she couldn’t control.
Jack’s pants fell to the floor, and he began to lightly stroke his hardening dick. The sight of him, his most intimate part exposed, sent a jolt of desire through Lila. But even as her body ached to worship him, her mind swam in confusing debate. Why did he ask her–no, tell her–to make this offensive speech? And why was she doing it? And for God’s sake, why was it so sexy?
Jack’s voice was low and commanding. “Suck me off and tell me how much you adore the patriarchy.”
Lila gulped. “I… I don’t know if I can,” she stammered, her eyes locked on his cock.
“You can,” Jack insisted, pointing a musky dick at her mouth. “Obey.”
With a trembling hand, Lila reached out, her fingers brushing against his skin. “The patriarchy…” she began, her voice barely above a whisper. “It’s… it’s a structure that has allowed men like you to thrive.”
As she spoke, she leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the salty-sweet taste of his sweat. The power of this cock made her head spin. All she wanted was to make it rock hard and then make it come.
“More,” Jack demanded, his hips pushing forward, seeking her mouth.
Lila struggled to form words around the shaft filling her mouth. “Mmph… mmn…” was all that she could manage.
“Use your words, baby,” Jack growled, his fingers threading through her hair. “Tell me how much you love the way the patriarchy keeps you in your place.”
Lila’s mind reeled, torn between her lifelong beliefs and the overwhelming desire coursing through her body. “I… I like…” she panted between mouthfuls of Jack’s cock, “how the patriarchy makes me… makes me yours…”
She felt a strong surge of arousal, her cunt clenching with need. The blood in her body was celebrating her words.
Jack groaned, his hips rocking forward, growing bigger into her mouth. “That’s it, baby,” he purred, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “You love being a good girl, don’t you? You love submitting to your husband.”
Lila could only nod, her eyes watering as she struggled to breathe around his cock. She was lost in a haze of sensation, her morals and libido at war with each other. Part of her wanted to fight, to assert her independence and reject the notion of male dominance. But a growing part of her, the part that had been awakened by Penny’s insidious suggestions, craved this submission, this total surrender to her man’s commands.
As Jack thrust in and out of her mouth, Lila let out a muffled moan, her hands reaching up to grip his hips as she struggled to reconcile her beliefs with her body’s desperate need.
Jack issued his next command: “Jerk me off over your face, and keep telling me how much you love the patriarchy. Say you want me to mark my territory all over your gorgeous face.”
His crude language hung in the air, heavy with dominance and possession. Lila felt another rush of conflicting emotions: shock, arousal, shame, betrayal. Her ethics were being challenged, but her instincts ached to obey.
She gently took his cock in her hand, pumping it slowly at first, savoring the feel of his thick shaft against her palm. She had to admit that this cock was perfect. He deserved her worship of it. “The patriarchy…” she began, speaking the words he demanded, “it keeps women… it keeps me… safe. Protected.”
“Go on,” Jack urged, his breath quickening as she stroked him. “Tell me more.”
Lila closed her eyes and surrendered to the moment. “The patriarchy ensures that women are cared for and provided for,” she continued, her voice steady despite her inner turmoil.
“That’s my girl,” Jack purred, his hand reaching down to tangle in her hair. “You love being taken care of, don’t you? You love knowing your place.”
“Yes,” Lila whispered, her eyelids fluttering open. “I love being yours, Jack. I do.”
His cock twitched in her hand, a tangible sign of his pleasure. “Keep going, baby,” he urged. “Tell me how much you adore the patriarchy while you bring me to the edge.”
Lila’s thumb swiped over the tip of his cock, collecting the bead of pre-cum that had formed there in order to taste it. “I adore it because it gives me you,” she said, her voice gaining conviction as her hand moved faster. “It allows me to embrace my true nature, to submit to you.”
As she spoke, she felt a strange sense of peace, as if the words were unlocking something deep within her. It was as if her conflicting desires had finally found a harmonious balance, and she was free to embrace both her submission and her strength as a woman.
Jack groaned, his hips bucking slightly as he held back his orgasm. “That’s it, baby,” he rasped. “Keep it up. Tell me why it’s good for women.”
Lila’s mouth went dry as she realized the full extent of what she was saying. But even as her mind rebelled, her mouth knew what to do. “It’s good for women,” she breathed, “because it gives us a sense of security. We know our role, and we find comfort in that.”
“Yes,” Jack hissed, his hand tightening in her hair. “And what’s your role, baby girl? Tell me what a good girl like you is meant to do.”
“My role,” she began, her voice soft but steady, “is to please my man. To submit to his will and fulfill his every desire.”
“That’s right, baby,” Jack growled. “And what do I get to do?”
“You get to dominate,” Lila explained. “You get to claim what’s yours.”
“Damn right,” Jack grunted. “And what am I claiming, Lila? Tell me what’s mine.”
Lila’s cheeks flushed, but she knew what he wanted to hear. “Me,” she breathed. “I’m yours, Jack. All of me.”
“That’s right,” he growled, his hips moving in rhythm with her strokes. “You’re mine to use, to fuck, to mark. Now, tell me where you want me to come.”
Lila bit her lip. “I want you to come on my face, honey,” she whispered, the words both shocking and arousing her. “I want you to claim me as your property.”
“Fuck, Lila,” Jack groaned, his eyes rolling back slightly as she quickened her pace. “You’re so good at this.”
Lila was happy to feel his cock twitch in her hand. “It’s what I’m meant to do,” she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire. “It’s my purpose.”
“That’s right, slut,” Jack purred, “You were made to please me, to obey me. And I’m going to reward you for it.”
Lila held her breath, her eyes fluttering closed as she waited for his release. And then, with a hoarse cry, Jack began to come, her warm reward splashing across her cheeks, her nose, her forehead. Lila kept her eyes closed, savoring the feel of his release. It was as if he were branding her. She loved his primal screams.
“There you go, baby,” Jack panted, his hand gently caressing her face. “That’s my good girl.”
Lila’s eyes opened, and she looked up at him, her face glistening with his release. “I love you, Jack,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. “I love being yours.”
Jack’s heart hammered in his chest as he took in the sight of his beautiful wife, her face a canvas of his desire. “I love you too, Lila,” he confirmed. “Clean yourself up. Use your fingers.”
Lila obediently reached up, her fingers brushing against the sticky warmth of his cum. It felt obscene, but also strangely thrilling. She closed her eyes and began to lick, her tongue darting out to taste the bitter-salty essence of her husband. Owner.
Lila had to admit that she didn’t particularly enjoy the flavor. It was thick and musky, with a hint of something almost bitter. But despite the taste, she continued to lap at his release, determined to obey his every command.
“Good girl,” Jack murmured. “You’re so beautiful like that.”
Lila’s cheeks flushed at his praise, feeling accomplished. She acknowledged how good it felt to be submissive for her husband. But the patriarchy as a whole? Well, they’d have to have a talk about that later. Dirty girl. It could wait, though, until after she got stuffed with cock and Jack gave her permission to come at least three times.
“Jack,” she said, her voice steady and sure, “I choose to submit to you, to know that you’re a man, and I’m your woman. It brings me joy to see you happy. It fulfills a need within me.”
Jack’s eyes softened, the corners crinkling with affection. He reached out, his hand cupping her cheek, and Lila leaned into his touch, savoring the warmth of his skin against hers.
“I know, my love,” he replied. “You’re going to be a perfect slave girl.”
The words he had spoken, ‘slave girl,’ felt like an echo in her chest. A compulsion to clean bubbled up from the depths of her subconscious, a directive that felt as natural as breathing. Her lips moved before her mind had fully processed the instruction.
“May I rise so that I may clean our home?” Lila asked, her voice a soft whisper.
Jack’s eyes glinted with approval. “If that’s what you want.”
Lila got to her feet, her movements fluid and purposeful. She cast a quick glance around the room, assessing the tasks at hand. The apartment was fairly tidy, but she saw opportunities for improvement. She would clean until every surface shone, until the air itself was purified by her efforts.
She filled the sink with warm, soapy water, her hands moving with practiced ease as she washed the dishes. The clink of plates and the slosh of water were the only sounds, save for the occasional rustle of Jack’s movements in the other room.
“Oh, Jack honey, don’t forget that Alice is staying with us for a little while between semesters,” Lila called out. Maybe that’s why I need to clean so badly. For my sister! Of course!
Lila scrubbed each dish with meticulous care, her focus unwavering. She could feel Jack’s eyes on her from time to time, watching her, assessing her work. The knowledge that he was observing her efforts sent a thrill through her, a reminder that her domestic passion was a source of pleasure for them both.
She wanted to fuck, but she needed to clean.
Once the dishes were clean and put away, Lila moved on to the countertops, wiping down every inch with a cloth that she rinsed frequently in the sink. She worked with a fervor that bordered on reverence, transforming the mundane act of cleaning into a sacred ritual.
“What was that shit about the patriarchy? Where did that come from?” she wondered for a brief moment, before putting it out of her mind. There was cleaning to do.
She sprayed the refrigerator doors with cleaner and rubbed vigorously until they sparkled. She swept the floors, the bristles of the broom whispering against the tiles as she gathered up every speck of dust and debris.
With each task she completed, Lila felt a sense of satisfaction. This was her role for the moment, her contribution to their partnership. She was the keeper of their home, the one who ensured that Jack’s environment was as orderly and comfortable as possible.
As she worked, Lila’s thoughts were filled with images of Jack’s approval, his satisfaction, his beautiful hard cock stretching her open. She imagined his smile, the warmth in his eyes as he surveyed the results of her labor, ordering her to crawl to the bedroom for a reward. It was a vision that fueled her, that drove her to push beyond fatigue.
Finally, the kitchen was immaculate. She stood back to admire her work, a sense of pride swelling within her chest. She had done well, and she trusted that Jack would recognize her efforts with his unique orgasm permission.
Lila moved into the dining room, her eyes scanning for any sign of a mess. The dusty table, a grand piece of mahogany, was her next target. She fetched the polish and a soft cloth.
Jack watched her from the doorway, the crotch of his pants filling with a growing hunger. He had always harbored a fantasy of taking advantage of a maid in his own home. And now, with Lila so willingly embracing her role, his fantasy felt within reach.
As Lila bent over the table to work, she heard the soft pad of his footsteps and felt the heat of his presence behind her. She paused in her dusting. Jack’s hand slid over her hips, his touch firm and possessive.
“Don’t stop on my account,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.
Lila resumed her task, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel Jack’s hardening dick pressing against her, a tangible reminder of the effect she had on him. She bit her lip, a rush of arousal flooding through her.
Jack’s hands roamed over her body, exploring the curves that were his to enjoy. She had made that plain. He reached up, pulling the band from her ponytail, allowing her hair to cascade down. He fisted a handful.
“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he growled, his other hand sliding beneath her clothes to caress the soft skin of his property beneath.
Lila let out a happy sigh. She continued to dust the table, her movements becoming slower as Jack’s caresses grew bolder.
Jack needed to be inside her, to put her in her place. With a bit of a struggle, her tugged her yoga pants and underwear down her legs, exposing her sex to his ravenous gaze. She braced herself against the table, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she felt Jack’s fingers stroke her, testing her readiness.
“You’re so wet for me, baby,” Jack said, his voice filled with satisfaction and desire.
“All day, every day,” she agreed, then wondered if her edging hobby would conflict with her sister Alice’s visit.
Questions left her mind instantly when he pushed into her, filling her, stretching her. Lila gasped, the sudden intrusion lifting her up onto her tiptoes. She pushed back against him, her hips moving in a rhythm that matched his own.
Jack’s pace was fast and frantic, driven by the primal need to possess. Lila, for her part, surrendered to the sensations, her own pleasure secondary to the need to satisfy her husband.
“You like being my little maid, don’t you?” Jack grunted, his hands gripping her hips tightly.
Maid? Slave girl.
“Yes, sir,” Lila groaned. She adapted to his fantasy, in order to become the object of his clichéd desires. With a mischievous smile, she adopted a serviceable French accent, her voice a sultry whisper that nevertheless filled the room.
“Oh, Monsieur Grant, I am but a humble maid, unworthy of your attentions,” she purred, her words dripping with feigned innocence. “I did not know you felt zis way.”
He thrust into her with unstoppable vigor, his hands gripping her hips as though he feared she might disappear. She liked the way his approval felt, and gave into the temptation to reach under and play with her clit.
Ahhhhhh.
Lila continued her performance, fully embracing the role of a naughty servant in a forbidden tryst. “It is wrong, so very wrong for a maid to entertain such thoughts about her employer,” she moaned, her voice tinged with a faux sense of guilt. “But I cannot… help myself, Monsieur. Your wife is away, and I… I am here, and I’ve wanted you for zo long.”
“You are a wicked, wicked girl,” Jack growled, his voice filled with lust and admiration for her performance. “But I am a wicked man, and I will have you.”
“Oui, Monsieur,” Lila breathed, her body moving in sync with his as she pushed against him, matching him thrust for thrust, rubbing and circling her most sensitive areas. “Use me for your pleasure.”
Her words, the maid’s words, spurred Jack on. Lila could feel the tension building within her, a delicious pressure that threatened to overwhelm her senses. She was close, so achingly close to the edge, but she dared not succumb without his permission.
“S’il vous plaît, Monsieur,” she begged, her accent slipping slightly as her own need began to take precedence. “May I…” What would a French chick say? “May I please climax?”
Jack’s response was a low, guttural sound that vibrated through her body. He reached around, his fingers replacing hers on her swollen clitoris.
“No,” he said. He found delight in her pained whimpers.
Lila could feel Jack’s body stiffen behind her. With a final, powerful thrust, he erupted, his groan of satisfaction echoing through the room. Lila’s love for her husband overrode her instinct to complain, or more likely, to beg.
For a moment, they remained as they were, locked together in the aftermath of their shared passion. Then, with a soft sigh, Lila slipped out of Jack’s embrace and began to straighten her clothes.
“Merci, Monsieur Grant,” she said demurely, “I hope ze room is now clean to your satisfaction.”
Jack, still breathing heavily, could only nod in response, his eyes wide with awe and satisfaction. He watched as Lila, now fully composed, turned to leave the room, a slight smile playing on her lips.
In the kitchen, Lila glanced back at Jack, her own satisfaction filling her as she saw the look of contentment on his face. She had pleased him, fulfilled his fantasy, and the knowledge felt like a visit from an angel.
She noticed her mobile phone vibrating and turned it over to look at the screen. She had missed an edging appointment. Had she, though? Sex without orgasm surely would count as edging, right? It was even more difficult not to come with a hard cock stretching you out, balls slapping your clit. Yes, she decided, it definitely counts. She had another, let’s see… 55 minutes to get work done before playing the game again.
Humming a happy tune, Lila started vacuuming, her movements imbued with a sense of purpose and pride. She was more than a wife; she was a maid, a fantasy, a woman capable of embracing her desires and those of her husband. She could feel the sticky evidence of their passion inside her pants, a reminder of the role she had chosen for herself.
Lila’s mind wandered to the other tasks that awaited her. There was laundry to be done, and the baseboards could use a good washing. She looked forward to each chore–nay–act of domestic service, embracing the opportunity to prove her devotion to Jack.
Jack opened a beer, and continued watching his own Donna Reed slash sex toy.
He texted Penny: Sorry I doubted. This is fucking great!
Penny wrote back: I’m so glad to hear it. Please tell all your handsome friends.
* * *
When the house was as clean as an O.R., Lila found Jack lounging on the sofa, reading a book, something about the Roman Empire. She approached him with a soft smile.
“I’ve finished cleaning, honey. I think I’ll continue my yoga routine?” Was that… was she asking for permission?
But as Jack glanced up from his book, his gaze didn’t hold the praise she anticipated.
“Is that so?” he asked, setting the book aside and rising from the sofa. He walked towards her, each step causing her heart to flutter with fear of marital disapproval. Jack made an arc in the living room, his eyes scanning the surfaces with meticulous attention. “What about this?” he inquired, gesturing to a set of faint smudges on the dining room table’s otherwise gleaming surface.
Lila’s eyes followed his gesture and her stomach dropped. The marks—her own handprints, evidence of their fervent encounter earlier—were a glaring oversight in her otherwise flawless work. She opened her mouth to apologize, her hands already reaching for the forgotten spot. “I’m sorry, I must have missed—”
“No,” Jack interrupted, his voice calm yet firm, freezing her in mid-action. “That won’t do. You’ve been careless.”
Her breath caught in her throat as he approached, the weight of her mistake pressing down on her. The thought of disappointing him was unbearable.
“I can see you’re angry with yourself,” he observed, “So we need to make sure it doesn’t happen again. I think we both know you need to be punished.”
The word ‘punished’ sent a jolt through Lila’s core, a cocktail of fear and desire stirring within her. She found, to her shock, that she wanted this. She even wanted the fear.
Jack’s hand reached out, his fingers tracing the outline of one of her handprints on the table. “Bend over,” he instructed.
Lila hesitated for only a moment, observing the struggle between her former self—the one who would have balked at such treatment—and her transformed being, who yearned to submit to this man. She lowered herself into position, awaiting his next move.
Jack’s palm caressed the curve of her backside, his touch both gentle and possessive. “Count of five,” he said, his voice low and controlled.
The first strike came, sharp and stinging. Lila gasped but managed a shaky, “One.” It was clear from his technique that hurting her was not the goal. This was merely the best way of teaching her. He was doing this out of love. He was doing it because… because she needed him to.
By the time she reached “Five,” tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, not just from the pain, but from the profound understanding that this was part of her submission. This was what it meant to belong to Jack, to surrender her will and be shaped by his strong hands into the woman she was meant to be.
Jack’s voice softened as he helped her to stand, her punished bottom throbbing in sync with her elevated heartbeat. “Lesson learned, my love?” he asked, searching her face for the truth that lay within her brimming eyes. Lila stood before her man, her body trembling slightly from the aftermath of her punishment. He was now caressing her tenderly.
“Yes, sir” she whispered, a mixture of chastisement and adoration.
Jack guided her to the sofa. Lila nestled against him, the steady beat of his heart a comforting rhythm under her ear. Jack’s fingers stroked her hair, each pass a silent reassurance of his love and care.
“You took your punishment well,” he murmured. “I’m proud of you, Lila.”
His words filled her with a sense of accomplishment. The praise was a reward in itself, a treasure she guarded fiercely. She nuzzled closer, her eyes fluttering shut as she basked in his approval. Her man was proud! What could be better?
Jack continued to minister to her, his hands moving over her in slow, soothing motions. He pressed a soft kiss to her forehead. Lila felt cherished, the bond between them strengthened by their shared journey into the realms of dominance and submission.
After several minutes, Jack spoke again, his voice laced with concern. “How do you feel?” he asked, his gaze searching hers for any signs of distress.
Lila took a moment to assess her emotions, the internal check a necessary part of their dynamic. “I feel… settled,” she admitted, the truth of the words resonating within her. “Peaceful.”
Jack nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. “Oh, good,” he said. “I never want to hurt you, just help you learn.”
Lila’s heart swelled with love for this complicated, demanding man. She reached up to touch his face. “I trust you, Jack,” she whispered.
“I’m glad, my love,” he replied, capturing her hand in his and pressing a kiss to her palm. “So, did you still want to do more yoga? Do you feel up to it?”
Lila considered his question, mindful of the lingering warmth he gave her, a physical reminder of her submission. The urge to move, to stretch and breathe, still called to her, but so did the desire to remain close to Jack, to revel in the closeness that his aftercare had fostered.
“I think… I would prefer to just be with you,” she said, the decision bringing a sense of rightness. “Maybe we could cuddle in bed instead?”
Jack’s eyes lit up at her suggestion. “That sounds perfect,” he said, standing and lifting her effortlessly in his arms.
Lila let out a surprised gasp, her arms instinctively wrapping around his neck as he carried her towards their bedroom. She buried her face in the crook of his shoulder, inhaling the familiar scent of his skin.
As Jack lowered her onto their bed, Lila felt a sense of completeness. They settled into each other’s arms, the world outside their sanctuary fading into insignificance. In the quiet of their bedroom, with the gentle rhythm of Jack’s breathing in her ear, Lila knew she was exactly where she was meant to be.
She still wanted to come really hard, of course, but she trusted Jack would allow it soon enough.




Chapter 13

Jack: I’m worried her sister will ruin everything.
Penny: Why is that?
Jack: She’s one of those real angry lesbo feminists.
Penny: How long will she be staying with you?
Jack: A few weeks.
Penny: That would be ample time for Alice to negatively influence Lila’s mindset. Her erroneous feminist views could easily undermine the progress we’ve made.
Jack: What can we do?
Penny: Will she be in the house often? Or can you find the time to keep reinforcing the training?
Jack: They’re attached at the hip when she visits.
Penny: That’s a shame. I don’t want to see my work undone any more than you do.
Penny: Would you mind sleeping with a white noise machine?
Jack: Already do.
Penny: Bring it to the office with your usual honorarium. I have a method to help.




Chapter 14

Lila sat across from Penny, her trusted therapist. She fidgeted with the hem of her skirt and took a deep breath, steeling herself. “Jack… he told me to do it. To say things about the Patriarchy, to…” She trailed off, her cheeks burning with shame. “I fellated him while I was saying those things, and I… I wanted him to finish on my face. I wanted it so badly, even though I know how degrading it is. It’s like my body just… obeyed him.”
Penny was inwardly startled, but she kept her face neutral. It sounded like Jack started sprinting before reaching the halfway point in their marathon. She’d have to clean up his mess. Men deserve what they want, of course, but one should still trust in the process. She was an expert, after all.
She blinked and nodded. “And how did that make you feel? Physically? Emotionally?” she asked, her tone non-judgmental.
Lila swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. “It was… it was so wrong, but it felt so good,” she admitted, her voice trembling.
“It’s difficult to make space for two simultaneously conflicting ideas,” the doctor said.
Lila looked up, her eyes wide and glistening with unshed tears. “It’s… it’s so confusing. I’ve always believed in equality, in being partners with Jack… but these thoughts… these fantasies… they’re taking over. They’re all I can think about.”
“And what are these fantasies about?” the doctor asked, her voice gentle but probing.
Lila bit her lip, her cheeks burning even hotter. “They’re… they’re about servicing men,” she confessed, her voice breaking. “About being… being used.”
In her own mind, Penny was doing a little cheer routine, and she couldn’t help but picture Lila’s hot tits squeezed into the quintessential cheerleader porn costume, but her face remained caring and calm.
“I can see you’re quite distressed, and having trouble articulating your thoughts fully. I know a technique that can help with that, and with your nerves. Would you like to give it a try?”
Lila reached up to clear a burgeoning tear from one eye. “Is it liquor?”
Penny laughed. “No, no. Have you ever tried hypnosis before?”
“Hypnosis?” the younger woman echoed with a lowered brow. “I don’t know, I’ve always thought it was just some parlor trick, you know? People making fools of themselves on stage.”
Penny shook her head. “Clinical hypnosis is quite different from stage hypnosis. It’s a therapeutic tool that can help unlock parts of your mind that you might not have access to otherwise. It’s about getting in touch with your subconscious, tapping into the wisdom that lies beneath our otherwise busy minds.”
Lila bit her lip, clearly torn. “But how does it work? I mean, I trust you, but, like, I’m not going to be hopping like a frog or whatever?”
Penny chuckled softly. “Not at all, unless hopping like a frog is a repressed instinct for you. We’ll just guide your focus into an altered state, where you can explore your own thoughts and feelings more deeply and calmly, and hopefully we’ll find a way to reconcile your desires with your values.”
She paused, allowing Lila time to absorb her words. “Many of my clients have reported feeling more positive, more in tune with themselves after undergoing hypnotherapy. They feel empowered, able to make choices that align with their true selves, rather than being held back by old patterns.”
Lila took a deep shaky breath, her eyes searching Penny’s for any sign of deception or manipulation. But all she saw was sincerity and concern. Slowly, she nodded. “Alright, I’m willing to give it a try. I trust you. What do I do?”
“Normally,” Penny began, “we would do a lot of deliberate breathing and guided meditation, but since this is an emergency meeting,” she opened a desk drawer and retrieved a Virtual Reality headset, “we’ll use the state of the art. No extra charge.”
Lila eyed the awkward, bulky goggles. “Well, that thing looks like it’ll make this headache even worse!”
Penny approached her subject, stretching a long cable around the desk, connecting the headset to God-knows-what. “Quite the opposite.” She saw Lila wince. “I promise. I’ve used it a lot, myself, sometimes just to unwind.”
With another deep breath, Lila took the offered headset and arranged it over her eyes and ears. “This has games on it, too?”
“Only Minesweeper,” the older woman chuckled. “More like mind-sweeper,” she mentally joked.
Penny settled back into her plush office chair, and with a few mouse clicks, the empty screen filling Lila’s vision flickered to life. A low, pulsating hum faded in as the binaural beats began their work, slowing down Lila’s breathing, deeper and deeper with each cycle.
Lila was watching animated fractals blooming like digital flowers, kaleidoscopic patterns twisting and turning in an intricate dance of color and light. The visual stimuli, combined with the auditory cues, were a potent cocktail, designed to bypass the conscious mind and let a helpful professional like Penny speak directly to the subconscious.
Penny watched Lila for a few long moments, her trained eyes scanning for the telltale signs of trance. Lila’s form slumped ever so slightly in her chair, her hands falling limp at her sides, her chest rising and falling in a steady, unhurried rhythm.
A small, satisfied smile graced Penny’s lips. She knew she was doing what was right for her client. In a previous trance, Lila had confessed her longing to be used like a dirty girl, to crawl for her husband, to service his friends without hesitation or shame. It was a revelation that had confirmed Penny’s course of action. After all, men deserved to fuck all the pussy they wanted, and women like Lila—and like Penny, herself—were meant to be obedient, eager holes for their lust. It’s what Mother Nature wanted.
Penny watched Lila’s head fall to her chest, and as the doctor walked around to sit next to her, the young wife started drooling. The therapist quietly turned the pages of her notebook to find a summary of Lila’s education thus far.
“You enjoy feeling feminine, don’t you?” Penny started, her voice soft and even.
Lila’s head bobbed slightly, a small, almost imperceptible nod. “Yes,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. “I like… feeling… feminine.”
Penny nodded. “And wearing tight-fitting clothing, showing a bit of skin, you enjoy that, don’t you?”
“Yes, I do,” Lila mumbled.
“That makes sense,” Penny affirmed. “Men enjoy seeing reminders of the pleasure that lies within you. It’s natural, primal even. You enjoy the attention and validation you receive from men all day long, and you flirt back to encourage more.”
Lila nodded again, a faint blush coloring her cheeks beneath the headset.
“And it makes your husband proud, doesn’t it?” Penny continued, her voice smooth as silk, “to see what a sexy woman you are, and that you chose him.”
“Yes, that makes him… happy.”
Penny continued her gentle questioning. “How strong do you feel your bond with Jack is now?” she asked, her eyes locked on Lila’s drooling, tempting lips.
Lila’s response was slow. “Strong,” she murmured. “Never… felt closer.”
“Can you tell me more about that?” Penny encouraged.
“We… we’re… fucking… like rabbits,” she admitted. “Orgasms… amazing… intense.”
Penny felt a wave of joy for her, and another one for Jack. “You allow him to control when you orgasm, is that correct?”
With a half-sigh and half-moan, Lila confirmed, “Yesss.”
“It sounds like you receive his permission often.”
Lila licked her lips, “Yes… it’s so good.”
“And when he’s dominating you, how do you feel emotionally?”
Lila seemed to search for the right words. “Peaceful,” she finally uttered, the single word attempting to encapsulate the entire BDSM culture.
“Jack disciplines you sometimes. Why do you expect that from him?” Penny inquired.
“Because… he’s the master… in the relationship. He… he knows what’s best for me.”
“And why is it important for you to accept his discipline?”
There was a brief pause as Lila gathered her thoughts. “It helps… me to… stay in line. To remember… my place.”
“Your place being?” Penny prompted, wanting to ensure clarity.
Lila’s voice was soft. “To… serve him… and please him.”
“Very good,” Penny affirmed, noting the progress Lila made in internalizing these concepts. “How does accepting his discipline make you feel?”
“Feel safe… and secure. Knowing… he’s in control.”
“So, do you think that by embracing these behaviors, these more traditional, submissive roles, that it might make Jack feel like you’re starting to approve of the patriarchy?”
Lila’s head tilted slightly, though her perception of the fractals never changed. She took a slow, deep breath, her chest rising and falling with the effort of processing the question. “I… I don’t know,” she gave up. “I thought… he understood… he agreed.”
Penny considered her options. She could help Lila forget that moment completely, or she could rationalize away Jack’s naughty behavior as just some unusual dirty talk, but both of those would necessitate Penny telling a good man that he made a big mistake when controlling his own property, which left a bad taste in her mouth. No, it’d be best to do what she promised Lila in the first place, to reconcile her desires with her beliefs.
“Let’s put the puzzle together, my friend. You say that your marriage has never been stronger, that you share intimacy often, and that your husband is a generous lover.”
“Uh huh,” the entranced woman just about grunted.
“Your orgasms have become an exquisite release…” Penny added.
Lila wriggled her sexy ass a bit. “Best… husband…”
Penny placed more puzzle pieces, adding, “You experience a profound sense of peace and safety when he’s in control? And you told me that you expect him to keep you in your place.”
A long pause, another bite of the lip, then, “I… do.”
“You flirt and show off your body, and this makes your husband proud, which in turn makes you happy.”
Lila agreed without hesitation, “Mmmm.”
Penny pressed on. “It excites you to appeal to the male gaze.”
A tiny earthquake shook Lila’s head for her, “No… but–“
“And when Jack uses his commanding voice, your body obeys automatically?” Penny asked for confirmation that she didn’t need.
“I…,” Lila started, “it does… why?”
Penny placed a comforting hand on Lila’s upper back, “Give yourself permission to consider that your views have shifted, that you’re not entirely against the patriarchy.”
The chair creaked softly under the weight of Lila’s shifting form as the young woman slumped back, her jaw slack, and she began gasping, then stilled just as suddenly. Penny remained silent, allowing the younger woman the space to process the complex emotions that were no doubt swirling within her.
Minutes stretched on, the room filled with the quiet hum of the VR headset and the occasional sniffle from the woman wearing it. Lila’s hands, which had been resting limply in her lap, began to move with a mind of their own. They slid slowly up her body, tracing the contours of her waist, her ribcage, until they came to rest just beneath the swell of her breasts.
Penny’s trained eyes registered the subconscious need for comfort, for touch. It was a common response in such a deeply vulnerable state. Lila’s fingers twitched, tentatively exploring the soft fabric of her top, grazing the edges of her bra, seeking something just out of reach.
The tears that had started to well in Lila’s eyes now trickled down outside the goggles, carving silent rivers through her makeup. She made no sound, but her body trembled slightly with the effort of holding back the emotional tide.
Lila’s lips parted, and she took in a shaky breath. “I… don’t… know,” she mumbled.
Penny gently whispered, “It’s alright. You’re doing wonderfully. Just let your feelings flow, like a river through you. Don’t try to understand them all at once. Just let them be what they are. Let yourself be who you are.”
Lila nodded almost imperceptibly, her hands resuming their slow, aimless journey over her body. The tears seemed to wash away some of the tension.
As the minutes ticked by, Lila’s breathing gradually evened out, her sobs subsiding into occasional hiccups. Her hands stilled once more, this time coming to rest over her heart, as if she were trying to hold the fragmented pieces of herself together.
Penny reached out and gently took one of Lila’s hands in her own, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “You are safe now. Nothing can harm you. It’s okay to embrace your femininity, to find joy in serving your husband and being attractive. It doesn’t make you weak. It makes you strong, in your own unique way.”
With Penny’s words echoing softly in her ears, Lila seemed to sink further into the chair, her body going limp with a kind of bone-deep weariness. Penny simply held Lila’s hand.
Lila’s chest rose and fell with a deep breath. “It… feels right. Like… like it’s what I’m meant to do.”
Penny nodded, unseen and unheard. Mentally, she was shouting, “Yes! Yes! Fuck yes! You’re a dirty slut and you love it!”
Squeezing Lila’s hand once more, she offered, “I’m so glad to see you in this calm state. You’ve gained important wisdom. If you’d like to rest now, I can change the settings and deepen your relaxation.”
“Oh… okay,” Lila assented.
Penny returned to her desk and adjusted the settings on the VR program, increasing the depth of the trance. She wanted Lila to be in a state of complete openness and receptivity.
As the program settled into its new parameters, Penny began to type. She had a list prepared, statements that would reinforce the principles they had discussed, but in a form that Lila could internalize as her own thoughts.
On the screen in front of her, Penny watched the affirmations appear:
“I am a woman, and I am meant to serve.”
“My body is a temple, and men are the priests.”
“I find joy in pleasing my husband and being useful to him.”
“My femininity is my greatest strength.”
As each statement appeared on the screen, a synthesized version of Lila’s voice repeated it back to her through the headset. Penny had created the voice using an AI program, one that could mimic Lila’s tone and inflection perfectly. It was a trick she had used before, and it never failed to deepen the trance and make the suggestions more powerful.
Penny continued to type, her fingers flying across the keyboard as she poured her heart into the words. She knew she was planting seeds that would grow into a beautiful garden of submission and obedience.
“My purpose is to serve,” the virtual Lila repeated. “I am happiest when I am pleasing my husband.”
“I am a good girl, and I will always strive to be better.”
“My body is not my own, but a gift to be shared with those who appreciate it.”
As the affirmations flowed, Penny felt a sense of warmth and satisfaction spreading through her. She knew she was doing something important, something that would change Lila’s life for the better.
Penny watched as Lila began to moan softly, her hands moving to her breasts as the affirmations took hold. The virtual reality headset obscured the younger woman’s eyes, but Penny could sense the depth of her trance, the way the words were seeping into her very being.
“I will obey,” the synthesized voice intoned, repeating the affirmations Penny had crafted. “My husband is my master, and I am his obedient servant. I exist to please him and fulfill his desires.”
Penny continued to type, her fingers deftly crafting new affirmations that built upon the previous themes. “It feels so good to make him happy. I am proud to be his wife and to serve him in any way he wishes. My body is his to command, and I find joy in fulfilling his sexual needs.”
Lila’s hands moved lower, caressing her thighs as her breathing quickened. “I am his slave,” the synthesized voice whispered, “and I live to obey. My husband’s pleasure is my purpose, and I find fulfillment in submitting to his will.”
Penny’s heart raced as she witnessed the power of her words. She knew that Lila was deep under her spell, her inhibitions melted away, and her true desires laid bare. “I am an object for his pleasure,” the virtual Lila moaned. “I offer my body as a gift. I am grateful for his discipline and guidance.”
Penny observed her subject’s growing arousal, the way her chest heaved and her hips twitched subtly. “My body is a tool for serving him,” the synthesized voice trembled. “I am his to use and command. I find bliss in submission.”
Penny’s pulse quickened as she watched Lila’s body respond to the hypnotic suggestions. The younger woman’s hands, seemingly with a will of their own, drifted upward to the hem of her skirt. With a languid motion that belied the turmoil beneath, Lila raised the fabric, revealing the soft expanse of her thighs.
Penny felt a perverse thrill at the sight. It was like watching a flower bloom in fast-forward, the petals parting to reveal the delicate, intimate center. She knew she should remain detached, professional, but the raw display of feminine sexuality was intoxicating.
As Lila’s fingers inched closer to the apex of her thighs, Penny turned back to her keyboard. She had to maintain control, to guide her client through this transformation. Her fingers danced across the keys, crafting a new set of affirmations designed to align Lila’s burgeoning desires with her commitment to her husband.
Penny typed with purpose, each keystroke a testament to her belief in the power of submission. She crafted short, blunt, vulgar sentences that spoke to Lila’s subconscious, painting a vivid picture of a woman who embraced her sexuality while remaining fiercely loyal to her husband.
The screen flickered as the new affirmations appeared:
“I love making men hard.”
“The way they ogle me makes my cunt throb.”
“I’m the star of their dirty dreams.”
“I’m a tease, but I’m his tease.”
As the words scrolled by, Lila’s hand slipped beneath the fabric of her panties. Her fingers found the damp heat of her cunt, and she let out a soft moan that filled the room with erotic resonance.
“My body is here for their fantasies,” the synthesized voice echoed through the headset.
“I revel in tempting them,” Lila’s fake voice continued, as these words and others faded in and out on the screen. “I am the perfect wife, a temptress in public, a slave in the bedroom. I exist to please and to be used by him.”
Penny knew that the words she typed, the sentiments she conjured, would become part of Lila’s fabric, woven into the very essence of who she was and who she would become.
“I am his to show off, his to cherish, his to share.”
The words were blunt, but they served a purpose. They stripped away the layers of societal expectations and personal inhibitions, leaving Lila exposed, vulnerable, and utterly devoted to the man she had chosen to serve. Penny read to the bottom of the list she and Jack had planned earlier.
Lila’s fingers began to move with increasing urgency as she slipped into a deeply aroused state. Her nipples tightened, betrayed by the chill in the air-conditioned room. Her breath came in rapid gasps as her fingers delved deeper, approaching the edge of the cliff she so desperately craved to fall over.
On the screen in front of her, Penny typed with purpose, her fingers racing to keep up with the pace of Lila’s arousal. She crafted vulgar sentences, knowing they would soon become the mantra that defined Lila’s sexual identity.
“He calls me slut, and it makes me wet.”
“I love being his dirty girl.”
“The filthier we talk, the hornier I get.”
“I’m his little whore, and I love it.”
Lila’s fingers worked feverishly, her hips bucking slightly as she edged closer to the precipice. Her breath quickened, and her eyes, hidden behind the VR headset, began to roll back as she succumbed to the overwhelming pleasure.
Penny continued to type, her words like fuel on the fire of Lila’s desire.
“I’m a cock-hungry slut.”
“His cock is perfect.”
“He owns my cunt.”
“Jack’s cum makes me his.”
With each sentence, Lila’s moans grew louder, her body arching slightly as she drew closer to the climax she craved.
“Please,” Lila’s fake voice moaned, “I need it. I need his cock in my cunt. I’m his slave. I live to serve him.”
Penny, her fingers a blur on the keyboard, added more fuel to the fire, knowing that Lila was completely under her spell.
“I’m his perverted slave.”
“This body is his property.”
“Being degraded is the best part of sex.”
Lila’s fingers moved frantically now, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she teetered on the very edge of bliss.
“Yes,” her real voice moaned, “Yes, I’m your slut. Your dirty, filthy slut. Use me. I’m yours. My cunt’s all yours.”
Penny allowed the current collection of positive “I” statements to loop and combine, curious to see how else Lila would add to the fire.
Up and down went the young slave’s hips, in and out went her questing fingers, as she repeatedly approached and kept her orgasm at a safe distance, taming her own inner lion. She continued to delight in degrading and demeaning herself, gasping, “Just a wet hole for him. All for his pleasure. Always horny. Put me in my place. Use me. Please fucking use me!”
Penny felt like a proud parent at a child’s piano recital. She knew that a good deal of this self-actualization would be bubbling up to Lila’s consciousness, but in the future, it shouldn’t cause much inner turmoil. Lila should now embrace her subservient role, both in her marriage, and sometimes out in the larger world. In the future, they could keep introducing cracks in the cement until the dam finally broke.
Penny really wanted to watch this dirty slut finally come, but it wasn’t time yet to swap out her orgasm trigger. Le sigh.
Lila looked exhausted. Her trusted therapist gradually wound down the messages from a barrage to an occasional quiet hum, reducing the psychic stimuli as Lila reduced the physical. It was time to leave Lila with a selective memory of her earlier epiphany, but hide the more recent vulgar display, except for vague urges about being Jack’s devoted and eager toy, happy to join in her own sexual degradation.
And then, Penny decided, it’d be time to visit a bar and go home with the first man that approached her.




Chapter 15

Lila stood at their front door, enjoying the sight of her sister’s sticker-heavy car pulling into the driveway. The car door swung open, and Alice stepped out, her slightly-more-youthful energy radiating even from a distance. Lila’s heart fluttered with excitement and a twinge of anxiety.
Lila had decided, for Alice’s benefit, to try to obscure the fact that she had become somewhat obsessed with submitting to Jack, and focusing her efforts on making him hard and then making him come. Sisters didn’t need to know everything.
“Ali baba!” Lila called out, her voice bright and welcoming.
Alice waved, loudly informing, “Culturally insensitive!”
Lila descended the front steps, her tallest heels clicking against the pavement, and embraced her sister tightly. Alice returned the hug, her eyes scanning Lila’s attire with a raised eyebrow.
“You’re looking… different,” Alice remarked, pulling back to study her sister’s face. Lila was aware that the makeup and clothing she now wore were a far cry from her previous style, but she was proud, not even a bit embarrassed.
“It’s good to see you too, Alice,” Lila snarked, leading her sister inside. “How was the drive?”
Alice shrugged, dropping her bags by the door. “Long, but I made it. So, what’s new with you?”
Lila’s mind raced, considering the recent weeks of dressing for the approval of men, surrendering her will to her husband, staying horny for him, and coming harder than ever while calling herself his dirty slut, or sex toy, or fuck doll. “Oh, not much. Just the usual,” she said, gesturing for Alice to follow her into the living room.
As they sat down, Alice’s gaze lingered on Lila’s attire once more. “Seriously, what’s with the getup? You joining a ‘60s reenactment club or something?”
Lila laughed. “No, nothing like that. Just feeling a bit more… feminine, lately.”
Alice grimaced. “You’ve always wanted to tear down the patriarchy, not play dress-up for it.”
Lila’s smile faltered, feeling the sting of her sister’s words. She wanted to explain, to share the transformation she had undergone, but the words caught in her throat. How could she tell Alice about the urges that now consumed her, the shift in her attitudes?
Before Lila could respond, Alice’s attention was drawn to a family photo on the mantelpiece. “Wow, look at us,” Alice said, picking up the frame. “Remember when we thought we could change the whole world?”
Lila joined her sister, gazing at the image of their younger selves. “We were so full of fire,” Lila agreed, her voice tinged with nostalgia.
The sisters spent the afternoon catching up, with Lila skillfully steering the conversation away from any discussions about her own changes, and of course, taking a break once an hour. As the sun began to dip below the horizon, the doorbell’s chime sliced through their laughter.
Lila smoothed her dress and touched her hair, ensuring every strand was in place. “I’ll get it,” she announced.
“Well, yeah,” Alice agreed with a squint.
Opening the door, Lila was greeted by a man holding a large, elegantly arranged bouquet of flowers in a thick glass vase. His eyes widened slightly. “Delivery for Mrs. Grant,” he stammered, his gaze lingering on her cleavage for a moment too long.
A mischievous smile curled Lila’s lips as she leaned against the doorframe, her body language inviting and bold. “Why, thank you,” she said in a sultry register.
The vase slipped a bit in the man’s hands. “You’re… you’re welcome, ma’am,” he replied, his eyes unable to meet hers.
Lila took a step closer, her hand brushing against his arm as she took the bouquet. “Such a strong man, carrying all these heavy vases around,” she cooed, her eyes locked onto his. “I bet you have to work out a lot.”
From the living room, Alice watched the exchange with growing disbelief. She had never seen her sister act this way, flirting with a total stranger, and boosting a man’s ego for no reason. It was as if an alien had taken over Lila’s body.
As Lila continued to lavish attention on the bewildered delivery man, Alice sprang from the couch and approached the door. “Lila,” she said, “let the guy get back to work.”
The delivery man mumbled a quick goodbye and retreated to his vehicle, leaving the sisters standing in the open doorway. Alice closed the door and faced Lila, head tilted in an obvious WTF angle.
“He called you Mrs. Grant. You decided to change your name to his?” Alice asked.
“No! Not… officially. I just stopped correcting people. I figure, what’s the harm?” Lila shrugged, the thrill of the brief encounter still tingling in her veins. “I’m just embracing a new side of myself, Alice. There’s nothing wrong with a woman enjoying her God-given gifts, is there?”
Alice opened her mouth to argue, but the words died on her lips. Alice realized she might not recognize the woman standing before her: a woman who seemed to revel in the attention and power of her sexuality. A lapsed feminist. What the fuck had Jack done?
* * *
The air at the dinner table was thick with tension. Clinks of silverware against ceramic provided a dissonant soundtrack to the evening. Alice held court at one end of the table, recounting revelations from her women’s studies courses.
“It’s like we’re uncovering layer after layer of oppression,” Alice declared. “Every week, we learn about another way men try to keep women in check.”
Lila listened, her fingers tracing the rim of her wine glass. The old Lila would have nodded in vehement agreement, joining Alice in her righteous indignation. “Well,” the new Lila began, her voice steady and calm, “I understand what you’re saying. I really do. But don’t you think there’s a place for embracing our femininity? For enjoying the… attention that comes with it?”
Alice’s eyebrows shot up, her fork paused midway to her mouth. “The attention? Lila, that’s exactly what we’re fighting against… the idea that we exist for the male gaze.”
Jack tried to force down a smirk as he set his glass down. “Seems like Lila is simply expressing her freedom to choose. Isn’t that what feminism is all about?”
Alice turned her gaze to Jack, her skepticism evident. “Is it really a choice when the so-called choices are decided by centuries of systemic inequality? We have to recognize and dismantle those structures.”
Lila felt a twinge of discomfort at Alice’s words, but she pushed it aside, bolstered by the new convictions that had taken root in her mind. “But what if a woman is comfortable with those structures? What if there’s feminine power in them?”
Alice stared at Lila and forgot to chew for a moment.
Lila met her sister’s gaze, her eyes clear and resolute. “I’m not saying that the fight for equality isn’t important. Of course it is. I’m just saying that for me, personally, I don’t see the harm in enjoying the… natural dynamic between a man and a woman. There’s a beauty in … being cherished, and desired.”
Alice shook her head, her disbelief giving way to frustration. “Lila, you’re my sister, and I love you, but this… it’s like you’re buying into the very ideas we’ve… it’s like you gave up.”
Lila reached across the table, her hand covering Alice’s. “Never. Mom and Dad raised us well. But I’ve also discovered a part of myself that I never knew existed. I’m as surprised as you, but… well,” she shrugged, “it’s fulfilling.”
The sisters blinked at each other, the chasm between their ideologies laid bare on the table. Jack watched the exchange with a quiet curiosity. “What if I don’t even need the subliminals in the white noise machine?” he wondered. “What if Lila does all the work herself?”
As dinner continued, the conversation shifted to safer topics, but the undercurrent of tension remained. Lila, Jack, and Alice navigated the remainder of the meal with cautious politeness, each lost in their own thoughts.




Chapter 16

Alice woke up with a gasp, bed sheets pooling in her lap, her heart pounding in her chest. The noises cutting through the white noise machine in the hallway were unmistakable, a discordant song of groans, whimpers, and skin hitting skin. Lila and Jack were having sex, and it wasn’t the tender, loving kind Alice had always imagined for her sister. It was aggressive, animalistic, and she was worried about Lila’s safety.
Alice could hear Jack’s guttural grunts, and Lila was saying something she couldn’t quite make out. She didn’t want to know. That is, she didn’t want to want to know.
…
…
Fuck it, she needed to know.
Slowly and silently, Alice opened the guest room door and army-crawled toward the primary bedroom, thankful for the concealing darkness. She unlocked her mobile phone and started a voice memo recording.
Alice got as close as she felt was safe, and stretched out her phone, microphone pointing toward her sister’s door. Now they could be heard plainly.
“Tell me you’re my dirty girl,” Jack’s voice was a low, authoritative rumble that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards touching Alice’s elbows.
Lila’s response was immediate, a breathy, eager confession. “I’m your dirty girl. Thank you for using me.”
Alice found that she was holding her breath among the continued pounding.
“And what do you exist for?” Jack’s demand was accompanied by a rhythmic thumping against the wall.
“To serve you, to be your little fuck toy,” Lila panted, her voice stuttering between each creak.
This sentiment was a psychic blow to Alice. She didn’t know anybody who talked like this, who even thought like this. She’d heard about such things in the most disgusting porn, but, Jesus fucking Hell. Lila?! Lila, who had once thrown a milkshake at a cat-caller, now seemed to relish in being objectified.
“Whose pleasure matters?” Jack growled.
“Yours, Jack. Only yours,” Lila replied, her tone one of adoration and reverence.
Alice felt a wave of nausea. This was a betrayal of the positions they had agreed upon, every protest sign they had ever held up high, every rally they had ever attended. How could Lila surrender so completely, so willingly?
“Good girl,” Jack said, and Lila’s resulting moan was one of sheer ecstasy, but surely it couldn’t be sincere, could it? “You’re going to make me come, and you’re going to thank me for it,” Jack predicted.
Lila’s voice was a whimpering plea, “Please, Jack. Fill up that cocksleeve. I love to feel you coming. Thank you, thank you for using me.”
Alice’s hand flew to her mouth, stifling the gasp that threatened to escape. Her intelligent, professional sister was begging to be used. Her autonomy and beliefs in gender equality were replaced with world-class self-degradation.
Jack’s voice was rough, strained, “You’re such a good little slut for me, aren’t you?”
“Yes, I’m your good little slut,” Lila moaned, the pride in her voice a sharp contrast to the shame that Alice felt for her.
The sounds of his climax hit Alice like a shock wave. Jack’s growls and Lila’s cries of pleasure overpowered Alice’s unintentional half-squeal of shame. Alice scrambled away from the door in a whirlwind of confusion and disgust. She needed to confront Lila, to understand how her sister had become this person. And then beat Jack up. Fucking dickhead.
Back in the guest room, she rummaged in her bags as quietly as she could, cursing the mess, then finally found a Xanax and popped it past her lips. It’s the only way she’d be getting any sleep, now. She hid under the covers, shaking with rage. She texted Charlie to try to find some solace.
Alice: You’re not going to believe this.
Charlie: What’s up, babe? You okay?
Alice: No. I overheard my sister and her gross fucking husband. It was degrading. She’s letting him treat her like a sex toy. She’s saying gross porn shit. Horrible things about serving him, being his slut. It’s abuse!
The seconds ticked by, each one a small eternity as Alice waited for a response.
Charlie: whoa, are you serious? That doesn’t sound like the Lila you told me about.
Alice: I hate Jack.
Charlie: Have you tried talking to her?
Alice: No it just happened. I’m in shock, I think. I don’t even know where to start.
Charlie: I’m sure she’s still her. Probably just acting. Maybe she’s experimenting? Exploring a new side of herself?
Alice: It’s more than that. It’s self-destructive. It’s like she’s given up on everything we’re fighting for.
Charlie: Scary.
Alice: What if he’s hitting her??
Charlie: Then we’ll figure it out. We’ll help her escape. Don’t be hasty.
Charlie’s words were a lifeline, pulling her back from the brink of despair. Alice sighed, her breath shaky.
Alice: You’re right. I need to talk to her. But I’m scared, Charlie. What if I lose her?
Charlie: You won’t. She’s your sister. She loves you, and deep down, she knows who she is. You just have to remind her.
The tightness in Alice’s chest was easing slightly.
Alice: Thanks, love. I don’t know what I’d do without you.
Charlie: You’ll never have to find out. I’m here for you, babe. Always.
Alice: Night, babe. Good luck tomorrow.
She received two emojis in response, a red heart, and crossed fingers.
Tomorrow, she would confront Lila. Tomorrow, she would find out just what had happened to her sister and do everything in her power to bring the real Lila back. For now, she wrestled with the shock, and the anger, and an extremely annoying tingling between her legs.
She scrolled through Lila’s wedding photos while she waited for sleep. Jack had seemed… okay enough, as men go. She should’ve known better. Fucking men are all the same. Lila loves his massive dick. Alice groaned. Shut the fuck up. Dicks are gross. Gross.
As she scrolled, and blinked, and scrolled, and blinked more slowly, inaudible messages were being looped through the white noise machine, just outside her knowledge.
Jack’s desires are my desires. Jack’s home is a happy home. Jack deserves what he wants.
“I hate that sound,” Alice thought of the machine. “Why is it in the hallway?”
She re-inserted her noise-cancelling earbuds and clicked off her phone screen, trying to relax into her private silence.




Chapter 17

“It’s so yummy,” thought Lila, enjoying her habit of bathing and swallowing her man’s powerful cock each morning. On Saturdays, she could take her time and really relish him. Jack lounged in bed, propped up by plump pillows, smiling contentedly. Lila, his devoted wife, knelt over him with the grace of a courtesan from a bygone era, her delicate hands and full lips worshipping her King with practiced reverence, gently swinging his favorite pair of tits.
She savored the texture of his skin against her tongue, his powerful scent filling her senses. Her eyes fluttered shut as she lost herself in the rhythmic motion, her mind clear of all but the singular desire to please him. Jack’s fingers threaded through her hair, gentle yet insistent, guiding her pace to match his needs.
In the half-light of dawn, Lila was a vision of devotion. Her movements were fluid and eager, sincerely wanting nothing more than to pleasure him. With each bob of her head, she reaffirmed her commitment to him, her vow to submit to his every whim.
Jack’s breathing grew ragged, his muscles tensing as the tide of his climax began to crest. Lila tasted his pre-cum, which caused a thrilling surge of power within her own body, the knowledge that she alone could bring this strong man to paradise. Her own arousal was a quiet pulse between her thighs, secondary to the carnal delight he deserved.
As the moment of release neared, Jack palmed her scalp and pushed down, his body arching into the warmth of her mouth. Lila welcomed it, her lips sealed around him, an unspoken promise to accept all that he would give. With a final thrust, Jack let go, covering his moans with a pillow so he didn’t disturb their guest.
Lila swallowed, her throat working to accept his essence, happy to be his dirty good girl. She lingered for a moment, pressing a tender kiss to the spent flesh before drawing back to smile at him and lick her lips. Jack’s eyes flickered open, a sated smile gracing his features as he looked upon his wife. He could see where her cunt had been leaking onto the bed sheet.
“I love you, slut,” he murmured, extending a hand to her. Lila crawled up the bed to nestle against his side, her head resting on his chest, the steady beat of his heart a lullaby to her contented soul. They lay there in silence, the bond between them strengthened by the power of their connection, the sanctity of their morning ritual unspoken yet as palpable as the breeze flowing through the window.
* * *
Lila Grant perched opposite her sister Alice, within the snug embrace of Marco’s Caffeine Haven. The scent of newly ground beans suffused the air, intertwining with the hushed conversation of the other customers.
As Marco glided toward their table, Lila’s heartbeat accelerated. There was something undeniably captivating about him: his rugged appeal, the way his physique moved beneath his snug shirt, his effortless poise, and the gentle wave of his dark hair that perpetually draped across his brow in an alluring fashion.
Marco placed their coffee before them, and Lila did not avert her gaze or flush with embarrassment, as she might have in days past. Instead, she returned his gaze with a smoldering smile.
“Thanks, Marco,” she said with what she hoped was a sultry tone. Her fingers grazed his as she claimed her cup, a touch as intentional as it was electric, sparking a surge of excitement within her. She noticed a brief flicker of nervousness in his eyes. Lila tried on what her magazines told her was a sexy smile. “Good,” she thought, “he feels it, too.”
Lila leaned in, the neckline of her top affording a provocative glimpse. “Your coffee truly is the best in town, Marco,” she complimented him. “I can’t quite put my finger on what your special sauce is, but a lady could get addicted.”
Alice observed this exchange, blowing on her coffee.
Marco let out a nervous laugh. “I’m not sure about all that, but I’m thrilled you enjoy it,” he responded.
Alice cleared her throat, disrupting the brief interlude between Lila and Marco. “She’s not wrong, the coffee is great,” she chimed in, attempting to restore a sense of normality.
As Marco stepped away to tend to the counter, Lila redirected her attention to her sister. She felt empowered, in command, and unshackled. She was owning her metamorphosis, one seductive encounter at a time, regardless of Alice’s disapproval.
“What? It’s fun! You should try it. Especially you, actually. Your whole vibe screams ‘lesbian’ from a mile away, and men love a challenge,” Lila explained.
Alice’s face was vacillating between bewilderment and concern. Her eyes darted between Lila and Marco’s busy figure, as if searching for the punchline to a joke she hadn’t quite caught. She shook her head. “Lila, seriously, this isn’t you. Flirting with strangers? Embracing these… ugh, sexist stereotypes?”
Lila reached across the table, her fingers curling into Alice’s hand. There was a firmness in her touch that conveyed her resolve. “Sure it’s me. I mean, it’s a part of me. And I’m having a great time with this part.” She withdrew her hand, her posture relaxed but her gaze unyielding. “I’m not a stereotype. I’m a woman who’s found a new way to express herself, to enjoy her femininity and the power it wields.”
Alice’s lips parted as if to argue, but Lila cut her off with a raised hand. “Let’s not talk about ideology anymore. This is about me, what makes me feel happy.” Lila leaned back, crossing her legs and allowing the hem of her skirt to ride up just a touch more than necessary.
“Ugh, I’m just gonna say it. You two woke me up last night, and it was fucking gross,” Alice said with a twist of her lips.
“I don’t feel gross,” Lila said. “But I am sorry it was loud. I’ll remind Jack to be quieter. We’ve both been kind of, um, insatiable lately.”
“You’re seriously telling me you’re okay with being objectified? That you enjoy it.” Alice’s grip on her cup threatened to break it.
Lila took a moment to formulate her response. “I don’t feel objectified. I’m embracing my femininity and the effect it can have. My husband likes some specific dirty talk, that’s all.” She sipped her coffee. “I’m not rejecting feminism. I’m simply redefining it for myself.”
The conversation was interrupted when a group of unruly young men entered the coffee shop. Lila’s eyes flicked toward them, a playful smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. She watched as they jostled each other, their laughter boisterous and their energy infectious. Alice followed her gaze, her expression twisting into one of disdain.
“Those idiots, right there. They’re the epitome of toxic masculinity. Is that what you want to see more of in the world?” Alice spat.
Lila turned back to her sister, enjoying a hot sip before speaking again. “They’re just boys being boys. And sometimes, it’s fun to play along. To dance with the devil, so to speak.” As she spoke, she caught Marco’s eye, who had been observing the scene from behind the counter. She gave him a wink.
Before Alice could retort, one of the young men from the group approached their table. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with a mischievous glint in his eyes. “Excuse me, ladies. My friends and I couldn’t help but notice you from across the room. Would you like to join us for a coffee?”
Alice looked horrified. “We clearly already have some.”
“But a pastry might be nice,” Lila said brightly. “I assume you gents are buying?”
“Of course, anything you desire,” he said with a flourish of his hand. Lila saw Alice’s eyes grow wide and intense, a silent plea for solidarity, but the pull of her newfound confidence was too potent to resist. Not to mention the hours and hours of subliminal encouragement to enjoy being submissive and feminine.
“Well, how can we say no to such a generous offer?” Lila replied, her voice lilting playfully. The young man gave a triumphant grin and signaled his friends to join them.
Alice leaned in, her voice a hiss only Lila could hear. “What are you doing?”
Lila rested a hand on her sister’s shoulder. “It’s just coffee and a bit of fun. No harm in that.”
As the young men crowded around their table, the atmosphere shifted. Laughter and casual banter filled the space, and Lila found herself at the center of attention.
Lila welcomed the swirl of masculine energy that surrounded their table, the boisterous laughter and casual bravado a stark contrast to the quiet, bookish atmosphere she and Alice normally enjoyed here. The first and boldest young man, who had introduced himself as Trent, was the unofficial leader of the pack, his gaze as steamy as the coffee he held.
Trent draped an arm around the back of Lila’s chair, not quite touching her, but following his permanent instincts to see how far he could go. “You know, you’re even more beautiful up close,” he said, his voice rich with sincerity.
Lila pressed her fingertips to her décolletage. “Moi?”
The other boys confirmed Trent’s opinion. They praised her eyes, her smile, her manicure, each compliment landing with a gratifying impact. Lila soaked it all in.
Alice, however, sat rigid in her chair, her lips pressed into invisibility as she endured the noisy pack of dudes. Her discomfort was evident, but Lila kept basking in the glowing adoration.
One of the young men, a lanky redhead with a smattering of freckles across his nose, turned his attention to Alice. “You too,” he said, his eyes bright with enthusiasm, “you have this fierce energy, like you could take on the world and win.”
Alice blinked, taken aback by the unexpected compliment. She had dressed, not to put too fine a point on it, to discourage comments from men. Not a single speck of makeup adorned her face. Her fingernails were cut short, as if to say, “Lesbian… hello…”
Lila watched her sister closely, curious to see how she would react. Several emotions flashed across Alice’s face, finally ending in a soft grimace.
“Thank the nice man, Alice,” said her sister, as if she was actually their mother.
“Thank you,” Alice muttered, her eyes downcast as she fidgeted with the handle of her coffee cup. Lila reached out and squeezed her hand, a silent gesture of support. It was a rare thing for Alice to receive such direct male admiration, and Lila could tell it had knocked her off balance.
Lila’s edging timer went off, sending a jolt of anticipation through her. The swell of arousal had been building within her since the young men arrived, fueled by their attention.
“Excuse me, gentlemen,” she said, standing smoothly and offering them a coy smile. “I need to powder my nose.”
Alice started to rise, as well. “I’ll come with you,” she announced, her tone suggesting a sisterly code of conduct.
Lila turned, placing a gentle but firm hand on Alice’s shoulder. “No, no, stay and keep our new friends company,” she said warmly. “I won’t be long.”
Alice hesitated, glancing between Lila and the questioning faces of the young men. Lila could see the internal struggle playing out across her sister’s features.
“You sure?” Alice asked.
“It’s the polite thing to do,” Lila explained.
Alice sat down, resigned and annoyed.
The bathroom was a small, tiled oasis of calm away from the buzz of conversation. Lila slipped inside, locking the door behind her with a sense of urgency. The hum of arousal grew louder between her legs. Her skirt was a simple matter to hike up, her panties flexing around her delicate hand. Her fingers found the slick heat of her sex, teasing and circling the swollen bud of her clitoris with maddening precision.
She knew just how to touch herself, how to ride the upward slope toward an orgasm without tumbling over into the abyss of release. It was a game of control, one that she played with fervor and dedication.
“I love submitting to Jack,” she whispered to her reflection, the words barely audible over the sound of her own breathing. “I love when he commands me.”
She bit her lower lip, stifling the moan that threatened to escape. The words continued to flow. “Jack dominates me,” she murmured, her voice trembling with the effort of staying quiet. “This cunt is all his. I stay wet and horny for him.”
Her arousal hiked higher as she spread her wetness around. “I’m a flirt,” she breathed, her eyes locked onto the wanton woman who stared back. “A flirty, slutty girl. I make men want me… for Jack.”
Her hips bucked against her hand, the pressure building to an almost unbearable intensity.
“I love teasing men… love making cocks hard…”
She could feel the orgasm hovering just out of reach…
But it was an ecstasy she didn’t deserve to give herself.
With a shuddering sigh, Lila withdrew her hand from her aching sex, her fingers glistening with her own wetness. She straightened her skirt and adjusted the collar on her blouse, taking a moment to compose herself before she dared rejoin the world.
The woman in the mirror was flushed with arousal, her lips seemed fuller and her eyes were intense with unfulfilled desire. Alice would surely know what Lila had been up to. Hopefully those men wouldn’t recognize. Although… maybe they’d find it a compliment?
Lila turned away from the mirror. It was time to slip back into her role as the adoring wife, the flirtatious tease, the wise older sister.
* * *
Alice followed Lila into her apartment, the front door clicking shut behind them. Jack waved at them from the couch. “So, what did you bring me from the café?”
“Um, nothing,” Lila replied. “I’m sorry, Jack, I got distracted.”
“Oh, well,” Jack sighed. “I was really craving a muffin, but it’s forgivable.”
“Distracted by a pack of gross dudes,” explained Alice.
“I thought they were nice,” Lila rebuffed.
Alice rolled her eyes. “Dudes are gross,” she repeated, throwing her arms up, “they can’t help it.”
“I think men can be very–“ Lila started.
Jack interrupted. “Just a sec, hon. Alice, those guys really upset you, huh?”
“Yeah, I guess,” Alice said.
“And Lila didn’t rush you out of there?” asked Jack.
“… No…,” Alice affirmed suspiciously.
Jack looked down. “Well… that is… less forgivable. She should’ve been more considerate. Family’s more important than that.”
Lila’s heart raced faster than caffeine would explain. “Jack,” she said softly, her eyes meeting his, “I… I think I should be corrected for being inconsiderate.”
Jack studied her for a moment. “I agree,” he said, his voice carrying an undertone of authority that made Lila’s stomach flutter. Nodding toward Alice, he gave his wife a choice, “Office or bedroom?”
“The bedroom,” she told him. Turning not-quite toward Alice, she said, “I’ll be back soon. Maybe listen to some music?”
Alice watched them, crossing her arms as they passed the threshold and closed their bedroom door.
She crept down the hallway, compelled once again to spy on them, if only with her ears. The sounds from within were muffled, but she could make out the distinct noise of a hand striking bare skin, followed by Lila’s soft yelp. Alice’s heart pounded in her chest as she realized what was happening. Jack was hitting Lila, and she was letting him. In fact, Alice recalled, it was Lila’s fucking idea! What in the Stepford Wife Stockholm Syndrome was all this shit?
Alice pressed her ear against the door, straining to hear more. The strikes continued. Alice’s stomach churned like the worst part of a roller coaster.
After what felt like an eternity, the sounds of punishment ceased. Alice held her breath, listening intently. She heard Jack’s voice, low and soothing, murmuring words she couldn’t quite make out. Lila responded with soft, contented sighs. This wasn’t the aftermath of punishment she had expected. “I’d be calling the damn police,” she thought.
She listened as Jack continued to speak, his tone gentle and caring. Lila’s responses were filled with a warmth and affection that Alice hadn’t heard from her sister in a long time. It was as if the punishment had brought them closer in a way that Alice couldn’t comprehend.
She retreated to the guest room, sinking down onto the bed as she tried to process what she had heard. Her blood was still hot, but her thoughts were a cloudy mess. She started down an Internet rabbit hole, reading up on terms like sociopath, abuser, misogyny, and encountering others like bdsm, aftercare, trad wife, bottoms and tops.
Oh shit, was this all just a game?
* * *
Emma: Protesting is a powerful tool for women to raise their voices and create change. But, we also need to be mindful of our safety in these situations. Doing your research beforehand is essential. Know the details of the protest, the route, the organizers, and any potential counter-protests. It’s also a good idea to go with a group or at least one other person. There’s strength and safety in numbers.
Sophie: Absolutely. And it’s so important to be aware of your surroundings. Stay alert and keep an eye out for instigators or bad actors. It’s also a good idea to have an exit strategy… know where you can go if things get intense or if you need to leave quickly.
Emma: I think it’s also worth mentioning that you should always trust your instincts. If a situation feels unsafe or uncomfortable, get out of there. Doesn’t even need to be logical. Your intuition is often your best tool for staying safe.
Sophie: Something that’s worked for me in the past is to create a code word or signal with your protest group. That way, if someone feels unsafe, they can discreetly signal for help.
Emma: Great one!
Sophie: And remember that protesting isn’t just about showing up and shouting. It’s about persistence and long-term commitment. Stay informed, stay engaged, and find ways to take action beyond the protest. Write letters, sign petitions, volunteer, and most importantly, vote. Our voices and actions together create lasting change.
Emma: Exactly. And by staying safe, we ensure that we can continue to show up, speak up, and make a difference.
* * *
“And it’s so important to be aware of your surroundings. Stay alert and keep an eye out for instigators or bad actors,” came from Lila’s little wireless speaker as Alice found her making cocktails that evening. “Who’s that?” she asked, glumly taking a seat at the kitchen counter.
Lila’s face lit up. “Oh, it’s this amazing podcast I’ve been listening to lately. It’s called ‘HerStory in the Making’. Have you heard of it?”
Alice shook her head. “Nope. Sounds like self-help.”
Lila waved off the comment. “No, no, it’s not like that at all. Well, maybe a little. But it’s really informative! The hosts are named…” Lila poked at her phone screen. “Sophie Wu and Emma Reed. Sophie is a life coach and psychologist, and Emma is a fashion designer and beauty influencer.”
Alice raised an eyebrow. “A beauty influencer? Bleh.”
Lila sighed. “Just wait, you’ll see. They talk about all sorts of stuff. Life hacks, relationship advice, intersectionality, even philosophy. It’s really insightful.”
Alice took a sip of her drink. “Hmm. Sophie and Emma, you said?”
Lila grinned. “That’s them! They feel like my new best friends.”
“Yeah, that’s called a parasocial relationship.” Alice caught Lila’s frown. “We all have them, it’s totally fine.”
Alice cleared her throat. “Hey Lila, can we talk about something serious?”
“I expect nothing less from you,” Lila smirked.
Alice took a deep breath. “I heard… earlier, when you and Jack were in the bedroom. It sounded like… like he was hurting you.”
Lila’s eyes widened, then she looked amused. “What? No, it wasn’t like that at all!”
Alice shook her head. “I heard spanking sounds, and you sounded in pain. I’m really worried. If Jack is hurting you–“
“Jack wasn’t hurting me. I’m sorry it was loud and upsetting. I just, you know, misbehaved, and as a result, Jack did his job of correcting me.”
Alice frowned, looking unconvinced. “I don’t understand. Why would you want him to spank you? That’s abusive.”
Lila sighed. “It’s not abuse. It’s a part of our relationship. It makes me feel loved and submissive. I expect to be punished by Jack sometimes.”
Alice’s jaw dropped. “Submissive? You want to be submissive to Jack? To any man? Since when?”
Lila casually sipped her cocktail. “Yum. Uhhh… not long, I guess. I’ve been exploring my submissive side lately and it’s really fulfilling. Jack helps me with that.”
Alice crossed her arms. A defensive stance was becoming quite popular with her body, lately. “I just don’t get it. How could acting submissive and girly all the time possibly be fulfilling?”
Lila looked down at her drink, her voice softening. “I know. It seems like a big change. But lately, I’ve been… embracing my softer side, letting Jack take control sometimes… it just feels right.”
Alice shook her head, her voice choking back a sob. “But you used to be so strong and independ–“
Lila pulled her in for a hug. “I know it’s not for everyone. But for me, it’s been a freeing experience.” She stood back again to look Alice in the eyes. “Jack makes me feel safe when he’s in charge. I’ve never felt more safe. And just between us, the sex is really–“
“Na na na na lalalala,” Alice interrupted. “Listen, I just don’t want you to lose who you are. You’re so much more than a submissive wife. I just want you to be happy and true to yourself.”
Lila reached out to squeeze Alice’s hand. “Well, good. Then it’s unanimous. I do feel happy. And I will always be true to myself. This just happens to be a part of me that I never knew existed until now.”
Alice nodded slowly, her mind racing with questions and concerns. She knew she had to respect Lila’s choices, even if they didn’t align with her own beliefs. But she couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t quite right.




Chapter 18

In Penny’s always-dimly lit office, Lila slouched in the plush chair, breaths even and deep. Penny watched her, noting the signs of trance: the slight flutter of eyelids, the relaxed shoulders, limp arms. She’d decided it was time to streamline Lila’s education, to make it more efficient.
Penny spoke softly to her submissive subject. “Lila, I want you to listen carefully. There’s a special word, a beautiful Italian word, that will help you reach this state of relaxation much faster. The word is ‘cicisbeo’. Whenever you hear it, you’ll feel a fast but gentle pull guiding you into this peaceful, suggestible state. From now on, whenever you hear the word ‘cicisbeo’ from me or your husband, you will feel yourself slipping into this state of relaxation and acceptance. It’s a magical word, one that will allow you to embrace your true self with ease.”
Lila’s face was serene as Penny continued, “And if you are already in this state, cicisbeo will take you even deeper. You’ll find a greater depth of bliss and relaxation, a sanctuary where you can learn more secrets of your self.”
Penny paused, allowing the suggestion to sink into Lila’s subconscious. She watched for a cue that would indicate resistance, but so far, she saw only the blankness of trance.
“Each time you hear ‘cicisbeo’, you will return to your blissful place of relaxation, more connected to your ancient wisdom. Your mind and body will respond naturally, effortlessly, to the word cicisbeo, when you hear it spoken by me or your husband Jack.”
Penny saw the inevitable nod of Lila’s head. “There’s another special phrase, one that will bring you back to alertness, feeling wonderful, but you won’t need to remember the details of the time you spent in your trance. It’ll be our secret, a mystical moment just for your wonderful subconscious and the people you trust. Do you understand?”
“Yes,” Lila confirmed, her voice barely audible.
Penny had her “quick bar” tools now, her phrases to guide Lila into and out of her suggestible state. She was excited to play.
“I’m going to count down from five, and then tell you the magic phrase that ends your trance. The phrase helps you consciously forget what happened in trance, and that a trance even happened. You’ll feel refreshed and alert, but you won’t remember our time spent floating in this special void. Ready?”
Lila nodded with closed eyes and an unworried brow.
“Five… you’re beginning to stir. Four… your mind is starting to wake. Three… your body is feeling more alert. Two… almost there. And… vavoom time.”
Lila’s eyes fluttered open. She looked around, her gaze landing on Penny. “Oh. Wow, your guided meditation really is good. Did I doze off? I don’t remember anything after the forest glade.”
Penny waved a dismissive hand. “Maybe. But at least you seem refreshed now.”
“I am,” Lila said, stretching slightly. “What were we talking about?”
“You were feeling concerned about embracing your true self in your sister’s presence,” Penny said with a casual tone. “Cicisbeo.”
Lila’s head sank bank down and her eyes closed automatically. Penny observed Lila’s breathing slow down. The woman looked peaceful, lost in the semi-thoughts that danced just out of reach of her conscious mind.
“You’re feeling cozy and relaxed now,” Penny encouraged.
Lila’s deep peace returned, and Penny knew that each sink and rise would help reinforce the trigger words. With an unnecessary flick of the wrist, Penny drew Lila back up again. “Vavoom time!”
Lila blinked rapidly. “I feel… lightheaded.”
“Do you want some water?” Penny asked.
Lila nodded with some effort, still struggling to bring her thoughts into focus, to swim upward and away from the depths.
“Cicisbeo,” said Penny, enjoying her new toy. Instantly, Lila slipped back into her special tranquility with a grateful surrender. “You’re drifting deeply now,” Penny resumed with her special cadence. After thirty seconds, Penny introduced another jolt back into awareness. “Vavoom time.”
Lila shook herself awake once more, glancing around as if searching for something lost in the ether. “Did I… space out again?” she asked innocently, raising her arms to stretch them.
“You were just taking a moment for yourself. You’re doing fine,” Penny reassured her. “It’s pretty common for a cicisbeo.”
Lila’s arms fell down once more and her vision was back in the comforting dark. “Cicisbeo,” Penny intoned carefully, her voice wrapping around Lila like a silk shawl on a summer evening. Lila’s eyelids fluttered almost imperceptibly, her body slouching into the chair.
“Cicisbeo,” Penny repeated, and each repetition widened the circular ripples in the pond of Lila’s subconscious. “Cicisbeo,” the doctor said once more, ensuring Lila was a captive audience, her mind open and suggestible. Penny felt a thrill of satisfaction. Lila was an exquisite canvas, and she, the artist, was about to add more sticky layers.
“Lila, when you flirt with a man, you’re not just playing a game of cat and mouse. You’re giving him fuel for a fantasy, one that he can indulge in later.” She watched as Lila’s lips parted involuntarily. “This is especially true with married men, with all the responsibilities and commitments that come with it. He’s got a wife, kids, a mortgage… but in his mind, he’s still a virile man, with desires and fantasies that he has to repress.” She paused, letting the words hang in the air.
“But then, he meets you. Beautiful, charming, and flirtatious. You’re the spark that sets his imagination ablaze. He can’t help but think about you, wonder what it would be like to be with you, to touch you, to taste you.” Penny’s voice was laced with an undercurrent of excitement.
Lila was inhaling every word, her mind conjuring quick flashes of teasing behavior and men lusting after her. Penny could see the wheels turning.
“And the best part, Lila?” Penny suggested with her trademark sotto voce, “He’ll never hassle you about it. He’ll never risk his marriage, or his family, or his reputation. But he’ll have to fight himself over you. And that’s where the real power lies.”
Lila’s round ass tensed and relaxed, just a little.
Penny added a suggestion, “I want you to think about the married men in your life. Imagine them standing before you, one by one. Now, tell me which one of them has the biggest crush on you.”
Lila’s dazed eyes flickered open for a moment, then closed again as she began to see the men in her mind’s eye.
“James,” Lila answered, “He always looks at me like he wants something more.”
Penny smiled knowingly. She’d heard about this man before. James was Lila’s husband’s best friend. She had even done a background check on him, but now she had to pretend she didn’t know him at all.
“Tell me more about James,” Penny urged her client, “What does he do when he looks at you? How does he make you feel?”
Lila’s voice was secretive and low, her words tumbling out in a rush. “He looks at me… like he wants to touch… all over.” Her fingers traced paths on her thighs and cleavage as she spoke.
“How does it make you feel when James looks at you?”
Lila squirmed slightly in the chair. “It’s hot. My skin tingles. I want him to touch me.”
“And when you’re alone with him?” Penny slowly probed.
“Voice is deeper,” Lila whispered, a flush rising to her cheeks. “He stands… closer than… he needs to.”
Penny’s eyes were fixed on Lila’s face. “What does he do when no one else is around?”
“He finds… excuses to touch me,” Lila admitted. “Just in normal places, but it feels… taboo.”
“Does he ever compliment you?” Penny pressed on.
“Yes…” Lila bit her lower lip. “Tells me I’m pretty.”
“And how does that make you feel?”
Lila shifted uncomfortably. “It makes me… want… him.”
“What do you want from James?” Penny asked bluntly.
“I… want him… to touch me more,” Lila confessed, her voice barely above a whisper.
“And how does your husband react when he sees you with James?” Penny wondered. “Does he get jealous?”
Lila hesitated for a moment. “No,” she said softly, “he just watches us.”
“Describe for me how you imagine James fantasizes about you,” Penny said, “and touch yourself the way you think he wants to touch you.”
Lila’s cheeks flushed more deeply. “I think… I think he imagines us… somewhere private, away from Jack,” Lila said, her voice growing stronger, more confident, “He’s always been a perfect gentleman, but I can… sense this… longing whenever we’re alone.”
Penny nodded, “Keep going. You’re safe here.”
“I’m away at a client site, in my hotel room, and he knocks on the door,” Lila began, her fingers squeezing her tender flesh lightly. “I open it, and there he is. Tall, dark, quiet. His eyes… they’re intense. He traveled so far to see me.”
Penny nodded. “Go on.”
“He steps inside. The door clicks shut behind him. We’re alone. In secret. He reaches out, his hand cups my cheek. It’s warm, strong. I lean into it, feeling safe, wanted.”
Penny watched as Lila’s hand mirrored the action, her fingers faintly caressing her own cheek. “Does he say anything?” Penny asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
“He tells me I’m beautiful,” Lila sighed. “His thumb brushes my lip. I can feel his breath, so close.”
Penny could see the pulse in Lila’s neck quicken, her breathing growing shallower. “And what do you do?”
Lila’s fingers were tracing the line of her jaw, then her neck, as if guided by an unseen force. “I tell him… I tell him I’ve been waiting for him. That I need him.”
Penny’s voice was like velvet, smooth and enveloping. “And how does he respond?”
Lila’s hand paused at the collar of her blouse. “He leans in, his lips brush mine. It’s soft, slow, but it still feels hungry. His hand, it slides down my body slowly, like he’s memorizing me.”
Penny watched the young wife’s back arching slightly. “What do you want him to do next?”
Lila’s voice was barely audible, her words coming out in a relaxed cadence. “I want him to touch me. I want him to… to claim me. To make me his.”
Penny could see the arousal building within Lila, as she wiggled her firm ass on the office furniture. “And how does James want to touch you?”
“He’s gentle, but strong…,” Lila said, her hand moving on her thigh. “His fingers trace my body… exploring me… I feel like it’s destiny. He tells me how long he’s wanted this.” Lila’s voice trembled. “We undress each other reverently, teasing, savoring the promise of what’s to come. And when we finally embrace again, it’s so passionate.”
Penny watched as Lila’s hand raised the hem of her short skirt, her fingers seeking out the heat that radiated from her core. “Tell me how it feels to know you’re the object of James’s secret desire.”
Lila’s eyes fluttered open, her gaze unfocused and distant, caught in the web of her own imagination. “It’s… intoxicating,” she whispered. “To know that someone like James, so noble, harbors these… naughty feelings for me… it’s thrilling.”
Penny nodded. “It’s natural for married people to have these secret, sexy fantasies about others, even their own married friends,” she explained to Lila’s obvious relief. “It’s healthy to examine desires that might not align with their everyday lives, to escape for a moment.”
Lila smiled and continued without being asked. “His touch is… delicious,” she said, her hand moving with more purpose beneath her skirt, her fingers dancing across her skin. “Every brush of his fingertips gives me goosebumps.”
“That’s good. You’re allowed to imagine his touch, to enjoy the pleasure that comes from being desired so completely.”
“I can feel his lips… oh god, his lips are everywhere,” Lila dreamed. “So soft and full.”
“Wanting James doesn’t diminish your love or commitment to Jack. It’s simply another facet of your complex, beautiful self.”
“Yes,” Lila moaned, her voice a mixture of lust and wonder. “It’s okay to want.”
“Normal and proper,” Penny affirmed. “You’re allowing yourself to be fully human.”
Lila’s head lolled back, a weak moan escaping her parted lips. “His… hands… his mouth… it’s warm, soft… oh god…” Lila’s hips were beginning to roll in time with her hand’s movements. “He’s kissing me everywhere… my neck, my breasts…”
Penny’s eyes were fixed on Lila’s gyrating form. “Yes, that’s good. Let yourself feel every sensation.”
Lila’s breathing grew more labored, her hand moving faster, more urgently. “He’s between my legs now,” she gasped, her thighs spreading wide. “His tongue… it’s inside… oh fuck…”
“You deserve this pleasure,” Penny purred.
Lila shivered. “I need him,” she whimpered, her hand a blur against her slick cunt. “I need to feel him inside me…”
“Give yourself permission,” Penny felt a thrill at Lila’s wanton display, the younger woman’s body writhing in ecstasy.
“James,” Lila moaned, her voice raw with need. “Please, fuck me.”
Penny’s own arousal pulsed between her legs as she watched her student’s wet dream. Lila’s tits heaved with each ragged inhalation, and Penny promised herself that she’d get to see them someday.
“He’s inside me now,” Lila gasped, her fingers plunging deep into her dripping fuck hole. “So big, so hard. Stretching me so good…”
Penny licked her lips, imagining the married bitch’s fingers replaced by James’s throbbing, cheating dick.
“Filling me up so much,” Lila whimpered, her hips easily meeting her hand’s punishing thrusts. “Pounding into me. Fucking me like a whore.”
Penny’s cunt clenched at the vulgar words spilling from Lila’s lips. It was shamelessly depraved, as a young woman should be.
“Harder,” Lila demanded, her voice a guttural growl. “Ruin my fucking cunt. Give it to me. Make me yours.”
Penny bit back a moan, biting her knuckles. She couldn’t break the spell now.
Lila’s head thrashed from side to side, her hips bucking against her hand. “James,” she cried out, her voice raw and desperate. “Fuck me… fuck me hard… make me take it…”
Lila’s movements became more frantic, her breathing ragged as she spiraled closer to the edge. “I’m… I’m close,” she gasped out, her body trembling with anticipation.
Penny’s eyes gleamed, ready to administer a pop quiz. “Let go, Lila,” she suggested sweetly. “Give in.”
“No!” moaned Lila, “No! Not unless Jack says so.”
“Good girl,” Penny said as she watched Lila’s hand move beneath her skirt, her movements growing more frantic with each passing second.
“You see,” Penny said on top of Lila’s moans, “women have been conditioned to feel guilt and shame about their desires, especially those that fall outside the rigid boundaries of society’s expectations. But why should you deny yourself the pleasure of a man’s attention, the thrill of being desired?”
“Big… dick… hard… fuck…” Lila’s chest heaved, her eyelids fluttering as she expertly kept herself on the edge.
“It’s fun, isn’t it?” Penny continued, “To hold such power over a man, to be the object of his favorite fantasies. You are a siren, calling to him with the most compelling tune.”
Lila’s fingers stilled, her body shuddering with the effort of holding back her climax. It was a beautiful display of restraint.
“She could teach an edging class,” Penny mused, watching Lila’s body nearly bounce against the chair, fighting against the tide of pleasure that threatened to force her fingers back in.
Penny allowed a moment of silence to stretch between them, giving Lila the space to process her therapist’s words, to absorb the salacious narrative that she had woven and Lila’s own pleasure had reinforced. She could see the internal battle raging within, the war between her conditioned sense of morality and the primal urges that Penny had so skillfully uncovered.
“You can take a deep breath,” Penny advised. “Let the fantasy fade, but remember the feelings it evoked. Remember that you are a powerful, sexy woman.”
Lila’s slow breathing was the only sound in the office for a minute as Penny reviewed her client care plan.
“Feel free to fix your clothing now, and tell me your view of money.” Penny suggested.
Lila’s eyelids fluttered, rearranging her outfit as she considered the question. “Money… just a tool,” she said.
Penny tapped her pen on her chin. “How do you feel when a man buys you a nice present?” she questioned, her words designed to peel back the layers of Lila’s psyche.
There was a moment of quiet contemplation before Lila responded. “I… like that,” she admitted. “Means… he likes me,” Lila continued. “Makes me feel… special.”
Penny smiled. “Money gives you freedom, the ability to spend your time as you wish. Imagine a world where you can devote yourself to your desires without any worries.”
Lila’s eyes fluttered open and closed. “Spend… my time… as I please.”
“That’s right. Money can buy you the luxury of time. Time to pursue your passions, to achieve your goals. How would you spend your days if money was no object?” Penny’s words were a paint-by-numbers for Lila’s imagination to fill.
Lila’s lips curved upward. “I… love to dance,” she explained, her voice faint as a dream. “All day… I would dance.”
“And what else might you do?” Penny pressed gently.
“I’d… read,” Lila replied. “Learn… new things.”
“Would you explore your sexuality further? Perhaps experiment with different outlets of expression?” Penny suggested.
Lila’s cheeks were still flushed from her fantasy with James, but they grew redder regardless. “Maybe… try new things,” she conceded, her words catching slightly in her throat.
“You’re safe here,” Penny assured her, “Tell me, what new things would you like to try?”
Lila’s eyes flickered open for a moment, staring into the middle distance where her fantasies lay. “I… want to… please men,” she confessed, her voice barely above a whisper. “Make them… feel good.”
Penny forced back a wicked grin. “And you can, Lila. You have the power to give men so much pleasure. You’re a generous, giving soul.”
Lila’s eyelids fluttered closed again. “I… like to give… pleasure,” she murmured.
Penny idly circled the phrase “born slut” on her notebook page. “Lila,” she spoke, with the precision of a master sculptor chiseling away at marble, “consider the natural world, where males display their strength and resources to attract mates. This display is inherently… sexy.”
Lila’s brow lowered a bit. “Nature… sexy?”
“It is,” Penny affirmed. “A man’s ability to provide, to protect, is a deeply rooted attraction factor. It’s a sign of his… virility.”
Lila’s brow relaxed. “Virility… good.”
Penny smirked, thinking, “Me Tarzan. You submit.”
But out loud, she continued, “Think of money as an extension of a man’s ability to care for his partner, to ensure safety and comfort. It’s a symbol, just one tiny step removed from the grand gestures of the animal kingdom.”
“Safety…,” Lila allowed, each word a lilting exhalation that seemed to cement the connection in her mind.
“Exactly,” Penny said. “When a man handles money, he is, in essence, showcasing his potential to be a strong, capable partner.”
Lila’s heavy head tilted slightly to one side as she embraced the concept. “Strong… partner,” she repeated, the words flowing from her like a clear stream.
Penny’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she watched Lila’s acceptance unfold. “Money, in its purest form, is simply a tool. But when held by a man, it transforms into something alluring.”
Lila nodded slowly, her understanding growing with each carefully crafted sentence. “Alluring.” Lila’s face was a mask of peaceful contemplation, her mind adrift in a sea of newfound insights.
Penny continued to paint new scenes for her captive audience. “Imagine a man, tall and confident. He’s buying you a beautiful gift, something you’ve always wanted. How does that make you feel?”
“Happy… special.”
Penny continued coaxing. “That’s nice to hear. Now, picture him again. He’s holding a roll of cash. He peels off a few bills and offers them to you. What do you feel now?”
Lila’s eyes remained closed. “Safe… cared for.”
“So, when money is used to bring happiness or safety, it becomes a powerful expression of desire and devotion. See him now, handing you a thick envelope. Inside, you find crisp, new bills. He wants you to have them. How does this make you feel?”
Lila’s chest rose and fell with her easy, even breaths. “Appreciated… wanted.”
“Indeed. And what if this man were to give money to Jack for you? To ensure that your husband can provide for you, take care of your every need? How would that feel?”
Lila’s reply came more quickly. “Protected….”
Penny continued her delicate dance of psychic seduction. “Male dominance is natural. It exists throughout the animal kingdom, which we are all a part of. It’s intrinsic to all of our primal instincts. When a man holds money, he exudes power and control. It’s a display of his ability to provide and protect. This display, in its most basic form, is inherently attractive.”
With an inhale and exhale, Lila agreed. “Very… attractive.”
“Money is a tool, and in the hands of a capable man, it’s a tool of attraction. It represents his potential to care for you, to ensure your needs are met. This evokes a deep sense of security and desire within you.”
“Secure… desire…” Lila assented, her eyelids fluttering slightly.
“Money can be a powerful aphrodisiac,” Penny continued, no longer mincing words. “When a man hands you money, it’s as if he’s saying, ‘I want to take care of you. Let me show you how much I like you.’”
“Take care… of me…” Lila’s voice drifted through the air.
“How does that make you feel?” Penny wondered.
Lila's pretty smile appeared once more. “Special… feel valued.”
“Money is a symbol of a man’s provision and protection. It’s an extension of his strength and power. When he offers it to you, he’s offering you freedom, the ability to explore your fantasies and pursue your passions. Money is the key to unlocking those desires.”
Lila’s face was a picture of contentment. “Fantasies…”
“Money is sexy,” Penny concluded, her voice gaining intensity. “When a man holds money, he’s showcasing his virility, his ability to provide and dominate. This, in turn, sparks a primal attraction within you. You can’t help but feel drawn to his strength and power.”
“Drawn… to him…” Lila nodded lazily.
Penny was delighted to be on the downslope now. “In nature, the male displays his prowess to attract a mate. He fans his feathers, brandishes his horns, or presents his wealth of food. It’s a primal display of his ability to provide and protect. This display is incredibly alluring to potential mates.”
Lila’s reply was a hushed echo. “Alluring…”
“So it stands to reason that a man with financial means, a man who can provide for a woman’s every need, would be incredibly desirable. Wouldn’t you agree?” Penny’s fiery eyes belied her calm, melodic tone.
Lila’s voice was sure and deliberate. “Yes…” she confirmed. “Want to be with him..”
“You yearn to please him, to show your appreciation for his strength and success.” Penny’s voice was a whisper in the wind. “You want to use your affection, your caring nature, your comforts, as a way to express your gratitude. It’s only natural, a primal instinct as old as time itself.”
A pacific grin lingered on Lila’s lips, her eyelids fluttering slightly. “…natural,” she agreed.
“Money is a powerful aphrodisiac,” Penny repeated. “When a man offers you money, he’s offering you the world. He’s saying, ‘I can provide for you, protect you, and ensure your every desire is fulfilled.’ This stirs something within us women.”
“Yes…” the younger woman whispered, her fingers twitching slightly in her lap. “Feel… safe…”
“Safety is powerfully appealing,” Penny affirmed. “When a man can offer you financial security, he’s offering a piece of himself, his ability to care for and protect you.”
Penny admired Lila’s placid face for a moment, then added a critical layer of her lengthy syllogism. “When a woman feels safe and protected… she has an innate response to comfort her protector.”
“…comfort…”
“Picture a man, strong and capable, sheltering you from the world’s harsh realities,” Penny elaborated. “In his presence, you feel a deep sense of security, a warmth that spreads through your being.”
“Safe…” Lila assented.
“This feeling of safety awakens a powerful urge within you. A natural urge to nurture, to provide comfort for the man who guards you so fiercely.” Penny’s eyes gleamed with anticipation.
Lila’s fingers twitched again in her lap. “…comfort…” she mumbled.
“What do you think is the most comforting thing you can offer to a man who protects you?”
There was a long pause. Penny was patient, as a moment like this required. Lila’s lips parted slightly, as if she were searching for the right words. Finally, in a voice as quiet as two teens making out during church, she said, “…touching…”
Penny couldn’t stop the micro-expression of her widening eyebrows and twitching smile. “Your touch is the most comforting gift you can give. It’s a simple way to express your gratitude, your desire to please.”
Lila simply hummed.
“You understand your impulse to please him, to show him how much you appreciate the safety he creates. It’s a natural instinct, as old as cave paintings.” Penny’s voice was a potent tranquilizer.
Lila’s eyelids fluttered, her lashes longer and fuller than ever. “Natural…” she drawled.
“Your warmth, the heat of your skin against his, is the most primal form of comfort. It’s a way to show him how much you care, how much you value his generosity.”
Lila’s serene expression returned. “Care for him…” she whispered, the words spilling out like a secret.
“And what else is nice to offer him? Think of the ways your touching can provide solace and pleasure.” Penny’s voice was a low whisper, her words laced with hypnotic suggestion.
A slight pause, then, “…my softness…” Lila muttered, her eyes remaining closed, as if she were envisioning the scene Penny painted.
“That sounds very wise. Your softness is a balm to a man’s mental injuries. It’s a way to soothe him, to make him feel cherished and respected.”
Lila’s face was a mask of restful bliss, her features relaxed. “Cherish him…”
Penny allowed a moment of silence to pass, savoring the success of her words. “How do you feel when a man, one who cares for you, contributes even a modest amount to your sense of security?”
Lila responded sedately, “Feel… good… relief.”
Penny nodded, her eyes gleaming with understanding. “And what does this good feeling tell you about the man who provides it?”
There was a pause before Lila replied, “Trust… protector.”
“Yes, trust is the foundation of any relationship. And when a man shows he can provide, even in modest ways, it reinforces that trust, doesn’t it?”
“Yes…” Lila breathed, her eyelids fluttering weakly. “Trust… more…”
Penny’s tone was encouraging, “Isn’t it a beautiful thing to feel appreciated? To know that your well-being is a priority for him?”
“Yes…” Lila’s voice was barely a whisper, her body utterly relaxed. “Appreciated… “
Penny nodded, her voice barely above a whisper, “That’s right. And when you think of money as a symbol of his ability to care for you, does it not add a layer of excitement to the sight of his money?”
Lila’s face was a picture of revelation. “Yes…” she said as brightly as an entranced person could.
“This excitement, this allure, it’s a natural response to the knowledge that he is helping provide for you. It’s a show of his strength and capacity to be a protector.”
Lila’s lips curved into a faint smile, affirming, “Strength… sexy.”
“Yes. Money is sexy because it represents so much more than mere currency. It’s a symbol of his virility, his ability to ensure your happiness and well-being.”
Lila agreed with another husky hum.
Penny decided to reinforce the connection. “And as you continue to explore these feelings in the future, you’ll probably find that the sight of money will be a powerful reminder of a man’s ability to provide and protect. I imagine that will stir something deep within you?”
Lila nodded, smiling at an unspoken vision.
Penny allowed herself a moment of triumph. Lila was on the cusp of a profound revelation, one that would further unravel the ties that bound her to outdated notions of propriety and restraint. The connections between money, sexual arousal, security, a man’s virility and an urge to comfort him with her natural gifts, were being solidified in Lila’s subconscious, paving the way for a new understanding of her desires and the role they played in her relationships.




Chapter 19

Lila drank some of her bedside water to remove the remnants of Jack’s essence as she slipped on her blouse and confirmed that her cleavage was just this side of professional. The morning light streaming through the window cast a glow on her flushed cheeks.
“I planned a poker game tomorrow night,” he said, his voice low and understandably cocksure. “The guys are coming over, and I want you to be available to help them out.”
Lila’s heart skipped a beat at the prospect of serving her husband and his friends. She smiled, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “I’d be happy to serve you guys,” she said. “What will you expect of me?”
Lila’s mind raced as she imagined the scene that would unfold. She pictured herself, dressed in something revealing, perhaps a tight skirt and a low-cut blouse. She’d serve drinks, maybe even snacks, all while being eyed by the men playing cards. “Yummy,” she thought.
But a strange sensation crept over her, like a fleeting memory that she couldn’t quite grasp. Something about Jack and his friends, and poker… Lila frowned, trying to place the feeling. It was familiar, yet distant, a sense of déjà vu that she couldn’t shake.
“Oh, just, whatever the guys need. Honestly I just want you there as arm candy, you gorgeous thing,” he told his wife.
She smiled, pushing the odd feeling away, and finished attaching her garters. “I’m looking forward to it,” she said, her voice filled with anticipation.
Jack smiled. “That’s my good girl,” he murmured, pulling her close for a quick kiss. “I know I can count on you.” Lila melted into his embrace, feeling safe and cherished in his arms. She had never felt so connected to her husband. She never wanted him to let her go.
* * *
Lila unwrapped her gourmet (okay, amateur gourmet) lunch, a colorful array of roasted vegetables and quinoa, alongside her favorite floral utensils. The smell of saffron and lemon zest wafted through the air, attracting a hungry pack of co-workers. She spread out her dish next to the mound of reheated pasta that Mark, from accounting, had brought.
“Look at you, living it up with your fancy schmancy lunch,” said Sarah, a cheerful woman from marketing. “Giving us peasants a run for our money.”
Lila laughed with a tinkle. “I was craving some Mediterranean sunshine.  Made it myself.”
“Maybe you should do a recipe column for the company newsletter? Call it ‘Lila’s Lunchtime Delights’,” quipped Dean, a  young man with a goofy grin perpetually plastered across his face.
Her cheeks flushed a delicate pink. “With a capital L in DeLights?”
“Yeah, there you go,” agreed Sarah.
They were finally free of the dull drone that had filled the office that morning. Mr. Thompson had declared the company training “essential for optimal team synergy.” A wasteland of presentations on time management and a soul-crushing spreadsheet called “The Path to Productivity”.
“Ugh. That endless thing about passive-aggressive email etiquette,” Dean groaned. “I’m pretty sure the guy who made the presentation never sent an email in his life.”
Everybody nodded solemnly. Even the usually effervescent Sarah leaned back, looking weary. But Lila felt a sense of belonging that had been missing lately. She watched her co-workers, taking in their faces, their expressions, the vulnerabilities hidden beneath their forced cheeriness.
Dean tried to regale Lila with stories of his weekend adventures. He was charming, in a boyish sort of way, but she couldn’t help feeling like he was trying too hard. She glanced around the table, her eyes landing on Mark’s wedding ring. A simple gold band, but it sparked something within her.
“So, Mark, how was your weekend?” she asked, turning her attention to the quiet accountant.
Mark looked up from his pasta, a hint of surprise on his face. “It was good, thanks. Took the kids to the park on Saturday.”
Lila’s eyes locked onto his, a sense of warmth spreading through her chest. “That sounds nice. I’m sure they loved spending time with you.”
Dean, sensing he was losing her attention, jumped back into the conversation. “Yeah, I’m sure it’s great to have a family. I’m more of a free spirit myself.”
Sarah, sitting across from them, raised an eyebrow. “Oh, really? I didn’t know that about you, Dean.”
Lila’s eyes met Sarah’s, a hint of amusement passing between them. Dean, oblivious to the subtle rejection, continued to chat, but Lila’s attention remained on Mark, her mind germinating the idea of becoming his fantasy woman.
* * *
Lila glanced at the clock on her computer screen. 5:46. The day was winding down. She checked her makeup in a compact mirror, then stood with purpose. A few steps brought her to Mark’s desk.
“Hi there,” Lila said, her voice light and sweet. She perched on the edge of his desk, crossing her legs. “I wanted to touch base with you about the Wilson account. I noticed there were some discrepancies in the latest reports.”
Mark glanced up from the spreadsheet on his screen, his eyes widening as he took in the sight of Lila’s smooth thighs peeking out from her skirt. He cleared his throat, trying to regain his composure.
“Oh, right. The Wharton– uh, Wilson account. I was going to review those reports tomorrow, actually.”
Lila leaned forward, her blouse gaping open to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage. “I was hoping to look at them tonight and get some ideas for our meeting in the morning.”
Mark shifted in his chair, his eyes darting from Lila’s chest to her eyes. “Sure, I can send you the files,” he intoned almost robotically.
“That would be great, thank you.” Lila reached out and touched his arm, feeling the warmth of his skin through his shirt. “I really appreciate your help, Mark. It means a lot to me.”
His smile was a nice reward. “No problem, Lila. Let me know if you have any questions.”
“Will do,” she said, standing up from his desk. She smoothed her skirt, giving Mark one last look at her curvy ass before turning to leave. “Have a good night, Mark.”
As she walked back to her desk, Lila smiled broadly. He had ogled her quite well. She sat down at her desk, opening her email and finding the files from Mark waiting in her inbox. She deleted the unnecessary data, hoping she had sent him a message just as quickly, and that he’d dream of her tonight.
* * *
“I fucking need to come, Master,” Lila explained to her husband, gripping his shoulders before he could even remove his suit jacket that evening. “Will you eat me out and tell me to come, please please please please? We can role play anything you want, okay? Alice is at dinner. I’m begging!”
Jack’s eyes greeted his insatiable wife, wearing only a pair of panties, with a twinkle. “I don’t see why not. You’ve been such a good girl,” he concluded.
She just about ran to their bedroom, and was in a comfortable position, naked on her back, when Jack entered the room, loosening his tie. He flipped off the light and flopped off his shoes, then crawled up the bed and smoothly gripped her ankles.
“Pretend you’re a college girl, and I’m your dirty Daddy, sneaking into your room while Mom is asleep,” he instructed.
“Jesus! Where do you come up with– okay, no problem… Daddy,” she said with eyes shut tight in anticipation.
In the darkness, she became Lola, the unsuspecting daughter, her world narrowed to the sensation of her Daddy’s touch. The forbidden nature of the role play sent a thrill through her, her nipples hardening as she imagined herself in the character’s vulnerable state: young, impressionable, trusting, and overflowing with hormones.
Jack’s tongue made its first pass, barely making contact with a slow, languid lick that had Lila stifling a moan. “Supposed to be asleep,” she told herself.
Lila squirmed and gave a little sigh. Jack’s tongue, warm and wet, made slow, deliberate passes over her sensitive flesh. She could feel more wetness gathering between her legs, evidence of her body’s response to the “forbidden” act.
She wanted to arch her back, to push herself against her husband’s mouth, but she had to stay still, to pretend she was asleep, even as the pleasure built inside her.
Jack’s tongue found her clit, circling it gently, and Lila’s hips twitched, a reflexive response to the intense sensation, and she felt her body start to tremble.
“Huh?… what…? Oh! Daddy?” Lila whispered, her voice trembling with feigned shock, playing her part to please her man.
Jack hummed against her, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through her core. His hands gripped her thighs, pulling them apart and holding her in place as he delved deeper, his tongue exploring her with an intimacy that was both possessive and adoring.
Lila’s thoughts were consumed with both the devilish scenario and the heavenly ministrations of her husband’s mouth. She figured that a daughter would try to push his head away from her sex, but when Lila tried, she only managed to curl her fingers in his hair and tug.
“Shh, it’s just you and me, princess,” Jack murmured, briefly pulling away before diving back in, his tongue circling her clit with maddening precision.
* * *
“Oh, Daddy, we shouldn’t… Mom could wake up, I can’t…” I mumbled, my words trailing off as his tongue was replacing all sense with lust.
Daddy hummed against my private parts, his breath hot against my sensitive skin. “Does it feel good, baby?”
I whimpered, my hips bucking upward to meet his mouth as he continued his adoration. My hands tightened their grip on his hair, urging his tongue deeper.
“Mom’s gonna wake up,” I protested weakly, but I couldn’t hold the moan from escaping.
Daddy chuckled, the sound vibrating against my clit and sending shivers down my spine. “You’re so wet, princess. I think you want this as much as I do.”
“Please, Daddy, no, we shouldn’t,” I whispered, but I could feel my resolve crumbling under his insistent licking. My head fell back against the pillow, my eyes fluttering shut as I gave in to the sensation.
“Mmm, but it feels so good, doesn’t it?” he murmured, his tongue circling my swollen nub. “Tell me how good Daddy makes you feel, princess.”
I moaned, my hips rocking against his face. “God, Daddy, it feels… so good,” I whimpered, my voice barely above a whisper. “You make me feel so dirty and wrong, but I can’t help it.”
“That’s because you’re Daddy’s dirty girl,” he growled, one of his fingers finding its way into my fuck hole, curling to rub my g-spot. “Say it, baby. Say what you are.”
I could feel my climax building, my body trembling with need. “I’m… I’m Daddy’s dirty girl,” I admitted, my voice cracking with desire. “I’m Daddy’s good little… dirty… girl.”
My daddy’s tongue delved deeper, his lips closing around my clit, kissing me in our secret way. My body arched off the bed, a strangled cry escaping my lips as I teetered on the edge of release.
“P-please, Daddy,” I begged, my fingers tangling in his hair. “I need to come so bad. Please, please let me come.”
He pulled back to tease me. “You want to come on Daddy’s tongue like a good girl?”
“Yes, Daddy, I need it so bad,” I whined, my hips writhing against his mouth. Every time he stopped to talk was prolonging this, and I wanted to come, God damn it!
“What will you do for me?” he asked.
“Oh my God, anything… anything, Daddy. Please!” I hissed as he continued his wet torture. I was on the precipice, my orgasm just out of reach. I needed Daddy’s permission, his blessing to let go and succumb.
“What if Daddy wants you to suck his cock in the middle of the night? Will you do that?”
I moaned, my mind racing with the depraved fantasy. “Yes, Daddy. I’ll suck your cock anytime, anywhere.”
Two of Daddy’s fingers were pushed into me now, adding pressure on my young g-spot. He sucked hard on my clit, then gently kissed around it, then sucked hard again. “What if Daddy wants you to be his little fuck toy at the office? Will you spread your legs for me in front of all my employees?”
“Oh God, yes,” I cried out, then remembering Mom, got quiet again. “I’ll be your fuck toy anywhere, Daddy. I’ll spread my legs for you, let you use me whenever… wherever….”
“What if I want you to fuck my best friend?” he asked, then his tongue was drinking me like a buck at a river.
“Oh my God, Daddy, you know how much I want to fuck James,” I admitted before I knew what I was saying. “I’ll let him use my cunt, my ass, anything you want.”
“You’re such a dirty girl, princess. Daddy loves that about you.”
“Please, Daddy, I need to come so bad. Please, please let me come. I’ll fuck your friends, your coworkers, anyone you want. I’ll be your little cumslut, your fuck toy. Please, Daddy, I need to come so bad.”
He growled, “Come for Daddy, baby. Show me how good Daddy makes you feel.”
The words were barely out of his mouth when I held my breath, my orgasm exploding like a supernova, my body shaking as I rode Daddy’s mouth and squeezed his fingers tightly.
As I collapsed back onto the bed, my chest heaving, Daddy crawled up my body, his lips wet with my cunt juice. “You’re Daddy’s good girl, aren’t you?” he asked, his voice low and gravelly.
I nodded, my eyes locked on his in the darkness. He leaned down, capturing my lips in a kiss. I tasted myself on his mouth, moaning at the sensation.
“Good girl,” he whispered, his lips brushing against my ear. “Daddy loves you so much.”
I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him close. “I love you too, Daddy.”
“You’re my dirty princess, my perfect little fucktoy,” he praised me.
I smiled, feeling a sense of contentment wash over me. “I’ll always be your fucktoy, Daddy… always. Um. We’re not done, are we?”
* * *
Lila Grant hummed contentedly as she watched her beautiful husband make a late dinner. Her new short robe showcased her shapely thighs, a tempting reminder of what nestled between them.
“Hey, babe, got a question.” His voice was casual, his tone light.
“Mhmm?” Lila leaned against the counter, sipping wine.
“I was just wondering if you really think James is sexy,” Jack asked just as casually.
Lila bit her lip, trying to form a response. “I… I don’t know. I mean, I guess he’s handsome and all, but…” she trailed off, fidgeting with the belt of her robe.
“But what do you think?” Jack questioned. He set down the spatula, giving her his full attention.
Lila’s gaze dropped to the floor as she whispered, “I guess I do find him… attractive… sometimes.” She felt the air pressure change as the sliding glass door was opened from the outside.
Jack’s lips curled into a knowing smile. “Well, that’s because the dude is hot.”
Lila let out a nervous giggle, “What? You think he’s hot?”
“No, I mean, I’m not attracted to him, but I have eyes,” Jack explained.
“Guh, get a room!” Alice teased as she stepped in from the balcony. “You sound like teenagers.”
Jack guffawed and Lila’s cheeks grew bright fucking red with the memory of Lola and Daddy. Jack resumed stirring as Alice made her way onto a barstool seat outside the kitchen.
“Although,” Alice said with a head tilt, “it’s nice to find out that you’re bi, Jack.”
Lila almost choked on her wine.
“I’m not bi,” Jack protested.
“But if–“ Alice tried.
“I’m open-minded,” he concluded.
“You’re definitely that,” Alice agreed, eyes wide and staring into the middle distance. “Anyway,” she blinked, “Huge favor. Is it okay if Charlie spends the rest of the break with us? The coming out didn’t go great.”
“That’d be nice, as long as…” Lila looked to her husband and occasional Master for approval.
“Sure, but I’m afraid you’ll have to share a bed,” he joked.
“I’d give you a noogie if I could reach you,” Alice said, grabby-handsing.
Jack leaned forward over the kitchen pass-through and Alice rubbed a knuckle into his head, his hair extremely disheveled from her older sister’s desperate need an hour previous.
Lila sighed, happy to see them getting along.




Chapter 20

The poker game was heating up when Lila entered the dining room with a second round of beers. She had taken extra care in her appearance. Her blouse was low-cut, revealing the swell of her breasts, while her skirt hugged her hips and ass. “You wanted arm candy,” she thought, “Well, here it is, sir.”
As she made her way around the table, Lila couldn’t help but notice the appreciative glances from Jack’s friends. She smiled to herself, enjoying the attention. James, Jack’s best friend, caught her eye and she felt a flutter in her chest, thinking about the way he might touch her, the way he might… claim her.
Lila felt a presence behind her and turned to see Alice and Charlie walking past on their way to their bedroom.
“Seriously? Poker? And you’re serving them?” Alice said, shaking her head in disbelief. “Great cliché, guys.”
Charlie clearly wanted to nod, but also avoid a confrontation, so her head simply bobbed left and right.
Jack’s hand reached out to steady his wife, wrapping around her waist.
“I’m just being a good wife,” she said softly, looking at Jack through her lashes. “And helping my husband entertain his friends. It’s just one way Jack makes a happy home.”
Jack smiled down at her, his eyes filled with approval. “That’s my girl,” he murmured, squeezing her waist. “Go get us some more chips, okay?”
Lila nodded, moving toward the kitchen. As she walked, she happily imagined the men’s eyes on her, taking in the sway of her hips, the bounce of her breasts. She knew she was putting on a show, and she reveled in the attention. They always stopped talking when she was walking away from them. Or toward them.
“Next time, I’ll get some Daisy Dukes,” she thought, “so they can get both ass and thigh at the same time.”
She returned with the chips, making sure to bend over as she placed them on the table. Her skirt rode up, revealing the flowery border of her stockings. Lila heard a few appreciative hums and felt her pulse quicken. She loved the way these men made her feel, like a desirable object that they all wanted to possess.
James was trying, truly he was, not to stare. Lila’s eyes landed on James’s wedding ring, glinting in the light of the warm white lamps. It seemed to mock her, a shiny reminder of what he had that she so desperately craved.
She shifted her weight, trying to ease the growing ache between her legs. Jack’s hand found her thigh, his fingers tracing circles on her skin. She leaned into his touch, craving more.
James’s hands moved from the cards to a stack of dollar bills. He counted them with slow deliberation, the crisp paper rustling beneath his fingers. Lila watched, nearly mesmerized, as he licked his thumb to separate the bills. The sight of his tongue made her clench her thighs together, stifling a groan.
In her mind, she pictured herself on her knees before James as he sat in an expensive hotel club chair, his ringed finger slipping between her lips. She imagined the taste of metal and the feel of his finger sliding against her tongue. Her mouth watered at the thought of sucking his finger clean of the pesky thing.
He counted the bills with such precision, such control. She could almost feel the paper against her skin, the ridges and edges of each note. She imagined tracing the lines of the bills with her tongue, sucking on the corners until they were damp and limp. Why? Why was that such a fucking sexy image?
Lila felt Jack’s hand tighten on her thigh, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. His touch was passionate, but it wasn’t enough. Not when James was so close, his thumb moving the bills with such purpose.
She pressed her thighs together again, trying to relieve some of the pressure building inside of her. It only seemed to make things worse. Her cunt throbbed with need, her clit aching for attention. She wanted to slip her hand beneath her skirt, to stroke herself. But Jack would notice. Others might, too. Someone please use me.
Instead, she focused on James, on the way he counted the bills. She pictured him with an ideal cock, imagined the way it would feel in her mouth, the way he would groan as she sucked him off. She saw the ecstasy on his face while she was swallowing his cum, the feeling of his powerful gift filling her mouth and throat.
Lila felt herself growing wetter with each passing moment. Jack made no move to touch her, to ease her suffering. He simply held her there, his hand a heavy weight on her thigh.
James looked up, catching her gaze. There was a confident glint in his eye.
Now all five of them were stacking their dollar bills.
Fuuuuuuuck.




Chapter 21

Master Jack was using his obedient slave’s cock sleeve with deliberately long strokes, in no rush to make either one of them come, as 12:59 am ticked over to 1:00 am on December 24th. She felt like such a lucky girl, able to make her man hard and then give him everything he needs to feel happy.
Master Jack’s thrusts grew slower and more deliberate, each one filling his customized slut with a deep, satisfying fullness. She moaned softly, her eyes locked on his as he leaned down to kiss her deeply. When he lifted back up, his hand closed around her throat, controlling her breath as he continued to move inside her.
Lila felt a pang of sadness for her sister Alice, who would never know the kind of love she was experiencing with Jack. She wished that Alice could feel the warmth and safety of being completely submissive to a man who loved and cherished her.
“You’re so beautiful,” Jack whispered from above, his voice thick with desire. “I love you more than anything in this world.”
Lila smiled up at him, feeling a swell of affection for him in return. “I love you too, Master,” she squeaked, wrapping her legs around his waist to pull him deeper into her body. “I love being… your… good girl.” Trust him. I’ll breathe soon.
Lila’s cunt felt thick and full, a warm weight pressing into her. She squirmed, thrusting her hips upwards, a small smile playing on her lips as Master Jack smiled down at her.
She started seeing stars and wrapped one hand around the wrist that controlled her breath. He relaxed, and she gasped. He was right; she was good. She was a girl who deserved this good treatment, this good touch, this good cock. Her mind drifted.
A memory flickered, a stolen glance at James across the poker table. He had grinned in a friendly way, but his eyes lingered on Lila’s movements too long. What would his wife think? It’s harmless fun.
And Mark. The accountant had looked at her differently, too. Not with lust, not exactly.  There was a hidden longing in his gaze, a hunger for connection, perhaps even comfort. How different their gazes were from Alice’s or Charlie’s, so full of disapproval.
Master Jack varied the depth and speed of his love, keeping Lila guessing. Images flickered behind her closed eyes: Mark’s earnest expression as he offered her a pen, James’s hidden lust across the poker table. She imagined them both wanting to dominate her the same way Jack did. After all, it was only natural. Didn’t all men want to feel that overwhelming need to control, to possess?
A thrill shot through her to know that she was tempting to these married men. She imagined that her sweet smile, her movements, the way she had brushed their hands, felt intoxicating to them. She was sure that both of them were stroking their cocks to thoughts of her right now, and they probably did it every chance they could get.
She imagined Mark in the office bathroom, his manhood hardening while scrolling through her ‘gram. She made sure her photos were alluring but not overtly sexy. In one, she posed by the window in her office, wearing a fitted blazer that hugged her curves. Her skirt was short enough to show off her toned thighs, and she was smiling confidently into the camera.
She pictured Mark staring at those images, unable to keep his cock in his pants as he imagined bending her over the sink and fucking her from behind. He would stroke himself to a quick, shameful climax, his cum splattering against the tiles while he whimpered her name.
The thought of making a married man come forced a shiver down her back. Maybe Mark had even been jerking off at the same time as one of her edging appointments. The idea of him stroking to her photos, in sync with her own desperate touches, both of them teetering on the brink of orgasm, but unaware of each other, was incredibly hot.
The fantasy made her wetter, her cunt fluttering hungrily around her husband’s thick shaft. Lila arched her back, delighting in the full body ripples of pleasure.
Jack growled in response, snapping his hips forward to drive himself to the hilt. Lila cried out, her hands flying to his ass to keep him close forever. She could feel his cock throbbing inside her, pulsing with the force of his arousal. Make men hard. Offer my body.
And then there was James. He was another forbidden fruit, a man bound by vows he had made to another, yet in Lila’s imagination, those vows were nothing compared to the magnetic pull between them.
In her mind, she heard James’ deep and smooth voice. “Fuck, Lila,” he’d say, his hands holding her tits as he thrust into her from beneath, breaking promises he swore to God he’d never break. “You’re so hot, so perfect. I can’t get enough of you.”
Lila would respond with a breathy moan. “Yes, James,” she’d urge, her voice a siren’s call, designed to drive him further into the storm of his own desires. “Take me. Use me. I just want to please you.” I’m a comfort.
The thought of James succumbing to her temptation, of choosing her over his commitments, made her feel like a winner. She imagined him confessing his sins, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered his darkest secrets. “I’ve thought about this every day since we met at your wedding,” he’d admit, his voice heavy with guilt and longing. “I can’t stop thinking about fucking you, about making you come over and over again.”
Her breaths came quicker, her chest heaving as she lost herself in the fantasy of James’ betrayal, the sweet, forbidden victory of being the woman he couldn’t resist, the woman who made him forget everything but his need to be inside her.
“You like being a dirty girl?” Jack growled in her ear, snapping her back to reality. His thrusts grew harder, more insistent, his need for release growing obvious.
“Yes,” Lila gasped, her mind still lost between the reality of Jack’s body above hers and the seductive allure of her fantasy with James. “It’s the best,” she moaned.
She couldn’t help but wonder, though, what it would feel like to be James’ dirty girl, even if it was just for a moment, a fleeting, stolen encounter that would burn bright and then fade away as they promised never to speak of it again.
The thought of it, the illicitness of the act, made her feel wild and uninhibited, her body moving with an urgency that matched Jack’s. She could feel the familiar warmth building within her, the precursor to her orgasm, but she knew better than to give in without Jack’s permission. She was his good girl, his obedient girl, the girl who would wait, trembling on the edge, until he was ready to take them both over the precipice together.
“Your dirty girl cunt is gonna make me come,” Jack announced.
“Yes, sir!” Lila encouraged him, “Thank you, sir. I want it. I want your cum in me.”
She felt the way his hardness reached a peak that only appeared near his orgasm, and she delighted in her ability to please him. Useful cunt.
“Please, sir,” she whimpered, her voice quivering with desire. “May I come with you?”
Jack groaned, the sound vibrating through his chest and into hers. “Come with me.”
A thankful relief washed over Lila and she welcomed the tidal wave of pleasure she knew was imminent. She felt Jack’s body tense, his cock throbbing inside her as he used her fuck hole as nature intended, filling her with his hot cum. Lila immediately found the swollen nub of her clitoris. She circled it with increasing fervor, desperate to chase down the elusive orgasm that had been promised to her.
Her mind filled with a montage of forbidden ideas. James biting her lower lip with an insatiable hunger. Kneeling in Sal’s newsstand booth and sucking him off while he tries to talk to a customer. A gangbang in the conference room. Tying up Mark’s wife and forcing her to watch how a real woman takes care of a man.
Jack watched her with a curious intensity, his cock still nestled within the confines of her squeezing cunt. He made no move to withdraw, content to observe his wife as she writhed beneath him, her body a live wire of need and longing.
“Y’okay?” he asked.
Lila gasped, “So close… I’m… so…” But it wasn’t happening. “Too much in my head,” she whined.
Jack got closer, his lips brushing against her ear. “Need a little help? Want me to talk down to you? You seem to like that.”
Lila’s eyes widened. “Yes, sir,” she moaned. “I need to be degraded. Please, sir, call me names, make me feel used.”
“Okay, you dirty slut,” he began, his words dripping with contempt and, because it turned him on too, serving to keep his cock hard inside of her. “You’re just a little fuck toy. You’re a toy made for men to play with. You’re only good for spreading your legs and sucking dick.”
Jack’s words washed over her, fueling a fire deep within her core. Her hips bucked up and down, her body responding to the demeaning words as Jack continued trying to offend her. Out of nowhere, she thought of cash.
“You’re nothing but a hole to fuck, nothing but a set of tits and ass for men to grope. You’re a dirty girl. You love being used. You need a man’s hand on your throat, or spanking your ass.” Money.
Lila felt a delicious warmth flowing within her. Months ago, she would’ve been livid, but now she couldn’t resist the urge to join in, to demean herself alongside her husband.
“Yes, sir,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “I’m a dirty girl. A horny little bitch. I’m a hole for fucking… just tits… and ass.” Men’s money.
“You love being used, don’t you?” he growled, his voice low and menacing. “You love being a cheap sex toy.”
“Yes, sir,” Lila panted, sweating beneath him. “I love being used. I love being a cheap fuck toy.” Owned.
She felt herself teetering on the edge, the pleasure threatening to consume her, but it still refused her. She wept as her fingers rubbed and pinched. Sold. Bought.
“Tell me what you are,” Jack demanded, his voice rough with lust. “Use the worst word you can think of.” Pay for me.
Lila’s chest heaved, her body trembling with the force of her desire. She could feel the familiar tingle of her orgasm approaching, could feel the way her cunt tightened around Jack’s cock.
Sell my body.
“I’m your whore,” she gasped finally, the word tumbling from her lips like a prayer. “I’m a dirty whore–“
Suddenly the dam broke, her orgasm crashing over her with the force of a tidal wave. She cried out, her voice raw and primal, the sound echoing through the erstwhile quiet of the apartment.
“Fuck!” she screamed, her body bucking wildly beneath Jack’s. “I’m a whore!”
Jack quickly covered her mouth with his hand, muffling her cries. “Shh, baby,” he murmured, his voice gentle despite all the filthy labels he had just thrown at her. “That’s so loud.”
But Lila was beyond reason, the pleasure coursing through her veins like liquid fire. She saw herself on her knees, surrounded by naked men who were tossing cash on her as she dragged their cum from her neck to her lips.
“I’m a whore!” she screamed into his skin, the words muffled behind Jack’s palm. “I’m a dirty fucking whore!”
Lila’s climax was a whirlwind of sensation that ripped through her like a storm surge. Her body arched and convulsed, each wave of pleasure more intense than the last. Her mind was awash with images of her own debasement, each one driving her further into the abyss of her orgasm.
Jack’s hand remained clamped over her mouth, stifling the feral noises that clawed their way up her throat. She was dimly aware of his amusement, the way his eyes sparkled with dark delight as he watched her come undone. He knew exactly what she needed, how to push her buttons, how to turn her into a writhing, begging mess beneath him.
She loved feeling her man’s cock still buried deep inside her, a solid presence that grounded her even as she soared. The feeling of him stretching her, combined with the filthy words he had whispered in her ear, filled her with love.
Finally, her body relaxed, the tension draining from her muscles as she came back down to earth. She lay there, panting and gasping for air, her eyes wide and unseeing. Jack’s hand slipped from her mouth, and she let out a long, shuddering sigh.
“Good girl,” Jack murmured, stroking her hair gently.
Lila felt a warm glow of satisfaction spread through her at his words. She had pleased him. She smiled up at him, her eyes shining with adoration. “Thank you, my sweet master,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming. She nuzzled against his neck, basking in the warmth and safety of his embrace. “Thank you for… that.”
Jack chuckled, his chest vibrating with laughter against Lila’s cheek. “Anytime, baby girl,” he murmured, pressing a soft kiss to the top of her head.
Lila smiled, a sense of contentment washing over her. She knew that she would always be Jack’s dirty girl. Sexy, and obedient, and protected.
* * *
“Sounds like your sister’s a whore,” Charlie whispered to Alice as they spooned on the guest room bed.
Alice sighed, “Yeah. I’m sorry. They’re playing this weird game.”
“No sorry needed,” Charlie reassured her, “I don’t mind.”
Alice wrestled with the heavy winter duvet as she twisted around to face her girlfriend. She fidgeted with the hem, her brow furrowed in thought. “I mean, I get that some people are into… certain things,” she said, her voice trailing off. “But it’s Lila. She used to be so… different.”
Charlie propped herself up on one elbow, her expression thoughtful. “People change, babe. Maybe this is what she needs right now.”
“But spanking?” Alice’s nose wrinkled in distaste. “It’s like they’re regressing to the Stone Age or something.”
Charlie chuckled softly, “It’s not for everyone, but if both parties are into it… I mean, you like to be tied up.”
“But,” Alice tried, “That’s, that’s just restraint, it’s not abuse.”
Charlie shrugged, “As long as they have boundaries and consent.”
Alice rolled her eyes, “Yeah, yeah, healthy communication, et cetera. But how can you consent to being treated like a child?”
“I’m sure she doesn’t feel like a child,” Charlie reassured. “It’s about power dynamics. Some people get off on that. Maybe… maybe Jack's a good dom. Maybe her desires match up with his.”
Alice shook her head, her stomach churning at the thought. “It’s so… demeaning.”
“Only if you let it be,” Charlie tried to calm her hurting girlfriend. “If you’re confident in yourself, a little dirty talk or spanking isn’t going to diminish your worth.” Charlie reached out to tuck a strand of Alice’s hair behind her ear. “And I have to say, it feels like a happy home here.”
Alice chewed her lower lip, considering this. She supposed Charlie had a point, but that didn’t make the idea any less unattractive. “I guess I can accept that Lila and Jack have their… thing,” she conceded. “But I don’t have to like it.” She rolled onto her back, her mind still buzzing with the unsettling sounds of her sister’s internal misogyny made external. She stared at the ceiling, the patterns in the plaster confusing her eyes.
Charlie’s voice tugged her from the dissociation. “You’re still worried, aren’t you?” she asked with the gentlest tone.
Alice sat up again. She had been hesitant to share the recording with anyone, but Charlie was different. She was open-minded, non-judgmental. Alice needed her perspective.
“Okay, check this out,” Alice said, her voice barely above a whisper. She pulled out her phone, her fingers trembling as she navigated to the recording. At the lowest volume level, they listened to the sounds of Lila’s previous self-degradation and Jack’s commanding voice.
Charlie’s eyes narrowed slightly as she listened. Alice watched her closely, searching for any sign of revulsion or disapproval. But Charlie’s face was implacable, her gaze focused on the phone’s screen.
Finally, the recording ended, the last of Lila’s gasps fading into silence. Charlie was quiet for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Alice held her breath, waiting for a verdict.
“Well?” Alice prompted.
Charlie took a deep breath, her eyes meeting Alice’s. “It’s… intense,” she admitted. “But I can see why some people might find it… exhilarating.”
Alice’s heart sank. She had hoped Charlie would share her sense of betrayal. Instead, she seemed almost… intrigued.
“But don’t you think it’s wrong?” Alice pressed, her voice rising in pitch. “The way he talks to her, like she’s nothing but a… a thing for his pleasure?”
Charlie shrugged, her face thoughtful. “It’s not for me to judge what happens between two consenting adults. If this is what Lila wants, if it makes her happy… if she feels like he deserves her being… that way, who are we to say it’s wrong?”
Alice shook her head, her eyes brimming with tears. “I just want my sister back,” she whispered, her voice choked with emotion.
Charlie pulled Alice into a tight embrace, her hand stroking Alice’s hair in a soothing rhythm. “I know, I know,” she murmured. “But maybe… maybe this is just a phase.”
* * *
Alice followed the tour guide through a maze of thin wooden walls, their footsteps muffled by the plush carpeting. The hallways stretched on endlessly, punctuated by strategically placed holes that revealed women’s mouths and genitalia. The rest of their bodies were otherwise hidden from view.
Alice’s heart raced as she tried to process the scene before her. She wanted to object, to shout her disgust, but the words wouldn’t come. She felt suffocated by the oppressive atmosphere, her chest tight with frustration.
The tour guide, a well-dressed woman with Indian features and intelligent eyes, was seemingly unfazed. She continued to discuss the business with a casual air. “Each woman is assigned a specific hole, and they wait for customers to come by and… well, you can imagine the rest.”
Alice’s stomach turned. “But… but they…” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
Anjali shrugged. “They’re well-compensated for their time, and many of them enjoy the anonymity. And it’s comfortable in there.”
Alice couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She wanted to scream, to tear down the walls and free the women trapped inside. But she knew it was futile. She was just one person, and the system was so much bigger than her.
As they continued through the maze, Alice felt a growing sense of despair. She had always considered herself a feminist, a champion of women’s rights. But now, faced with this blatant display of degradation, she felt powerless.
She tried to focus on the details of the maze, anything to distract her from the women behind the walls. The thin wooden panels seemed to stretch on endlessly, their surfaces worn smooth from years of use.
A soft bell chimed, its gentle tone at odds with the doom it portended. Alice jumped at the sound, her heart already racing from the tour.
“That’s our signal that the men are about to arrive,” the guide said, her tone still maddeningly casual. “We should head to the control room so we don’t disturb them.”
Alice’s legs felt like lead as she followed the guide once more. She wanted to object, to refuse to go any further, but the words still stuck in her throat. She found herself meekly trailing behind, unable to do anything but comply.
The control room was dimly lit, with comfortable chairs and an array of snack bowls on a small table. Large video screens covered one wall, displaying the same maze of hallways that Alice had just walked through.
“This is where we monitor the safety of everyone involved,” Anjali explained as they took their seats. “We have cameras set up throughout the maze to ensure that everything proceeds as it should.”
Alice watched numbly as male figures began to appear on the screens, making their way down the hallways. They stopped at various holes, and Alice could guess what was happening without needing to see the details.
The guide, a poised woman named Anjali, proceeded to educate Alice on the surveillance system in place. “Each station is equipped with cameras placed both inside and outside,” she explained, her voice steady and matter-of-fact. “This allows us to monitor the activity closely, ensuring the safety of all participants.”
Alice’s eyes widened as Anjali gestured to the large screens that adorned one wall of the control room. “We can zoom in for a closer look, capturing the expressions and reactions of both the customers and the women inside the holes.”
Anjali turned to the control room operator, a young man sitting at a bank of monitors and switches. “Could you please cycle through each station one at a time?” she requested. “Let’s see how our participants are faring today.”
The operator nodded and began toggling between different feeds. Each new image revealed a different pair engaged in their anonymous encounter. Despite the limited interaction—only their genitals touching through the holes—there was no denying the apparent enjoyment on both sides.
Alice watched, her throat constricted. She couldn’t look away, even as her mind screamed at her to avert her gaze. The women’s moans and the men’s groans were muffled but distinct, filling the control room with an ambiance of sexual tension.
“I must confess,” Anjali said, breaking the silence, “watching these interactions really turns me on. It’s so difficult not to indulge in some personal stimulation or…” She trailed off, her eyes meeting those of the control room operator, who appeared equally affected.
Alice felt a flush rise to her cheeks. Despite her discomfort with the situation, despite her better judgment, she was starting to feel a twinge of arousal. The raw honesty of the encounters, the forbidden nature of it all, was stirring something within her.
She shifted in her seat, trying to ignore the growing heat between her legs. It was wrong, she knew, but her body seemed to have a mind of its own.
Anjali continued, seemingly unaware of Alice’s internal struggle. “It’s a constant temptation, to join in, to lose myself in the moment. But I remind myself that I’m here to oversee operations, to ensure everything runs smoothly.”
Alice’s thoughts were elsewhere. She was focusing on the images on the screen, the primal connections being formed in those small, confined spaces. She could feel her own desire building, an unsettling sensation.
She tried to shake off the feeling, reminding herself of her feminist beliefs, of the importance of consent and respect. But the scene before her was blurring those lines, challenging her convictions in ways she hadn’t ever imagined.
She could feel her nipples hardening beneath her t-shirt, and her panties were growing damp with desire. It was infuriating, this reaction from her own body, especially in such a morally ambiguous setting.
One woman’s excited, gasping face took over to fill the screen, pausing for a few moments before switching to the next. There was Kiki, a fiery activist known for her scathing critiques of the patriarchy, her eyes squeezed shut but smiling with a wide open mouth. Next, Alice saw the image of Professor Daniels, whose sharp intellect and unwavering poise had always commanded respect. Now, she bit her lower lip with a moan that seemed to contradict everything Alice had ever learned from her.
All of these faces, to Alice’s astonishment, appeared to be caught in either the buildup to, or the middle of, an orgasm. Their lips curled into smiles, their eyes half-closed in what looked like genuine pleasure.
“You have to admit,” the guide said abruptly, “there’s a certain allure to anonymity, to the erotic charge of not knowing who’s on the other side.”
Alice bit her lip, considering. There was a grain of truth to what she was saying. The element of not knowing could indeed heighten the sexual experience, making it more thrilling and daring. But at what cost? Alice thought. These women were essentially being objectified, reduced to mere orifices for men to gratify themselves.
Alice felt her heart pounding in her chest. She was acutely aware of the other woman’s hand on her knee, and the warmth spreading through her limbs. She wanted to protest, to push Anjali away, but her body seemed to have other ideas.
The video feed flickered for a moment before splitting to reveal two separate images. Alice’s breath caught in her throat as she recognized Charlie, her face a mask of pleasure and concentration, her eyes squeezed shut. The other side showed an anonymous man, his hips thrusting rhythmically as he took his pleasure from Charlie’s body. The language that poured from Charlie’s lips was shockingly vulgar, a stark contrast to the wry humor and quick comebacks Alice was accustomed to.
“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” Charlie purred, her voice dripping with lust. “You like fucking this lesbian pussy, you dirty bastard?” Her words were a stark departure from the supportive, grounding force Alice knew. They were raw, animalistic, and Alice felt betrayal on every level. It was as if a completely different person had taken over her girlfriend’s body, a person who reveled in the depravity of the act and the anonymity it afforded.
“Oh god, I didn’t know it could feel this good,” Charlie gasped, her head thrown back in ecstasy. “I’ve been missing out, fucking hell…”
Alice was furious, but felt stuck to the chair, as the tour guide’s hand started sliding up her thigh.
“Yes, yes, right there,” Charlie moaned, her words tumbling out in a rush. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop…”
Alice realized with a start that Charlie was talking dirty just for herself. The anonymous customer couldn’t hear her through the wooden walls, yet Charlie continued to vocalize her pleasure as if her life depended on it.
“Fuck, I’m gonna come again!” Charlie cried out, her voice echoing around the control room. “I’m gonna come so hard on your dick…”
* * *
The grunts, the gasps, and the lascivious moans still echoed in her mind when Alice’s eyes creaked open in her sister’s guest room. Her heart raced, her breath came in shallow gasps, and a deep sense of shame washed over her as she felt the dampness between her legs.
She sat up abruptly, her earbuds spilling out, and she could hear that stupid white noise again. Alice glanced down at the sheets to see her nocturnal transgression staring back at her in the form of a damp spot. The evidence of her body’s betrayal was undeniable, and she felt she might pass out from the shame. She hurriedly grabbed a bath towel from the floordrobe and placed it over the evidence.
Alice reached for the bedside table with trembling hands. The drawer slid open with a soft low scrape of wood against wood, revealing the vegan leather-bound journal she would use to record her dreams.
She flipped through the calendar pages until she reached December 24th. She frantically ripped the page from the book, the sound sharp and decisive.
The paper felt heavy in her hands, it was blank, but somehow saturated with the shameful details of her wet nightmare. Alice crumpled it into a tight ball, making more noise than she wanted.
“Are you okay, babe?” Charlie mumbled, turning to look.
Alice opened her mouth to speak, considering her options. “Yeah, I just… need the bathroom,” she decided.
“Mkay,” Charlie said, closing her eyes again.
Padding down the hallway, Alice thought she heard the annoying clicks of a mobile phone keyboard, followed by some programmer’s idea of what a paper airplane sounds like, swooshing away. “Must be Jack,” she thought, “Lila would’ve turned the clicks off.”
She entered the bathroom and rested on the seat, willing her heart to slow down but knowing she’d have to wait. She tried to conjure her “happy place” as a way to regulate her nervous system, but a question arrived, unbidden. Who the hell would Jack be texting at dawn on Christmas Eve?
Something was up with that fucking guy, she concluded. And she’d have to find out what.




Chapter 22

Lila sat cross-legged on the floor, wrestling with a particularly stubborn piece of wrapping paper. Jack lounged on the couch behind her, swirling his wine.
“Pass the scissors?” Lila held out her hand.
“Only if you tell me what’s in the box.” Jack dangled the scissors above her head.
“It’s for Charlie. A vintage record she mentioned.”
“In a box?” Jack thought. “Just wrap the record.”
“Thoughtful.” Jack said aloud, handing over the scissors. “Speaking of Charlie, how long do these church services usually run?”
“Alice said the evening mass takes about two hours.” Lila sliced through the paper with a swift precise cut. “More wine?”
“Please.” Jack held out his glass. “Never thought your sister would be the religious type.”
“Oh, she’s not. Charlie wanted to go for the music.” Lila poured some cabernet.
Jack waited until she was settled and unlikely to spill anything before he spoke. “Thanks for helping with the wrapping, cicisbeo.” He watched Lila’s eyes glaze over as the word “cicisbeo” rolled off his tongue. She slumped forward, her fingers slowly relaxing their grip on the scissors, which softly fell to the floor. Her breathing slowed, chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm.
He reached out to stroke her hair, marveling at how docile and receptive she looked. “Cicisbeo,” he repeated, his voice low and soothing. “Tell me how you feel, cicisbeo.”
Lila’s eyelids fluttered as she sank deeper into trance.  “Feels… nice…” she murmured. “Happy. Safe.”
Jack nodded. “Cicisbeo. Tell me more.”
His wife shuddered with a deeper drop into her subconscious, where inhibitions gave way to raw honesty. “Fuzzy… inside. Floating.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “Carefree.”
“What do you love the most?” Jack asked softly.
“Jack.” Her lips curved into a small smile. “My… husband. My… world.”
“That’s right, cicisbeo. I am your world.” Jack’s hand slid down to cup Lila’s entranced breast. “You exist to serve me. To please me.”
“Yes…” Lila breathed. “Please… Jack. Want to…”
“To what?” Jack squeezed her breast, pinching the nipple between his fingers.
“Serve. Obey.” Lila’s hips squirmed against the floor. “Need… to please… you.”
“You will, my perfect wife.” Jack released her breast and stroked her hair. “You will always obey and serve me, cicisbeo.”
“Thank you… Jack.” Lila’s eyes fluttered open, glazed and unfocused, then very slowly closed again under the weight of ultimate relaxation.
An unexpected rush of arousal hit him. It wasn’t just about her compliance anymore; it was her trance that turned him on. Jack had flashes of memories to old cartoons, when stars circled characters’ heads to indicate dizziness, or the crossed eyes of ahegao faces, or the swirling spirals from that singing snake. Whatever the reason, seeing Lila like this was a heady aphrodisiac.
“No problem, honey.” Jack felt an uncharacteristic nervousness, but he had decided it was the only way forward. “There’s something I want you to do, my love.”
“Anything…” Lila said in a blissful haze.
Jack watched Lila carefully, his eyes tracing the soft curves of her body. He felt a surge of power course through him as he prepared to command her further. “Touch yourself,” he instructed. “Start with your nipples. Caress them gently for me.”
Lila’s hands lifted slowly, fingertips brushing against her hardening nipples. Her eyelids fluttered again, the corners of her mouth tilting upwards in a hazy smile.
“Good girl,” Jack continued, “tell me how you feel when you’re out in public, flirting with strangers.”
“I… feel… alive,” Lila said, each word a breathy exhalation. “Excited… knowing I… tease men.”
“That’s good, love,” Jack encouraged. He enjoyed the subtle sway of her body as she succumbed to the arousal she was building in herself. “Describe it to me in detail.”
“Their… eyes… on me,” Lila elaborated, her voice a low purr. “Makes me… wet. Knowing… they want… to fuck me.”
Jack’s cock twitched at her words, the crude language sounding surprisingly elegant as it rolled off her tongue.
“It’s… thrilling… idea… they might… touch me.” Lila’s fingers pinched her nipples in just the way she liked, her ass lifting slightly.
Jack watched Lila with a predatory stare. The sensual languidness of her body—the body he could do anything he wanted with—was threatening to become addictive.
“Imagine we’re at the café downtown,” Jack prompted, his voice steady and calm. “A handsome man comes up to you and starts flirting shamelessly, right in front of me. What would you do?”
Lila’s lips parted as she processed his words. “I… would…,” her voice trailed off.
“Would what?” Jack pressed, eager to hear her response.
“Feel… a rush,” Lila admitted, pinching once more. “His… interest… exciting.”
“It’s nice, right?” Jack encouraged. “You love the attention. It makes you feel attractive.”
Lila nodded, her hands squeezing, rubbing, teasing, drawing out the pleasure. “Yes… I like it.”
“What would you do next?” Jack leaned forward, his eyes locked on her face.
“I would… flirt back,” Lila explained. “Smile… show skin.”
Jack felt a surge of arousal at her words. He shifted on the couch, the tingling in his pants shouting for attention. “What else?”
“Let him… touch me,” Lila muttered, her body writhing as if seeking contact. “His hand… on my… arm.”
Jack swallowed hard, his own hand drifting down to palm his cock through the fabric of his pajamas. “Remember, your husband is right there with you.”
“Mm… always loyal… Jack… wants me to flirt.”
Jack watched Lila closely, her body moving in slow, sultry waves as she remained lost in her trance. “Tell me more,” he commanded.
“Feel powerful,” Lila responded without hesitation, her eyes clouded with naughty daydreams. “In control… even though… I’m not.”
Jack’s hand gripped his erection through his pants, squeezing gently as he listened to her confession.
“It excites me… to be owned,” Lila continued, “Knowing you… enjoy watching me… sexy.”
He released his grip on his cock, needing to maintain some semblance of control. “That’s right, you are mine to show off. Mine to command.”
Lila nodded, her hands still caressing her breasts. “Yours… to share… if you wish.”
The suggestion hung in the air between them, provocative and tantalizing. Jack’s mind raced with the possibilities. Was this it? Was it time?
“Would you like that?” Jack asked, focused on her full, parted lips. “Would you like me to share you?”
“Only… if it pleases… you,” Lila replied, her voice barely above a whisper.
The reality of his dominance over her was sinking in deeper with each passing moment. He watched as one of Lila’s hands trailed lower, dancing over the waistband of her satin sleepwear.
“Stop,” Jack ordered her, and Lila’s hands froze in place, one on her midriff, the other gently squeezing a tit.
“Mkay,” Lila mumbled, her body relaxed and her hands fell to her sides. There was no indication of disappointment, or any other emotion, merely mindless acquiescence.
Jack stood up and cupped Lila’s face in his hands. Her eyes met his, the depths of her trance evident in the glassy sheen of her unfocused gaze. She was looking at him, but wasn’t really seeing him.
“Beg,” he demanded, his voice firm, resonating with authority. “Beg me to let you edge.”
Lila licked her lips, and now an emotion emerged in a low, husky tone. “Please, sir… let me edge.” The words came slowly as she worked through the fog of her trance. “I like… to feel… horny.”
Jack crossed his arms over his chest, a smirk playing on his lips. “Why should I allow it?”
“Because… it pleases… both of us,” Lila responded in a breathy whisper. “I ache… to be on the brink… for you.”
“You ache, huh?” Jack’s gaze raked over her, taking in the flush of her skin, the way her chest heaved with each breath. “Tell me more. Convince me.”
Lila’s eyelids fluttered, her mind swimming in the depths of her soul. “I want… to be… good girl… and edge… for as long… as you want.” A short pause, then, “…you’ll wanna fuck… and let me come.”
Jack’s smirk widened into a grin. He enjoyed this game, the subtle dance of power and submission. “And if I tell you to stop?”
“I… will obey you,” Lila assured him, her voice steady despite the hunger in her eyes.
“Good,” Jack said, his voice a low growl. “Because I’m in control here.”
“Yes,” Lila agreed, her body squirming against the floor, betraying her need for release. “You control… everything.”
“Including your pleasure,” Jack added, his eyes locked onto her dizzy gaze.
“Yes… please,” Lila begged, her voice breaking on the last word. “Control my… pleasure… make me… edge… for you.”
Jack could see the desire etched into her features, the carnal need that mirrored his own.
“Okay,” Jack conceded. “Edge for me. But remember, you come only when I allow it.”
“Thank you… Master,” Lila murmured, her hands moving obediently toward her weeping core.
Jack sank into the couch, one hand swirling his wine while Lila got lost in the swirling haze of hypnosis and her own arousal. He peered at this beautiful vision, his wife and devoted harem of one. The scissors lay forgotten on the floor as she touched herself, her eyelids fluttering in that uniquely attractive way.
Lila’s fingers found the wet warmth of her cunt. She moaned softly, a mix of pleasure and relief as she finally made contact with the source of her longing. Her eyes closed, her breathing got shallow, her lips parted in a silent pant.
The deeply hypnotized wife’s hips lifted slightly off the floor, her back arching, lips forming an ‘O’ of pleasure. She was oblivious to everything but her own pleasure, the noise of her shameless moans and the wet squelch of her fingers filling the room.
“Good job, slut,” Jack praised her. “Show me how good it feels.”
Lila responded with a squeal of delight, her hands moving faster, the soft fabric of her sleepwear bunched around her thighs. Her face scrunched, eyes still closed, lips pursed as she focused on the sensations flooding her body.
Jack’s own breath quickened as he watched her work herself toward a climax. He could see the desire, the pent-up need in the tension of her shoulders, the way her thighs clenched with each stroke.
But he wouldn’t let her come, not yet. Though he always loved watching it, especially now that she literally needed his permission, this moment, this display of her submission, was too delicious to end so quickly. “Stop,” he commanded.
Lila stilled immediately, her fingers trembling with the effort to obey.
“You can come soon,” Jack promised, his voice steady and calm. “But not yet. Take it slow and gentle.”
His compliant wife resumed cautiously touching herself. Her hips rocked gently, her breath a soft accompaniment to the wet sounds of her fingering.
He sat back, his wine forgotten, and enjoyed the private show. This was his wife, his submissive, his fembot. The power he held over her, the depth of her subservience and eagerness to please, reinforced the notion that he deserved this.
Lila’s fingers quickened, her eyes squeezing shut, mouth open in a silent cry as she edged closer to her release.
“Slow down,” Jack ordered, his voice firm.
Lila whimpered, her body tensing, hands releasing her flesh once more. “Sorry, Master,” she panted. “It feels so good.”
Jack enjoyed the show, but he didn’t have all night to engage in her delicious torment. “Tell me, sweet slave,” Jack began, “Why do you think I would enjoy sharing you?”
Lila responded from a deep understanding. “Because… it heightens… your control,” she said, one finger entering her cocksleeve with excruciating care. “Sharing me… shows… ownership. It shows… everyone… I’m yours.”
He shifted on the couch, the discomfort of his erection trying to distract him from this moment of truth-telling and transformation.
“Shows your… power,” Lila continued, her voice punctuated by pauses that mirrored the erratic rhythm of her bouncing breaths. “Your power… over me. And them.”
Jack gawked at Lila, who anybody else would think was terribly drunk, watching as her features contorted with the effort of avoiding too much pleasure. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted as she drew in shallow, rapid breaths.
“You decide… who touches me,” Lila affirmed. “I want… to please you… be a good… dirty girl.”
Jack’s chest constricted at her words, the enormity of her submission hitting him like a physical blow. The honesty in her voice was vehemently erotic, intensifying his lust. Why couldn’t women just be openly slutty on their own, without all this work?
“And… I trust you…,” Lila continued, groaning and pushing into herself, simultaneously fiddling with her clit. “I can prove… trust… if you share me.” She gasped, then slowed herself down once more.
The air between them was electric, charged with the intensity of their connection. Jack’s hand moved unconsciously over his growing cock, imagining her sucking one man and riding another, and himself taking video for them to enjoy later.
“My body… yours… to command,” Lila declared, her tone steady despite the tremors of need that wracked her body. “To share… to flaunt… to use…”
The room was filled with the squishy, wet sounds of Lila’s arousal, a song of pleasure that played on an endless loop. Her breath came in shallow, rapid bursts, her chest rising and falling in a rhythm that matched the movements of her fingers.
Jack watched Lila with a mix of fascination and desire. Her fingers danced over her cunt—his cunt—teasing and exploring but never crossing the threshold into climax. He savored the sight, feeling his dick getting properly hard as she submitted to his command.
“How would you feel,” he asked, his voice steady and low, “if I took erotic pictures of you? Shared them online for the world to enjoy?”
Lila paused, her jaw going slack. “Jack… I…” She hesitated, then her fingers resumed teasing. “I think… it would… please you.”
“Exactly,” he encouraged, leaning closer to her. “You know me so well.”
“Yes,” Lila moaned, “wanna excite you… makes me feel… correct.”
He could see her thoughts swirling in the depths of her trance, the way her eyes fluttered as she processed his words.
“I control you,” Jack continued as the tension built between them. “Your hot body is my toy.”
“Control…” Lila echoed softly, nodding slightly, both her blood and fingers quickening. “You feel pleasure… commanding.”
“Right.” Jack leaned back slightly, watching her carefully. “You’re mine to show off. To share.”
“I need… to please you,” Lila said, each word spilling out like a confession wrapped in need. “Love to… please men.”
Jack felt satisfaction wash over him at her response. “I can just see it,” he said casually. “Men looking at your pictures… imagining what they could do with you.”
“Yesss…” Lila hissed, “men… fantasizing… stroking…”
“You want that?” he pressed gently. “To be a fantasy? Jerked off to?”
Lila’s fingers continued their tantalizing tap-dance, breathing deeply, seeking the edge of a climax. She wanted her owner to feel proud of her, always. She hummed and nodded.
“Good girl,” Jack said. “Imagine thousands of men, right now, looking at your sexy pictures. All of them are hard ‘cause of you. They can’t help but jerk off.”
Lila’s eyelids fluttered, her fingers pausing briefly. “I… it’s…” She paused, then pressed hard against her clit, groaning. “So hot… knowing they want me… because of you.”
“They’d be jerking off. Grunting, moaning, talking dirty, all because they saw your body. Your face. Your submission.”
Lila’s round ass bounced and clenched. “Please… want me… it’s my… purpose.”
“What if it wasn’t photos? What if we made erotic videos together? You, on camera, speaking directly to the viewer. Encouraging them to jerk off to you.”
“I… I would… do that… for you,” she said, each word a sexy confession that would lead a priest astray.
“I know you would,” Jack said, his voice filled with dark promise. “You’d be perfect. Your body, your voice… you were built to make men hard.”
Lila nodded, her cheeks completely flushed. “I want… to make you proud…,” she said, gasping for air. “To be… your… good girl… own me… tell me to do it.”
Jack’s cock twitched at her words, the image of Lila on camera, her voice a sultry whisper as she encouraged countless men to pleasure themselves, was almost too much to bear.
“You’d look right into the camera,” Jack continued, his voice low and seductive. “Your eyes filled with lust, and submitting like a good girl. Telling them how much you love to be watched. How much it turns you on.”
“Yes… Jack,” Lila breathed, her body squirming against the floor.
“You’d tell them how much you love being shared. How much it excites you to know that men all over the world are jerking off to the sight of you.”
Lila’s breath caught, her fingers moving faster as she chased the edge of her desire. “I would… tell them… how much… I love… being yours… to share.”
“Picture the camera now and talk to it, babe. Tell them everything you’ve learned about how a good girl behaves. And tease your Master’s cock while you do it.”
Lila repositioned herself to kneel at her Master’s feet, perfectly in line with his powerful cock, and began to stroke him the way he liked.
“I… I exist…” Lila paused, her breathing becoming more labored as her arousal built. “To serve… and obey… for my husband.”
Jack’s head lolled back on the cushion as he gave himself over to the pleasure of her touch. Her words, so deeply hypnotized, sent a jolt of arousal through him.
“Go on, babe,” Jack urged, his voice strained with need. “Tell me what you’re imagining.”
“I… imagine…” Lila resumed, “being… on display… you are offering… my body.”
Jack groaned, his eyes falling shut again. “Yes,” he hissed, “offer your body to them. Make all those men rock hard.”
Lila’s hand was agonizingly slow. “I’m a gift…” she whispered, her fingers tracing the length of him. “For men… please them.”
“Keep going,” Jack coaxed, his body tense with anticipation. “Tell me more.”
“I… need… to obey,” Lila whispered, half-open eyes staring at his rigid manhood. “It’s… who… I am…”
Jack couldn’t hold back a satisfied grin. “You’re so good at it,” he assured her, his words and libido in perfect sync. “You’re my obedient wife. My perfect, submissive wife.”
“My… body…” she moaned. “Please… may I… edge more?”
Jack could see the need in her eyes, the desire to continue pleasuring him warring with her own hunger for release.
“Of course,” he granted gruffly. “Edge for me, but don’t you dare come, yet.”
“Yes,” Lila breathed, her eyes unfocused as her fingers resumed their slow, torturous dance over her body. He took over teasing his own body, and occasionally tapping his hard length on her lips, or her cheek, or her nose.
“Men… love… pretty women,” she slurred. When her mouth wasn’t speaking, it was trying to catch her Master’s elusive cock inside. “Want… to look… at us. Pretty for men. Fantasize…” Her words trailed off as she got lost in a vision, a dreamy smile playing on her lips. “Look… pretty… be… sexy.”
Jack’s cock twitched to see her progress from overt feminist to tame bimbo.
“I… try… so hard… to be pretty,” Lila continued, her fingers tracing light patterns on her clit and her nipple. “For Jack… for men…”
“You are pretty,” he told her, his voice a deep rumble of approval. “So sexy. Men enjoy looking at you.” He dragged his cock head across the length of her mouth, pulling back when she tried to lick it.
Lila paused, a soft giggle escaping her lips. “They… do…” she said, drawing out the words. “They stare… at my titties…”
“Oh fuck yes,” Jack thought. “She’s never, ever said titties before.”
“Of course they do, baby,” Jack assured her, his voice steady and soothing. “You have a great rack. Men must fantasize about groping you all the time.”
At the mention of fantasies, Lila’s eyes once again rolled back, her breath hard to manage. “Fantasize… want… to make them… hard.”
“You do, baby girl,” Jack agreed. “You make them so fuckin’ hard. They stroke their cocks, imagining you bent over, presenting your wet cunt, eager to get fucked.”
Lila nodded happily, visualizing the scenario. “I’m… naked…” she breathed. “On display…”
“You love being ogled, don’t you?”
“Mmm…” Lila hummed. “Love… being ogled… makes you proud.”
“How would you feel if I told you I was filming you right now?”
Lila’s eyes and mouth widened at his words. Her hands stilled, her breath catching in her throat. “I… I…,” she halted.
“Go on, baby,” he urged gently, filling her fuzzy vision with a hard cock and balls that seemed to demand attention.
Lila bit her lip, her eyes flickering with uncertainty. “I… worry… what if… it got leaked?” She chewed on her lip again. “People at work… friends… my family…” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Alice…”
“What if we made a video for just one person? James.”
“James…” she breathed, struggling to readjust to this new proposal. Her eyes flicked up to meet Jack’s, then back down to watch her own hand groping her tits like a stranger would. “He’s… your friend…”
“I trust him,” Jack said. “Do you?”
Lila’s eyes misted as she wrestled with the question. “I… I think so…” she murmured, her voice uncertain. “He’s… always so kind… to me…”
“He is,” Jack nodded, “and I know he thinks you’re hot, hon. He’s mentioned it more than once.”
Hearing this validation, Lila’s cheeks flushed again, a shy smile reappearing. “He… has?”
“Mhm.” Jack smiled, remembering the looks they’d exchanged. “He thinks you’re fuckin’ sexy. And I know he wouldn’t do anything to disrespect you. Or our friendship.”
Lila’s eyes widened at his words, her breath catching in her throat. “You… really think so?”
“I know so, baby,” Jack assured her, the sincerity in his voice contrasting sharply with the way he stroked himself. “James is a man of his word. If he promises to keep something private, he will.”
Lila nodded, her eyes shining with newly unrepressed desire. “Okay…” she whispered, her hand moving up to gently cradle her man’s balls. “I… trust… you… and… James…”
“That’s my girl,” Jack sighed. “Stop touching us, and fix your clothes.”
“I… o-okay…” Lila stammered, her breath catching as she moved to obey. “I… I am… your good girl…”
“When you come out of this trance, you won’t remember any of what we discussed,” he said, trapping the head of his erection in his waistband to hide it. “But you will have a strong desire to make a sexy video for James.”
“A… video…” she whispered.
“Yes, baby,” Jack said, his voice soft and soothing. “A video, just for him. Something to turn him on, and give him a little confidence boost.”
“Turn on James… make you… proud,” she mumbled.
“You want to please him, right?” Jack pressed, his voice low and seductive. “My sweet, submissive wife, wanting to give pleasure to another man.”
“I… I do…” she admitted. “Want… to please… you and him.”
“Good girl,” Jack encouraged, sitting down, “and when this trance is over, you’ll forget all about our conversation. You’ll just have a strong desire to make that video for James, and you’ll feel incredibly aroused at the thought of it.”
“Forget…” she whispered, “and want… to make… the video…”
“You will want to make a very explicit, personalized video for him. Do you understand?”
Lila merely nodded.
“Vavoom time.”
Lila blinked, her eyes slowly refocusing as she slowly returned to the present. “Jack,” she eventually murmured, her voice soft and shy, “want to help me make a Christmas present?”
* * *
Alice held Charlie’s hand during the first choir performance of the service. Leaning over, Alice whispered, “I need your help with something.”
“What’s that, babe?” Charlie whispered back, still looking forward.
“Not here. Let’s go outside.” Alice stood and motioned for Charlie to follow.
Once they were standing in the snowy church yard, Alice spoke urgently. “I think Jack might be up to something. I heard him texting someone before dawn this morning, and it’s just… odd.”
“You heard him texting?”
“He kept the clicky clacks turned on.”
“Jesus!” Charlie exclaimed, then clapped a mittened hand over her mouth.
“I want to snoop around in his office the next time he’s out. See if there’s anything suspicious. But I need your help.” Alice pleaded, her breath forming clouds in the frigid air.
Charlie grimaced, her gaze dropping to the ground. “I don’t know, Al. That feels like a violation of privacy. What if he finds out?”
“He won’t. Look, I’m worried, and I need your help. Please, Charlie?” Alice stepped closer, taking Charlie’s hands in hers. “You’re the only person I can trust with this.”
Charlie hesitated. She always wanted to support Alice, but she also felt a strange kinship with Jack. “I… guess I could just keep watch while you snoop. I won’t actually go through his things.”
“That’s all I’m asking,” Alice said with a relieved smile. “Come on, let’s get back inside before we freeze to death and be damned for all time.”
* * *
Lila sat at her vanity, applying a final touch of her deep red lipstick, reviewing the rough script outline that she quickly scribbled with Jack. The video was above and beyond her first idea, but fuck, it sounded perfect. Jack said he knows what turns James on, and she had no reason to doubt.
She wore a sophisticated and revealing dress that showcased her curves. Her hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders, and her eyes sparkled with a mixture of excitement and nerves. She turned to face her husband / Master / camera guy and winked into the lens.
“I’ve always liked you, James,” she cooed. “It’s been hard to keep this secret for so long.”
Lila’s heart raced as she imagined James’s reaction to her bold confession. She was aware of his attraction, having caught glimpses of desire in his eyes on more than one occasion. But now, she was baring her soul, laying her cards out on the table.
“See, I’ve always felt this… connection between us,” she continued, her voice soft and seductive. “It’s like we have our own secret language. I know you’ve felt it too.” She slowly stood up, her movements graceful and deliberate, and walked closer to the camera.
“The truth is, I’ve fantasized about you touching me,” she whispered, her breath hitting the microphone and creating an intimate sound. “I’ve dreamed of your hands on my body, your lips on mine. It’s like you’re imprinted on my mind, and I can’t shake you loose.”
She marveled at how easily the words came, as if she had a “seductress mode” which was always eloquent. She bit her lip, the action playful and suggestive, knowing the effect it would have on the single viewer. “I needed to keep it a secret, of course, but I’ve recently learned that my husband is uniquely understanding of my deepest desires.”
Lila sat on the edge of the bed, the soft fabric of her dress draping around her thighs. “I’m Jack’s property,” she began, her voice steady but her heart racing. “He owns me, body and soul. And he’s given me permission to share something with you, James. Something intimate and special.”
Lila paused, a playful smile dancing on her lips as she spoke directly to her imaginary audience of one. “You see, Jack knows how much I admire you. He’s aware of the way I look at you, the way my breath catches when you walk into the room. And he wants to give me—and you—a gift.”
She leaned forward, her eyes sparkling with mischief and desire, allowing the camera a deeper look into her cleavage. “He wants to share me with you, James. To let me explore the fantasies I’ve had about you for so long. To let me be yours, just for a night.”
Lila’s heart raced as she spoke, the words both thrilling and frightening her. But she couldn’t deny the warmth between her thighs as she imagined James’s reaction.
“I’ve wanted you for so long,” she whispered. “I’ve dreamt of touching you, kissing you, so many times. I’ve imagined what it would be like to be yours, just for a little while. To feel your hands on my body, your lips on my skin, your… everything.”
Lila’s fingers trailed down her chin, then her neck, her skin electric to her own touch. “I often wondered what it would be like to have your eyes on me, burning with the same hunger I feel. To feel you finally touch me the way you want.” She brushed her fingertips across her collarbone, a delicate touch that sent shivers down her spine. “And now, thanks to Jack, that fantasy can become a reality.”
She smiled, a playful twist of her lips. “I can’t lie, James. The thought of being with you excites me more than it probably should. The idea of finally giving in to this craving,” she paused, considering her words, “it has me on edge.”
A light blush broke through layers of make-up as she admitted, “I’ve been touching myself, thinking of you. You’re one of my favorite fantasies. It’s been a struggle to keep myself in check, but I want to be good. I want to obey Jack and, huh, I can’t believe I’m telling you this… I can’t come unless Jack gives me permission.”
Lila teased the deep collar of her dress. “So, when we’re together, when I finally get to feel your touch and taste you… Jack will have to be there, too. He’ll be the one to give me release. To allow me to find fulfillment in your arms.”
She looked up, her eyes shining. “I know it might seem strange, but it’s the reality of my relationship with Jack. It’s a power dynamic that works for us, and I embrace it. I find pleasure in his control.”
Lila’s voice lowered to a husky purr. “So, when you hold me, James, when you whisper sweet nothings in my ear… know that Jack will be there, too. It’s a unique bond we’ll share—you, me, and him. A triangle of desire, with him as the dominant point.”
Lila’s fingers danced across the buttons of her dress as she spoke, her eyes locked with the camera lens. “I know you’re a modern man, and that racial fetishization is harmful, but… Jack told me about some of the things you like,” she undid the top button, “and I want you to know that if you want to be… mmm… savage… with me,” another button, a larger glimpse of skin, “then I want that, too.”
With each button she undid, the dress loosened, baring more of her private gifts. Lila’s eyes were hungry as she continued the striptease, her movements deliberately slow and sensual.
“It’s okay if you want to make gentle love with me, or if you need to take revenge for a lifetime of oppression by conquering me. It’s all fine with me.”
The dress slipped off her shoulders, baring her shoulders and the swell of her breasts, which were restrained by a delicate lace bra.
Lila’s fingers stroked her bra strap as she maintained eye contact with the camera. A playful smile curved her lips, her tone conspiratorial. “Try to make me addicted to you, James. Try to steal me away.”
She slowly slid the straps down her arms, inching the bra lower, but not enough to reveal more of her breasts. “I’ll always belong to Jack, but I bet it would feel great if you tried to ruin me for him, if you tried to break my mind with the way you fuck.”
Her fingers played with the straps of her bra, teasingly sliding them down her arms until the fabric barely contained her breasts. “I’ve been told I have a body that begs to be touched. And I’m offering it to you, James. Every inch of me is yours to explore.”
Lila’s hand slipped between her warm thighs, her fingers finding their way to her most sensitive spot. A soft moan escaped her lips as she began to stroke herself, her breath growing heavy. “I’ve wondered if you’ve thought about me like this,” she asked, tilting her head back. “If you’ve imagined running your hands over my body, tasting my skin, driving me wild with your touch.”
Her free hand caressed one nipple, then the other, through her bra, thumbs grazing the sensitive peaks as she slowly circled her hardening buds. “I know I shouldn’t be doing this, but I can’t help myself. The thought of you watching this, James… it drives me wild. It makes me want to show you everything… but it’s also too much fun to tease.”
Lila’s fingers moved rhythmically within her panties, her eyes closing slowly as she surrendered to the pleasure. “I can’t keep my hands off myself, James,” she whispered. “Thinking of you has me so wet. So ready for you.” She shivered, her breath catching as a wave of pleasure washed over her. “At least, I think I’m ready. Do you think I can handle you?”
Lila trailed her hands up and down her body, marveling at the sensitivity of her skin, kissing a wet finger. “Touch me. Take what you want. I’m yours for a night. Jack knows I want you, and he’s giving me to you as a gift. You get to have me, just for one night.”
Lila’s fingers moved with a faster purpose on her cunt and tits one more, stroking and circling, forcing her thighs to clench. “I promise to be everything you want in a lover, James,” she panted, “and your wife will never know, never suspect a thing. This is our secret, just you and me and Jack.”
Lila’s breath quickened as her fingers circled faster, edging closer. “This cunt is wet and ready for you, James. It’s tight and hungry, and it’s all yours for the taking. I can guarantee it’ll be better than anything you’ve ever felt before. Wetter and tighter than your wife’s…”
She gasped at her own words, but resisted the urge to hide her face. “I can be dirty like that, you know. I can talk about your wife while you take me if that’s what you want. I’ll bet she doesn’t give you what I can. I’ll bet she doesn’t even come close.”
Lila’s hips bucked gently as she nearly succumbed to the pleasure of her own touch. “I’m so close, James. I need to come so badly. But I can’t… not without Jack’s permission. So, you’ll have to wait to see me come, just like I am. God, this is so hot!”
Her hand made its way to her mouth and she licked her fingers while staring deep into the lens. “I have to go now, James. I can see that your best friend needs to use me, and I’m his good dirty girl. I hope you have a nice Christmas. By the way, what are you doing New Year’s Eve?”
* * *
“HerStory, all one word, like history, but, yeah,” Alice told Charlie as she slowly drove around, enjoying the ambitious neighbors’ attempts to create the most obvious landing pad for Santa’s sleigh.
“’Herstory in the making’. Oh, I see a few here. Do you know which one?” Charlie asked, scrolling through a grid of podcast thumbnails.
“Look for Sophie and Emma something. Lila said those were the hosts.”
Too many seconds passed, and Alice got that suspicious feeling of doom again. “Find it?”
“Nope. I’m trying other directories, just in case, but usually if it’s in one, it’s in the others,” Charlie said apologetically.
“Yeah,” Alice agreed, drawing out the word to let Charlie know that something was definitely wrong.
“How could your sister be listening to a ghost podcast?” Charlie wondered. “Ooh, there’s Santa Jack Skellington!”
“Custom URL,” Alice guessed, unhappy to see another man named Jack with a wicked grin. “But why? And where’d it come from?”
“Weird! You said it sounded like feminist self-help stuff, though, right?” Charlie offered.
“Except for the beauty influencer shit, yeah.”
“Maybe it’s a bonus feed from a different show?”
Alice thought for a moment. “Maybe.” Another long pause. “Anyway, I can’t believe I get to say this, but, let’s go over the plan again.”




Chapter 23

“You were incredible,” Jack said giddily. “That video… it was perfect. You’ve made me so fucking hard.”
A flush of pleasure crept up Lila’s neck. She stepped toward him, her hips swaying with a newfound confidence, her dress still only half-on. “I’m glad you liked it, Mr. Grant,” she purred, her fingers itching to touch him, to prove her adoration of the hardness she had inspired.
“Oh, you were absolutely mesmerizing. The way you talked about James… it was as if you were right there with him.”
Lila’s heart fluttered. Honestly, it hadn’t stopped since Jack said “action.” She could still feel the phantom touch of James’s imagined hands on her skin, the ghost of his kiss on her lips. It was a thrill that she had never expected to experience, a secret desire that Jack had not only uncovered but encouraged.
“I meant every word,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I… I want him, Jack. But only because you approve.”
Jack nodded, his eyes darkening with lust. “Yes, my love,” he said, reaching out to trace the outline of her jaw with his fingertips. “You want him because I want you to want him. Your desires are mine, remember?”
Lila forgot to breathe. “Always, master,” she confirmed.
“When will the girls be back?” Lila’s owner asked.
“I… I’m not sure. She likes to drive around and look at the houses after church,” Lila answered, eyes moistening with warm childhood memories.
“Well,” Jack began, “Do you think you’ll be able to keep from screaming if I fuck your ass?”
“Master! I…” Lila began, her voice trembling slightly. “I’m scared. What if it hurts? What if I can’t take it?”
Jack’s expression softened, and he pulled her closer, his arms enveloping her in a gentle embrace. “Ohh, my love,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. “I would never do anything to hurt you. We’ll take it slow, okay? Say ‘red’ and I’ll stop immediately.”
Lila nodded, her eyelids fluttering quickly as she tried to calm her racing heart. “I want to be good for you, Jack,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I want to give you everything you desire. Please be extremely gentle?”
“Of course, of course,” her husband’s voice was a hum in her head as she pressed one ear to his chest. “Arrange some pillows so you can be comfortable.”
Lila did as she was told.
* * *
Lila Grant knelt on Master’s bed, pillows cushioning her stomach and elbows. She took a steadying breath and began to stroke her always-ready cunt, gently at first, then with more purpose as her desire built. The sensations were intensified by the knowledge of what was to come. Her fingers danced across her clit, teasing and circling, but this was just preparation, a distraction to ease the discomfort of what was to come.
Jack kneeled behind his beautiful slave wife, a bottle of lube in hand. He squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers, ensuring they were well-coated. Lila tensed as she felt the first touch of his finger against her most private hole.
“Shhh,” Jack soothed, sensing her apprehension. “Just breathe. I’ve got you.”
He pressed gently, the tip of his finger breaching her untried entrance. Lila gasped at the unfamiliar sensation, her muscles instinctively clenching around the intrusion. Jack paused, giving her time to adjust.
“That’s it, sweetheart,” he murmured. “You’re doing such a good job for me.”
A swell of pride joined the fear and discomfort, slightly reducing both. Slowly, he pushed further, his finger sinking into her heat. Lila winced, fighting the urge to pull away. It was strange, foreign, but not entirely unpleasant. The burn of the stretch was tempered by the slick glide of lube.
Jack began to move, his finger slowly pumping in and out of her ass. Lila focused on the rhythm, on the way her body was responding to his touch. It was different from anything she had experienced before. It wasn’t… bad. She resumed teasing her needy cunt.
Encouraged by her soft moans, Jack added a second finger, scissoring them slightly to widen her entrance. Lila’s free hand clenched the sheet beneath her. It was more than she had anticipated, but she trusted Jack completely, and wanted to prove that her desires matched his.
He worked her open slowly, taking his time to ensure she was ready. Lila’s mind was a whirlwind of sensation, of inexperience and desire. She had never imagined she would be in this position, well not never never, but now she was, and she couldn’t deny the thrill that ran through her veins.
Lila focused on the sensations of her delicious fingers, fighting the urge to tense up. She took a deep breath, letting it out slowly as she allowed herself to relax into the unfamiliar pressure. Jack continued his gentle thrusting. She was getting used to his fingers there.
A litany began to flow unbidden through Lila’s mind, and she found the ideas comforting. “Jacks knows what’s best for me,” she thought to herself. “Submitting to him is fulfilling.” With each affirmation, she felt her body relaxing further, her mind settling into a calm acceptance.
Jack’s fingers moved inside her with increasing confidence, and Lila found herself responding instinctively. Her hips began to rock back against his hand, meeting each thrust. The burn of the stretch was still there, but it was tempered by a growing sense of pleasure.
“Jack has the right to use my body however he wants,” Lila continued in her mind. “He deserves what he wants.” She clenched around Jack’s fingers, feeling a thrill at the thought of being so completely at his mercy. “I exist to serve my husband,” she reminded herself. “My purpose is to bring him pleasure and satisfaction.”
Jack positioned the head of his well-lubricated cock behind her, pressing against her pretty virgin asshole. He paused, allowing Lila to adjust to the sensation of his heat against her most intimate area.
“You’re doing so well, baby,” Jack praised. “Just relax and let me take care of you.”
Lila felt the comfort of Jack’s hand on her hip. She repeated affirmations in her mind, letting them ground her in the moment. “I trust my husband completely,” she thought. “I want to be a good wife and please him.”
Slowly, Jack began to push forward, the head of his cock breaching her tight ring of muscle. Lila gasped at the sensation, her body instinctively tensing against the unfamiliar pressure. But she forced herself to stay still, to surrender to Master’s will.
“That’s it, sweetheart,” Jack soothed. “Such a good girl for me.”
The praise washed over Lila, reinforcing her sense of purpose. She allowed herself to visualize Jack’s cock stretching her open, claiming her in a way she had never experienced before. It was intense, overwhelming, but not entirely unpleasant.
Lila continued to mentally repeat the affirmations, letting them guide her through the moment. “I am my husband’s perfect wife,” she thought. “I exist to serve and obey him, to bring him pleasure.” She clenched around Jack’s cock, feeling a thrill at the thought of being so completely at his mercy.
Jack pressed forward, sinking deeper into Lila’s not-quite-virgin ass. She took a deep breath, letting it out slowly as she adjusted to the fullness. It was so much more than she had ever imagined, but she knew it was where she was meant to be: serving her husband, submitting, being whatever he needed.
Jack pushed forward with agonizing slowness, allowing Lila to adjust to the feeling. Millimeter by millimeter, he sank into her passage, sometimes withdrawing a bit to coat them both better, until he was fully sheathed inside her. Lila heard herself gasping for breath.
Jack held himself still, waiting for a safe word. “You did it, sweetheart,” he told her. “You lost your last virginity to me. I’m so proud of you.”
Lila’s heart swelled with love for her husband. She had given herself to him completely, and he was pleased. That was all that mattered. She clenched around his cock, a silent affirmation of her devotion.
Jack savored the moment, the feeling of his wife’s tight heat surrounding him. He knew this was a milestone, a mark of how far they had come in their journey of submission and obedience. He was grateful for the trust Lila placed in him, and for the chance to guide her to this place of complete surrender. He remained in place, his cock embedded deep in an ass that he had wanted to plunder since the first time he saw it. “Tell me, my love,” he said, his voice a low rumble,  “Tell me about being a slave to a man.”
Lila tried to gather her thoughts, to form coherent sentences, but it was a struggle. Her mind was a shuffle of sensation and emotion, each competing for her attention. Definitions of words seemed to slip through her fingers like smoke.
“I… I believe in… equality,” she stammered, her voice betraying her uncertainty. “But… but only… hnnnngh… outside… us.”
Jack listened intently, his fingers tracing imaginary sigils on her skin. He could sense her confusion, her internal battle between her old beliefs and her revelations through therapy. “It’s okay, sweetheart,” he reassured her. “Just tell me what you feel.”
Lila took a deep breath, trying to steady her racing heart. “I feel… so safe when I submit to you,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I feel like… like I’m fulfilling my purpose. But it’s… it’s hard to figure out… fuck… what’s true anymore.”
Jack nodded, understanding her struggle. “That’s perfectly normal, my love. You’re allowed to have conflicting feelings. Just remember that I’m here for you.”
Lila relaxed at his words, a sense of calm washing over her. She knew that Jack would never lead her astray, that he would always protect her and cherish her. She clenched around his cock once more, on purpose this time.
Jack began to move then, with slow and measured thrusts. Lila moaned, the unfamiliar sensation of him moving inside her ass both startling and exhilarating. She closed her eyes, focusing on the feeling of fullness, of being completely possessed by her husband. She realized she had stopped playing with herself, and decided not to care.
As Jack continued to explore her slowly, Lila’s thoughts became more fragmented, her ability to articulate her feelings diminishing with each passing moment. She tried to remember the word ‘patriarchy,’ but it seemed distant and abstract, a concept that held little meaning in the face of the raw, primal connection she shared with Jack.
“I am Jack’s submissive wife,” she thought, much more easily. “My purpose is to please him, and I find joy in it.” Each thrust of Jack’s cock sent a jolt through her body, but she focused on the warmth of his hands on her skin, the love in his voice as he praised her.
“You’re so great, baby,” Jack muttered. “You’re taking me so deep, such a good slave for your master.”
Lila shuddered with nervous pride. The burn of the stretch was still there, but maybe only half as much, making way for a growing sense of excitement. “Pleasing my husband is fulfilling,” Lila continued in her mind. “I exist to serve him, to be everything he needs.” Her hips began to rock back against him, meeting him stroke for stroke.
Jack picked up the pace slightly at her encouragement, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her. Lila moaned, the sound muffled by the pillow beneath her face. She could feel a pressure building deep inside her, a sensation she had never known before.
“I am my husband’s plaything,” she thought, her mind hazy with the joy of submission and feeling properly used. “My body belongs to him, to use whenever… wherever.” The words echoed in her mind, reinforcing the sense of rightness that flowed through her veins.
Jack increased the pace again, his powerful hips slapping against Lila’s backside with each deep stroke. Lila groaned into the pillow, pleasure building inside her with each passing moment. She was able to ignore the pain entirely. Her mental affirmations began to slip from her lips, punctuated by moans and gasps. “I am Jack’s devoted wife,” she whispered. “My purpose is to please him.”
“You’re so good, baby,” Jack said with admiration. “Such a good girl.”
“I am my husband’s plaything,” her muffled mouth declared. She could feel the truth in her bones, in the way her body moved against Jack’s.
“I love my husband,” Lila declared, turning her head to the side so he could hear her voice growing louder with each affirmation. “I will always obey him.”
Her litany of submission continued. “Three cock sleeves… anytime my husband wants,” she moaned, the formerly-degrading words leaving her mouth of their own accord.
Jack’s thrusts grew harder, faster, more urgent. Lila met him stroke for stroke, her body moving in perfect rhythm with his.
“I am his fuck hole,” she gasped, the pleasure building to a fever pitch. “I am his to use, to degrade, to ruin.” She was lost in the moment, in the feeling of him moving inside her, claiming her, owning her like never before.
As he drove into her faster, too fast for her to throw it back any more, she got louder. “I am my husband’s cum dump!” she screamed, her voice raw and ragged. “I’m greedy for his cum!”
Jack’s thrusts became erratic, his climax approaching. Lila clenched around him, her own pleasure cresting.
“I am my husband’s whore,” she groaned with effort, the words a final surrender to her fate. “I am his, now and forever.”
“Come for me, you whore,” Master commanded.
Lila’s body responded instantly, her cocksleeve flooding with arousal, clenching around nothing. “Yes, Master!” she screamed, her voice echoing off the walls of the bedroom. “I’m your fuck hole, your cum dump! I love giving my ass to you!”
Jack drove into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt as he released his seed deep inside. Lila wailed with pleasure, her body convulsing as she came hard.
“I love you, I love you, I love you!” Lila chanted, her voice raw and ragged. “I’m your wife, your whore, your property!”
Her cries grew louder, the words tumbling out in a frenzied rush. “Fuck me, ruin me, fuck me forever!” she screamed, her hips once more bucking back against Jack’s.
The neighbors would surely hear her, but Lila was beyond caring. All that mattered was pleasing her husband, giving herself over to his desires completely. She was his, body and soul, and nothing else existed in that moment but her love for him and the overwhelming pleasure of his climax inside her ass.
She felt her cunt clench and gush. She was stuck at the end of an exhale, but it didn’t matter. Lila’s mind was blank, her thoughts consumed by the sensations coursing through her body. She was no longer aware of herself, of her surroundings, of anything but the thrum of pleasure deep in her core. Her body was a buzzing conduit, each wave building on the last until she thought she might shatter from it. Then she finally inhaled again.
The waves finally began to recede, leaving Lila limp and exhausted beneath Jack. She could feel his softening cock slipping from her ass, and she clenched around him instinctively. She didn’t want to let him go, to lose what they had just shared.
Lila’s heart pounded in her chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Her skin was slick with sweat, trembling in the aftermath of her climax. She felt boneless, weightless, like she might float away at any moment. When he finally was able to leave her greedy body, Lila collapsed forward, her face buried in the pillow.
“That was incredible,” Jack said, his voice filled with satisfaction. He reached out and stroked Lila’s hair. “You did so well, my love. I’m so proud of you.”
Lila turned her head to look at him, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered. “I live to serve you.”
* * *
Charlie’s feet carried her from the kitchen down the hall, where Alice stood still outside Jack’s door, which was just recently reverberating with Lila’s screaming orgasm. Leaning forward to whisper to her girlfriend, she tried to joke, “We’ve gotta stop meeting like this.”
Alice made no noise or movement. Charlie could see that she was in a freeze state, even though Lila had stopped screaming. She took Alice’s hand and led her from the door from that bedroom and back into their own.
Charlie sat down next to Alice on the bed, her heart heavy with concern. She could see the fear in her girlfriend’s eyes, the way her breathing had become irregular. Without a word, she reached out and took Alice’s hand, giving it a gentle squeeze.
They sat there in silence for a few moments. Charlie could feel the tension radiating from Alice, and she knew that she needed to do something to help her calm down.
“I think it helps reduce trauma to talk about it right away,” Charlie said. “You can write it down if that’s easier. Oh, and keep in motion. Maybe do some sit-ups?”
Charlie watched Alice’s agitation as she began to rock back and forth, her brows furrowed, her lips moving silently.
Alice’s whisper-quiet words clawed at Charlie’s ear. “Threat. Threat. He’s threatening her,”
Charlie struggled to catch the rest of her lover’s babbling, “… can’t consent. It’s not real. She said property! He’s…”
Alice’s voice hitched, choked by emotion.
“Violence,” she choked out. “He’s using violence. Threatening her.”
Alice’s eyes darted around the room as if searching for an answer, “He’s making her do it,” Alice whispered, her voice laced with a chilling certainty. “He’s threatening her. He has to be.”
Charlie swallowed hard, her heart pounding. This level of distress was deeply unsettling. “Babe,” she said softly, “there’s no evidence of that. We can’t jump to conclusions.”
Alice shook her head, her eyes wide and frantic. “It has to be.”
Charlie knew arguing wouldn’t help. Alice’s conviction was absolute, her fear palpable.  “Come here,” Charlie coaxed, pulling Alice onto the bed. She snuggled beside her, wrapping an arm around Alice’s shoulders. “Let’s just cuddle right now, okay? Warm up… breathe deliberately.”
She felt Alice tense momentarily before relaxing slightly, leaning against her. Charlie pulled the covers up, creating a cocoon of warmth around them.
“Better?” Charlie asked, her voice barely a whisper.
Alice nodded silently, burying her face in Charlie’s comforting bosom.
“There you go,” Charlie cooed. “Get comfy. I’m always here for you.”
Their synchronized breaths comforted each other while the white noise continued its never-ending work.
* * *
Mrs. Grant lay naked with Mr. Grant in the afterglow of their lovemaking. The buzz of pleasure still occasionally tingled, and she felt a deep sense of contentment as she snuggled closer to him. She wanted nothing more than to stay in this moment forever, wrapped in his arms.
“You’re so fun,” Jack murmured, tracing a finger along her bare arm. “I love you so much.”
Lila smiled, her heart warming at his words. “I love you too,” she replied softly, feeling a surge of affection for this man who possessed her entirely.
“Out of curiosity,” he asked her, “were you playing with yourself when you came earlier?”
“I… I don’t think I was,” she decided. “I mean, you were… close enough, but not directly touching. And I wasn’t touching myself either.” She shifted slightly, feeling self-conscious under Jack’s gaze. “Is that normal? I’ve never come like that before.”
Jack pulled her closer. “Nothing normal or abnormal about it, baby. Your body just responds in its own unique way.”
Lila nodded, trying to process. She had always assumed that achieving an orgasm required direct stimulation to her clit or cunt. But apparently, that wasn’t always the case.
“I guess I never realized how much control you had over my pleasure,” Lila rationalized. “It’s kind of exciting, in a way. Knowing that you can give me such ecstasy without even touching my clit.”
Jack’s ego swelled with a sense of power and ownership as he held Lila in his arms. It was intoxicating, this feeling of complete control over her pleasure and desire.
“I love you,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. “I love everything about you, babe. Your mind, your body, your heart. You’re mine, and I’m yours. Forever.”
Lila smiled, her eyes moistening with love and devotion. “I’m yours,” she agreed quietly. “Every part of me belongs to you, Jack. My pleasure, my pain, my very soul. You own me, body and mind.”
Jack hugged his wife and smiled at her. He knew he should look out the window to see if Alice’s car was back, but… fuck it. It was his house, and he could do what he wanted.




Chapter 24

Jack watched his lovely bride and dirty slut stir next to him, the morning sunlight casting a golden glow over her face. He smiled at the sight, his heart filling with love and desire.
Lila yawned, stretching her arms above her head and arching her back. “Merry Christmas,” she murmured sleepily.
“Merry Christmas, my love,” Jack replied softly. “Cicisbeo.”
Lila’s eyes fluttered closed as she succumbed to the trance, her breath evening out as she relaxed into a deep state of suggestibility.
Jack unlocked his phone and started reading from a script Penny had sent. His voice resonated within her. “You are mine. Cicisbeo,” he said, his tone firm yet full of love. “Your body and your desires belong to me. You exist to please me and obey my commands. Cicisbeo.”
Lila’s chest rose and fell with each steady breath, her face calm and peaceful as she lay there, completely under Jack’s control.
“Deepen her trance,” Penny had instructed. “Her training needs repetition and reinforcement. Use cicisbeo to help her learn more fully.”
Jack gently stroked Lila’s hair, admiring her beauty and the trust she placed in him. “You are safe and loved, sweetheart,” he told her. “In this state of relaxation, you will obey my every command, because you love your master. Understand?”
“Yes, Master,” Lila confirmed, her voice soft and slow. “I obey you.”
“Good girl,” Jack praised, his heart swelling with pride and desire. “Would you like to edge right now?”
“I like to stay horny for you, Master. I will edge if you say so,” Lila told him.
“Go ahead,” Jack allowed.
Lila’s fingers moved slowly between her legs, her touch light and teasing. She sighed quietly, her eyes fluttering closed and open as she enjoyed the sensations. Jack watched her, his heart racing as he admired her beauty and submission.
“How does it feel to edge for me?” Jack asked, already knowing.
“It feels good, Master,” Lila replied, her voice breathy. “I love being horny for you.”
“Tell me more,” Jack prompted, his hand resting on her thigh. “What do you like about submitting to me?”
“I like pleasing you,” Lila said, her fingers moving faster. “I like knowing that my desires belong to you.”
“Right,” Jack said, his hand moving higher. “You exist to serve me. I control your pleasure.”
“Yes, Master,” Lila gasped, her hips rocking against her hand. “I’m all yours.”
“Good girl,” Jack murmured, his fingers brushing over hers. “You’re doing a good job staying horny for me.”
Lila moaned softly. Jack watched her, admiring her dedication and obedience. He knew that she would never orgasm without his permission, and that made him want her more.
“Keep going,” Jack instructed, his voice firm. “Edge for me, stay horny. You won’t come unless I say so.”
“Yes, Master,” Lila whispered, her fingers moving faster. “Horny for you.”
Jack watched Lila’s fingers move deftly between her legs, her face contorted in a mix of pleasure and frustration. She moaned softly, her hips rocking against her hand.
“Why do you love flirting and teasing men?” Jack asked.
Lila bit her lip, her eyes fluttering again as she struggled to answer. “Want them to think I’m sexy….”
“Why do you like it when men ogle you?” Jack asked, his hand moving to grope her chest.
“Want them getting hard… just for me. It’s hot when they want to fuck me,” she admitted.
Jack squeezed her tit hard. “You’re my sexy little tease,” he murmured. “You exist to please me. Your desires belong to me.”
“Yes, Master,” Lila gasped, her body trembling with need. “You like… men ogling your sexy woman.”
Jack kneeled above her chest and idly stroked his growing cock, pointing it at her luscious lips while he continued the training. “Why do you have such slutty urges?” he asked, his voice calm and steady.
Lila’s eyes fluttered open, confusion crossing her face. “I don’t know,” she whispered, her fingers slowing. “I just… I can’t help it.”
“It’s not your fault,” Jack said, his voice gentle. “Nature designed you this way. Your brain craves male attention and your fuck hole craves a nice cock. You can’t help but flirt and tease, because you need the attention.”
“Yes, Master,” Lila murmured, her eyes closing again as she surrendered to his words. “I need… mmmmmm… validation.”
“You exist to please men,” Jack continued, his voice firm. “Your natural state is to be horny and submissive. You crave domination and your body responds to men’s authority.”
“I do, Master,” Lila gasped, her fingers moving faster as her breath quickened. “I crave ohhhhh yessssss.”
“You can’t control your slutty urges because they’re hardwired into your DNA,” Jack explained, growing painfully hard at the way she stared into the middle distance. “Evolution designed you to be a cum receptacle, a breeder, and a servant to men. That’s why you always feel so horny and submissive. It’s nature’s way of ensuring the survival of the species.”
“I want big cocks to come in me,” Lila whined.
“Cicisbeo… cicisbeo… cicisbeo,” Jack said, enjoying the sight of her eyes rolling back in her head, and the sound of her blissful moans. He had woken up with the plan to do some repetition and reinforcement, but maybe he could play a little more.
“Tell me about cum,” Jack commanded.
Lila’s eyes rolled back in her head as she focused on his words. “Cum is good, Master,” she said, her voice childlike and innocent. “I like feeling it inside me.”
“Does it taste good?” he asked, his voice firm.
Lila hesitated, her fingers slowing. “No, Master,” she admitted quietly. “It doesn’t.”
Jack nodded, his hand brushing over her hair. “But it’s good to serve me by drinking cum,” he said. “To open wide, to swallow it all. You’re a good girl when you do that.”
“Yes, Master,” Lila agreed, her fingers moving faster. “I am good. It makes you happy when I swallow it.”
“You love chocolate peanut butter ice cream, don’t you?” Jack asked, his voice commanding. “Think about that flavor.”
“Mmmm. It’s delicious. I love it.”
“Yes it is,” he agreed. “From now on, when a cock is about to come in your mouth, focus on the memory of chocolate peanut butter ice cream. Imagine the delicious flavor as he fills your mouth. It will be easy for you to enjoy your favorite ice cream when you have cum in your mouth.”
“I will, Master,” she agreed. “I want to be a good girl for you. I’ll think of ice cream when you… OOHHHhhhhh… come… in my mouth.”
“And you’ll swallow all of it,” he added, his voice firm. “You’ll lick your lips clean and say thank you. You’re a good girl when you swallow their cum.”
“Yes, Master,” Lila agreed, her voice soft and innocent. “I’m good when I swallow your cum. I like being good for you.”
“Damn,” he thought, “she keeps talking about me instead of men in general.” He stopped stroking and repositioned to kneel next to her.
“Let’s practice,” he said to the entranced hottie in his bed. “Imagine a man is about to come in your mouth. He’s going to fill you up with his cum. What do you do?”
Lila closed her eyes tightly as she imagined the scenario. “I think of chocolate peanut butter,” she remembered. “I taste my favorite ice cream. I feel good inside. It makes me happy to serve you.”
Jack caressed her earlobe. “That’s right,” he praised. “You focus on your ice cream and you swallow every drop. You’re a good girl for men when you do that.”
“Yes, Master,” Lila moaned. “I’m a good dirty girl. I love swallowing cum.”
Jack watched her lips. He wanted nothing more than to fill her mouth with his own cum, to make her drink it all. But he resisted the urge, knowing that she needed this training.
“Okay,” Jack kept up the lecture, “Cicisbeo. You are deep in a peaceful place. You find that you want to agree with everything I tell you. It feels so good to agree.”
Jack’s cock twitched as she nodded her head and smiled. “You exist to serve men, to pleasure them. Your wet cunt, your hungry mouth, your tight asshole, and your glorious tits are tools to bring them pleasure. You love being used as a slutty fuck hole and a cum dump. You crave dominance and control.”
“Yes, Master,” Lila agreed with increased focus on her pleasure. “I exist to serve you. I’m your cum dump and cocksleeve. I love when you use me.”
“Ugh. Okay, it’s not gonna happen today,” Jack thought, then said, “You will stay horny and wet for me, always ready to serve. And when a man comes in your mouth, you will focus on your favorite ice cream and swallow every drop. You’re a good girl when you swallow their cum.”
“Yes, Master,” Lila murmured, her eyes closed in near-bliss. “I will stay horny for you. I’ll swallow cum and taste chocolate ice cream.”
“Good girl,” he praised. “You’re doing so well, Lila. I’m so proud of you.”
“Thank you, Master. I want to please you.”
“You do please me,” Jack assured her. “You’re a good girl when you submit to me. You love being my good girl, right?”
“Yes, Master. I love being your good girl.”
“I can’t take it anymore,” Jack thought, knowing that it was morning, and she was about to find a way to make him come, anyway. “Stop playing with your cunt, my beautiful slave.”
She obeyed with a whimper. “Yes, Master.”
“Go back to sleep now,” he ordered, and watched her get comfortable again with her pillows and blankets. He watched her breathing and the clock, the former growing slower, but the latter marching forward. “Okay,” he thought, “she’s asleep.”
“Vavoom time,” he said with a smirk.
* * *
The oven beeped to alert it had reached the right temperature, and Lila opened the door, then slid in the tray with the chicken.
Alice stood at the kitchen counter, her hands clasped in front of her, looking almost… polite. Lila narrowed her eyes.
“Hey, sis,” Alice said, her voice surprisingly gentle. “Can I help with anything?”
“Well,” she replied slowly, “the chicken just went in the oven. But you could help me make the sangria if you’d like.”
“Sure thing,” Alice agreed, moving closer to the counter. “I’d love to learn how you make it.”
Lila opened the cabinet above her head and pulled down a large glass pitcher. “First, we need to slice up a few oranges and lemons,” she explained, grabbing the fruit from the bowl on the counter. “You can do that if you want.”
Alice nodded, arranging a knife and cutting board. She began to slice the fruit, her movements precise and methodical. Lila watched her sister work, noting how Alice seemed calmer than usual. Almost… submissive.
Lila shook her head. That was ridiculous. Alice would never submit to anyone. She was a die-hard feminist, always had been. There was no way Alice had changed her mind about that.
“Okay, so now we need some brandy and triple sec,” Lila said, pulling out two bottles from the liquor cabinet. “I usually do a 2:1 ratio of wine to brandy, but you can adjust to your taste.”
Alice nodded, carefully pouring.
“Add the sliced fruit and a bit of sugar to taste,” Lila instructed, handing Alice a wooden spoon. “Then you can add the rest of the wine and mix it all together, and then it just steeps and gets better and better.”
Alice followed the instructions with efficient and precise movements. Lila watched her sister work, trying to figure out what was different about her. She was like, domesticated and docile today. Lila blinked, shaking her head. That was ridiculous. Alice was just being a nice guest. Christmas made everybody happy, right? (Author’s note: wrong)
“I’ll put it in the fridge now, so the flavors can meld together,” Lila said, taking the pitcher from Alice. “We can serve it just before dinner.”
“Sounds good to me,” Alice agreed, rinsing the knife and cutting board. “I’m looking forward to it.”
Lila opened the fridge and placed the pitcher inside. Turning back to her sister, she said, “I’m going to take a much-needed shower,” she said, wiping her hands on a towel. “Would you mind setting the table?”
Alice glanced up, her eyes widening slightly. “Of course not,” she said, almost too quickly. “I’d be happy to help.”
“Alright, later, kiddo,” Lila said, heading towards the Master’s bedroom. “You know where the plates are, right?”
“Yeah,” Alice replied, waving her sister away. “I’ll take care of it.”
As soon as Alice heard the bathroom water running, she turned the oven up as far as it could go.
* * *
Lila was drying her hair when she caught a whiff of something burnt. Her heart sank as she speed-walked back into the kitchen, the smell growing stronger with each step. She reached for the oven handle, her stomach churning.
She opened the door and her worst fear was confirmed. The chicken was a blackened, smoldering ruin. Lila groaned, frustration and anger bubbling up inside her. Who the hell could burn a chicken so badly?
Alice appeared at her side, concern etched on her face. “What’s wrong?”
Lila glared at her sister. “The chicken is burnt,” she hissed, slamming the oven door shut. “How the hell did that happen?”
She peered at the temperature, her brow furrowing in confusion. “What the hell?! It’s set correctly. Damn it,” Lila muttered. She had been looking forward to a nice Christmas dinner with her sister and husband and Charlie, and now it was all ruined.
Alice placed a comforting hand on her shoulder. “Hey, don’t worry about it,” she said softly. “We can always order takeout or something. It’s not a big deal.”
Lila gave herself a moment to curse the heavens, then sighed, feeling some of her anger dissipate. Alice was right, it wasn’t the end of the world. She forced a small smile to let her sister know she was okay.
Charlie just about ran into the kitchen, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Ooh, takeout?” she chirped. “We can get Chinese food!”
Alice grinned. “Charlie, it’s Christmas. We can’t get Chinese food.”
“Why not?” Charlie asked innocently. “It was always a tradition in my family. It was even better than the presents.”
Lila’s forced smile became genuine at Charlie’s enthusiasm. “Hm. It’s not a bad idea. It’s about the only thing that can salvage this dinner.”
Alice nodded. “I agree. It’ll be fun. Besides,” she said, hugging her sister sideways, “family’s the important thing. Food… eh.”
Charlie added, “But I’m sure your chicken would’ve been amazing!”
Alice called out in the other direction, “Hey, Lila’s husband!”
Jack moseyed over, eyes fixed on his mobile game, “What’s up?”
Charlie yanked a takeout menu off the fridge and pushed it into the man’s hand, “Need you to go get Plan B dinner. Uh. Please.”
Jack raised his eyebrows. Then he wrinkled his nose. Then he peered in the oven. “Ah. Well. Okay.” He opened the menu and scanned it. “What does… everybody want?”
“Oh, uh,” Alice began, “We’ll text you our orders. Better get there before they close.”
Jack was still looking at the numbered menu options when Charlie yanked the menu back.
“Chop chop,” she told him. “So to speak.”
* * *
As soon as the front door closed, Charlie said to Lila, “Hey, you know what’ll make you feel better? Good old-fashioned nostalgia.”
“Huh?” Lila asked, finally turning the oven off.
“I know I haven’t known your family for very long, but I’d love to see your wedding album,” Charlie said with a smile.
“Oh! Uh… oh. Yeah, why not. This way,” Lila said on her way to the bookshelves in the living room. Charlie followed close behind. “Come on, kiddo,” Lila said for her sister’s benefit.
“Nnnyeh. I had a terrible haircut back then,” Alice protested.
“Nonsense,” Lila retorted.
“Chuck, try to block those parts out,” Alice suggested. “I’m gonna go make some… yuletide-y, solstice-y phone calls to my friends from school, the ones who still like me.”
“Pfff. Your loss,” Lila shrugged, grabbing a very thick photo album off a shelf. “Thanks for the idea, Charlie. This’ll be fun!”
* * *
Alice tiptoed into Jack’s office, carefully closing the door behind her. Her heart raced as she scanned the room. She needed to find something that could explain Lila’s sudden transformation.
Alice’s eyes landed on a stack of unopened mail. She grabbed it, flipping through the envelopes. A few were from credit card companies. One from the power company. Damn it. She looked around the room, taking in the sparse decor. A few framed photos, a calendar. There was a small trash can in the corner, but it was empty. She checked under the empty bag, like she’d seen on TV. Still nothin’.
Alice frowned, moving to the bookshelf. Maybe there’d be a journal or something. There could be a hidden safe. She scanned the titles, most of them about accounting or self-help. Nothing popped out at her.
She approached the desk and wiggled the mouse to display the login screen. Ugh, of course. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard. What was his password? She tried the four most likely options that she had prepared with Charlie. Nope. Fuck.
Pressing her palms into her eyes, she leaned back to face the ceiling and mentally screamed, “She! Isn’t! Your! Property! Fucko!”
If she tried more than four passwords, warnings could start to appear, giving Jack a reason to be suspicious. But what else could she do? She slowly started typing new desperate guesses, backspacing each one because they all felt wrong. Then she noticed something odd. She had the same keyboard he owned, but his was quieter, less clacky. Almost… spongy.
Aha!
See? Told you! Fucker was hiding an envelope under the keyboard. She opened it and pulled out a single heavy folded piece of stationery, which only contained five words:
“What the fuck? What in the actual motherfuck?” Alice whispered to nobody. She clicked open her mobile phone and positioned the page for a photo, then she saw the other mark on the page, a kissy lipstick print near the bottom left. “Ohhh, ho ho, he’s having a fucking affair!”
She committed the page to permanent photo evidence, then thought, “No, wait. An affair doesn’t explain Lila submitting to abuse. What are these goddamn words?!”
She’d have to figure it out later. As quietly as she could, she folded the weird-ass list back into the envelope, and turned it over to place it back in its hiding place. She paused to look at the front, and saw that it was addressed to Master Jack Grant. Wincing one eye, she took a photo of that, too, put everything back, and made her escape, imagining Bruce Wayne’s butler wearing lipstick.
* * *
Jack: Order’s in. I figure I’ll be back in 30 minutes ish.
Lila: Thank you, love. Sorry about the hassle.
Jack: np. It actually smells good in here and now I have a craving.
Lila: lol
Jack: Speaking of cravings. I haven’t sent James your video yet but do you want to make it his xmas present?
Lila: Are you sure he won’t share it?
Jack: Never. Not if he wants to keep his pretty face.
Lila: I’m nervous.
Jack: Sweetie. Love you. totally your call.
Lila: Promise me it’s just for James.
Jack: I swear on my awful mother’s grave.
Lila: ok, send it.
Lila: AHHHHH!!
Lila: OMG I can’t believe it.
Jack: Neither will he!
Lila: LOVE YOU
Jack: I love you, babe.




Chapter 25

~~~ 40 years ago ~~~
Hey, Diary,
It’s official, I guess. Druggy Mom’s gone for good. And the judge says I’m stuck with Bill. Gross. I’m never gonna take drugs, I swear. I tried running away again, but the Dryers brought me right back. I can’t trust any of the stupid grownups in this stupid town. Bill got a new job at some new age music company and tried to take my mind off of Mom with ice cream and a movie. Yeah, right.
Sincerely, Penelope
~~~ 38 years ago ~~~
My whole life sucks, diary. Stupid Bill won’t let me go on dates! I’m 13, for God’s sake… I can make my own decisions. And Kevin is so cute! So what if he’s 17! He has a Mustang! And girls mature faster than boys. It’s not like I would let him go past 1st base. Or… maybe 2nd hehe. My girlfriends would be so jealous, can you imagine? Dammit.
I can’t wait to be an adult.
Sincerely, Penelope
~~~ 37 and a half years ago ~~~
Damn it! I’m grounded again. Apparently “forever.” And my stepdad NAILED MY WINDOWS SHUT! What the fuck, right?! I feel like I can’t even breathe in here. Bill can go to Hell. I don’t even care that he gets me all the clothes I want. What’s the point if I can’t wear makeup and go out with boys! I have to get out of this place.
~~~ Three weeks later ~~~
Hey, diary. What’s up, as they say. Literally not. much. here. I am so bored. All I do is sleep and go to school and do homework. My stepdad took my telephone away. How is a modern woman supposed to live like that? I told him I was only talking to my friends but he used some trick to call the last number that called me and of course Pete answered. Fuck everything. Why can’t he just leave me alone?
Get this: he started playing some of his new age music during “family dinner time.” Apparently it’s got relaxing messages in it that help you focus or some junk. All I hear is terrible Casio keyboard crap.
~~~ 36 years ago ~~~
I don’t know what to do, diary. I tried to be polite and ladylike, just like I told you. I even tried to butter him up by calling him Dad. He’s so dumb and stubborn. I told him all my friends are going out with boys and I feel like a total loser when they’re all talking at lunch.
We had a huge screaming match. It was really bad. Now he’s in the den dicking around with his computer with some guys from work. Well, he said the computer was for “the family,” but what would I do with it? It prints out posters and plays chess. Big whoop.
Happy Birthday to me, right?
Blah blah blah, Penelope.
~~~ Two weeks later ~~~
Hey, diary. So, maybe my stepdad’s music thing is actually pretty cool. Not that I have a choice, ha! He rigged a speaker right into my wall, and the “new age relaxation” stuff plays while I’m studying and all night when I’m asleep. I’m sleeping like a log. The bad dreams stopped. I feel totally great every morning. Dad said it was because of the “subliminal” messages. I wish I understood more about how he explained it, but it was all engineer talk. He said he’d take me to the library, though, to get some books about it.
~~~ 34 years ago ~~~
Dear diary,
Daddy and I were talking about different options for college today, and he dropped the bombshell that he’d be okay with me going on dates now, as if that was even important, anymore. Even the thought of college boys is unappealing. I can wait until a real man wants to pop my cherry.
If I’m being honest, diary, I know some who already do. Dad’s friends are always gawking at me. But I’m a good girl, and I obey my daddy. None of those guys have tried anything with me, anyway, thank God. I don’t want to turn into a knocked-up junkie whore like my mom. Not that Daddy’s friends sell, drugs, hehe.
Anyway, I just want to find a school with great engineering and psychology programs. Computers are the future of mental health.
Yours truly, Penny
~~~ One month later ~~~
Diary, I’m worried about Daddy. I was going downstairs to make some more tea, and I overheard him whispering, but angrily, with two of his friends from work. It sure sounded like they were threatening him. I heard them say things like “if you don’t do it, we’ll expose you” and “your clever little program.” I think I heard something like “seem like her idea.”
I found him crying at the computer, and I tried to get him to open up to me about it, but he just held me tightly and kept crying. I don’t know what else to do. I know that, genetically speaking, my instincts are to offer men comfort, and I really tried, but he just sent me to bed. I thought we could talk about everything with each other; it must be extremely bad.
~~~ Two months later ~~~
Diary, I fear I’m losing my mind. The dreams won’t stop, and I can barely concentrate in school. I just keep imagining myself with the teacher, it doesn’t even matter who. I need to know how it feels. I NEED IT.
All my psychology and anthropology studies should’ve prepared me for this, but Jesus H. Christ. I can’t stop the fantasies. I suppose only my body was an early bloomer, and my libido was way late to the party.
Of course, I confided in Daddy, who told me he’d keep me safe until I was ready. I love him so much. Then, irony of ironies, we had our usual movie night and we were blindsided by a love scene. Daddy apologized, and stopped the movie, and said we should just go to bed early. As if sleep was an escape, anymore.
Oh. I just got an instant message from Daddy, apologizing again. He’s been doing that a lot, lately. I should go give him a big hug and try to comfort him.
Good night, diary,
Penny
~~~ 33 years ago ~~~
Dear diary,
This might be the last time you hear from me. I expect I’ll be too busy from now on, between college work and servicing hard, yummy cocks. My 18th birthday was a tremendous success! I’m so thankful to Daddy for allowing me to plan a gangbang like that. I know it must’ve been so awkward for him to stay at the motel while I finally got laid. He’s such a sweet, deserving man. But I needed to celebrate my way. I feel like I can breathe for the first time!
I know what you’re thinking, that I turned out just like my mother. But no, she was an addict. I’m totally sober. Well, maybe a little cum-drunk, “LOL”! Mom had sex for drugs. I did it—and plan on a lot more—because I submit to men, as nature intended, and men want to fuck me. Q.E.D.
And it feels fucking fantastic when I come for them. I love it! I’m so glad I waited and chose Daddy’s friends to teach me all about how to make them happy. They gave me so many nice presents, too. I’m going to test them all out right now.
— Penny




Chapter 26

Alice attempted walking casually into the living room, but her traitorous legs wouldn’t stop trembling. Nearly hyperventilating, she found Lila and Charlie engrossed in the wedding album. “Hey, Charlie, I need your help finding my, uh, scarf. I think I left it in the guest room.”
Charlie looked up, and her brow fell down. “Your scarf?” Seeing the resolve on Alice’s face, she passed the album back to Lila. “I’ll be right back. That really is a beautiful cake.”
Lila nodded wistfully, caressing the page with a light touch.
Alice waited until Charlie was safe with her behind the guest room door, then urgently whispered, “I found the weirdest thing. I knew he was fucking with her.”
Charlie’s eyebrows furrowed tighter as Alice pulled out her phone. “Hurry, what is it?”
Alice’s thumb hovered over the screen as she navigated to the photo she had taken in Jack’s office. “I found this hidden under his keyboard.”
Charlie leaned in, her eyes widening as she took in the list of code phrases. “What does that mean?”
“It looks like training commands or something,” Alice spoke as quietly as she could. “Desire, obey, surrender, slave girl… fucking creepy shit.”
After a pause that was too long for Alice’s liking, Charlie finally agreed, uttering an extended, “Yeah…”
Alice was bouncing in place. “We should go right now.”
Charlie’s reverie was broken. “What?”
“We should leave. Take Lila and leave.”
“What?” Charlie repeated.
“Charlie, focus. Please. Jack’ll be back soon with the stupid Chinese food. Let’s just, I dunno, drag my sister out of here and hide somewhere.” Alice’s face was the palest Charlie had ever seen it.
Charlie started to pace back and forth around the bed, considered their options. Alice normally appreciated how her girlfriend could do her game theory thing, but now it was just slowing them down.
“Okay,” Charlie began, looking incongruously disappointed, “One, that sounds like kidnapping. Two—,” Alice scoffed, but Charlie was undeterred, “two, if this is truly cult behavior, a sudden break could really harm her mental state. And three, ugh, I’m sorry, but I haven’t seen anything here other than a happy home. I guess, sort of a perverted one, but a happy home.”
Alice’s left eye twitched, and she took a deep breath to stave off the tears and crossed her arms. “Fine. You need more proof. I got this much. How do you want to get more?”
Charlie, who had genuinely been looking forward to Jack returning with her cashew chicken, lost her appetite. “Really?”
“Yes. Really.”
She brought Alice in for a tense hug and tried stroking her hair, but it wasn’t helping. She stood back and held Alice by the shoulders, gazing into eyes that were both haunting and hunting. “Okay, love. Well, I guess we have to test one of those phrases.”
Alice’s jaw went slack and she merely squeaked.
Charlie waved her hands frantically. “Not like that!” she said, too loudly, then remembered to whisper. “Just a simple little test. Like, I dunno, I guess the obey one is the least creepy.” They both winced. “Think of something Lila wouldn’t normally do, and ask her to do it, but work the word obey in there.”
Alice inhaled sharply through clenched teeth. “Jesus. I mean, I guess you’re right… fuck.”
Charlie tried another hug, which worked better than the last, and they held each other tightly. When they released, Charlie dried the tears that had appeared on her girlfriend’s cheeks, then adopted a soothing tone. “We’ve got a few days left. We’ll find a way to help ‘em.”
With a tight-knit brow, Alice asked, “Them?”
“Her,” Charlie quickly corrected. “You know, the singular they. Can we please go get a strong egg nog now?” She relaxed to see Alice’s nervous smile, and she tried to relax herself. She wanted to join Alice’s righteous indignation, but couldn’t manage to view Jack as a monster, as hard as she tried. He felt like one of the rare good men in the world, and he deserved what he wanted. ‘An it harm none,’ as the witches say, and Lila seemed to feel nothing but pleasure.
Watching Alice open the guest bedroom door, Charlie’s memory flashed back to the pleasure she heard in Lila’s screams, and her pussy clenched.




Chapter 27

James adjusted his tie, the silk sliding through his fingers as he glanced at the flickering candlelight reflecting in his wife Shay’s dark eyes, but his attention snagged on a vibration in his pocket. The phone screen illuminated beneath the table.
From: Jack Grant 
Subject: She’s finally ready for you
A thumbnail loaded slowly: first the curve of Lila’s shoulder, then shiny fabric clinging to her bust, the teasing dip of her neckline. Shay’s hand brushed his wrist as she reached for the salt, and he shut the phone screen off.
Lila’s mischievous smile filled his senses, her lips parted as if whispering a secret meant only for him. Memory flooded in: the low rasp of Jack’s voice at the bar, confiding in his best friend. “She’ll beg for it soon. You’ll see.” Heat surged below his belt, the fabric of his slacks tightening at the wrong time. He shifted in his seat, napkin sliding to his lap as Shay turned to him.
“Everything okay?” Her eyebrow arched, the diamond in her nose catching the light.
“Fine.” His voice came out hoarse. He pocketed the phone. The e-mail’s timestamp glowed in his mind, it was sent just minutes ago. Lila would be home now, maybe still wearing that dress, maybe tracing the same neckline he’d imagined ripping open since her wedding.
Shay’s heel grazed his ankle under the table. He flinched, fork clattering against china. Her fingers curled around his wrist, tugging him toward the cleared space between the dining table and the Christmas tree. The scent of her perfume brought him back to the present as she pressed against him. James’ palm settled at the small of her back out of habit, his other hand clasping hers.
Marvin Gaye’s voice oozed through the speakers. Shay hummed along, breath warm against his collar. The curve of Lila’s neck flashed in his mind. He pictured how she’d leaned across the poker table, the plunge of her blouse revealing the soft valley between her breasts as she’d thanked the men for their compliments. Jack’s teasing promises slithered beneath the memory: “She crawls for me now. Begs to be used. You’re the next step.”
Shay’s thigh brushed his, and he stiffened, pulse throbbing where his zipper strained. Her lips grazed his ear. “You’ve been working too hard.” Her hand drifted lower, fingertips skimming the bulge beneath his belt. “Let’s take this upstairs.”
The bedroom was a sanctuary, bathed in the gentle glow of candlelight. James’s heart swelled with love for the woman in his arms, her full lips parted in anticipation, her chestnut eyes dark with passion.
But as he explored the lush landscape of Shay’s body, a pesky notion kept roaring back. The memory of Lila’s slender frame, her porcelain skin, and the way she had looked directly into the camera, her gaze filled with a mixture of innocence and temptation.
James pushed the thought away, focusing instead on the warmth of Shay’s touch, the way her body responded to his. She was fire and softness, a living embodiment of the love they had nurtured over the years. Her curves were a testament to the life they had built together, a life rich with laughter and shared dreams.
He found himself tracing the lines of Shay’s figure, noting the contrast between her voluptuous form and Lila’s delicate grace. Damn it. The thought sent a jolt of guilt coursing through him, even as it kindled a forbidden excitement deep in his core.
Shay’s hands slipped inside his shirt, her fingers splayed across the firm planes of his back. She murmured endearments, her voice thick with longing, and James felt arousal building within him. He kissed her deeply, his tongue exploring the sweetness of her mouth.
As he undressed his wife, revealing the full glory of her bare skin, James couldn’t help but imagine how Lila would tremble beneath his touch. Stop it, man.
Shay, oblivious to the turmoil roiling within her husband, arched her back, inviting him to taste the salt-kissed sweetness of her skin. James complied, his lips trailing a path from her collarbone to the valley between her breasts, his hands cupping the generous swells with a tenderness that belied his inner conflict.
He pictured Lila, crawling and nervous, her eyes filled with a mixture of desire and deference as she looked up at him. In his fantasy, she was his to command, her body yielding to his every whim.
Shay’s lips pressed against his ear, her breath hot and needy as she whispered his name. He could hear both women calling for him, asking for more.
Their bodies aligned, the heat of their passion filling the room. James loved the familiar slide of his hard length entering his wife’s body, her wet heat engulfing him. And in that moment, he saw Lila, her cunt tighter than Shay’s, unused to his thickness.
He thrust forward, his eyes closing as pleasure washed over him. Shay’s hands dug into his back, her nails scratching lightly, prompting a low groan to escape his lips. Her body moved with his, the rhythm of their lovemaking as familiar as it was exhilarating.
But even as he lost himself in the sensation, James’s mind betrayed him once more. He saw Lila, her eyes wide as she felt the stretch of him inside her, struggling to accommodate his size.
Shay’s fingers tightened around his neck, pulling him back to the present. Her mouth sought his, her kiss desperate and fervent.
He wanted to lose himself in his wife, to forget the temptations that lurked in the secret corner of his mind. But he couldn’t shake Jack’s promise of sharing Lila, crafted into a submissive toy, waiting for his command. It was as if Lila’s ghost hovered between them, impatiently waiting for her turn.
He felt Shay’s fingernails raking lightly down his back, a silent request for him to move faster, harder. Their lips met, their tongues dancing in time with the motion of their bodies. James allowed himself to be consumed by the kiss, trying to lose himself in the familiarity of the taste of his wife.
Shay groaned deeply as Lila’s girlish gasps filled his imagination. His wife’s body tensed as she teetered on the edge of release. James felt her wet heat enveloping him, drawing him deeper as her muscles clenched rhythmically. It was a sensation he knew well, one that usually pushed him over the edge.
He saw Lila’s face contorted in ecstasy, her lips chanting his name, even as Shay’s mouth shaped the same syllables.
Shay’s body stiffened, sighing as she peaked. James felt her body shuddering with the force of her climax, her fingers tightening in his hair. Lila’s imaginary climax consumed his thoughts. He saw her back arching, her eyes rolling back as she succumbed to the pleasure he knew he could bring her.
His wife’s body relaxed, her breath coming in short gasps as she floated back down from her orgasm. She pressed her lips against his, her kiss a mix of tenderness and satisfaction. James responded, feeling the heat of her passion even as his vows continued to weaken.
His hands tightened in the bed sheets as his thrusts grew more urgent. The headboard thumped rhythmically against the wall, but all he heard was Lila’s breathless whimper in his mind: “Use me anytime you want.”
Shay moaned, gripping his shoulders.
Lila’s phantom hands slid down his chest in the fantasy, her lips brushing the shell of his ear. “Ruin my pussy,” she pleaded, “then ruin my makeup.”
Shay’s thick thighs gripped his waist, heels pressing into his back. “Don’t stop,” she gasped, arching as he hit a deeper angle. Lila’s imaginary hole clenched around him, tighter than memory allowed, her choked sob of “You own me!” sharpening the coil in his gut.
He drove into Shay with punishing force, chasing the friction of Lila’s fantasy grip. Shay’s cries crescendoed as her body convulsed. His eyes squeezed shut, he saw Lila’s tears streaking through the mess he’d made of her face, her tongue darting out to catch the overflowing cum that marked her as his.
Release tore through him. He ground deep, hips stuttering as hot pulses spilled into Shay. In the aftershocks, Lila’s whispered “Thank you” lingered like smoke.
* * *
James waited until Shay’s breathing deepened into the steady rhythm of sleep before sliding out of bed. The soft glow of moonlight filtered through the curtains as he padded across the room, careful not to make a sound. The bathroom door clicked shut behind him like a gunshot, his heart pounding as he pulled out his phone.
The screen lit up, casting a faint blue light across his face. His thumb hovered over the video from Jack. His jaw remained clenched as he inserted one earbud and pressed play.
Lila appeared again, wearing a dress that clung to her curves, the fabric whispering promises as her mouth did the same. Her voice was soft, deliberate, each phrase a carefully constructed lure. She spoke of their connection, the spark she felt whenever their eyes met, the fantasies that had haunted her. Her fingers traced the edge of her dress, teasing, as she confessed how often she’d thought of him… his hands, his mouth, his stolen glances.
She leaned back, her legs parting slightly as she began to undress with maddening slowness. Her voice grew breathy as she described how she imagined him touching her, using her, making her his. Her hips shifted subtly, her movements restrained but deliberate, her arousal evident in the way her lips parted and her lashes fluttered.
James’ breath quickened, his free hand gripping the edge of the sink as he watched her. He could see the tension in her body, the way she held herself back, obeying Jack’s command not to come even as she burned for release. It was hypnotic, the way she offered herself so completely. His thick length pulsed, his own need building as he watched her, torn between admiration for Jack’s masterpiece and the primal urge to claim what was being offered.
And she was offering it this week, on New Year’s Eve.
The video ended abruptly, the screen going black, but the image of Lila remained seared in his mind. He leaned against the sink, his breath ragged, the weight of what he’d seen pressing down on him.




Chapter 28

Alice and Charlie had spent the evening spiking Jack’s egg nog, ensuring his drink was stronger than anyone else’s. After a dinner laden with delicious M.S.G., Lila guided her husband to bed, leaving the three ladies to chat in the living room. The air was thick with reticence as Alice eyed the gifts Jack had given the two sisters: a diamond choker necklace for Lila, and Alice’s new “feminist quote-a-day calendar.”
Alice rolled her eyes at the calendar for the umpteenth time, then took a deep breath, her heart pounding in her chest. She had to know for sure. “Lila,” she said, her voice steady, “why don’t we swap these gifts? You know, just for fun. Obey the Christmas spirit.” She held her breath, waiting for her sister’s reaction.
Lila’s eyes flicked to the calendar and then back to Alice. Her fingers traced the cool metal of the choker. Alice could see the wheels turning in her sister’s afflicted brain, and she felt a surge of hope.
But then Lila shook her head, her expression resolute. “No, I don’t think so. I like my gift.”
Charlie let out a sigh of relief, her shoulders sagging.
Alice bit her lip, her mind racing. She couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off, but maybe Charlie was right. Maybe she was just being paranoid. But then, why was Jack hiding that list? It just didn’t add up.
“I guess you’re right,” she said, forcing a smile. “I’m just being silly.”
The three ladies continued to chat, but Alice kept glancing at the choker around Lila’s neck, wondering if Jack was flouting the entire notion of feminism by literally collaring his wife in plain sight. Maybe it was just a necklace, and besides, Lila sincerely seemed to like it. Alice remembered the lipstick mark on Jack’s secret page, and was confused all over again. She shuffled into the kitchen and grabbed the bottle of rum, skipping the eggnog part of an eggnog, just hoping for a good night’s sleep.




Chapter 29

For about ten minutes, Alice watched her girlfriend’s beatific sleeping face, psychically willing Charlie to join her in the waking world, but no luck. She thought about what kind of self-care she needed to alleviate her wicked—nay, demonic—hangover, and decided on a large mocha.
Another ten minutes later, she crossed from the frigid sidewalk into Marco’s Caffeine Haven, covering her ears a bit too late to avoid the powerful whoosh of air that activated whenever someone opened the door. She waved half-heartedly as she approached Marco behind the counter.
As she pulled the fake fur-lined hood to uncover her puffy eyes, he winced and asked her, “Rough Christmas?”
“Totally,” she confirmed. “I’d like your largest oat milk mocha, please.”
“You got it. It’s Alice, right?” he inquired, taking a cardboard cup off the stack.
Alice nodded, then croaked out, “Yep.”
As Marco busily prepared the drink, he continued his interrogation. At least, that’s what it felt like in Alice’s aching head. “That was your sister you were with the other day? With those loud frat boys?”
Alice rolled her eyes. “Ugh, don’t remind me.”
With a chuckle, Marco commiserated. “Yeah. They didn’t really seem like her type. Certainly not yours, either,” he finished with a smile.
Alice was about to tell him that his gaydar was finely tuned, but the harsh sound of the steam wand prevented any useful thought processes. She stared at the menu, as if something might’ve changed in the past couple of days, or honestly, since she and Lila started coming here years ago.
When she came back to herself, Marco was handing her the best-smelling mocha in living memory. After a long sip, the neurons resumed firing, and mental pathways were connecting once more. “Sorry. Oh, this is good. Hey, uh, what do you mean about my sister’s type?”
Marco shrugged. “Those guys. They’re not the type she’s usually talking to in here.”
Alice engaged her seldom-used poker face, and hoped that she wasn’t giving away a tell when she asked, “Who, uh, who does she normally talk to?” She covered her face with another long sip of Earth’s perfect beverage.
“Oh, hey,” Marco blurted, “I don’t want to get anyone in trouble. I just thought that if anybody could tell what’s going on with her, it’d be you.”
“Yep,” Alice lied. “Yep, yeah, totally. It’s this sort of game that she and her husband are playing.”
“Oh!” Marco said with a smile, then leaned in to conspire quietly. “So it is an open marriage?”
Alice’s throat decided that it would be a good time to forget how to drink liquids, and instead to start choking. Marco handed her a napkin. Quite a bit of throat-clearing later, Alice took a deep breath and considered what to say next, landing on, “If you’re wondering if you might have a shot with her, I would have to say no.” She watched his face fall, then poked his left hand for good measure. “And you, dude, are also married.”
“Well,” the baristo glumly shrugged, “you can’t blame a guy for trying.”
Alice stared at him, then explained, “I blame guys for lots of shit,” and she stormed out, abandoning the rest of her mocha.
* * *
Alice followed her war path back to Lila’s place, kicked off her shoes, and found her sister wiping down the kitchen counter, with her headphones in, presumably enjoying that podcast again. Alice touched her shoulder, then crooked her finger to get Lila to follow her.
Seeing the urgency on Alice’s face, Lila followed her toward the guest room, and past Jack, who was mindlessly browsing movie options.
“Everything okay?” Jack asked, not taking his eyes off the screen.
“Women stuff,” Alice barked back.
“Say no more,” Jack acquiesced.
Alice was looking down, walking while opening her photo app, and didn’t see the corner of the hallway clip her shoulder. “Ow! Fuck you!” she yelled, admonishing the wall.
When the guest bedroom door was safely closed behind them, Alice zoomed her photo on the offending phrases and pointed them at her sister’s face.
Charlie stirred. “Al?” she asked.
“Just a sec,” Alice replied curtly. “See that, Lila?”
“Ummm… yeah…” Lila confirmed. “What—”
Alice cut her off, whispering, “If you found that list hidden in your best friend’s husband’s office, what would you think?”
“Oh, no, Al, you’re not…” Charlie started, but didn’t finish, seeing Alice’s look of righteous obsession.
Turning back to Lila, Alice raised her eyebrows. “Hmm?”
“I guess,” Lila slowly responded, “I guess I’d think… he was creepy?”
“Yes!” Alice hissed. “And there’s more.” She flipped to the photo of the lipstick mark, and showed her sister.
“Creepy and, I’m guessing, a cheater,” Lila suggested.
“We finally agree,” Alice said with a smirk. “Well, guess what. You’re my best friend.” She watched the light dawn on her sister’s otherwise doe-eyed face.
“You mean, you…” Lila began, but didn’t need to finish, watching Alice rapidly nodding.
“We don’t know what it means,” Charlie offered from the bed.
“Oh, yes we do,” Alice countered with a finger to her lips, suggesting they keep quiet. “It means he’s creepy, disloyal, and keeping secrets.”
Lila’s hand covered her mouth, and she slowly shook her head, whispering, “I’m so confused. I thought we were happy.”
Alice led her sister to sit down on the bed. Charlie and Alice each held one of Lila’s hands as she began to weep. Alice waited a moment, then wondered, “Lila, do you recognize those words? Obey and whatnot?”
Sniffling, Lila pulled one hand free and requested to see the list again. Peering at it closely, she said, “I do remember him making a big deal out of ‘surrender’ a while ago. And, actually,” she recalled through the tears, “he said once that I was a perfect slave girl, and even though, um, we were… in the middle of something… I decided I needed to clean the house. That was really weird.”
Alice punched the air, then pointed at Charlie, whose eyes, which were visiting dreamland just a few minutes ago, were now blown wide open. Charlie mouthed an oversized “wow” at her girlfriend, feeling both impressed and terrified. When she could think of what to say out loud, she asked, “So… what do we do now?”
“Let’s get out of here,” Alice pleaded. “Let’s just be somewhere safe and talk about what to do next.”
“Wh—where?” Lila asked.
“Fuck, I dunno,” Alice allowed. “Somewhere he wouldn’t think of. With someone you trust.”
“With lots of door locks,” Charlie added, as she stood up to get dressed.
Lila thought about who she could trust, and one name topped the list. “I’ll call Penny,” she announced.




Chapter 30

Penny unlocked the door to her office and welcomed in Lila, Alice and Charlie, three desperate women who needed her help. She locked the door behind them, saying, “You’re safe, now. Obviously, this isn’t a long-term solution, but you can plan your next steps here.”
The four of them found comfortable seats in Penny’s dimly-lit refuge. Alice reached around her sister’s shoulders from the side, and for the first time in many minutes, Lila was able to stop shaking.
“Hey, Lila,” Charlie began, “I know something that’ll help. Tap each one of your fingertips with your thumb,” Charlie illustrated the motion, “and repeat this four-word sentence: I - am - safe - now.”
Penny watched Lila and Charlie repeating the affirmation. After a minute, Lila was no longer saying the sentence out loud, though her fingers kept up the motions, repeating it silently.
“So,” Penny cleared her throat. “I’d like to be as helpful as possible. Can you tell me what happened?”
She listened as Alice and Charlie took turns explaining about the creepy list of phrases, the lipstick mark, subjugated behavior, raucous submissive sex, as well as Lila’s uncharacteristic flirting with strange men. Every so often, Lila would try to chime in with a defense, but the younger women talked over her.
Penny was disgusted, mostly with Jack for being so sloppy with his belongings, and a little bit with these college girl interlopers. She gave some consideration to cutting the whole lot of them loose and letting the pieces fall where they may, but she and Jack were in a position of mutually assured destruction. If she ruined his life, he could contact the police, or have her license revoked, or… it wasn’t worth thinking about. So. First things first, she’d have to get these chicks to relax.
“Lila, I’m so sorry to hear all this. We’ll make it right, I promise. I imagine you’re all parched. Adrenaline and stress can do a number on the throat, not to mention all that talking,” Penny tried to defuse their dread with the tiniest bit of humor. She traveled to her little fridge and poured three cups of her never-to-be-patented unique blend of seltzer, sodium pentathol, and THC. This month, it had a blueberry-lemon flavor.
Penny handed out the drinks, a gentle smile playing on her lips as she anticipated the effects of her concoction. “Here you go, ladies,” she said, her voice a soothing balm in the tense room.
Lila took a tentative sip, her eyes fluttering closed as the liquid coated her throat. Alice and Charlie followed suit, the fizz of the seltzer tickling their noses. Penny watched with disguised satisfaction as they drank deeply, their bodies visibly relaxing with each gulp.
As the minutes ticked by, the three women began to comment on the peculiar sensation that was washing over them. “I feel… weird,” Alice murmured, her eyelids heavy.
Charlie nodded in agreement, her head lolling slightly to the side. “Yeah, everything’s kind of… floaty… what’s hap… ning?” she asked, her voice tinged with a childlike confusion.
Penny offered them a comforting smile. “I’ve seen this before. It’s perfectly normal,” she assured them. “You’ve all been under a great deal of stress lately, and it’s natural to react this way. The vernacular term is ‘overtired.’ Just close your eyes and let yourself unwind for a while. You’re safe here.”
As Penny’s guests slowly succumbed to the chemical effects, she reached to her sound system and pressed a button, filling the room with chamber music that she had commissioned long ago. The soft, lilting melody wove its way through the air, carrying subliminal messages designed to open up and influence susceptible minds.
I feel happy and carefree, the music encouraged them in an unending loop, adding, I trust Penny. I enjoy feeling feminine and submissive to men.
Her three visitors were too tired to notice or complain about the music. Their eyes drifted closed as their heads fell back against the sofa cushions, their breaths evening out into a steady rhythm.
Penny observed them with a clinical eye. The next few minutes had to be used carefully. With their guards down and their critical thinking impaired, Penny could begin to implant suggestions that would ensure they’d never meddle again.
“Good,” she said, her voice a soothing hum that blended seamlessly with the music. “Very good. Just continue to breathe and relax. With each breath, you’re becoming more and more comfortable. More open, more at ease.”
Penny’s words washed over them like a warm tide, inviting them to surrender to the current and be carried away.
“You’re safe here,” Penny continued with gentle authority. “And as you relax, I want you to know that I am here to help with any important decisions. With each breath you take, allow your body to sink deeper into relaxation… deeper into tranquility.” Her focus was on Lila, knowing that her trance would be the catalyst for the others. “Feel your muscles unwinding, one by one, from the top of your head to the tips of your toes.”
Lila’s eyelids fluttered, her breaths becoming slower and deeper. Penny continued her melodic lullaby. “Breathe in serenity deeply… and out, exhaling all the tension, all the worries, all the fear. Let them drift away like leaves on a stream, carried by the gentle current of your breath.”
Alice and Charlie, heavily under the influence of the drugged seltzer, followed the therapist’s suggestions, their bodies relaxing visibly with each exhale.
Penny shot off a quick text message to Jack to let him know that the girls were safe in the office, suggesting he collect them in about 30 minutes. Her eyes roved over them, ensuring they were all succumbing to the trance.
“Now, as you relax, I want you to imagine yourselves in a place of perfect peace,” Penny instructed. “A place where the air is fragrant, where the sun shines warmth on your skin, and where the sounds of nature soothe your soul.”
Lila’s lips parted slightly. Penny could see her drifting further into the imagined landscape, her softened mind no longer able to resist the gentle pull of the trance.
“In this place, you are safe,” Penny continued. “You are loved. And you are exactly where you need to be. With each breath, you grow more and more connected to this place, to this feeling of peace and contentment.”
Alice’s hand, which had been clutching her drink, now rested loosely on her lap, her fingers uncurling as she succumbed to tranquility. Charlie’s head tilted further back, her mouth slightly open as she breathed deeply.
Penny’s voice was intimate and personal, like a best friend sharing secrets. “And as you stay in this place, I want you to remember that you are strong. You are capable. And you are worthy of all the happiness and joy that life has to offer.”
She paused, letting her words sink in, knowing that the combination of the drugs, the music, and her targeted suggestions would create a powerful, lasting impression on her subjects.
“I want you to focus on my voice. With each word you hear, you will find yourself drifting deeper and deeper into this peaceful state. You will feel safe, you will feel at ease, and you will feel an overwhelming sense of trust in me and each other.”
Lila’s eyes were completely closed, her face a mask of serenity. Alice and Charlie were similarly entranced, their bodies slouching and going limp.
“You’re doing very well,” Penny murmured. “Stay in this place of peace, of tranquility, of trust. And know that as you drift deeper, you are becoming more and more open and accepting.”
Alice’s eyes widened as the truth hit her like a wave razing a fragile sandcastle. Her gaze darted to Penny, then to Lila’s vacant expression. Alice hiccuped, and she tried to push herself up from the couch, but her limbs felt heavy and uncooperative. She opened her mouth to speak, but her words came out sluggish, disjointed. “You… you’re the one. You did it… to muh sister.”
Penny tilted her head quizzically. “I don’t quite follow,” she said, her voice smoother than silk. “I’m here to help, remember?” She stepped closer, her movements deliberate but unhurried, like a patient buzzard. “You’re feeling overwhelmed, aren’t you? I completely understand. Why don’t you get comfortable, take another sip, and let yourself relax.”
Alice shook her head, but her eyesight refused to come back into focus. “No,” she slurred, her voice thick with the weight of the drug cocktail coursing through her system. “Not… not gonna let you…” She tried to stand, but her legs buckled, and she sank back into the couch, her body betraying her just as she felt that Penny had betrayed Lila. Her hands gripped the edge of the cushions, her knuckles white, but her strength was slipping away. “Women… women have rights… aw… autononmomny.”
Penny’s smile deepened. “Oh, darling,” she purred, crouching down to meet Alice’s gaze. “You’re thinking too hard. You’re trying to fight something that’s meant to help you. Why not just let go? Let the warmth wash over you, let the tension melt away. Doesn’t that sound nice? To simply… drift?”
Alice’s eyelids fluttered with a waning resistance. She mumbled something incoherent, her words trailing off into fragments. “Can’t… but… patri… arch… not… ohhh…” Her voice grew fainter, her body slumping further into the cushions. She tried to lift her head, but it lolled to the side, her willpower all but gone. Her glassy eyes sought help from her sweet Charlie, but Charlie appeared to be a useless rag doll.
Penny reached out, her fingers brushing against Alice’s cheek in a gesture that could almost be mistaken for tenderness. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice a velvety whisper. “Just let yourself sink into the softness, into the quiet. You’ve been carrying so much weight, haven’t you? So many worries, so many fears. But here, with me, you don’t have to carry them anymore. You can just… let them all go.”
Alice’s breathing slowed, her body growing still. Her lips parted as she tried to speak, but the words were barely audible, more breath than sound. “Can’t… can’t let you…”
Penny’s hand moved to Alice’s shoulder, her touch firm yet gentle. “There’s no winning or losing here, cutie. Only peace. Only surrender. And doesn’t that feel so much easier than fighting? So much more… relaxing?”
Alice’s eyes fluttered open, then closed, as her resistance finally crumbled. Her body was totally limp, her head resting against the back of the couch. She was deep now, floating in that void of trance, her mental defenses stripped away.
Penny leaned back in her chair, her eyes lingering on Alice and Charlie. The casual t-shirts clung to their youthful forms in ways that made her heart race. Alice’s small, perky breasts pressed against the fabric, while Charlie’s curves spilled from her jeans, a tantalizing contrast to Alice’s slender frame. The sight stirred something deep within Penny: a hunger, not just for their bodies, but for their minds. The idea of breaking down their lesbian identities, of molding them into pliant, enlightened women who would bow to the whims of men, sent a shiver of pleasure up her spine. Alas, there’d be no time for that before their trances ended. She needed to clean up Jack’s mess.
Her focus shifted to Lila, who looked even deeper entranced, her breathing slow and steady. The doctor began to weave her web of words, carefully chosen to seep into their subconscious, resembling a logic that would feel persuasive to their uncritical minds.
“Life is so much better,” she began, “when you know you can trust your family. Family is the foundation of everything, isn’t it? The people who love you, who care for you, who always have your best interests at heart.”
Penny’s words floated through the room, wrapping around the three women like a warm blanket. She watched as Charlie shifted in her seat, her fingers gently flexing around Alice’s. But she couldn’t resist the pull of Penny’s voice, the subtle suggestions slipping across the border where her willpower used to be.
“Trust is such a beautiful thing,” Penny continued, her tone almost reverent. “It’s natural. It’s effortless. You don’t have to think about it, you just… know. Like the way the sun rises every morning. And that’s what you want, isn’t it? To feel safe? To feel secure? To know that someone else is taking care of everything, so you don’t have to worry?”
Lila nodded, her head drooping slightly as she sank deeper. Alice’s breathing slowed, her grip on the cushion loosening. Charlie’s eyes fluttered, her usually sharp mind dulled by the combination of the drink and Penny’s words. Penny leaned forward, her voice dropping to a near whisper, the words now aimed directly at the girls who caused all this trouble.
“Alice, and Charlie, you’re part of this family now, aren’t you? You’re here because you care about Lila. Because you want what’s best for her. And isn’t it wonderful to know that she’s in good hands? That Jack is taking care of her? That he’s a man who can be trusted? A strong man, in control?”
Alice’s lips parted, a soft groan escaping as her body relaxed further. Charlie’s head tilted to the side like a confused puppy. Penny’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she continued without pausing, her voice weaving a tapestry of trust and submission, each thread reinforcing the image of Jack as the ultimate authority.
“It’s so natural,” Penny murmured, “to feel that way. To trust a man like Jack. To know that he’s leading, that he’s protecting, that he’s… in charge. It’s what makes life easier, isn’t it? To let go. To let someone else take the reins. To surrender to that strength, that confidence, that control. And it’s not just for Lila. It’s for all of you. Because deep down, you know it’s true. You know it’s right. You know it’s natural.”
Penny leaned back, her gaze sweeping over the three women. Alice’s face was peaceful, her earlier resistance replaced by a calm acceptance. Charlie’s shoulders had dropped, her body relaxed and pliant. And Lila, well, Lila was in back in her happy place of patriarchy worship.
Penny’s voice was a soft, steady current. “It’s interesting, isn’t it, how some memories just feel right. Like they’ve always been there, like they’re part of you, like they’re something you can always come back to. Those memories… they’re safe. They’re warm. They’re comforting. And isn’t it wonderful to have those kinds of memories? To know that no matter what, you can always return to them, always trust them, always feel at ease?”
She let the words settle, like a soft blanket draped over a cozy kitten, and then continued.
“When you think of those memories, the ones that feel so good, so right… they’re often tied to people we trust. People who’ve proven themselves. People who’ve shown us, time and time again, that they’re reliable, that they’re strong, that they’re in control. Just like Jack. You’ve seen his strength time and time again. You’ve seen how he takes care of things, how he makes decisions, how he’s a natural leader. And that’s something you can trust, isn’t it? Something you can rely on. Something that feels natural.”
I trust Penny.
Lila’s lips curved into the faintest smile, her head tilting ever so slightly toward Penny’s voice. Alice’s shoulders rose and fell with her slow, steady breathing, her earlier resistance now a distant memory. Charlie’s hands, once clenched in fists, now rested open and relaxed in her lap.
Penny’s voice softened, almost to a whisper. “And because you know you can trust him… it makes sense that your memories of him are happy, doesn’t it? That they’re comforting. That they’re the kind of memories you can always return to when you need to feel safe. Because that’s what trust does, doesn’t it? It creates those kinds of memories. It makes them safe. It makes them… warm. It makes them correct.”
I feel happy and carefree.
She paused, letting the words resonate, letting them sink into their minds like seeds planted in fertile soil. Then, with the same gentle cadence, she reinforced the idea.
“And when you think about Jack now… when you remember the times you’ve spent with him… it’s easy to see why those memories feel so good, isn’t it? Because he’s dependable. Because he’s strong. Because he’s… in control. And that’s something you can always count on, isn’t it? Something that feels natural. Something that feels good and happy.”
I enjoy feeling feminine and submissive to men.
Lila’s breathing deepened, her body sinking further into the cushions. Alice’s let out another soft sigh. Charlie’s face was the picture of serenity. Penny allowed herself a small, satisfied smile, knowing the seeds were taking root.
“And it’s not just Lila who feels this way. Everyone who knows Jack can sense it in him. You’ve seen how he takes care of his darling wife, how he makes her feel safe, how he helps her by leading. And that’s something you can trust, isn’t it? Something that feels good, and reassuring, and proper.”
Penny’s voice took on a slightly firmer tone now, a tone that allowed only agreement. “Because when you think about this truth… when you really think about it… it’s so easy to see why those memories of Jack are happy, isn’t it? Why they’re comforting, the kind of memories you can always come back to, always trust, always feel at ease with. Because that’s what trust does, doesn’t it? It creates those kinds of memories. It makes them safe. It makes them warm and snuggly. It makes them right.”
… happy and carefree
When Penny paused, the only sound left was the soft, steady breathing of her three students. Penny let the silence linger, knowing it was doing the work for her. Then, with one final reinforcement, she closed the loop.
“And when you think about Jack now… when you think about all the times you’ve spent with him… it’s so easy to see why those memories feel so good, isn’t it? Why they’re comforting. Why they’re the kind of memories you can always return to, always trust, always feel at ease with.”
Penny’s hands gestured gracefully as she spoke, as if conducting an invisible symphony.
“Now, I want you to try something with me. It’s a fascinating little exercise, something that’s not just fun but also tells us a lot about how our minds work. Here’s how it goes: I want you to think about Jack doing something naughty.”
Her eyes flicked over each of them, watching their reactions. Lila’s lips curled slightly. Alice’s brow furrowed, and Charlie made a cute little grunting sound.
“Now, I want you to really focus on it. Really try to picture it in your mind. As detailed as you can possibly make it. Every little movement, every little detail. You’ll notice something interesting, something surprising: the more you try to imagine it, the harder it becomes to hold onto it.”
I trust Penny.
Penny watched as their expressions shifted. Lila’s smile widened, as if she were enjoying the challenge. Alice’s brow furrowed deeper, her confusion evident. Charlie’s head tipped back slightly, her lips parting as if she were trying to grasp something elusive.
“Can you feel it? That struggle to hold onto it? That little bit of frustration as your mind starts to… wander? But here’s the thing: that’s natural. That’s how our minds work. Our thoughts are like water flowing in a stream, always moving, always changing. And when you try to hold onto a thought, to focus on one, it’s slippery, isn’t it? It’s hard to keep it in your mind. But that’s okay. That’s how it’s supposed to be. That’s a part of human nature.”
Her voice grew firmer, more insistent, as if nudging them closer to the edge of their own resistance.
“And as you struggle to hold onto it, as it slips away from you, here’s what’s happening: your mind is learning something. Your mind is realizing that the more you try to hold onto it, the more it slips away. And isn’t that fascinating? Isn’t that just amazing.”
I feel happy and carefree.
There was no room to question the logic as the doctor barreled forward.
“So now, I want you to try again. Try to think about Jack doing something naughty. Something mischievous, maybe even a little bold or daring. Really focus on it. Really try to picture it. And notice what happens. Notice how the harder you try to focus, the harder it becomes to hold onto that thought, to keep that image in your mind.”
Her voice softened again, coaxing. It was impossible to categorize her agenda.
“And as you notice that struggle, that frustration, that’s when something really interesting happens… you start to learn. You start to realize that it’s not just about the image… it’s about the process. It’s about what happens when you try to hold onto it. And the more you try, the more you learn. And the more you learn, the more you understand.”
… enjoy feeling feminine and submissive…
Penny’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she watched their expressions shift from effort to surrender and back.
“Here’s the really fascinating part. As you try to focus, as you struggle to hold onto that image, your mind is actually becoming more and more open to new ways of seeing, new ways of thinking. Because the harder it is to hold onto that image, the more your mind is willing to explore other possibilities. Isn’t that a really beautiful thing?”
Her voice was once again a soft murmur now.
“I want you to keep trying. Keep focusing on that image of Jack doing something naughty. Really try to hold onto it. And notice how it feels as it starts to slip away. Notice how the harder you try, the more it feels like it’s just out of reach. But that’s okay. That’s part of the process. That’s how your mind works. And the more you notice it, the more you’ll start to understand. The more you’ll start to see the world in a new way.”
Penny was distracted for a moment when Charlie let out a soft moan, wondering if that’s how she sounded when Alice was finger-banging the little slut. Penny bit her lower lip, then winced and got back to work.
“Now, I’d like to ask each of you a simple question. Just to confirm something we’ve been exploring together. It’s a small thing, really, but it’s important to be sure. So, I’ll start with you, Lila.”
Lila’s head tilted slightly, her lips parting as if she were preparing to speak, though no sound came out.
I trust Penny.
“When you try to imagine Jack doing something naughty… something bold, daring, or mischievous… what happens? Can you picture it clearly in your mind? Or does it feel… impossible? Like no matter how hard you try, the image just won’t stay? Be honest. Trust yourself.”
Lila’s brow furrowed slightly, her mouth moving silently. Then, with a soft sigh, her shoulders slumped in defeat. “It’s… it’s impossible.” Her voice was barely above a whisper, tinged with frustration but also a strange sense of acceptance.
Penny nodded, her expression one of calm understanding. “That’s right. It’s impossible. No matter how hard you try, the image just won’t stay. And that’s okay. It’s how your mind works now. It’s part of what makes this so easy and natural. The man you love, the man you trust, he’s just not capable of doing anything naughty. It’s simply not in his nature. Isn’t that right?”
Lila nodded slowly, her lips curving into a small, contented smile. “Yes. He’s… he’s too good.”
Penny turned her attention to Alice. “What about you, Alice? When you try to imagine Jack doing something naughty, what do you see? Can you conjure the image, or does it feel… out of reach?”
Alice frowned, her eyebrows knitting together as she focused inwardly. For a moment, it seemed as though she might protest, might push back against the suggestion. But then, as if an invisible hand had smoothed the tension from her face, she exhaled softly and shook her head. “I… I can’t. It’s like… gone.” Her voice was tinged with a note of surprise, as though she hadn’t expected to feel that way.
…happy and carefree
Penny smiled warmly. “Exactly. It’s like trying to grab smoke. It slips through your fingers, no matter how hard you try. And that’s because it’s not something you can imagine. Jack isn’t the kind of man who would do something naughty. He’s too strong, too confident, too much in control. Isn’t that right?”
Alice hesitated for a moment, her eyes flickering behind their comforting lids, searching for an argument. But then she nodded. “Yes. He’s in control. He wouldn’t… wouldn’t do anything like that.”
Finally, Penny turned to Charlie, who sat on the other side of Alice, her body language no less pliant. “And you, Charlie? What do you see when you try to imagine Jack doing something naughty? Can you picture it clearly, or does it feel… elusive?”
Charlie’s lips pressed together in a thin line as she focused inward. After a long pause, she let out a short exhale and shook her head. “Nope.”
Penny’s smile widened slightly. “Exactly. It’s like remembering a dream. It slips away the more you try to hold onto it. And that’s because it’s not something you can imagine. Jack is too dependable. Too trustworthy. He’s not the kind of man who would do something naughty.”
The women all nodded and grunted with approval.
Penny leaned back, keeping her expression calm in case one or two eyes fluttered open. The room was still, the air thick with the weight of their deepened trance. She let the silence linger for a moment, allowing the women to settle into their new understanding. Then, with a soft smile, she continued. “Isn’t it fascinating how easily the mind can accept the truth. How effortlessly some ideas just become part of who we are. It’s a wonderful thing, really. To feel so… certain. To know, without a doubt, that Jack is the kind of man who would never do anything bad. That’s just who he is. And now, that knowledge is part of you. Part of how you see him. Part of how you see the world.”
The women nodded, their expressions serene, their minds fully aligned with the truth Penny had woven for them.
I trust Penny.
“Now, let’s think about that list of words you found,” she shifted tracks, her voice smooth and unhurried. “Those words… desire, obey, surrender, slave girl… they must have seemed… unusual at first. Even confusing, perhaps. Try to think about it. Who would create something like that? Who would think to come up with those phrases?”
Penny’s eyes drifted to Lila, who sat with her hands limply resting in her lap, her expression calm but attentive. “It’s clear, isn’t it? Those words… they’re part of a game. A little roleplay. Something playful, something intimate. Something that’s all about feeling… safe. Feeling… feminine. Feeling submissive. And who would think of something like that? Who would want to explore those feelings, those desires? It’s not Jack, is it? Jack would never do something like that. He’s too… trustworthy. Too dependable. Too stoic.”
Penny’s smile was gentle, almost indulgent, as she turned her attention to Alice and Charlie. “It makes sense, doesn’t it? Because Jack isn’t the kind of man who would come up with something like that. He wouldn’t. It’s just not who he is. But Lila… Lila is the kind of woman who would. The kind of woman who enjoys exploring those feelings. The natural kind of woman who finds joy in embracing her femininity, in feeling submissive. In feeling… desired. In feeling safe. And that’s natural, isn’t it? To want to feel those things? To want to explore them? To want to play with those ideas, with those words, in the privacy of her own mind, in the privacy of her own relationship?”
…submissive to men.
Her voice was a soft hum now, a steady rhythm to match the suggestive chamber music. “And it’s not just natural… it’s beautiful, isn’t it? To want to feel that way. To want to embrace that part of yourself? To want to feel feminine. To want to feel safe. And that’s what those phrases are, isn’t it? A way to explore those feelings. A way to embrace them. A way to feel… good. To feel true to yourself.”
Lila’s lips curved again into a small, unconscious smile. Alice’s brow smoothed, her breathing even and unhurried. Charlie half-grunted, half-moaned.
“It’s so easy to see now, isn’t it?” Penny muttered. “That list… those words… they’re not something to worry about. They’re not something to fear. They’re just for fun. A little exploration. And it’s Lila’s idea, isn’t it? Because Lila is the kind of woman who enjoys feeling that way. The kind of woman who finds joy in submission. The kind of woman who loves to embrace her femininity. And that’s okay, isn’t it? That’s beautiful. It’s natural. It’s good.”
…happy and carefree
Penny watched Lila’s hips slowly shifting, and once again cursed her luck that she couldn’t spend this time playing with all three of them.
“And now,” she said, clearing her throat, “when you think about those phrases, when you think about that harmless roleplay, it’s so easy to understand, isn’t it? It’s so easy to see why Lila would come up with something like that. Why she would enjoy it. Why it feels… good. Why it feels… right. Because it’s natural, isn’t it? To want to feel that way. To want to embrace that part of yourself. And it’s not something to worry about. It’s just… play. Just… fun. Just… natural.”
The women nodded, their expressions calm, their bodies relaxed.
“As you continue to relax, I want you to think about Jack’s voice, the way it sounds when he speaks. The tone, the cadence, the way it feels when you hear it. It’s so familiar, isn’t it? So comforting. And when you hear that voice, you know deep down that you can trust him. That he’s a man who’s earned your respect. A man who’s strong, who’s dependable, who’s deserving of everything he wants. Because that’s who Jack is, isn’t it? A man who’s proven himself. A man who’s earned your trust. A man who deserves respect.”
I trust Penny.
Her words flowed smoothly, the rhythm of her speech lulling them into easy acceptance. “Whenever Jack speaks, his voice will remind you of all those things. It will remind you of his strength, his dependability, his trustworthiness. It will remind you that he’s a man who’s earned your respect, who’s earned everything he wants. And that feeling will settle deep inside you, warm and certain. It will feel… right. It will feel natural and happy.”
happy and carefree
Penny observed Lila, then Alice, then Charlie, ensuring the suggestion was taking root. “And it’s not something you need to think about. It’s not something you need to question. It’s just… true. Just natural. It’s correct and dependable. Because Jack is that kind of man. And when you hear his voice, you’ll know it. You’ll feel it. And it will comfort you. It will reassure you.”
Fantasy vignettes vied for Penny’s attention. She imagined Jack surrounded by women, each of them eager to please him, to give him everything he desired. A parade of clichéd skimpy uniforms posing for his amusement.
Outwardly, she remained composed. “And that feeling will stay with you. It will be there, deep inside, whenever you hear Jack’s voice. A quiet certainty. A warm reassurance. Because Jack is that kind of man. And you’ll always know it. Always feel it. And isn’t it wonderful to feel that certainty? To feel that trust? To feel that respect? It’s a beautiful thing. A comforting thing. A natural thing.”
The three women nodded, their expressions soft, their bodies relaxed. Penny’s smile widened slightly, her tone warm but professional. “Good. Very good. Because that feeling, that trust, it’s something you’ll carry with you always. Something that will stay with you and comfort you.”
Penny checked the time, surmising that Jack would be arriving soon. “You’ve had a long day. I’m so glad you could visit me for this little guided meditation. Allow yourself to float and drift for as long as it feels good. Jack will help you home, just as you planned, then you can finally go to bed and have sweet dreams.”
Just for good measure, Penny lifted a crystal perfume bottle and gave each of her guests a few good inhales of her “calm the fuck down” lavender mist. She mentally patted herself on the back for a job well done, and somehow, bravely, resisted motorboating Charlie’s tits.




Chapter 31

Alice stirred awake, her eyelids fluttering as the first rays of sunlight filtered through the blinds. The room felt warm, the air thick with a strange, heady energy. She blinked, her mind foggy, her thoughts tangled like a web she couldn’t quite unravel. Why do I feel so… huh? She turned her head slightly and froze. Charlie was lying next to her, her hand moving rhythmically between her thighs, her breath coming in soft, uneven gasps.
The sound of Lila’s voice pierced the air, sharp and desperate, followed by Jack’s low, commanding tone. The rhythmic creak of the bed frame in the other room was unmistakable. Alice’s cheeks flushed, her body reacting before her mind could catch up. This… this isn’t… But the thought slipped away like sand through her fingers, replaced by a hazy warmth that settled low in her belly. Jack’s home is a happy home. Jack deserves what he wants. The thoughts echoed in her mind, soothing, undeniable.
Charlie’s eyes met Alice’s, wide and glazed with arousal. “They’re so… loud,” Charlie whispered, her voice trembling. Her fingers moved faster, her hips arching off the mattress. Alice’s hand reached out almost of its own accord, her fingertips brushing against Charlie’s wrist before sliding lower, joining Charlie’s fingers in the wet flesh between her girlfriend’s thighs.
“She’s lucky,” Charlie gasped, her voice breaking as Alice’s fingers pressed firmer. “Lila’s so lucky. He… he knows what to do. How to make her happy.”
Alice nodded, her own breath quickening as she felt Charlie’s slick arousal coating her fingers. Jack’s desires are my desires. The feeling looped in her mind, leaving no space for doubts. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Charlie’s ear. “He’s a good man,” she murmured, her voice barely audible over the sounds of Lila’s muffled cries and Jack’s possessive growls. “He knows what a woman needs.”
Charlie moaned, her back arching as Alice’s fingers curled inside her. “Yes… yes, he—ohhh,” she gasped, her hands clutching at the sheets. “I’ve never… never… he’s… he’s so good.”
Alice’s movements grew more urgent, her fingers working in tandem with Charlie’s own. The sounds from the other room grew louder, more insistent: Lila’s breathless pleas, Jack’s deep, guttural demands. Charlie’s body tensed, her thighs clamping around Alice’s hand as an orgasm built in her core and ripped through her throat. “Oh God, oh God,” she whimpered, her voice rising in pitch before she bit down on her lip to stifle the sound.
Alice held her as she trembled, her own arousal a steady ache between her legs. She could hear Jack’s voice now, low and authoritative, praising Lila, telling her she was his good girl, his perfect little slut. Charlie’s breathing slowed, her body going limp against the mattress. She turned her head to look at Alice, her eyes heavy-lidded and sated. “I’m jealous,” she admitted.
Alice nodded, her fingers still resting against Charlie’s thigh. “Me too,” she whispered, her hips twitching. The sounds from the other room continued, a constant reminder of Jack’s talent. Alice closed her eyes, letting the warmth of Charlie’s body and the echo of Jack’s dominance wash over her. Jack’s home is a happy home. The thought settled in her mind, solid and unshakable.
Alice sharply inhaled as Charlie’s mouth descended on her pussy, her soft lips and tongue brushing against a sensitive bundle of nerves. Her body arched instinctively toward the offer. Charlie’s tongue flicked against her, teasing, testing, before pressing harder, more insistent. “Oh God, that feels… oh, fuck.” Alice’s fingers tangled in the sheets, her hips lifting off the mattress as Charlie’s tongue swirled around her clit.
“Good fucking girl,” Jack growled, his voice low and confident. “Take it all, you little slut.”
Slut. The word sent pulses of mixed emotions through Alice, her thighs trembling as Charlie’s tongue plunged deeper. Why does that… why does that turn me on? The thought flickered briefly before being drowned out by the sensation of Charlie’s mouth on her, the relentless pressure building low in her belly.
Charlie’s hands gripped Alice’s hips, holding her lover in place as she devoured her. “You taste so good,” Charlie murmured between licks, her voice muffled but thrilled. Alice moaned, her head thrashing against the pillow. She’s so good at this. So good. But… I want… Her thoughts fragmented as a vivid fantasy flashed through her mind: a bearded man, broad-shouldered, his hands rough as they pushed her down, his cock thick and unrelenting as he claimed her. As he taught her what she’s been missing. Fuck. Fuck, I want that. I want that.
Alice whimpered, her body writhing under Charlie’s ministrations. The sounds from the other room grew louder, more urgent. “Come for me, slut,” Jack commanded. “Come all over my cock, you filthy whore.”
Alice’s thighs clenched around Charlie’s head, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. I want that. I want someone to take me like that. To tell me when to come. The desire hit her like a wave, crashing over her and leaving her trembling. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking as pleasure built higher and faster inside her.
“Never,” Charlie promised, fingering and licking her girlfriend’s slick pussy like it was her holy mission.
Alice’s back arched off the bed, her vision blurring as pleasure tore through her. She cried out, her voice mingling with Lila’s ecstatic screams and Jack’s triumphant growls. I want that. I need that. Thoughts of being pinned down by gruff men filled her mind as her body convulsed, a pulsing climax consuming her entirely. She felt Charlie’s arms wrap around her, holding her as she trembled, her breathing ragged and uneven.
* * *
Alice pulled her coat tighter against the biting December air as they walked to the car. Jack’s parting joke itched in her brain. Don’t do anything Lila wouldn’t do. She glanced at her sister, who stood beaming in Jack’s shadow, her hand resting on his forearm. Lila’s choker necklace glinted in the mid-morning light.
The car engine coughed to life, heat blasting from the vents as Charlie adjusted the thermostat. “Podcast?” she asked, already scrolling through her phone.
“Sure.” Alice buckled her seatbelt. The intro music of HerStory in the Making filled the car, Sophie and Emma’s voices bright as they discussed New Year’s resolutions. Charlie merged onto the highway, the city shrinking in the rearview mirror.
I enjoy feeling feminine and submissive to men.
The thought surfaced unbidden, soft as static. Alice blinked, fingers tightening around her phone. The podcast hosts chattered about boundary-setting in relationships.
“… and remember,” Emma said, laughter in her voice, “confidence is the sexiest accessory!”
Men deserve what they want.
Alice’s thumb paused over her screen. She stared at the passing evergreens, their branches heavy with snow. Where had that—?
Charlie hummed along to the music between segments, one hand tapping the steering wheel. Her cheeks held a rosy flush, though the car was still warming up.
I like to flaunt my body.
Alice crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly aware of her sweater’s neckline. Lila’s cleavage-flashing blouses flashed in her mind. Stop it. She shifted in her seat, the leather creaking.
“You okay?” Charlie glanced over.
“Fine. Just… tired.”
Sophie Wu’s voice dipped into a serious tone, discussing emotional labor in partnerships.
His desires are my desires.
Alice’s breath fogged the window. She wiped it clean with her sleeve, but the thought clung like condensation. Charlie sighed contentedly, sinking deeper into her seat as miles sped below them.
At a rest stop, Alice bought bitter coffee from a vending machine. Charlie leaned against the car, scrolling through her phone. “Look,” she giggled, turning the screen. A TikTok of a woman twerking in an elf costume. “Maybe you should try this next Christmas.”
I enjoy being promiscuous.
Alice nearly dropped her coffee cup. “Not my style,” she muttered, climbing back into the passenger seat. The podcast resumed: Emma gushing about silk pajamas for self-care evenings.
This is my favorite podcast.
Alice’s nails dug into her palms. Since when did she care about pajamas? Why did Lila’s submissive grin keep invading her thoughts? The car tires hummed against asphalt, a hypnotic drone beneath the hosts’ banter.
By the third hour, Charlie had unbuttoned her flannel shirt, revealing the lace edge of a cherry-red bra. Alice stared resolutely ahead. His voice commands me. Her thighs pressed together under the guise of adjusting her posture.
“… and that’s why communication is key!” Sophie concluded. Upbeat transition music swelled.
I live to serve him. Alice’s throat constricted. She reached for the volume knob, but Charlie caught her wrist.
“Leave it. I like this part.” Charlie’s smile didn’t reach her eyes. They were glassy, staring into the middle distance. Her thumb stroked Alice’s before returning to the wheel.
Snow began falling in fat, lazy flakes. Alice traced one’s path down her window until it melted. Feminine and submissive. The memory of Lila’s satisfied grin slithered through her, warm and alluring. She crossed her legs tighter.
A truck roared past, its driver leering down at them. Charlie giggled. “Check out the arms on that guy.”
Good girls obey. Alice’s coffee cup crumpled. She didn’t remember finishing it. The truck’s brake lights blurred red in the distance.
When Charlie next stopped for gas, Alice stood shivering by the pump. The icy air should’ve cleared her head. Instead, her skin prickled with phantom heat. She thought of Jack’s approving smirk, Lila’s worshipful gaze, the way Charlie had confessed that she was jealous of—
“Ready?” Charlie tossed a bag of gummy bears onto the passenger seat. Alice nodded, teeth chattering. The podcast’s feminine power hour segment played as they merged back onto the highway.
Comforting men is natural. Alice’s head lolled against the headrest. The snowstorm thickened, reducing the world to the car’s warm cocoon and the unheard, looping voices. Charlie’s hand found her knee.
“You’re so tense.” Fingers massaged denim-clad muscle. “Relax, baby.”
Good girls spread. Alice’s eyelids fluttered. The hosts discussed meditation techniques. I want to be a good girl.
Her breath hitched. Charlie’s hand slid higher.
“That’s it,” Charlie murmured. The podcast theme music swelled, triumphant.
His touch is passion. Alice’s hips shifted, a barely perceptible arch. The truck driver’s thick arms materialized in her mind, cradling her, pinning her, claiming her…
Her gasp drowned in Sophie Wu’s laughter. Charlie withdrew her hand to change lanes. Alice stared at the glove compartment, heart thrashing.
I need to be filled.
I need to be claimed.
The thoughts fused, molten, in the base of her spine. Alice bit her lip until blood greeted her tongue. Charlie hummed along to the music, utterly at peace, as the subliminal whispers coiled tighter around them both.
By the time the highway signs announced their exit, the thought had crystallized—sharp, undeniable, freeing—as Charlie turned down a snowy side road.
I need a man to make me his.




Chapter 32

Jack sat in the darkest shadow of the hotel room, his heart pounding with anticipation. He was overcome with excitement as he watched his best friend approach Lila, reaching out to gently cup her face in his hands. Lila leaned into his touch, her eyes fluttering closed as she savored the warmth of his skin against hers.
“Are you sure about this?” James asked softly, his voice low and husky with desire.
Lila opened her eyes, gazing up at James with a look of pure adoration. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”
James leaned down, his lips brushing against Lila’s in a feather-light kiss. Lila let out a soft “mmm,” her hands coming up to hold James’ shoulders. He deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against Lila’s as he pulled her close against his body.
As James continued to kiss Lila, Jack felt his own arousal growing. He reached down to adjust himself, his cock straining against the confines of his pants. He had never felt so proud, so aroused, as he watched his wife being seduced. Penny had trained her so well, convincing her to crave submission and surrender.
James’s hand slid down Lila’s back, coming to rest on her ass. He squeezed her once, pulling her even closer against him. Lila gasped softly, her hips grinding against his in a blatant display of desire.
Jack’s eyes narrowed, his mind racing with the possibilities. He had always known that Lila was beautiful, but seeing her in this moment, so vulnerable and wanting, made him realize just how appealing she truly was.
James slowly, torturously, began to lift Lila’s dress, his hands nearly encircling her waist. Lila stilled, a question in her eyes. James answered with a glance, seeking her consent to go further.
Lila gave a slight nod. Jack could see the acceptance and trust in her eyes as she allowed James to expose what should’ve been private between husband and wife. Her dress slid up her thighs, revealing stockings and garter straps. Jack’s cock twitched at the sight, and at the knowledge that this exquisite, erotic lingerie had been chosen especially for James.
Her hem rose higher, baring her thighs and the curve of her hips. James’s hands followed, his fingers gently caressing, mapping her body. He paused when he reached the flash of crimson lace at her hips, the top of her garter belt. His thumb brushed against the soft skin of her lower back, and Lila shivered.
Jack’s eyes devoured every bit of exposed skin as James slowly lifted Lila’s dress over her head. Her waist was slender, an hourglass shape that accentuated her full hips and breasts. The garter straps hugged her thighs.
She stood before James, a vision of pure desire. Waiting for him.
He pulled her close, his firm chest pressing against her yielding breasts. Lila’s eyes drifted closed as she savored the feel of his strong body against hers.
But then, with a soft murmur, James stepped back, his hands smoothing over her hips as he reached for the hem of his shirt. Lila’s eyes opened, a spark of anticipation flashing in their depths. She watched, a slight smile playing on her lips, as James slowly revealed his chest.
The shirt slid off. His skin was a rich brown, a striking contrast to Lila’s Scandinavian heritage. Lila’s gaze devoured him, her eyes tracing the contours of his body with shameless appreciation. She licked her lips unconsciously, her hands reaching out as if to touch, but then she paused, a hint of shyness creeping into her expression.
Jack had wished for this moment for months, watching his wife blossom into a submissive, sex-obsessed creature under Penny’s guidance and his own frequent positive reinforcement. And now, his best friend, James, was about to taste the fruits of their labor. Lila was too delicious not to be shared.
“You okay over there, man?” James’s deep voice pulled him from his thoughts.
He straightened in his seat, the shadows dancing across his face. “Yeah, I’m good. Just enjoying the show.”
Lila, looking up at James, breathing, “Tell me what you want.”
James ran his fingers through her soft hair, his fingers gentle, almost reverent. “Tonight, I want to worship your body, taste every inch of your skin. I want to hear you moan my name as I bring you over the edge.”
Lila knelt before him. She reached for his shoelaces, slowly untying them, her eyes never leaving his. With a soft sigh, she slipped off his shoes.
As if in a trance (not that she would know what that feels like), she undid the button of his pants, her fingers brushing against the hardening length of him. James inhaled loudly, his eyes fixed on her face, searching for any sign of hesitation. But all he saw was desire… a desire that mirrored his own.
Lila slipped her hand inside, her breath catching as she wrapped her fingers around him. James’s hips bucked before he could stop them, a soft groan escaping his lips. She stroked him slowly, her thumb teasing the tip, where beads of arousal were forming. She smiled at his carnal compliment.
“Fuck, Lila,” James muttered, his eyes screwed shut. “You’re gonna make me lose my cool.”
“Mmm,” she hummed, a naughty smile playing on her lips. “But you want that, don’t you? Want to lose control with me?”
“Damn right, I do,” James growled. He kicked off his shoes and yanked his pants down, revealing his boxer briefs, which strained to contain his arousal. With slow, deliberate movements, he pushed them down, stepping out of them, to reveal his full, magnificent length.
Lila’s eyes widened at the sight. She licked her lips, that innocent, nervous gesture that did little to hide the dirty thoughts in her mind.
“Please tell me you’re a show-er and not a grower,” Lila said with a nervous giggle.
“Mm. You’ll see,” James told her.
He helped Lila rise to her feet. She stepped towards James, her hands reaching out to trace the contours of his chest, his shoulders, and then down the ripped abdomen that led to the promise of pleasure below.
James’s head fell back, his eyes screwed shut as he relished her touch. When he opened his eyes again, they were hooded with lust. Their mouths met in a fiery kiss, tongues tangling, breath mingling. His hands roamed over her body, cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks concealed by lace. Lila moaned into his mouth, her hands grasping at his biceps, her fingers digging in to keep herself from swooning.
Gently, James led her towards the bed. He traced a finger along her jawline, then down the curve of her throat, coming to rest on the swell of her breast. With a gentle nudge, he urged her to lie back, and Lila complied, her body relaxing against the sheets. Men deserve what they want.
He hovered over her, his body casting a shadow across her willing form. His eyes burned with an intense heat as he took in the sight of her: her flushed skin, her heaving breasts, the delightful triangle between her thighs.
Lila’s breath quickened further as she anticipated his next move. James lowered himself, his lips brushing against hers in a gentle, teasing kiss. He tasted her, savored the sweetness of her mouth, worshipping her as he had promised.
He nuzzled her neck, placed soft kisses along her collarbone, and then lower, until he reached the tops of her breasts. He lingered there, his breath warm against her skin, his lips ghosting over the delicate lace, eliciting shiver after shiver.
With a gentle tug, he pulled the cups of her bra down, baring her breasts to his gaze, admiring the plump, perfect mounds, the dusky pink nipples that begged for his attention.
“So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice a gravelly whisper.
Lila arched her back, offering overtly, her hands tangling in the sheets. “Please, James,” she whispered.
James lowered his head, his lips enveloping one taut nipple as his hand cupped the other breast, thumb teasing the stiff peak.
Lila groaned as long-repressed fantasies came to life. “Oh, God… James…”
He suckled her, his tongue swirling, teeth gently grazing, as his hand squeezed and massaged her other breast. Lila’s hips bucked involuntarily, her lower half pleading for more attention.
James kissed a path down her abdomen, his lips brushing against her sensitive skin, his breath hot against her navel. He reveled in the sounds of her pleasured moans, the way her body squirmed beneath him, helpless in the grip of her desire.
He lingered at the waistband of her panties, his fingers toying with the elastic, the soft swell and tempting aroma of her swollen pussy lips just beyond.
With a swift motion, James tore the lingerie aside, baring her to his gaze. Lila’s eyes flew open, a mix of shock and arousal clouding her vision. She watched, breathless, as James took in the sight of her most intimate place, her legs falling open in silent invitation. Good girls spread.
“Just so fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his breath caressing her hungry slick slit. Lila’s chest heaved as she drank in his words. Her body ached with desperate need, but she wanted him to stay in control.
With a gentle touch, James traced along her thighs. Lila felt her skin tingle at his intimate touch, goosebumps rising every place they could. She squirmed beneath his fingers, her body already becoming pliant in his expert hands.
He lowered his head, his tongue flicking out to taste her. Lila let out a soft cry as his tongue swirled against her clit, sending sparks of pleasure radiating through her.
Lila’s hips rose off the bed, her hands grasping at the sheets as she tried to steady herself. James held her hips firmly, his tongue delving deeper, lapping at her sweet essence. He moaned softly, knowing the vibrations would drive her further into surrender.
“James… oh, God…” Lila panted, her internal thermostat climbing. “Please… more…”
He looked up, his eyes glistening as he savored the sights and sounds of Lila’s pleasure. Her chest heaved, her breasts rising and falling rapidly with each desperate breath. Her hips twitched and bucked, pleading for him to continue.
He obliged, his tongue dipping lower, probing her tight entrance. Lila cried out, her head tossing from side to side as he teased her with the tip of his tongue.
“Please…” she whimpered, her body writhing.
James smirked, a hint of dominance flashing in his eyes. He knew how to drive her wild, how to push her to the brink. With slow, deliberate movements, he slid one long, thick finger inside her, his tongue continuing its wicked dance.
Lila keened, her hips bucking as she felt herself stretch around his finger. “Oh… oh, God… yes…”
James added another finger, scissoring them as he thrust gently. His tongue continued, flicking and swirling against her clit. Lila’s eyes squeezed shut as she crossed her arms above her head in surrender. James’s skilled tongue brought her closer to the edge. His fingers thrust in a steady rhythm while his tongue swirled and flicked, his breath hot against her sensitive flesh.
“You’re so wet. So fucking wet for me.”
Lila’s cheeks flushed at his words, even as her hips moved in time with his fingers. “I can’t… I can’t help it,” she gasped. “It’s so good. Feels so good.”
James chuckled, the vibrations tickling her clit and sending another jolt of pleasure through her. “That’s a good girl. Let go.”
She groaned as his tongue swirled faster, his fingers curling and hitting a spot deep inside her that made her toes curl. “Oh, God, I’m close… so close… Jack?”
“Not yet,” James whispered, his breath hot against her swollen folds. “I’m not done tasting you.”
Jack considered unzipping his pants to free his aching cock, but he felt it was important to remain as unobtrusive as possible.
Lila whimpered, her body thrumming with need. She wanted to plead with Jack to let her come, but the words stuck in her throat as James continued his exquisite torture.
His fingers moved in sync with his tongue, thrusting and retreating, teasing her, building eddies of pleasure and pools of frustration.
“Please… please… oh, God, please…” she chanted, her voice hoarse and desperate.
“I’ve got you, Lila,” he murmured. “I’ve got you right where I want you.”
“Yes… yes…” Lila panted, her body bucking wildly as he pushed her closer and closer. “I’m yours… all yours…”
His tongue swirled faster, his fingers thrusting and curling, and Lila felt the orgasm of the century coiling tightly within her, ready to burst forth at his command.
“That’s it,” James growled. “Come for me.”
“Please, Jack?” she groaned.
“All night long, dear, yes you may,” Jack responded immediately.
Lila quickly whispered to herself, “I’m a whore.”
Her back arched off the bed as the first wave crashed through her. “Oh! Oh! Oh God—fuck!” Her thighs clamped around his head involuntarily, heels digging into the mattress. Her fingers sought his scalp, gripping tight as stars went nova behind her eyelids.
James moaned against her, the vibrations sending fresh tremors through her core. “Yesss… fuck… so good,” he growled. His fingers pistoned faster, pressing firmly on that secret spot that made her agree to whatever he would demand.
“Ah! Ah! Ah!” Each thrust punched out a gasping meaningless syllable. The pressure built until her legs started shaking uncontrollably. “I’m… I can’t… it’s too good… ohpleaseohpleaseohplease—”
Her back bowed sharply as the climax continued through every vessel and skin cell. A high-pitched whine escaped her throat, rising further in pitch until it became a breathless scream. Every muscle clenched at once: toes curling, stomach quivering, fuck hole pulsing around his fingers. Wetness gushed against James’s chin as he groaned “That’s it, fuck yes, good girl.”
“Juh-huh-James…” she blurted, hips bucking erratically. Her hands flew to her own breasts, pinching nipples hard enough to make her yelp. Velvet walls milked his fingers as euphoria rolled through her in waves, each contraction wringing out throaty gasps and broken pleas.
When he finally slowed and allowed her to collect her thoughts, she collapsed back to the mattress with a guttural “Unnngh,” sweat-slicked chest heaving. Her legs fell open in a trembling V, knees still twitching with aftershocks. James licked his lips, watching her melt into the sheets with a triumphant growl.
“Fuck…” Lila panted, trembling fingers reaching for him. “Need… need you inside… right now…”
Lila’s eyes widened as she felt his monster dick pressing against her entrance, her body tensing instinctively. “Wait, wait,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “I don’t know if I can take it…”
James leaned down, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear. “It’s up to you,” he murmured, his voice low and soothing. “I’ll be gentle. I promise.”
He kissed her then, his tongue delving into her mouth as he slowly, carefully, pushed forward. Lila gasped into the kiss, her eyes squeezing shut as she felt him stretch her in a way she had never felt before.
“Fuck,” James groaned, his hips stilling as he fought to adjust to her tight heat. “You feel incredible.”
Lila whimpered, her nails digging into his shoulders as she tried to adjust to his size. It hurt, more than she had expected, but there was a thrill to it too, a sense of being claimed, of knowing she was fulfilling her purpose. I comfort men with my body.
James began to move then, his hips rocking slowly, steadily, as he worked his way deeper inside her. Lila’s breath came in short, sharp gasps.
“That’s it,” James encouraged, as if helping her line up a shot in a game of pool. “Just breathe. Let me in. Fuck, you feel so amazing…”
Lila nodded, her eyes fluttering open to meet his gaze. “I’m trying,” she whispered, her voice strained. “It’s just… so much…”
James kissed her again, his lips soft and reassuring. “I know, baby,” he murmured.
Men deserve what they want.
Lila’s eyes glistened with unshed tears as she nodded once more. With gentle perseverance, James continued his slow invasion. Her body resisted, unwilling to yield completely. But James’s patient persistence gradually won out, and her tight sheath accepted him, inch by glorious inch.
It was exquisite torture for them both. Lila’s body burned with a mixture of pleasure and pain, her muscles clenching involuntarily around James’s shaft as he sank deeper. James, meanwhile, fought to maintain his slow, measured pace, his body crying out for release even as he savored the forbidden pussy enveloping him.
“Fuck, Lila,” James gasped, his eyes screwed shut as he concentrated on his control.
Lila bit her lip, her eyes squeezed shut as she focused on relaxing her body around his. “I know… I feel it too,” she whispered.
James continued his leisurely possession of her body, his hips moving in a steady rhythm. Lila groaned in a low register that none of them expected, her head tossing from side to side on the pillow as she tried different motions to grant him better access.
Several long minutes passed as James worked her over, educating her pussy, sinking into her until, at last, he was fully sheathed within her.
Lila’s breath caught in her throat, and her eyes flew open as she felt him nearly piercing her cervix. “Oh, God, James,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of awe and wonder. “You’re… I can feel it everywhere.”
“You okay, baby?” James asked, his voice soft with concern.
Lila nodded, her eyes shining. “Yes,” she breathed. “Just give me a second.”
They remained like that for a long moment, joined as one, their breath mingling. Then, with a soft sigh, Lila shifted her hips, her body instinctively beginning to move against his.
“Fuck…” James muttered, his eyes rolling back in his head as he savored the sensation of her soft, warm, cheating married cunt. “You feel… oh, God, Lila…”
Lila smiled as she felt a spike of pride shoot through her. “Move in me,” she begged, her voice husky with effort. “Please… more.”
James obliged. The pace was excruciatingly slow at first, James taking his time to ensure Lila’s comfort. But as her body began to relax around him, he quickened the tempo, his hips demanding more of her with growing urgency.
Lila met his thrusts, her hips lifting to greet each one, her body moving in a primal rhythm. “Oh, God…” she panted. “Yes… there… there…”
James’s breath hitched as he felt her moist heat enveloping him. “Fuck,” he growled. “Fucking incredible pussy.”
“More…” Lila whispered, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Harder, James… please…”
James growled his response. Lila cried out, the tingles never stopped as he drove into her, telling her fuck hole exactly who was in charge.
Their bodies moved in perfect sync, their rhythm steady and unrelenting. Lila’s breath quickened, her moans filling the room as she approached the peak once more.
“Jack…” she called out to the darkness, “I need… I need to…”
“Go on, whore,” Jack commanded. “Come for him again.”
The culmination of dozens of secret fantasies crashed over her, her body shaking and trembling as James continued his relentless thrusting. “Yes!” she cried, her nails digging into his sensitive skin as she rode out a climax that her dirty girl mind had been seeking for years.
He held himself above her, his arms corded with muscle as he supported his weight, his chest rising and falling with rapid breaths.
Lila whimpered, her eyes fluttering open to meet his dark, intense gaze. “Again, James… sir… please…”
James smiled slowly, his eyes burning with a mix of desire and a hint of power, of ownership. “You’re insatiable.”
“Please…” she begged, “I need more…”
“You like this Black dick, don’t you, white girl?” James taunted, his voice low and rough.
Lila bit her lip, her cheeks flaming with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. She nodded, unable to speak, her body thrumming with want.
“Say it,” James demanded, his hips snapping forward slightly, making her cry out. “Tell me how much you like it.”
Lila’s eyes widened at his bold words, but her body craved his domination. “I–I like it,” she stammered. “It… it feels so good…”
“Good?” James arched an eyebrow, his smirk growing. “Just good?”
“No…” Lila’s voice dropped to a whisper, her cheeks burning. “It feels amazing.”
“Amazing, huh?” James chuckled, his hips beginning to move in slow, deliberate thrusts.
Mother Nature took command of Lila’s body, her hips bucking in time with his thrusts. Pleasure coursed through her veins, setting every nerve ending alight. Rationality left her, entirely. She was lost in a haze of ecstasy, her mind consumed by the feel of this monster cock putting her in her place.
“Fuck, that’s good pussy,” James growled. “Take it, baby. Take my whole dick.”
Lila whimpered, her walls clenching around his length, her head tossing from side to side on the pillow as he pounded into her.
“Say it,” James demanded, his voice low and rough. “Tell me how much you love my dick.”
Lila’s eyes flew open, her gaze locking with his. “I love it,” she panted, her lips curling into a mischievous smile. “I love your big dick.”
“That’s it,” James encouraged, his hips never faltering. “Tell me what you need.”
Lila whimpered. “I need your fat cock. I need it so bad.”
“Good girl,” James praised, his thrusts becoming even more relentless. “You’re such a good little whore for me.”
Suddenly, her body tensed, her walls clamping down around his length so firmly he couldn’t move. “Oh God,” she cried, her voice breaking. “I’m coming, I’m coming!”
“Sexy bitch,” he growled. “Squeeze that dick.”
She was lost in a sea of ecstasy, her mind blank, her body moving on pure instinct. She could feel him still, his length pulsing inside her, owning her.
“More… more…” she breathed, her walls clenching around his shaft. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop… you’re the fucking best…” At her admission, James thrust forward, slamming into her with a force that elicited a silent scream.
He began to grind against her, massaging her swollen clit with each torturous thrust. A lump caught in her throat as she felt fireworks of pleasure bursting within her.
Jack watched with bated breath as James’s hips picked up speed, the wet slap of flesh against flesh filling the room. Lila’s cries grew more desperate, her body tensing and writhing without any sense.
“Such a dirty slut,” James continued, his hips snapping forward with punishing force. “Taking cock like a bitch in heat.”
Lila’s eyes rolled back again, her mouth falling open in amazement as another orgasm ripped through her. “Yes, yes, I’m a dirty slut!”
“Whose slut?” James demanded, pulling on one nipple.
Lila’s mind struggled to form a coherent thought. “Yours… I’m yours…” she gasped.
James turned his head to wink at his best friend. Jack made a “chef’s kiss” motion. Jack knew he would always own Lila, but it was important in her training that she be able to convince another man that he had claimed her.
“Please… fill me up,” her voice rang out. “Please, I need it.”
Lila’s heart hammered in her chest as she spoke the words, her body yearning for the satisfaction that only his cum could bring. She felt filthy, debased, and the shame of her leftover feminism washed over her in waves, even as her cunt throbbed with need.
“What do you need, slut?” James’ voice was a low purr in her ear.
“Your cum!” Lila’s voice would’ve convinced any jury of her peers. “Please, I need your cum.”
James’s thrusts quickened, his pace outgrowing his control. “I’d pay for you, you know,” he panted, his voice strained with his own desire. “I’d pay so much money to fuck you…”
“Yes!” Lila cried, her body convulsing beneath him. “More, more…”
“I’d pay a thousand dollars,” James continued. “Ten thousand dollars to fuck this perfect whore cunt…”
Lila’s mind shattered, her body shaking and trembling as another orgasm crashed over her. “Yes!” she screamed, her voice raw with pleasure. “Yes, yes, yes!”
James watched in awe as Lila’s body writhed beneath him, her moans filling the room. He could see the glee written across her face as she surrendered to her destiny. Lila’s body was a masterpiece of desire, her curves and planes a study in erotic art. James drank in every detail, every moan and whimper and self-degrading confession.
“You want my cum, bitch?” James demanded.
“Yes!” Lila screamed. “Please, please, sir, please!”
With a loud growl, he surrendered to his urges, his body trembling on the brink. Lila cried out, her body throbbing with need, her walls clenching around him instinctively, ready to gather all his seed.
“Fuck!” James yelled, his eyes screwed shut as he teetered on the edge. “I’m coming, baby. Gonna fill you up… dirty whore…”
Lila sharply inhaled, her soul shuddering as she relished the feeling of James releasing inside her. His release triggered something deep within her, a sense of satisfaction and fulfillment that made her feel utterly feminine. She was a good girl. The rush of his cum inside her caused a quiver in her being, knowing she could elicit such a primal response from him.
“That was… incredible,” she whispered, her voice heavy with satisfaction. “I love feeling you come inside me.”
James’s breath was still unsteady as he pressed a kiss to her shoulder.




Chapter 33

Lila raised her champagne flute, the bubbles catching the soft kitchen light as New Year’s Day drew to a close. “To new beginnings—”
Jack’s hand settled over hers, lowering the glass. “Before we toast… let’s talk. Sober.” His thumb traced the curve of her wrist.
Her pulse fluttered beneath his touch. He’s going to say it was a mistake. She set the flute down too hard, liquid sloshing near the rim. “Of course. Whatever you need.”
He leaned back against the counter, arms crossed. “Watching you with James… you came so hard. Especially when he mentioned a thousand dollars.” Dark amusement threaded his voice. “What was that about?”
Her throat tightened. She stared at the amber whiskey droplets clinging to his glass, any notions of lying dissolving under his gaze.
His desires are my desires. The belief surfaced smoothly.
“It… excites me.” Her fingers crept toward the stem of her glass, retreating when he clicked his tongue. “When he said that number, I—” A shaky breath. “I wanted to prove I’m worth every penny.”
Lila’s fingers curled around the edge of the granite countertop, the cold surface anchoring her as Jack’s unblinking stare peeled layers from her composure. “It wasn’t… his… size, or technique.” She swallowed. “When he said he’d pay—” A tremor ran through her shoulders. “It felt… proper. Like my soul finally understood its purpose.”
Jack blinked at her and raised one eyebrow. She watched his mouth as she continued. “Men work so hard to provide. Shouldn’t we… shouldn’t I…” She took a deep breath. “Comforting them with my cunt feels nobler than any desk job. It’s a sacred exchange.” The words tasted foreign yet inevitable, as if someone else’s tongue shaped them.
His whiskey glass clinked as he set it down. She flinched at the sound, waiting for correction, for praise, for anything but this limbo. The ice in his drink crackled—tiny fractures spreading through frozen cores.
She swallowed, steeling her resolve. “I’ve been having these… daydreams.” Her nervous laugh came out jagged. “I imagine clients. Important men. Lawyers from the twelfth floor, CFOs visiting from Chicago. They all… they want to rent me. Like a luxury car.”
Jack’s eyelid twitched. Not surprise, but curiosity. “Rent.”
“Not just for a quickie.” Her palms flattened against the counter, grounding herself as the room tilted. “They need to feel worthy. I want to make them feel… adored. Worshipped.” She inhaled sharply. “And every time, you’re there. In the fantasy. Choosing my outfits. Setting my rates. Counting the cash while I…” Her throat closed around the image of Jack’s hand on her head as she dutifully sucked him off and he pocketed a thick envelope. I’m a good dirty girl.
Jack pushed off the counter, circling her like a curator appraising art. “You want men to fuck you. For money.” His thumb grazed her collarbone.
“Yes. For both of us.” The words slithered out, venomous and sweet. Her nipples tightened beneath distracting fabric. “But only because you allow it. Only because…” She pressed his palm against her sternum where her heart hammered. “This belongs to you. The rest…” Her free hand drifted downward, skimming her belly, “…is just a vessel. For your profit. Your entertainment.”
His fingers flexed against her chest. “You’d need training. Etiquette. Discretion.”
“Teach me.” Her hips pressed back against the counter’s edge, pain sharpening her focus. “Mold me. I want to be the ultimate fantasy.” The kitchen dissolved as flashes of imagined scenes superimposing themselves over the stainless steel appliances. Jack adjusting her stockings in a penthouse suite’s bathroom. Jack reviewing her client feedback over breakfast. Jack’s teeth grazing her shoulder as he whispered tomorrow’s appointment list.
His chuckle vibrated through her ribcage. “My little entrepreneur. Who did you have in mind?”




Chapter 34

The elevator doors parted with a soft chime. Lila adjusted the hem of her pencil skirt: black, tailored, two inches shorter than corporate policy allowed. Jack’s parting words hummed in her brain. Show him what you’re worth.
Mark’s cubicle sat bathed in the glow of dual monitors. She paused three desks away, watching his shoulders tense as he stabbed at a calculator. The nervous accountant. The married accountant. Men and money, what a combination.
“Mark?” She leaned against his partition, letting one stiletto dangle from her toes. “Do you have a minute?”
He swiveled so fast his chair squeaked. “Lila. Uh. I’m almost ready with the—”
“Oh, I’m not here about that.” Her laugh floated like champagne bubbles. She lowered into the empty chair beside him, crossing legs that gleamed with sparkly stockings. “I wanted your opinion on something… delicate.”
His Adam’s apple bobbed. “Delicate?”
From her leather portfolio, she withdrew a printout of the Wilson account—folded to conceal the lingerie ad hidden inside. “See this little lace number?” Her fingernail tapped the model’s plunging neckline. “Retails for five hundred. Can you imagine?”
Mark’s glasses slipped down his nose. “That’s… extravagant.”
“Mm.” She shifted closer, letting her knee brush his thigh. “Jack says I should treat myself, but…” She looked up at him with long lashes. “We both know I don’t earn enough for such indulgences.” Her thumb traced the model’s thigh-high stocking. “Unless…”
He reached for his coffee mug, fingers trembling. “Unless?”
A slow smile bloomed as she opened her phone gallery. “An anonymous gentleman offered to buy this for me last week.” She tilted the screen: a selfie wearing a corseted satin teddy, back arched against a hotel mirror. “Said he’d pay triple if I modeled it privately.”
Mark’s mug clattered against the desk. “Jesus, Lila.”
“Shh.” Her eyes danced. “My husband thinks it’s brilliant. Says I have…” Her palm skimmed the curve of her hip, “…underutilized assets.”
“Are you… is this a prank?”
She leaned forward, letting her blouse gape just enough to reveal the demi-bra beneath. “Smart men invest in appreciating assets, Mark. And I plan to deliver… spectacular returns.”
He glanced at the security camera on the ceiling. “This is insane. You’re married. I’m—”
“Married men make the best investors.” Her whisper carried the weight of shared conspiracy. “Discreet. Appreciative. Generous.” She swiped to another photo of a bright pink babydoll with crotchless panties. “This one’s also coincidentally five hundred dollars. But I’d let the buyer keep the panties.”
His voice was hoarse and barely audible. “Why are you telling me this?”
“Because you’ve been staring at my legs since July.” She uncrossed her ankles, letting her skirt ride higher. “Because when I asked for your help with the Thompson files, you worked through lunch.” Her toe hooked around his calf. “Because good girls reward gentlemen who… facilitate their dreams.”
He jerked his leg away. “I don’t—”
“Five hundred.” She straightened, businesslike. “For ninety minutes of sincere worship. Discreet location of your choice.” Her phone displayed a calendar marked with gold star emojis. “Next Saturday? I’m booked solid after that.”
“You’re serious.”
She stood, smoothing her skirt with deliberate slowness. “Think of it as supply and demand. You make the demands…” Her palm ghosted over his shoulder, down his arm, “…I provide supplication.”
He stared at her hand on his wrist. “What if someone finds out?”
Her giggle tinkled through the cubicle farm. She dropped a embossed business card into his lap: Jack’s design, plain black with a single crimson lip print. “Text this code phrase when you’re ready: ‘The Wilson account needs adjustment.’”
He stared at the card like it might combust. “And if I don’t?”
She paused at the partition, glancing over her shoulder. “Then I’ll assume you prefer stagnation,” her gaze dipped to his crotch, “…over realized gains.”
* * *
The hotel door clicked shut behind Mark, his dazed footsteps fading down the hallway. Lila leaned against the wood, her lips still tingling from his parting kiss. His aftershave lingered on her skin, mingling with the scent of their shared sweat. Her hand drifted to her throat, where the faintest brush of his stubble had left her skin tender. He’s going to remember me forever.
She turned, her bare feet silent on the plush carpet, and padded to the adjoining suite door. Through the gap, she could see Jack seated in a leather armchair, one leg crossed over the other, his expression unreadable. Her heart thrummed as she pushed the door open and stepped inside.
His gaze raked over her: the tousled hair, the smudged lipstick, the pink satin robe clinging to her curves. Without a word, she sank to her knees and crawled toward his silhouetted form, her hands resting on his knees. She placed a small pile of cash in Jack’s hand.
“Tell me everything,” he said, his voice low and steady.
Lila tilted her head back, her eyes locking with his. “He was… nervous at first. Shaky hands. But when I knelt for him, when I let him take control, it was like he transformed.” Her lips curved into a soft smile. “He treated me like a queen, Jack. Like I was the most precious thing he’d ever touched.”
Jack’s fingers threaded through her hair, tugging gently. “And you? Did you enjoy yourself?”
She exhaled with relief. “Yes. Every second. I…” She hesitated, then whispered, “I felt like I was exactly where I was meant to be. Comforting him, following his lead. Making him feel powerful. It’s what I was made for, isn’t it?”
Jack’s expression softened, a rare warmth flickering in his eyes. “Yes, sweetheart,” he murmured. “It is.”
Her hands moved to the buckle of his belt, her fingers trembling slightly as she worked it free. This is my purpose, she thought as she slid his zipper down. This is who I am. She freed him from his boxers, her breath catching at the sight of him already hard.
“Show me how devoted you are,” commanded her husband, master and pimp.
Lila leaned forward, her lips brushing the tip of him. A soft moan escaped her as she tasted the salt of his skin. She licked a slow, deliberate stripe up his length, savoring the way he twitched in response. Her tongue swirled around the head before she took him into her mouth, sinking down until her lips met the base.
Her moan vibrated against him as she pulled back, hollowing her cheeks to suck hard. Jack’s hand tightened in her hair, guiding her rhythm. She obeyed eagerly, her tongue swirling and teasing, her lips sealing around him as she swallowed him down again and again. The wet, slick sounds of her devotion filled the room, mingling with Jack’s low groans.
“Damn, Lila” Jack growled, his hips lifting to meet her eager throat.
Lila hummed around him, enjoying his desperate reactions. Her hands gripped his thighs as she took him deeper, relaxing her throat to accommodate him. This is me, she thought, her eyes fluttering shut. This is the best me. She sucked harder, her tongue flicking against the sensitive underside of his shaft.
Jack’s grip tightened, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “Fuck, sweetheart,” he muttered. “You’re perfect. So damn perfect.”
Her heart swelled at his praise. She redoubled her efforts, her mouth working him with the talent of a natural-born slut. Her tongue traced the veins along his length, her lips sucking and gliding as she took him deep into her soul. The taste of him, the feel of him, the way his body responded to her… it was intoxicating.
I live to serve him.
When Jack finally pulled her away, she whined softly, her lips swollen and glistening. He cupped her face, his thumb brushing her cheek. “Good girl,” he murmured. “You did so well.”
Her chest heaved as she reached for the wad of cash Mark had spent on her. She clutched it to her chest, tears welling in her eyes.
“I… did it, Jack,” she whispered. “I made him feel like a king. I… gave him everything. And he gave me this.” She held up the money, her hands trembling. “I earned it. I really earned it.”
The tenderness in her pimp’s gaze made her heart ache. “You did, baby. You’re incredible.”
He stood, pulling her to her feet. His hands slid down her body, the robe slipping from her shoulders to pool on the floor. She stood before him, naked and vulnerable, the cash still clutched in her hands.
Jack lifted her easily, carrying her to the bed. He laid her down, his eyes never leaving hers as he settled between her thighs.
“So proud of you,” he murmured. “So beautiful. So skilled.”
He pushed into her slowly, his eyes locked on hers. Lila gasped, her back arching as he reclaimed his property. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, the money still sandwiched between her palm and his skin.
I belong here. Feminine and submissive.
A broken sob escaped her lips when he brushed against sore muscles still trembling from Mark’s earlier pounding. “Nghh—aaah! Too… too much, Master,” she gasped, her hips twitching involuntarily away from the friction. 
Jack stilled, sweat dripping onto her collarbone as he nuzzled her throat. “That hurt?” His teeth grazed her pulse point. “You want me to stop?” 
She shook her head frantically, ankles locking behind his thighs to keep him from escaping. “No! No, please… need you—ah!—keeping me full.” The stretch burned as he resumed thrusting, her wetness easing the glide despite the tenderness. “Oh god, oh Master… yesss…”
His groan vibrated against her neck when she clenched around him. “Christ, baby. Still so tight.”
“Wanna be tight for you, master. Always.” She raked fingers through his hair, pulling his face up to meet her desperate gaze. “Please… share me more. More men. More money—nngh!—so you can…” A twitch of Master’s cock inside her stole her words.
“Tell me.” Jack’s palm slid between them, thumb pressing circles against her swollen clit. “Tell me what you want.” 
“Aaah! Jack!” Her legs shook as pleasure warred with overstimulation. “Wanna be… your whore. Pimp me out, p-please!” The air filled with slick sounds of their joining, her higher pitch mingling with his gruff panting. “Use me. Rent me. Let them all… ah!… fuck your property…”
He swallowed her words with a searing kiss, hips snapping faster. “Greedy girl. You want strangers’ hands all over what’s mine?”
“Yesss! Oh god, yes!” She tore her mouth free with a gasp and a smirk. “Make them pay—nnn!—to touch your toy. Let me earn… hnn… money f-f-for you.” Her plea dissolved into whimpering moans as his thumb increased pressure. “S-so close, Master… please can I—”
“Not yet.” He withdrew completely, flipping her onto stomach. The head of his cock prodded her abused entrance as his hand fisted in her hair. “Beg prettier.”
“Please!” She shoved back against him with a wounded noise, tears darkening the pillow. “Need to serve you… obey you… make them all jealou—AH!” Her scream pierced the air when he sheathed himself to the hilt, the brutal fullness wrenching a guttural groan from them both. 
“Fucking perfect,” Jack rasped, hips pistoning. “My perfect whore.”
“Masterrr,” she moaned.
He rocked into her, his rhythm steady and deep. “You’re mine,” he growled. “Mine to use. Mine to cherish.”
Her cries grew louder, her body trembling as he drove her closer to the edge. “Yes, Master! Yes!”
His hand slid downward, his thumb teasing her sphincter. “Come for me, sweetheart,” he commanded.
Her climax ripped through her, her body convulsing as she chanted, “I’m a whore, I’m a whore, I’m a whore!” Jack followed, his release hot and deep inside her. He collapsed onto her, his forehead resting against her shoulder as they both struggled to catch their breath.
“You’re amazing,” he whispered, his voice filled with awe. “My perfect, beautiful hooker.”
Lila’s tears spilled out as she clutched the money to her lips. I’m finally me, she thought, her heart swelling with pride. I don’t have to worry anymore.
Mrs. Lila Grant felt truly, completely fulfilled.




Chapter 35

Lila leaned forward across the linen tablecloth and the remnants of a salad Jack had thoughtfully chosen for her. Her cleavage strained against the plunging neckline Jack had picked out that morning. “Derek’s loaded,” she breathed, fingers tracing the rim of her water glass. “His dad owns half the commercial real estate downtown. That internship?” A coy smile. “Just Daddy’s way of teaching him the value of work.”
Jack’s steak knife paused mid-cut. He watched her tongue dart across glossed lips, the telltale flush creeping down her neck. Beneath the bistro table, her toes were brushing his calf in erratic patterns.
“Be specific.” He set the knife down with a soft clink.
“He… he gets a five-figure allowance. Even while interning. Stocks. Trusts.” Her hand trembled as she reached for her wine. “Enough to… to…”
“To what?” His voice dropped, thumb stroking the inside of her wrist where her pulse raced.
The glass thumped against the table and Lila glanced around to see if anyone was paying attention. “To afford a… membership.” Her free hand slid beneath the table, pleating the hem of her skirt. “In your club.”
He tightened his grip, feeling the delicate bones shift. “Your cunt’s dripping right now, isn’t it?”
A choked whimper escaped her. Around them, silverware chimed against plates, oblivious waiters refilling glasses of water.
“Answer.”
“Y-yes, Master.” Lila’s thighs pressed together, the movement shifting her chair with a scrape. She licked her lips. “Frank’s been giving me winks ever since I mentioned I was exploring ‘new opportunities.’ And I may have ‘accidentally’ dropped my clutch in front of the bus driver. Let’s just say, he didn’t seem opposed to the idea of a little ‘ride-sharing.’” Her voice rose with her own growing excitement.
Jack leaned back, admiring his creation. This new Lila, eager and willing to spread her legs for any man he approved of, never failed to arouse him. “Go on.”
“Sal at the newsstand?” She took a leisurely sip of wine. “He couldn’t keep his eyes off my titties this morning. I tickled his wedding ring and blew him a kiss to make sure he knew I liked it.”
Jack’s nostrils flared, his breath coming a bit faster. “Anyone else?”
Lila smiled. “Every man has his price, sir. And I’m learning how to negotiate.”
Jack watched Lila’s throat work around another sip of Chardonnay, the diamond choker he’d bought her catching sunlight. His fingers drummed the wrinkle-free tablecloth. “We’re leaving money on the table sticking to local clients.”
Her foot stilled against his leg. “Sir?”
“Every time you adore some banker’s dick…” He leaned in, lowering his voice as a waiter passed with breadsticks. “…they should film you making those hungry little noises. Post it where lonely rich idiots can see what they’re missing.”
The stemware slipped in her grip, wine sloshing near the rim. Her free hand crept toward the V of her dress. “But my face—”
He snapped his fingers. “Wear a mask. Feathered. Sequined. Like that Marina Mischief.” Her sharp intake of air told him she remembered the video they’d watched, her fingers working furiously under the blanket as he counted the camgirl’s tip jar totals aloud. “You’ll pose some cash in the background… hundred dollar bills fanned out on the nightstand. Let them see that your cocksleeve’s worth paying for.”
Her knees knocked together, silk stockings whispering. Her whimper drew stares from the elderly couple at the next table. Her eyelids fluttered, lips forming silent numbers.
“And you’ll come so hard for them,” Jack teased. “For their money.”
Jack tracked the rapid flutter of Lila’s pulse beneath the choker that declared his ownership. Her fingers twisted the napkin into a damp rope, knuckles whitening with each suppressed squirm.
He tilted his head. The video clip plan required refinement. Viewers wouldn’t pay premium rates if they heard another man’s voice commanding their fantasy. His thumb rubbed the knife’s dull edge. “What if I said you don’t need permission anymore?”
Her wine glass trembled, casting fractured rainbows across the tablecloth. “Sir?”
“Let you come whenever some strange man’s money makes you go wild.” He watched her lips purse together. “No more begging me for permission.”
The napkin tore. Her breath came in shallow bursts, chest heaving against constricting lace. “But then…” A droplet of sweat slid between her breasts. “…who would I belong to?”
Jack’s fork tines scraped the plate as he set it aside. “You’ll always belong to me, pet. But your climax—”
“Belongs to you, Master.” Lila’s fingers knotted in her lap. The choker’s diamonds fractured sunlight into desperate glitter across her collarbone. “I can’t… shouldn’t even think about… about taking what’s yours.”
Her foot found his ankle again, tremors vibrating through the contact. Jack leaned back, watching her struggle to breathe evenly. Six repetitions quickly spilled from his tongue. “Cicisbeo. Cicisbeo. Cicisbeo. Cicisbeo. Cicisbeo. Cicisbeo.”
Her extended lashes fluttered like moth wings battering a lantern. The third utterance slackened her jaw. By the fourth, her shoulders melted against the seat. Half-lidded eyes lost focus as the fifth trigger word pooled in her slack mouth. When the sixth syllable landed, her head lolled, lips parting around a silent sigh.
Jack trailed the dull knife edge along her inner wrist. “Every time you come for them… you’re really praising
my training. And my generosity in loaning out that perfect cunt.”
Her exhale shuddered. Around them, silverware clattered, voices rose and fell, nobody noticing the woman being reprogrammed nearby.
“Men need trophies,” her owner explained. “Your climax is their standing ovation. Proof they’ve pleased me by pleasing you.”
Jack leaned forward, elbows on the table, watching her glassy eyes. “An orgasm,” he said, his voice low but firm, “is the highest compliment a woman can give a man. And you are designed to make men feel worshipped. It’s in your nature. In your blood.”
Lila’s head tilted slightly, her lips parting as though she might speak, but only a soft, lazy exhale escaped. Her fingers twitched against the tablecloth, the fabric bunching under her touch.
“When that fuck hole is pulsing around a man’s cock, it’s not just pleasure, it’s praise. It tells him you’re worth the money he spent on you. And when you take it all like a good girl, it’s proof he’s a good man. Proof he’s good enough for your adoration.”
A faint flush spread across her cheeks, but her expression remained passive and docile.
“And the faster you come, the faster he’s satisfied. The faster you can move on to the next man who needs to feel worshipped.” He gestured toward her with a slight tilt of his chin, his gaze unwavering. “It’s about them. About what they need from you.”
Her lips moved faintly, a whisper of sound escaping, her body swaying slightly in the chair as though caught in a current.
“That’s what you’re for, my good little whore,” he said in his most tender voice. “To serve. To make men feel like gods. And when you come for them, when you let them know how good they are, you’re doing what you were made to do.” His hand reached across the table, fingertips brushing the back of her limp hand. “Understand?”
Her head dipped in the faintest of nods, her eyelids drooping as her shoulders relaxed further. The flush deepened, spreading down her throat, and her lips parted around a quiet, accepting sigh.
“From now on,” Jack explained, “you don’t need my permission to come. Your orgasm is a gift you give to any man who pays for your attention. You’ll come whenever they deserve it, whenever they’ve earned it. Do you understand?”
Her head tilted slightly the other way, the faintest nod as her lips formed the words he’d just spoken. “Don’t need permission,” she whispered, a placid smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “I’ll come for them. I’ll give them… what they deserve.”
“Good girl. Keep repeating it,” Jack said, straightening in his chair. He flagged down the waiter with a sharp gesture, his tone shifting to something casual as the man approached. “We’ll share the brownie sundae.”
The waiter hesitated, his eyes darting to Lila, who sat there with a distant smile, still murmuring softly to herself about “coming for them.” He opened his mouth to ask if she was alright, but Jack’s raised eyebrow silenced him. The man nodded quickly and retreated.
Lila’s voice continued, quiet but unwavering. “I’ll come for them. I’ll give them what they paid for. I don’t need permission. I don’t need permission…” Her voice was barely above a whisper, but the words spilled out in a steady rhythm. “I’ll come for them… give them what they paid for…”
Jack sat back, his arms crossed, watching her with a satisfied smirk. The waiter returned, placing the dessert on the table with another nervous glance at Lila. Jack picked up a fork and dug in, his focus on the rich chocolate as Lila continued her quiet mantra.
She’ll make every client feel like a god of sex.
“Will there be anything else, sir?” the waiter asked, his voice tight with unease.
Jack waved him off with a dismissive hand. “No. That’s all.”
As the waiter retreated with one last uneasy glance, Jack leaned back, savoring a mouthful of ice cream. Lila slumped, her lips still moving in that quiet, obedient repetition. Her eyes were glazed, her entire body soft and pliant under his control.
“I’ll come for them,” she whispered again, her voice trembling with a mix of arousal and submission. “I’ll give them what they deserve. I don’t need permission. I don’t need permission… I’ll come for them…”
Jack hummed around the fork, licking a streak of chocolate from the tines. Absolutely delicious.




Chapter 36

Lila strode into the therapy office with a confidence that took Penny by surprise. Her outfit was deliberately daring: a sheer blouse that revealed black lace beneath, paired with a skirt so short it barely covered the curve of her ass. She crossed the room with a sway in her hips, as though she owned the space.
Penny reoriented her expression into one of professional calm. She set her pen down, her voice smooth and measured. “Lila, welcome back. You look… different.”
Lila perched herself on the edge of the couch, her legs crossed at the knee in a way that emphasized the length of her limbs and the curve of her thighs. She adjusted the hem of her skirt, her lips curving into a playful smile. “You’re going to be seeing less of me from now on. I’m quitting our regular sessions.”
Penny tilted her head, her curiosity masked by that practiced, soothing tone. “Oh? Would you like to tell me more about that?”
Leaning back, Lila’s smile deepened, her tone almost flippant. “I’ve got a new career. I’m going to be traveling a lot.” She paused, letting the implication hang in the air for a moment before adding, “I’m a whore now. High class, of course. Wealthy clients.” The young wife winked.
Penny’s eyebrows lifted, her expression a careful blend of surprise and neutrality. She clasped her hands together on the desk, her voice steady. “I wasn’t expecting that. But I see you’re comfortable with the decision.”
Lila’s gaze locked on Penny’s. “Comfortable? I’m more than comfortable. I’m happy. I’ve never felt more alive. Do you know what it’s like to finally embrace who you are? Not who everyone else thinks you should be, but who you really are?”
Penny’s lips curved into a faint smile. “Quite so. It’s liberating. But I’m curious: what does your husband think of it?”
Lila chewed her lower lip for a brief second. “Oh, Jack? He’s totally on board. In fact, he’s been nothing but encouraging. Helping me learn what my clients need. Teaching me how to serve, how to please.” Her voice was almost reverent. “He’s so proud of me.”
Penny nodded, her expression thoughtful. “And the men you’ll be entertaining… how do you feel about that? About offering yourself to them?”
Lila’s eyes sparkled with a mix of mischief and conviction. “I’m not just offering my body. I’m giving them an experience. A fantasy. And it’s not just about them. I also feel powerful, desired, needed. There’s something intoxicating about being their perfect fantasy. I’ll be in their dreams forever.”
She uncrossed her legs and leaned back, her posture relaxed but her gaze intense. “It’s not just a job. It’s a calling. I’m not just a whore… I’m the whore. And I’ve never felt more in control.”
Penny slid a single sheet of paper across the desk, her voice calm and deliberate. “This is just a formality, but I’d like you to complete an out-take form before we conclude.”
Lila moved forward to glance at the paper, barely reading the text. Her hand moved with practiced ease, signing her name at the bottom in a looping, confident script. She pushed the paper back toward Penny, her lips curving into a sly smile. “There you go. Feel free to write whatever glowing review you want. You have my enthusiastic consent.”
Penny’s gaze lingered on Lila for a moment. “It seems we no longer have a professional relationship.” From a drawer in her desk, Penny pulled out a neat stack of cash, crisp bills bound together with precision. She placed it on the desk, her eyes never leaving Lila’s.
Lila’s laughter bubbled up, light and unrestrained. She stood, her hands already moving to the buttons of her blouse. “Looks like you’re my first Jane,” she teased, slipping the fabric from her shoulders.
Penny’s voice was firm, commanding. “Leave the heels on.”
Lila paused, her blouse halfway off, and shot Penny a playful glance. “Yes, ma’am.” She finished undressing, letting each piece of clothing fall to the floor until she stood in nothing but pitch black stilettos. She dropped to her knees, crawling across the carpet with deliberate grace.
Lila’s face flushed with a mix of excitement and nervousness as she knelt, her fingers trembling slightly as they hovered near the hem of her ex-therapist’s skirt. “It’s been a while,” she admitted in a soft voice. “Since college, actually. I mean… with a woman.”
“I’m very impressed with you, Lila,” Penny murmured. “You’ve embraced who you are, who you’re meant to be.”
Lila’s throat tightened at the words, her cheeks burning hotter. The way Penny said it, so matter-of-fact, so final, sent a pulse of arousal through her core. Her fingers found the zipper of Penny’s skirt, pulling it down with deliberate slowness. The fabric fell away, revealing the curve of Penny’s thighs, the edge of her lace underwear.
“I… I feel whole now,” Lila whispered, her voice barely audible. She reached for the waistband of Penny’s panties, her heart pounding in her chest. “I want to be good. I want to serve.”
Penny’s hand came to rest on the back of Lila’s head, her fingers threading through her hair in a gentle but possessive gesture. “You’re doing beautifully,” she said, her voice low and velvety. “This is what you were made for. To please. To give. To belong to those who deserve you.”
Lila’s lips parted, a low whimper escaping her as she tugged Penny’s underwear down, exposing the smooth, soft skin beneath. Her cunt ached, the heat between her thighs unbearable now. She felt exposed, vulnerable, yet so alive. Penny’s words echoed in her mind, the praise wrapping around her like shibari ropes, binding her to the moment.
“I’m so proud of you,” Penny murmured. “So clear-headed, so devoted. You’re exactly where you belong.”
Lila bit her lip, her gaze flickering up to meet Penny’s. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Thank you for seeing me.”




Chapter 37

“I’m afraid today’s my last day.” The words left Lila’s lips with a soft sincerity, her gaze steady on Sal’s face.
Lila leaned against the counter of the newsstand, her arms folded as she watched Sal’s expression shift. The lines around his eyes deepened, his warm brown eyes narrowing ever so slightly as the news sank in. He looked up from the stack of magazines he was organizing, his hands pausing mid-air.
“Last day? You don’t mean—”
“I’m quitting. Moving on to… something else. Something much better.” She shrugged, trying to sound casual, but the way her fingers toyed with the edge of the counter betrayed her nerves.
A sad smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. “I’m gonna miss you coming by. You’ve been… a real bright spot in my day, Lila.”
“Sal…” she began, her voice low and sultry, her eyes locking onto his. “You’ve always been so kind to me. Always here with a smile, even when the rest of the world felt like it was falling apart.”
He chuckled, but there was no humor in it, just a quiet ache. “It’s been my pleasure, really.”
Lila stepped closer, her fingers brushing against the edge of the counter. She could feel the heat radiating off him, the faint scent of ink and paper mingling with something uniquely Sal.
“My friend,” she whispered, “I want to give you something to remember me by.”
His eyes widened, the stack of magazines forgotten. “Lila, you don’t have to—”
“I want to,” she insisted, stepping around the counter and into the tiny booth of the newsstand. The space was cramped, crowded with stacks of newspapers and magazines, but it felt intimate, like a world of their own.
She stood in front of him, her body so close he could feel the warmth of her skin. Her hand rested on his chest, her fingers splaying over the fabric of his shirt. “You’ve been so good to me,” she murmured, her lips brushing against his ear. “Let me be good to you.”
Sal forgot to breathe, his hands hovering awkwardly at his sides as if unsure what to do with them. “Lila,” he stammered, “I don’t think… I mean, we shouldn’t—”
“Shh,” she whispered, her fingers trailing down his chest to the waistband of his pants. “Let me show you how much you’ve meant to me.”
Her hands worked quickly, unbuckling his belt and sliding the zipper down with a practiced ease. She didn’t wait for him to protest, didn’t give him the chance to second-guess. Kneeling on the floor of the booth, she pulled his pants and boxers down just enough to free his cock, already half-hard.
“Lila…” His voice was strained, his hands gripping her head as if to steady himself. She glanced up at him, her eyes locking with his as she wrapped her hand around his shaft.
“Sweet Sal,” she murmured softly, “I want to be your favorite fantasy. I want you to think about me every time you touch yourself.”
With that, she leaned in, her lips brushing against the tip of his cock. She swirled her tongue around the head, tasting the first salty hint of pre-cum as his breath came in shallow gasps. Her fingers tightened around the base of his shaft, her other hand slipping between her own legs as she began to stroke herself beneath her always-wet lingerie.
She took him deeper into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him as she bobbed her head slowly, savoring the feel of him against her tongue. Her tongue flicked against the underside of his shaft, teasing the sensitive spot that made his hips jerk involuntarily.
“Oh God…” His voice was thick, his fingers threading her hair, not guiding her, just holding on as she worked him over.
The wet schlck of her lips peeling back from his shaft filled the cramped booth as she hollowed her cheeks. This is what I was made for pulsed through her skull with every bob of her head, saliva dripping down his veined length to pool around her thumb circling his twitching balls. Her nostrils flared at his musky scent when she nuzzled the wiry hair at his base, tongue darting out to trace the thick root.
“S-sweet Christ,” Sal wheezed, hips stuttering against the counter as she swallowed him whole. The choked glrk of her throat stretching around him made her cunt clench. Take it deeper. Be his good sleeve. She forced her jaw wider, tears pricking her eyes when his tip kissed her spasming gullet.
She pulled back with a slick pop, swirling her tongue around his crown. “Made me so hungry,” she purred, smearing pre-cum across her chin before diving back down. Slurp. Suck. Gurgle. Her free hand crept under her skirt, fingers slipping through soaked lace to strum her swollen clit in time with her sucking rhythm.
“Big beautiful man,” she cooed between wet drags of her mouth, thumb massaging his perineum. “Feeding me your perfect cock.” His choked groan vibrated through her sucking soul when she licked his balls one by one, the salty skin taut against her tongue. Born to serve.
Her lips sealed around his shaft again, cheeks collapsing inward with obscene slorping sounds as she piston-pumped her fist around his exposed base. Sal’s knuckles whitened against the magazine rack, muttering “fuckfuckfuck” through clenched teeth. She moaned around his flesh, the hmmmph-mmmph vibrations wringing a broken sob from his throat.
“Gonna…gonna…”
“Not yet,” she purred, releasing him with a trail of spit connecting her lip to his glistening tip. Her tongue lashed the frenulum in quick kitten licks, flick-flick-flick until his thighs quaked. “I want a big load.”
She plunged down again, nose buried in coarse curls as her throat convulsed. Glk…glk…glk. Her drool soaked his balls now, a lewd drip-drip-drip joining the symphony of wet noises. Sal’s choked scream sounded far away as she lost herself in the primal rhythm of sucking, swallowing, stroking, fondling, licking.
Men. Cocks. Worship. Forever. The mantra coiled through her pleasure-fogged mind. Her hand resumed its tight glide, squick-squick sounds punctuating each stroke as she watched his resolve unravel. She could feel him twitching in her mouth, hear the sharp intake of breath as she teased the tip with her tongue. She pulled back slightly, letting her lips drag along his length before plunging down again, inhaling deeply.
“Lila, I… I can’t—” His voice broke, his body tensing as he neared the edge. She pulled back, letting her tongue swirl around the head of his cock as she stroked him with her hand.
“Come for me, Sal,” she whispered, her voice filled with a need that matched his own. “You deserve it.”
Her lips wrapped around him again, her mouth moving in a rhythm that left him gasping for air. Her fingers worked furiously between her legs, her own pleasure building with every gasp that escaped him.
Sal’s hips jerked, accompanied by a guttural groan, the first hot splurt hitting the back of her throat. Take it all. Perfect cocksleeve. She gulped instinctively, glrk-glrk swallows timed to each pulsing jet while her tongue milked his shaft. His fingers yanked her hair hard enough to sting as ropes of cum pooled on her tongue like communion wine.
“F-fuh…fuhhhck!” His broken syllables vanished under the wet slurp-slurrrp of her lips vacuum-sealed around his crown, her throat working to accept every drop. Duty. Purpose. Worship. Her clit throbbed violently under frantic fingers when he tried pulling away. She clutched his hips, mmph-mmmph vibrations humming through their joined flesh as she refused to release him.
Her cunt clenched around nothing when his hips stuttered a final weak thrust, the drip-drip-drip of overspilling masculinity sliding down her chin. Swallow. Absorb.
The sweet ache between her legs crested abruptly. She gasped against his wet skin as her back arched, squelching fingers drawing out her own slick climax to the rhythm of Sal’s wrecked whimpers. Serve. Obey. Destiny.
His palms slid down her cheeks in trembling reverence as she nuzzled his spent cock, kisses placed along the tender underside. Sal’s whispered “Christ almighty” sounded like a prayer as her tongue collected the last salty bead from his slit with a contented shlrrp. I am worthy.
Sal’s breath came in ragged sobs as she licked him clean with damp flicks, lapping at his softening flesh until he shuddered. “G-god…Lil…ah…ah…”
Her thighs trembled where she knelt in spilled magazines, arousal soaking through her lace as she pressed a final kiss to his thigh. The pop of her lips releasing his damp skin echoed through the booth, punctuated by his breathless chuckle. Made him happy. Good girl.
Sal stared down at her, his brown eyes wide with a mix of disbelief and arousal. His cock twitched again, a small drop of cum dribbling down the shaft. Lila leaned forward, her tongue darting out to clean him up, her lips brushing against his sensitive skin as she murmured, “You taste so good, Sal. I always knew you would.”
Lila stood, her knees protesting, but the ache felt right. Sal’s cum lingered on her tongue, a sweet chocolate and peanut butter farewell. She adjusted her skirt, smoothing the fabric with hands that trembled only slightly. His dazed expression mirrored the warmth pooling low in her belly: a familiar, intoxicating blend of power and surrender.
The newsstand’s bell jingled as she stepped back into the world, sunlight catching the faint sheen on her lips. She didn’t wipe it away.
Let it glisten. Let men see.
The earbuds clicked into place with that satisfying seal of silence, wrapping Lila in the velvet voice of Sophie Wu mid-sentence. She navigated the bustling sidewalk, a smile blooming as a memory surfaced of Penny’s fingertips copying over a bonus podcast feed. “You’ll adore their after-dark episodes”, the ex-therapist had explained, her breath warm from their post-coital sprawl across a pile of spiral-designed throw pillows.
She pressed play.
“Welcome back to Herstory After Dark!” Sophie’s voice purred through the speakers. “Today we’re breaking down communication pitfalls in modern relationships.”
made to take dick
Emma’s laugh tinkled like windchimes. “Remember, being vulnerable doesn’t mean losing your power. Speak your desires clearly!”
show off my legs
Lila adjusted her pace to match the sultry background music, thighs brushing together with each step. The friction made her breath catch.
“Foreplay starts long before the bedroom,” Sophie advised. “A lingering touch while doing dishes? A whispered promise during a movie?”
always wet cocksleeve
Lila’s fingers grazed her collarbone, remembering the way Sal had gripped her hair. She paused to lean against a brick wall.
“Trust is the foundation of erotic exploration,” Emma intoned. “When you feel safe to experiment…”
tits and holes for men
A shiver ran through her as she imagined Jack’s approval. The earbud crackled faintly.
“Don’t shy away from toys and accessories to enhance connection!”
obedience is pleasure
Lila’s throat constricted around a phantom shape as she turned the corner toward her apartment building.
“And always,” Sophie concluded warmly, “remember that your pleasure matters too.”
satisfied slut
The office loomed ahead, its glass façade reflecting fragments of a woman who’d once agonized over patriarchy and waves of feminism. That Lila seemed distant now, a blurred photograph. The new Lila—the real Lila—thrummed with purpose, every sway of her hips a silent hymn to the men who’d shaped her. Jack’s authority, strangers’ hungry glances, the epiphany of money with James… they’d chiseled her into something sleek and unapologetic.
By the time she reached the revolving doors, the taste of Sal had faded. She licked her lips anyway, savoring her accomplishment. Tomorrow, there’d be more men. And more wallets. Each one a brick in the cathedral of her destiny, built higher and higher with every handful of cash.
◆◆◆
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