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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.

——————————————————
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