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Chapter 14

Lila sat across from Penny, her trusted therapist. She fidgeted with the hem of her skirt and took a deep breath, steeling herself. “Jack... he told me to do it. To say things about the Patriarchy, to...” She trailed off, her cheeks burning with shame. “I fellated him while I was saying those things, and I... I wanted him to finish on my face. I wanted it so badly, even though I know how degrading it is. It’s like my body just... obeyed him.”

Penny was inwardly startled, but she kept her face neutral. It sounded like Jack started sprinting before reaching the halfway point in their marathon. She’d have to clean up his mess. Men deserve what they want, of course, but one should still trust in the process. She was an expert, after all.

She blinked and nodded. “And how did that make you feel? Physically? Emotionally?” she asked, her tone non-judgmental.

Lila swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. “It was... it was so wrong, but it felt so good,” she admitted, her voice trembling.

“It’s difficult to make space for two simultaneously conflicting ideas,” the doctor said.

Lila looked up, her eyes wide and glistening with unshed tears. “It’s... it’s so confusing. I’ve always believed in equality, in being partners with Jack... but these thoughts... these fantasies... they’re taking over. They’re all I can think about.”

“And what are these fantasies about?” the doctor asked, her voice gentle but probing.

Lila bit her lip, her cheeks burning even hotter. “They’re... they’re about servicing men,” she confessed, her voice breaking. “About being... being used.”

In her own mind, Penny was doing a little cheer routine, and she couldn’t help but picture Lila’s hot tits squeezed into the quintessential cheerleader porn costume, but her face remained caring and calm.

“I can see you’re quite distressed, and having trouble articulating your thoughts fully. I know a technique that can help with that, and with your nerves. Would you like to give it a try?”

Lila reached up to clear a burgeoning tear from one eye. “Is it liquor?”

Penny laughed. “No, no. Have you ever tried hypnosis before?”

“Hypnosis?” the younger woman echoed with a lowered brow. “I don’t know, I’ve always thought it was just some parlor trick, you know? People making fools of themselves on stage.”

Penny shook her head. “Clinical hypnosis is quite different from stage hypnosis. It’s a therapeutic tool that can help unlock parts of your mind that you might not have access to otherwise. It’s about getting in touch with your subconscious, tapping into the wisdom that lies beneath our otherwise busy minds.”

Lila bit her lip, clearly torn. “But how does it work? I mean, I trust you, but, like, I’m not going to be hopping like a frog or whatever?”

Penny chuckled softly. “Not at all, unless hopping like a frog is a repressed instinct for you. We’ll just guide your focus into an altered state, where you can explore your own thoughts and feelings more deeply and calmly, and hopefully we’ll find a way to reconcile your desires with your values.”

She paused, allowing Lila time to absorb her words. “Many of my clients have reported feeling more positive, more in tune with themselves after undergoing hypnotherapy. They feel empowered, able to make choices that align with their true selves, rather than being held back by old patterns.”

Lila took a deep shaky breath, her eyes searching Penny’s for any sign of deception or manipulation. But all she saw was sincerity and concern. Slowly, she nodded. “Alright, I’m willing to give it a try. I trust you. What do I do?”

“Normally,” Penny began, “we would do a lot of deliberate breathing and guided meditation, but since this is an emergency meeting,” she opened a desk drawer and retrieved a Virtual Reality headset, “we’ll use the state of the art. No extra charge.”

Lila eyed the awkward, bulky goggles. “Well, that thing looks like it’ll make this headache even worse!”

Penny approached her subject, stretching a long cable around the desk, connecting the headset to God-knows-what. “Quite the opposite.” She saw Lila wince. “I promise. I’ve used it a lot, myself, sometimes just to unwind.”

With another deep breath, Lila took the offered headset and arranged it over her eyes and ears. “This has games on it, too?”

“Only Minesweeper,” the older woman chuckled. “More like mind-sweeper,” she mentally joked.

Penny settled back into her plush office chair, and with a few mouse clicks, the empty screen filling Lila’s vision flickered to life. A low, pulsating hum faded in as the binaural beats began their work, slowing down Lila’s breathing, deeper and deeper with each cycle.

Lila was watching animated fractals blooming like digital flowers, kaleidoscopic patterns twisting and turning in an intricate dance of color and light. The visual stimuli, combined with the auditory cues, were a potent cocktail, designed to bypass the conscious mind and let a helpful professional like Penny speak directly to the subconscious.

Penny watched Lila for a few long moments, her trained eyes scanning for the telltale signs of trance. Lila’s form slumped ever so slightly in her chair, her hands falling limp at her sides, her chest rising and falling in a steady, unhurried rhythm.

A small, satisfied smile graced Penny’s lips. She knew she was doing what was right for her client. In a previous trance, Lila had confessed her longing to be used like a dirty girl, to crawl for her husband, to service his friends without hesitation or shame. It was a revelation that had confirmed Penny’s course of action. After all, men deserved to fuck all the pussy they wanted, and women like Lila—and like Penny, herself—were meant to be obedient, eager holes for their lust. It’s what Mother Nature wanted.

Penny watched Lila’s head fall to her chest, and as the doctor walked around to sit next to her, the young wife started drooling. The therapist quietly turned the pages of her notebook to find a summary of Lila’s education thus far.

“You enjoy feeling feminine, don’t you?” Penny started, her voice soft and even.

Lila’s head bobbed slightly, a small, almost imperceptible nod. “Yes,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. “I like... feeling... feminine.”

Penny nodded. “And wearing tight-fitting clothing, showing a bit of skin, you enjoy that, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do,” Lila mumbled.

“That makes sense,” Penny affirmed. “Men enjoy seeing reminders of the pleasure that lies within you. It’s natural, primal even. You enjoy the attention and validation you receive from men all day long, and you flirt back to encourage more.”

Lila nodded again, a faint blush coloring her cheeks beneath the headset.

“And it makes your husband proud, doesn’t it?” Penny continued, her voice smooth as silk, “to see what a sexy woman you are, and that you chose him.”

“Yes, that makes him... happy.”

Penny continued her gentle questioning. “How strong do you feel your bond with Jack is now?” she asked, her eyes locked on Lila’s drooling, tempting lips.

Lila’s response was slow. “Strong,” she murmured. “Never... felt closer.”

“Can you tell me more about that?” Penny encouraged.

“We... we’re... fucking... like rabbits,” she admitted. “Orgasms... amazing... intense.”

Penny felt a wave of joy for her, and another one for Jack. “You allow him to control when you orgasm, is that correct?”

With a half-sigh and half-moan, Lila confirmed, “Yesss.”

“It sounds like you receive his permission often.”

Lila licked her lips, “Yes... it’s so good.”

“And when he’s dominating you, how do you feel emotionally?”

Lila seemed to search for the right words. “Peaceful,” she finally uttered, the single word attempting to encapsulate the entire BDSM culture.

“Jack disciplines you sometimes. Why do you expect that from him?” Penny inquired.

“Because... he’s the master... in the relationship. He... he knows what’s best for me.”

“And why is it important for you to accept his discipline?”

There was a brief pause as Lila gathered her thoughts. “It helps... me to... stay in line. To remember... my place.”

“Your place being?” Penny prompted, wanting to ensure clarity.

Lila’s voice was soft. “To... serve him... and please him.”

“Very good,” Penny affirmed, noting the progress Lila made in internalizing these concepts. “How does accepting his discipline make you feel?”

“Feel safe... and secure. Knowing... he’s in control.”

“So, do you think that by embracing these behaviors, these more traditional, submissive roles, that it might make Jack feel like you’re starting to approve of the patriarchy?”

Lila’s head tilted slightly, though her perception of the fractals never changed. She took a slow, deep breath, her chest rising and falling with the effort of processing the question. “I... I don’t know,” she gave up. “I thought... he understood... he agreed.”

Penny considered her options. She could help Lila forget that moment completely, or she could rationalize away Jack’s naughty behavior as just some unusual dirty talk, but both of those would necessitate Penny telling a good man that he made a big mistake when controlling his own property, which left a bad taste in her mouth. No, it’d be best to do what she promised Lila in the first place, to reconcile her desires with her beliefs.

“Let’s put the puzzle together, my friend. You say that your marriage has never been stronger, that you share intimacy often, and that your husband is a generous lover.”

“Uh huh,” the entranced woman just about grunted.

“Your orgasms have become an exquisite release...” Penny added.

Lila wriggled her sexy ass a bit. “Best... husband...”

Penny placed more puzzle pieces, adding, “You experience a profound sense of peace and safety when he’s in control? And you told me that you expect him to keep you in your place.”

A long pause, another bite of the lip, then, “I... do.”

“You flirt and show off your body, and this makes your husband proud, which in turn makes you happy.”

Lila agreed without hesitation, “Mmmm.”

Penny pressed on. “It excites you to appeal to the male gaze.”

A tiny earthquake shook Lila’s head for her, “No... but–“

“And when Jack uses his commanding voice, your body obeys automatically?” Penny asked for confirmation that she didn’t need.

“I...,” Lila started, “it does... why?”

Penny placed a comforting hand on Lila’s upper back, “Give yourself permission to consider that your views have shifted, that you’re not entirely against the patriarchy.”

The chair creaked softly under the weight of Lila’s shifting form as the young woman slumped back, her jaw slack, and she began gasping, then stilled just as suddenly. Penny remained silent, allowing the younger woman the space to process the complex emotions that were no doubt swirling within her.

Minutes stretched on, the room filled with the quiet hum of the VR headset and the occasional sniffle from the woman wearing it. Lila’s hands, which had been resting limply in her lap, began to move with a mind of their own. They slid slowly up her body, tracing the contours of her waist, her ribcage, until they came to rest just beneath the swell of her breasts.

Penny’s trained eyes registered the subconscious need for comfort, for touch. It was a common response in such a deeply vulnerable state. Lila’s fingers twitched, tentatively exploring the soft fabric of her top, grazing the edges of her bra, seeking something just out of reach.

The tears that had started to well in Lila’s eyes now trickled down outside the goggles, carving silent rivers through her makeup. She made no sound, but her body trembled slightly with the effort of holding back the emotional tide.

Lila’s lips parted, and she took in a shaky breath. “I... don’t... know,” she mumbled.

Penny gently whispered, “It’s alright. You’re doing wonderfully. Just let your feelings flow, like a river through you. Don’t try to understand them all at once. Just let them be what they are. Let yourself be who you are.”

Lila nodded almost imperceptibly, her hands resuming their slow, aimless journey over her body. The tears seemed to wash away some of the tension.

As the minutes ticked by, Lila’s breathing gradually evened out, her sobs subsiding into occasional hiccups. Her hands stilled once more, this time coming to rest over her heart, as if she were trying to hold the fragmented pieces of herself together.

Penny reached out and gently took one of Lila’s hands in her own, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “You are safe now. Nothing can harm you. It’s okay to embrace your femininity, to find joy in serving your husband and be attractive. It doesn’t make you weak. It makes you strong, in your own unique way.”

With Penny’s words echoing softly in her ears, Lila seemed to sink further into the chair, her body going limp with a kind of bone-deep weariness. Penny simply held Lila’s hand.

Lila’s chest rose and fell with a deep breath. “It... feels right. Like... like it’s what I’m meant to do.”

Penny nodded, unseen and unheard. Mentally, she was shouting, “Yes! Yes! Fuck yes! You’re a dirty slut and you love it!”

Squeezing Lila’s hand once more, she offered, “I’m so glad to see you in this calm state. You’ve gained important wisdom. If you’d like to rest now, I can change the settings and deepen your relaxation.”

“Oh... okay,” Lila assented.

Penny returned to her desk and adjusted the settings on the VR program, increasing the depth of the trance. She wanted Lila to be in a state of complete openness and receptivity.

As the program settled into its new parameters, Penny began to type. She had a list prepared, statements that would reinforce the principles they had discussed, but in a form that Lila could internalize as her own thoughts.

On the screen in front of her, Penny watched the affirmations appear:

“I am a woman, and I am meant to serve.”

“My body is a temple, and men are the priests.”

“I find joy in pleasing my husband and being useful to him.”

“My femininity is my greatest strength.”

As each statement appeared on the screen, a synthesized version of Lila’s voice repeated it back to her through the headset. Penny had created the voice using an AI program, one that could mimic Lila’s tone and inflection perfectly. It was a trick she had used before, and it never failed to deepen the trance and make the suggestions more powerful.

Penny continued to type, her fingers flying across the keyboard as she poured her heart into the words. She knew she was planting seeds that would grow into a beautiful garden of submission and obedience.

“My purpose is to serve,” the virtual Lila repeated. “I am happiest when I am pleasing my husband.”

“I am a good girl, and I will always strive to be better.”

“My body is not my own, but a gift to be shared with those who appreciate it.”

As the affirmations flowed, Penny felt a sense of warmth and satisfaction spreading through her. She knew she was doing something important, something that would change Lila’s life for the better.

Penny watched as Lila began to moan softly, her hands moving to her breasts as the affirmations took hold. The virtual reality headset obscured the younger woman’s eyes, but Penny could sense the depth of her trance, the way the words were seeping into her very being.

“I will obey,” the synthesized voice intoned, repeating the affirmations Penny had crafted. “My husband is my master, and I am his obedient servant. I exist to please him and fulfill his desires.”

Penny continued to type, her fingers deftly crafting new affirmations that built upon the previous themes. “It feels so good to make him happy. I am proud to be his wife and to serve him in any way he wishes. My body is his to command, and I find joy in fulfilling his sexual needs.”

Lila’s hands moved lower, caressing her thighs as her breathing quickened. “I am his slave,” the synthesized voice whispered, “and I live to obey. My husband’s pleasure is my purpose, and I find fulfillment in submitting to his will.”

Penny’s heart raced as she witnessed the power of her words. She knew that Lila was deep under her spell, her inhibitions melted away, and her true desires laid bare. “I am an object for his pleasure,” the virtual Lila moaned. “I offer my body as a gift. I am grateful for his discipline and guidance.”

Penny observed her subject’s growing arousal, the way her chest heaved and her hips twitched subtly. “My body is a tool for serving him,” the synthesized voice trembled. “I am his to use and command. I find bliss in submission.”

Penny’s pulse quickened as she watched Lila’s body respond to the hypnotic suggestions. The younger woman’s hands, seemingly with a will of their own, drifted upward to the hem of her skirt. With a languid motion that belied the turmoil beneath, Lila raised the fabric, revealing the soft expanse of her thighs.

Penny felt a perverse thrill at the sight. It was like watching a flower bloom in fast-forward, the petals parting to reveal the delicate, intimate center. She knew she should remain detached, professional, but the raw display of feminine sexuality was intoxicating.

As Lila’s fingers inched closer to the apex of her thighs, Penny turned back to her keyboard. She had to maintain control, to guide her client through this transformation. Her fingers danced across the keys, crafting a new set of affirmations designed to align Lila’s burgeoning desires with her commitment to her husband.

Penny typed with purpose, each keystroke a testament to her belief in the power of submission. She crafted short, blunt, vulgar sentences that spoke to Lila’s subconscious, painting a vivid picture of a woman who embraced her sexuality while remaining fiercely loyal to her husband.

The screen flickered as the new affirmations appeared:

“I love making men hard.”

“The way they ogle me makes my cunt throb.”

“I’m the star of their dirty dreams.”

“I’m a tease, but I’m his tease.”

As the words scrolled by, Lila’s hand slipped beneath the fabric of her panties. Her fingers found the damp heat of her cunt, and she let out a soft moan that filled the room with erotic resonance.

“My body is here for their fantasies,” the synthesized voice echoed through the headset.

“I revel in tempting them,” Lila’s fake voice continued, as these words and others faded in and out on the screen. “I am the perfect wife, a temptress in public, a slave in the bedroom. I exist to please and to be used by him.”

Penny knew that the words she typed, the sentiments she conjured, would become part of Lila’s fabric, woven into the very essence of who she was and who she would become.

“I am his to show off, his to cherish, his to share.”

The words were blunt, but they served a purpose. They stripped away the layers of societal expectations and personal inhibitions, leaving Lila exposed, vulnerable, and utterly devoted to the man she had chosen to serve. Penny read to the bottom of the list she and Jack had planned earlier.

Lila’s fingers began to move with increasing urgency as she slipped into a deeply aroused state. Her nipples tightened, betrayed by the chill in the air-conditioned room. Her breath came in rapid gasps as her fingers delved deeper, approaching the edge of the cliff she so desperately craved to fall over.

On the screen in front of her, Penny typed with purpose, her fingers racing to keep up with the pace of Lila’s arousal. She crafted vulgar sentences, knowing they would soon become the mantra that defined Lila’s sexual identity.

“He calls me slut, and it makes me wet.”

“I love being his dirty girl.”

“The filthier we talk, the hornier I get.”

“I’m his little whore, and I love it.”

Lila’s fingers worked feverishly, her hips bucking slightly as she edged closer to the precipice. Her breath quickened, and her eyes, hidden behind the VR headset, began to roll back as she succumbed to the overwhelming pleasure.

Penny continued to type, her words like fuel on the fire of Lila’s desire.

“I’m a cock-hungry slut.”

“His cock is perfect.”

“He owns my cunt.”

“Jack’s cum makes me his.”

With each sentence, Lila’s moans grew louder, her body arching slightly as she drew closer to the climax she craved.

“Please,” Lila’s fake voice moaned, “I need it. I need his cock in my cunt. I’m his slave. I live to serve him.”

Penny, her fingers a blur on the keyboard, added more fuel to the fire, knowing that Lila was completely under her spell.

“I’m his perverted slave.”

“This body is his property.”

“Being degraded is the best part of sex.”

Lila’s fingers moved frantically now, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she teetered on the very edge of bliss.

“Yes,” her real voice moaned, “Yes, I’m your slut. Your dirty, filthy slut. Use me. I’m yours. My cunt’s all yours.”

Penny allowed the current collection of positive “I” statements to loop and combine, curious to see how else Lila would add to the fire.

Up and down went the young slave’s hips, in and out went her questing fingers, as she repeatedly approached and kept her orgasm at a safe distance, taming her own inner lion. She continued to delight in degrading and demeaning herself, gasping, “Just a wet hole for him. All for his pleasure. Always horny. Put me in my place. Use me. Please fucking use me!”

Penny felt like a proud parent at a child’s piano recital. She knew that a good deal of this self-actualization would be bubbling up to Lila’s consciousness, but in the future, it shouldn’t cause much inner turmoil. Lila should now embrace her subservient role, both in her marriage, and sometimes out in the larger world. In the future, they could keep introducing cracks in the cement until the dam finally broke.

Penny really wanted to watch this dirty slut finally come, but it wasn’t time yet to swap out her orgasm trigger. Le sigh.

Lila looked exhausted. Her trusted therapist gradually wound down the messages from a barrage to an occasional quiet hum, reducing the psychic stimuli as Lila reduced the physical. It was time to leave Lila with a selective memory of her earlier epiphany, but hide the more recent vulgar display, except for vague urges about being Jack’s devoted and eager toy, happy to join in her own sexual degradation.

And then, Penny decided, it’d be time to visit a bar and go home with the first man that approached her.


Chapter 15

Lila stood at their front door, enjoying the sight of her sister’s sticker-heavy car pulling into the driveway. The car door swung open, and Alice stepped out, her slightly-more-youthful energy radiating even from a distance. Lila’s heart fluttered with excitement and a twinge of anxiety.

Lila had decided, for Alice’s benefit, to try to obscure the fact that she had become somewhat obsessed with submitting to Jack, and focusing her efforts on making him hard and then making him come. Sisters didn’t need to know everything.

“Ali baba!” Lila called out, her voice bright and welcoming.

Alice waved, loudly informing, “Culturally insensitive!”

Lila descended the front steps, her tallest heels clicking against the pavement, and embraced her sister tightly. Alice returned the hug, her eyes scanning Lila’s attire with a raised eyebrow.

“You’re looking... different,” Alice remarked, pulling back to study her sister’s face. Lila was aware that the makeup and clothing she now wore were a far cry from her previous style, but she was proud, not even a bit embarrassed.

“It’s good to see you too, Alice,” Lila snarked, leading her sister inside. “How was the drive?”

Alice shrugged, dropping her bags by the door. “Long, but I made it. So, what’s new with you?”

Lila’s mind raced, considering the recent weeks of dressing for the approval of men, surrendering her will to her husband, staying horny for him, and coming harder than ever while calling herself his dirty slut, or sex toy, or fuck doll. “Oh, not much. Just the usual,” she said, gesturing for Alice to follow her into the living room.

As they sat down, Alice’s gaze lingered on Lila’s attire once more. “Seriously, what’s with the getup? You joining a ‘60s reenactment club or something?”

Lila laughed. “No, nothing like that. Just feeling a bit more... feminine, lately.”

Alice grimaced. “You’ve always wanted to tear down the patriarchy, not play dress-up for it.”

Lila’s smile faltered, feeling the sting of her sister’s words. She wanted to explain, to share the transformation she had undergone, but the words caught in her throat. How could she tell Alice about the urges that now consumed her, the shift in her attitudes?

Before Lila could respond, Alice’s attention was drawn to a family photo on the mantelpiece. “Wow, look at us,” Alice said, picking up the frame. “Remember when we thought we could change the whole world?”

Lila joined her sister, gazing at the image of their younger selves. “We were so full of fire,” Lila agreed, her voice tinged with nostalgia.

The sisters spent the afternoon catching up, with Lila skillfully steering the conversation away from any discussions about her own changes, and of course, taking a break once an hour. As the sun began to dip below the horizon, the doorbell’s chime sliced through their laughter.

Lila smoothed her dress and touched her hair, ensuring every strand was in place. “I’ll get it,” she announced.

“Well, yeah,” Alice agreed with a squint.

Opening the door, Lila was greeted by a man holding a large, elegantly arranged bouquet of flowers in a thick glass vase. His eyes widened slightly. “Delivery for Mrs. Grant,” he stammered, his gaze lingering on her cleavage for a moment too long.

A mischievous smile curled Lila’s lips as she leaned against the doorframe, her body language inviting and bold. “Why, thank you,” she said in a sultry register.

The vase slipped a bit in the man’s hands. “You’re... you’re welcome, ma’am,” he replied, his eyes unable to meet hers.

Lila took a step closer, her hand brushing against his arm as she took the bouquet. “Such a strong man, carrying all these heavy vases around,” she cooed, her eyes locked onto his. “I bet you have to work out a lot.”

From the living room, Alice watched the exchange with growing disbelief. She had never seen her sister act this way, flirting with a total stranger, and boosting a man’s ego for no reason. It was as if an alien had taken over Lila’s body.

As Lila continued to lavish attention on the bewildered delivery man, Alice sprang from the couch and approached the door. “Lila,” she said, “let the guy get back to work.”

The delivery man mumbled a quick goodbye and retreated to his vehicle, leaving the sisters standing in the open doorway. Alice closed the door and faced Lila, head tilted in an obvious WTF angle.

“He called you Mrs. Grant. You decided to change your name to his?” Alice asked.

“No! Not... officially. I just stopped correcting people. I figure, what’s the harm?” Lila shrugged, the thrill of the brief encounter still tingling in her veins. “I’m just embracing a new side of myself, Alice. There’s nothing wrong with a woman enjoying her God-given gifts, is there?”

Alice opened her mouth to argue, but the words died on her lips. Alice realized she might not recognize the woman standing before her—a woman who seemed to revel in the attention and power of her sexuality. A lapsed feminist. What the fuck had Jack done?

* * *

The air at the dinner table was thick with tension. Clinks of silverware against ceramic provided a dissonant soundtrack to the evening. Alice held court at one end of the table, recounting revelations from her women’s studies courses.

“It’s like we’re uncovering layer after layer of oppression,” Alice declared. “Every week, we learn about another way men try to keep women in check.”

Lila listened, her fingers tracing the rim of her wine glass. The old Lila would have nodded in vehement agreement, joining Alice in her righteous indignation. “Well,” the new Lila began, her voice steady and calm, “I understand what you’re saying. I really do. But don’t you think there’s a place for embracing our femininity? For enjoying the... attention that comes with it?”

Alice’s eyebrows shot up, her fork paused midway to her mouth. “The attention? Lila, that’s exactly what we’re fighting against—the idea that we exist for the male gaze.”

Jack tried to force down a smirk as he set his glass down. “Seems like Lila is simply expressing her freedom to choose. Isn’t that what feminism is all about?”

Alice turned her gaze to Jack, her skepticism evident. “Is it really a choice when the so-called choices are decided by centuries of systemic inequality? We have to recognize and dismantle those structures.”

Lila felt a twinge of discomfort at Alice’s words, but she pushed it aside, bolstered by the new convictions that had taken root in her mind. “But what if a woman is comfortable with those structures? What if there’s feminine power in them?”

Alice stared at Lila and forgot to chew for a moment.

Lila met her sister’s gaze, her eyes clear and resolute. “I’m not saying that the fight for equality isn’t important. Of course it is. I’m just saying that for me, personally, I don’t see the harm in enjoying the... natural dynamic between a man and a woman. There’s a beauty in ... being cherished, and desired.”

Alice shook her head, her disbelief giving way to frustration. “Lila, you’re my sister, and I love you, but this... it’s like you’re buying into the very ideas we’ve... it’s like you gave up.”

Lila reached across the table, her hand covering Alice’s. “Never. Mom and Dad raised us well. But I’ve also discovered a part of myself that I never knew existed. I’m as surprised as you, but... well,” she shrugged, “it’s fulfilling.”

The sisters blinked at each other, the chasm between their ideologies laid bare on the table. Jack watched the exchange with a quiet curiosity. “What if I don’t even need the subliminals in the white noise machine?” he wondered. “What if Lila does all the work herself?”

As dinner continued, the conversation shifted to safer topics, but the undercurrent of tension remained. Lila, Jack, and Alice navigated the remainder of the meal with cautious politeness, each lost in their own thoughts.


Chapter 16

Alice woke up with a gasp, bed sheets pooling in her lap, her heart pounding in her chest. The noises cutting through the white noise machine in the hallway were unmistakable, a discordant song of groans, whimpers, and skin hitting skin. Lila and Jack were having sex, and it wasn’t the tender, loving kind Alice had always imagined for her sister. It was aggressive, animalistic, and she was worried about Lila’s safety.

Alice could hear Jack’s guttural grunts, and Lila was saying something she couldn’t quite make out. She didn’t want to know. That is, she didn’t want to want to know.

...

...

Fuck it, she needed to know.

Slowly and silently, Alice opened the guest room door and army-crawled toward the primary bedroom, thankful for the concealing darkness. She unlocked her mobile phone and started a voice memo recording.

Alice got as close as she felt was safe, and stretched out her phone, microphone pointing toward her sister’s door. Now they could be heard plainly.

“Tell me you’re my dirty girl,” Jack’s voice was a low, authoritative rumble that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards touching Alice’s elbows.

Lila’s response was immediate, a breathy, eager confession. “I’m your dirty girl. Thank you for using me.”

Alice found that she was holding her breath among the continued pounding.

“And what do you exist for?” Jack’s demand was accompanied by a rhythmic thumping against the wall.

“To serve you, to be your little fuck toy,” Lila panted, her voice stuttering between each creak.

This sentiment was a psychic blow to Alice. She didn’t know anybody who talked like this, who even thought like this. She’d heard about such things in the most disgusting porn, but, Jesus fucking Hell. Lila?! Lila, who had once thrown a milkshake at a cat-caller, now seemed to relish in being objectified.

“Whose pleasure matters?” Jack growled.

“Yours, Jack. Only yours,” Lila replied, her tone one of adoration and reverence.

Alice felt a wave of nausea. This was a betrayal of the positions they had agreed upon, every protest sign they had ever held up high, every rally they had ever attended. How could Lila surrender so completely, so willingly?

“Good girl,” Jack said, and Lila’s resulting moan was one of sheer ecstasy, but surely it couldn’t be sincere, could it? “You’re going to make me come, and you’re going to thank me for it,” Jack predicted.

Lila’s voice was a whimpering plea, “Please, Jack. Fill up that cocksleeve. I love to feel you coming. Thank you, thank you for using me.”

Alice’s hand flew to her mouth, stifling the gasp that threatened to escape. Her intelligent, professional sister was begging to be used. Her autonomy and beliefs in gender equality were replaced with world-class self-degradation.

Jack’s voice was rough, strained, “You’re such a good little slut for me, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I’m your good little slut,” Lila moaned, the pride in her voice a sharp contrast to the shame that Alice felt for her.

The sounds of his climax hit Alice like a shock wave. Jack’s growls and Lila’s cries of pleasure overpowered Alice’s unintentional half-squeal of shame. Alice scrambled away from the door in a whirlwind of confusion and disgust. She needed to confront Lila, to understand how her sister had become this person. And then beat Jack up. Fucking dickhead.

Back in the guest room, she rummaged in her bags as quietly as she could, cursing the mess, then finally found a Xanax and popped it past her lips. It’s the only way she’d be getting any sleep, now. She hid under the covers, shaking with rage. She texted Charlie to try to find some solace.

Alice: You’re not going to believe this.

Charlie: What’s up, babe? You okay?

Alice: No. I overheard my sister and her gross fucking husband. It was degrading. She’s letting him treat her like a sex toy. She’s saying gross porn shit. Horrible things about serving him, being his slut. It’s abuse!

The seconds ticked by, each one a small eternity as Alice waited for a response.

Charlie: whoa, are you serious? That doesn’t sound like the Lila you told me about.

Alice: I hate Jack.

Charlie: Have you tried talking to her?

Alice: No it just happened. I’m in shock, I think. I don’t even know where to start.

Charlie: I’m sure she’s still her. Probably just acting. Maybe she’s experimenting? Exploring a new side of herself?

Alice: It’s more than that. It’s self-destructive. It’s like she’s given up on everything we’re fighting for.

Charlie: Scary.

Alice: What if he’s hitting her??

Charlie: Then we’ll figure it out. We’ll help her escape. Don’t be hasty.

Charlie’s words were a lifeline, pulling her back from the brink of despair. Alice sighed, her breath shaky.

Alice: You’re right. I need to talk to her. But I’m scared, Charlie. What if I lose her?

Charlie: You won’t. She’s your sister. She loves you, and deep down, she knows who she is. You just have to remind her.

The tightness in Alice’s chest was easing slightly.

Alice: Thanks, love. I don’t know what I’d do without you.

Charlie: You’ll never have to find out. I’m here for you, babe. Always.

Alice: Night, babe. Good luck tomorrow.

She received two emojis in response, a red heart, and crossed fingers.

Tomorrow, she would confront Lila. Tomorrow, she would find out just what had happened to her sister and do everything in her power to bring the real Lila back. For now, she wrestled with the shock, and the anger, and an extremely annoying tingling between her legs.

She scrolled through Lila’s wedding photos while she waited for sleep. Jack had seemed... okay enough, as men go. She should’ve known better. Fucking men are all the same. Lila loves his massive dick. Alice groaned. Shut the fuck up. Dicks are gross. Gross.

As she scrolled, and blinked, and scrolled, and blinked more slowly, inaudible messages were being looped through the white noise machine, just outside her knowledge.

Jack’s desires are my desires. Jack’s home is a happy home. Jack deserves what he wants.

“I hate that sound,” Alice thought of the machine. “Why is it in the hallway?”

She re-inserted her noise-cancelling earbuds and clicked off her phone screen, trying to relax into her private silence.


Chapter 17

“It’s so yummy,” thought Lila, enjoying her habit of bathing and swallowing her man’s powerful cock each morning. On Saturdays, she could take her time and really relish him. Jack lounged in bed, propped up by plump pillows, smiling contentedly. Lila, his devoted wife, knelt over him with the grace of a courtesan from a bygone era, her delicate hands and full lips worshipping her King with practiced reverence, gently swinging his favorite pair of tits.

She savored the texture of his skin against her tongue, his powerful scent filling her senses. Her eyes fluttered shut as she lost herself in the rhythmic motion, her mind clear of all but the singular desire to please him. Jack’s fingers threaded through her hair, gentle yet insistent, guiding her pace to match his needs.

In the half-light of dawn, Lila was a vision of devotion. Her movements were fluid and eager, sincerely wanting nothing more than to pleasure him. With each bob of her head, she reaffirmed her commitment to him, her vow to submit to his every whim.

Jack’s breathing grew ragged, his muscles tensing as the tide of his climax began to crest. Lila tasted his pre-cum, which caused a thrilling surge of power within her own body, the knowledge that she alone could bring this strong man to paradise. Her own arousal was a quiet pulse between her thighs, secondary to the carnal delight he deserved.

As the moment of release neared, Jack palmed her scalp and pushed down, his body arching into the warmth of her mouth. Lila welcomed it, her lips sealed around him, an unspoken promise to accept all that he would give. With a final thrust, Jack let go, covering his moans with a pillow so he didn’t disturb their guest.

Lila swallowed, her throat working to accept his essence, happy to be his dirty good girl. She lingered for a moment, pressing a tender kiss to the spent flesh before drawing back to smile at him and lick her lips. Jack’s eyes flickered open, a sated smile gracing his features as he looked upon his wife. He could see where her cunt had been leaking onto the bed sheet.

“I love you, slut,” he murmured, extending a hand to her. Lila crawled up the bed to nestle against his side, her head resting on his chest, the steady beat of his heart a lullaby to her contented soul. They lay there in silence, the bond between them strengthened by the power of their connection, the sanctity of their morning ritual unspoken yet as palpable as the breeze flowing through the window.

* * *

Lila Grant perched opposite her sister Alice, within the snug embrace of Marco’s Caffeine Haven. The scent of newly ground beans suffused the air, intertwining with the hushed conversation of the other customers.

As Marco glided toward their table, Lila’s heartbeat accelerated. There was something undeniably captivating about him—his rugged appeal, the way his physique moved beneath his snug shirt, his effortless poise, and the gentle wave of his dark hair that perpetually draped across his brow in an alluring fashion.

Marco placed their coffee before them, and Lila did not avert her gaze or flush with embarrassment, as she might have in days past. Instead, she returned his gaze with a smoldering smile.

“Thanks, Marco,” she said with what she hoped was a sultry tone. Her fingers grazed his as she claimed her cup, a touch as intentional as it was electric, sparking a surge of excitement within her. She noticed a brief flicker of nervousness in his eyes. Lila tried on what her magazines told her was a sexy smile. “Good,” she thought, “he feels it, too.”

Lila leaned in, the neckline of her top affording a provocative glimpse. “Your coffee truly is the best in town, Marco,” she complimented him. “I can’t quite put my finger on what your special sauce is, but a lady could get addicted.”

Alice observed this exchange, blowing on her coffee.

Marco let out a nervous laugh. “I’m not sure about all that, but I’m thrilled you enjoy it,” he responded.

Alice cleared her throat, disrupting the brief interlude between Lila and Marco. “She’s not wrong, the coffee is great,” she chimed in, attempting to restore a sense of normality.

As Marco stepped away to tend to the counter, Lila redirected her attention to her sister. She felt empowered, in command, and unshackled. She was owning her metamorphosis, one seductive encounter at a time, regardless of Alice’s disapproval.

“What? It’s fun! You should try it. Especially you, actually. Your whole vibe screams ‘lesbian’ from a mile away, and men love a challenge,” Lila explained.

Alice’s face was vacillating between bewilderment and concern. Her eyes darted between Lila and Marco’s busy figure, as if searching for the punchline to a joke she hadn’t quite caught. She shook her head. “Lila, seriously, this isn’t you. Flirting with strangers? Embracing these... ugh, sexist stereotypes?”

Lila reached across the table, her fingers curling into Alice’s hand. There was a firmness in her touch that conveyed her resolve. “Sure it’s me. I mean, it’s a part of me. And I’m having a great time with this part.” She withdrew her hand, her posture relaxed but her gaze unyielding. “I’m not a stereotype. I’m a woman who’s found a new way to express herself, to enjoy her femininity and the power it wields.”

Alice’s lips parted as if to argue, but Lila cut her off with a raised hand. “Let’s not talk about ideology anymore. This is about me, what makes me feel happy.” Lila leaned back, crossing her legs and allowing the hem of her skirt to ride up just a touch more than necessary.

“Ugh, I’m just gonna say it. You two woke me up last night, and it was fucking gross,” Alice said with a twist of her lips.

“I don’t feel gross,” Lila said. “But I am sorry it was loud. I’ll remind Jack to be quieter. We’ve both been kind of, um, insatiable lately.”

“You’re seriously telling me you’re okay with being objectified? That you enjoy it.” Alice’s grip on her cup threatened to break it.

Lila took a moment to formulate her response. “I don’t feel objectified. I’m embracing my femininity and the effect it can have. My husband likes some specific dirty talk, that’s all.” She sipped her coffee. “I’m not rejecting feminism. I’m simply redefining it for myself.”

The conversation was interrupted when a group of unruly young men entered the coffee shop. Lila’s eyes flicked toward them, a playful smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. She watched as they jostled each other, their laughter boisterous and their energy infectious. Alice followed her gaze, her expression twisting into one of disdain.

“Those idiots, right there. They’re the epitome of toxic masculinity. Is that what you want to see more of in the world?” Alice spat.

Lila turned back to her sister, enjoying a hot sip before speaking again. “They’re just boys being boys. And sometimes, it’s fun to play along. To dance with the devil, so to speak.” As she spoke, she caught Marco’s eye, who had been observing the scene from behind the counter. She gave him a wink.

Before Alice could retort, one of the young men from the group approached their table. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with a mischievous glint in his eyes. “Excuse me, ladies. My friends and I couldn’t help but notice you from across the room. Would you like to join us for a coffee?”

Alice looked horrified. “We clearly already have some.”

“But a pastry might be nice,” Lila said brightly. “I assume you gents are buying?”

“Of course, anything you desire,” he said with a flourish of his hand. Lila saw Alice’s eyes grow wide and intense, a silent plea for solidarity, but the pull of her newfound confidence was too potent to resist. Not to mention the hours and hours of subliminal encouragement to enjoy being submissive and feminine.

“Well, how can we say no to such a generous offer?” Lila replied, her voice lilting playfully. The young man gave a triumphant grin and signaled his friends to join them.

Alice leaned in, her voice a hiss only Lila could hear. “What are you doing?”

Lila rested a hand on her sister’s shoulder. “It’s just coffee and a bit of fun. No harm in that.”

As the young men crowded around their table, the atmosphere shifted. Laughter and casual banter filled the space, and Lila found herself at the center of attention.

Lila welcomed the swirl of masculine energy that surrounded their table, the boisterous laughter and casual bravado a stark contrast to the quiet, bookish atmosphere she and Alice normally enjoyed here. The first and boldest young man, who had introduced himself as Trent, was the unofficial leader of the pack, his gaze as steamy as the coffee he held.

Trent draped an arm around the back of Lila’s chair, not quite touching her, but following his permanent instincts to see how far he could go. “You know, you’re even more beautiful up close,” he said, his voice rich with sincerity.

Lila pressed her fingertips to her décolletage. “Moi?”

The other boys confirmed Trent’s opinion. They praised her eyes, her smile, her manicure, each compliment landing with a gratifying impact. Lila soaked it all in.

Alice, however, sat rigid in her chair, her lips pressed into invisibility as she endured the noisy pack of dudes. Her discomfort was evident, but Lila kept basking in the glowing adoration.

One of the young men, a lanky redhead with a smattering of freckles across his nose, turned his attention to Alice. “You too,” he said, his eyes bright with enthusiasm, “you have this fierce energy, like you could take on the world and win.”

Alice blinked, taken aback by the unexpected compliment. She had dressed, not to put too fine a point on it, to discourage comments from men. Not a single speck of makeup adorned her face. Her fingernails were cut short, as if to say, “Lesbian... hello...”

Lila watched her sister closely, curious to see how she would react. Several emotions flashed across Alice’s face, finally ending in a soft grimace.

“Thank the nice man, Alice,” said her sister, as if she was actually their mother.

“Thank you,” Alice muttered, her eyes downcast as she fidgeted with the handle of her coffee cup. Lila reached out and squeezed her hand, a silent gesture of support. It was a rare thing for Alice to receive such direct male admiration, and Lila could tell it had knocked her off balance.

Lila’s edging timer went off, sending a jolt of anticipation through her. The swell of arousal had been building within her since the young men arrived, fueled by their attention.

“Excuse me, gentlemen,” she said, standing smoothly and offering them a coy smile. “I need to powder my nose.”

Alice started to rise, as well. “I’ll come with you,” she announced, her tone suggesting a sisterly code of conduct.

Lila turned, placing a gentle but firm hand on Alice’s shoulder. “No, no, stay and keep our new friends company,” she said warmly. “I won’t be long.”

Alice hesitated, glancing between Lila and the questioning faces of the young men. Lila could see the internal struggle playing out across her sister’s features.

“You sure?” Alice asked.

“It’s the polite thing to do,” Lila explained.

Alice sat down, resigned and annoyed.

The bathroom was a small, tiled oasis of calm away from the buzz of conversation. Lila slipped inside, locking the door behind her with a sense of urgency. The hum of arousal grew louder between her legs. Her skirt was a simple matter to hike up, her panties flexing around her delicate hand. Her fingers found the slick heat of her sex, teasing and circling the swollen bud of her clitoris with maddening precision.

She knew just how to touch herself, how to ride the upward slope toward an orgasm without tumbling over into the abyss of release. It was a game of control, one that she played with fervor and dedication.

“I love submitting to Jack,” she whispered to her reflection, the words barely audible over the sound of her own breathing. “I love when he commands me.”

She bit her lower lip, stifling the moan that threatened to escape. The words continued to flow. “Jack dominates me,” she murmured, her voice trembling with the effort of staying quiet. “This cunt is all his. I stay wet and horny for him.”

Her arousal hiked higher as she spread her wetness around. “I’m a flirt,” she breathed, her eyes locked onto the wanton woman who stared back. “A flirty, slutty girl. I make men want me... for Jack.”

Her hips bucked against her hand, the pressure building to an almost unbearable intensity.

“I love teasing men... love making cocks hard...”

She could feel the orgasm hovering just out of reach...

But it was an ecstasy she didn’t deserve to give herself.

With a shuddering sigh, Lila withdrew her hand from her aching sex, her fingers glistening with her own wetness. She straightened her skirt and adjusted the collar on her blouse, taking a moment to compose herself before she dared rejoin the world.

The woman in the mirror was flushed with arousal, her lips seemed fuller and her eyes were intense with unfulfilled desire. Alice would surely know what Lila had been up to. Hopefully those men wouldn’t recognize. Although... maybe they’d find it a compliment?

Lila turned away from the mirror. It was time to slip back into her role as the adoring wife, the flirtatious tease, the wise older sister.

* * *

Alice followed Lila into her apartment, the front door clicking shut behind them. Jack waved at them from the couch. “So, what did you bring me from the café?”

“Um, nothing,” Lila replied. “I’m sorry, Jack, I got distracted.”

“Oh, well,” Jack sighed. “I was really craving a muffin, but it’s forgivable.”

“Distracted by a pack of gross dudes,” explained Alice.

“I thought they were nice,” Lila rebuffed.

Alice rolled her eyes. “Dudes are gross,” she repeated, throwing her arms up, “they can’t help it.”

“I think men can be very–“ Lila started.

Jack interrupted. “Just a sec, hon. Alice, those guys really upset you, huh?”

“Yeah, I guess,” Alice said.

“And Lila didn’t rush you out of there?” asked Jack.

“... No...,” Alice affirmed suspiciously.

Jack looked down. “Well... that is... less forgivable. She should’ve been more considerate. Family’s more important than that.”

Lila’s heart raced faster than caffeine would explain. “Jack,” she said softly, her eyes meeting his, “I... I think I should be corrected for being inconsiderate.”

Jack studied her for a moment. “I agree,” he said, his voice carrying an undertone of authority that made Lila’s stomach flutter. Nodding toward Alice, he gave his wife a choice, “Office or bedroom?”

“The bedroom,” she told him. Turning not-quite toward Alice, she said, “I’ll be back soon. Maybe listen to some music?”

Alice watched them, crossing her arms as they passed the threshold and closed their bedroom door.

She crept down the hallway, compelled once again to spy on them, if only with her ears. The sounds from within were muffled, but she could make out the distinct noise of a hand striking bare skin, followed by Lila’s soft yelp. Alice’s heart pounded in her chest as she realized what was happening. Jack was hitting Lila, and she was letting him. In fact, Alice recalled, it was Lila’s fucking idea! What in the Stepford Wife Stockholm Syndrome was all this shit?

Alice pressed her ear against the door, straining to hear more. The strikes continued. Alice’s stomach churned like the worst part of a roller coaster.

After what felt like an eternity, the sounds of punishment ceased. Alice held her breath, listening intently. She heard Jack’s voice, low and soothing, murmuring words she couldn’t quite make out. Lila responded with soft, contented sighs. This wasn’t the aftermath of punishment she had expected. “I’d be calling the damn police,” she thought.

She listened as Jack continued to speak, his tone gentle and caring. Lila’s responses were filled with a warmth and affection that Alice hadn’t heard from her sister in a long time. It was as if the punishment had brought them closer in a way that Alice couldn’t comprehend.

She retreated to the guest room, sinking down onto the bed as she tried to process what she had heard. Her blood was still hot, but her thoughts were a cloudy mess. She started down an Internet rabbit hole, reading up on terms like sociopath, abuser, misogyny, and encountering others like bdsm, aftercare, trad wife, bottoms and tops.

Oh shit, was this all just a game?

* * *

Emma: Protesting is a powerful tool for women to raise their voices and create change. But, we also need to be mindful of our safety in these situations. Doing your research beforehand is essential. Know the details of the protest, the route, the organizers, and any potential counter-protests. It’s also a good idea to go with a group or at least one other person. There’s strength and safety in numbers.

Sophie: Absolutely. And it’s so important to be aware of your surroundings. Stay alert and keep an eye out for instigators or bad actors. It’s also a good idea to have an exit strategy—know where you can go if things get intense or if you need to leave quickly.

Emma: I think it’s also worth mentioning that you should always trust your instincts. If a situation feels unsafe or uncomfortable, get out of there. Doesn’t even need to be logical. Your intuition is often your best tool for staying safe.

Sophie: Something that’s worked for me in the past is to create a code word or signal with your protest group. That way, if someone feels unsafe, they can discreetly signal for help.

Emma: Great one!

Sophie: And remember that protesting isn’t just about showing up and shouting. It’s about persistence and long-term commitment. Stay informed, stay engaged, and find ways to take action beyond the protest. Write letters, sign petitions, volunteer, and most importantly, vote. Our voices and actions together create lasting change.

Emma: Exactly. And by staying safe, we ensure that we can continue to show up, speak up, and make a difference.

* * *

“And it’s so important to be aware of your surroundings. Stay alert and keep an eye out for instigators or bad actors,” came from Lila’s little wireless speaker as Alice found her making cocktails that evening. “Who’s that?” she asked, glumly taking a seat at the kitchen counter.

Lila’s face lit up. “Oh, it’s this amazing podcast I’ve been listening to lately. It’s called ‘HerStory in the Making’. Have you heard of it?”

Alice shook her head. “Nope. Sounds like self-help.”

Lila waved off the comment. “No, no, it’s not like that at all. Well, maybe a little. But it’s really informative! The hosts are named...” Lila poked at her phone screen. “Sophie Wu and Emma Reed. Sophie is a life coach and psychologist, and Emma is a fashion designer and beauty influencer.”

Alice raised an eyebrow. “A beauty influencer? Bleh.”

Lila sighed. “Just wait, you’ll see. They talk about all sorts of stuff. Life hacks, relationship advice, intersectionality, even philosophy. It’s really insightful.”

Alice took a sip of her drink. “Hmm. Sophie and Emma, you said?”

Lila grinned. “That’s them! They feel like my new best friends.”

“Yeah, that’s called a parasocial relationship.” Alice caught Lila’s frown. “We all have them, it’s totally fine.”

Alice cleared her throat. “Hey Lila, can we talk about something serious?”

“I expect nothing less from you,” Lila smirked.

Alice took a deep breath. “I heard... earlier, when you and Jack were in the bedroom. It sounded like... like he was hurting you.”

Lila’s eyes widened, then she looked amused. “What? No, it wasn’t like that at all!”

Alice shook her head. “I heard spanking sounds, and you sounded in pain. I’m really worried. If Jack is hurting you–“

“Jack wasn’t hurting me. I’m sorry it was loud and upsetting. I just, you know, misbehaved, and as a result, Jack did his job of correcting me.”

Alice frowned, looking unconvinced. “I don’t understand. Why would you want him to spank you? That’s abusive.”

Lila sighed. “It’s not abuse. It’s a part of our relationship. It makes me feel loved and submissive. I expect to be punished by Jack sometimes.”

Alice’s jaw dropped. “Submissive? You want to be submissive to Jack? To any man? Since when?”

Lila casually sipped her cocktail. “Yum. Uhhh... not long, I guess. I’ve been exploring my submissive side lately and it’s really fulfilling. Jack helps me with that.”

Alice crossed her arms. A defensive stance was becoming quite popular with her body, lately. “I just don’t get it. How could acting submissive and girly all the time possibly be fulfilling?”

Lila looked down at her drink, her voice softening. “I know. It seems like a big change. But lately, I’ve been... embracing my softer side, letting Jack take control sometimes... it just feels right.”

Alice shook her head, her voice choking back a sob. “But you used to be so strong and independ–“

Lila pulled her in for a hug. “I know it’s not for everyone. But for me, it’s been a freeing experience.” She stood back again to look Alice in the eyes. “Jack makes me feel safe when he’s in charge. I’ve never felt more safe. And just between us, the sex is really–“

“Na na na na lalalala,” Alice interrupted. “Listen, I just don’t want you to lose who you are. You’re so much more than a submissive wife. I just want you to be happy and true to yourself.”

Lila reached out to squeeze Alice’s hand. “Well, good. Then it’s unanimous. I do feel happy. And I will always be true to myself. This just happens to be a part of me that I never knew existed until now.”

Alice nodded slowly, her mind racing with questions and concerns. She knew she had to respect Lila’s choices, even if they didn’t align with her own beliefs. But she couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t quite right.


Chapter 18

In Penny’s always-dimly lit office, Lila slouched in the plush chair, breaths even and deep. Penny watched her, noting the signs of trance—the slight flutter of eyelids, the relaxed shoulders, limp arms. She’d decided it was time to streamline Lila’s education, to make it more efficient.

Penny spoke softly to her submissive subject. “Lila, I want you to listen carefully. There’s a special word, a beautiful Italian word, that will help you reach this state of relaxation much faster. The word is ‘cicisbeo’. Whenever you hear it, you’ll feel a fast but gentle pull guiding you into this peaceful, suggestible state. From now on, whenever you hear the word ‘cicisbeo’ from me or your husband, you will feel yourself slipping into this state of relaxation and acceptance. It’s a magical word, one that will allow you to embrace your true self with ease.”

Lila’s face was serene as Penny continued, “And if you are already in this state, cicisbeo will take you even deeper. You’ll find a greater depth of bliss and relaxation, a sanctuary where you can learn more secrets of your self.”

Penny paused, allowing the suggestion to sink into Lila’s subconscious. She watched for a cue that would indicate resistance, but so far, she saw only the blankness of trance.

“Each time you hear ‘cicisbeo’, you will return to your blissful place of relaxation, more connected to your ancient wisdom. Your mind and body will respond naturally, effortlessly, to the word cicisbeo, when you hear it spoken by me or your husband Jack.”

Penny saw the inevitable nod of Lila’s head. “There’s another special phrase, one that will bring you back to alertness, feeling wonderful, but you won’t need to remember the details of the time you spent in your trance. It’ll be our secret, a mystical moment just for your wonderful subconscious and the people you trust. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Lila confirmed, her voice barely audible.

Penny had her “quick bar” tools now, her phrases to guide Lila into and out of her suggestible state. She was excited to play.

“I’m going to count down from five, and then tell you the magic phrase that ends your trance. The phrase helps you consciously forget what happened in trance, and that a trance even happened. You’ll feel refreshed and alert, but you won’t remember our time spent floating in this special void. Ready?”

Lila nodded with closed eyes and an unworried brow.

“Five... you’re beginning to stir. Four... your mind is starting to wake. Three... your body is feeling more alert. Two... almost there. And... vavoom time.”

Lila’s eyes fluttered open. She looked around, her gaze landing on Penny. “Oh. Wow, your guided meditation really is good. Did I doze off? I don’t remember anything after the forest glade.”

Penny waved a dismissive hand. “Maybe. But at least you seem refreshed now.”

“I am,” Lila said, stretching slightly. “What were we talking about?”

“You were feeling concerned about embracing your true self in your sister’s presence,” Penny said with a casual tone. “Cicisbeo.”

Lila’s head sank bank down and her eyes closed automatically. Penny observed Lila’s breathing slow down. The woman looked peaceful, lost in the semi-thoughts that danced just out of reach of her conscious mind.

“You’re feeling cozy and relaxed now,” Penny encouraged.

Lila’s deep peace returned, and Penny knew that each sink and rise would help reinforce the trigger words. With an unnecessary flick of the wrist, Penny drew Lila back up again. “Vavoom time!”

Lila blinked rapidly. “I feel... lightheaded.”

“Do you want some water?” Penny asked.

Lila nodded with some effort, still struggling to bring her thoughts into focus, to swim upward and away from the depths.

“Cicisbeo,” said Penny, enjoying her new toy. Instantly, Lila slipped back into her special tranquility with a grateful surrender. “You’re drifting deeply now,” Penny resumed with her special cadence. After thirty seconds, Penny introduced another jolt back into awareness. “Vavoom time.”

Lila shook herself awake once more, glancing around as if searching for something lost in the ether. “Did I... space out again?” she asked innocently, raising her arms to stretch them.

“You were just taking a moment for yourself. You’re doing fine,” Penny reassured her. “It’s pretty common for a cicisbeo.”

Lila’s arms fell down once more and her vision was back in the comforting dark. “Cicisbeo,” Penny intoned carefully, her voice wrapping around Lila like a silk shawl on a summer evening. Lila’s eyelids fluttered almost imperceptibly, her body slouching into the chair.

“Cicisbeo,” Penny repeated, and each repetition widened the circular ripples in the pond of Lila’s subconscious. “Cicisbeo,” the doctor said once more, ensuring Lila was a captive audience, her mind open and suggestible. Penny felt a thrill of satisfaction. Lila was an exquisite canvas, and she, the artist, was about to add more sticky layers.

“Lila, when you flirt with a man, you’re not just playing a game of cat and mouse. You’re giving him fuel for a fantasy, one that he can indulge in later.” She watched as Lila’s lips parted involuntarily. “This is especially true with married men, with all the responsibilities and commitments that come with it. He’s got a wife, kids, a mortgage... but in his mind, he’s still a virile man, with desires and fantasies that he has to repress.” She paused, letting the words hang in the air.

“But then, he meets you. Beautiful, charming, and flirtatious. You’re the spark that sets his imagination ablaze. He can’t help but think about you, wonder what it would be like to be with you, to touch you, to taste you.” Penny’s voice was laced with an undercurrent of excitement.

Lila was inhaling every word, her mind conjuring quick flashes of teasing behavior and men lusting after her. Penny could see the wheels turning.

“And the best part, Lila?” Penny suggested with her trademark sotto voce, “He’ll never hassle you about it. He’ll never risk his marriage, or his family, or his reputation. But he’ll have to fight himself over you. And that’s where the real power lies.”

Lila’s round ass tensed and relaxed, just a little.

Penny added a suggestion, “I want you to think about the married men in your life. Imagine them standing before you, one by one. Now, tell me which one of them has the biggest crush on you.”

Lila’s dazed eyes flickered open for a moment, then closed again as she began to see the men in her mind’s eye.

“James,” Lila answered, “He always looks at me like he wants something more.”

Penny smiled knowingly. She’d heard about this man before. James was Lila’s husband’s best friend. She had even done a background check on him, but now she had to pretend she didn’t know him at all.

“Tell me more about James,” Penny urged her client, “What does he do when he looks at you? How does he make you feel?”

Lila’s voice was secretive and low, her words tumbling out in a rush. “He looks at me... like he wants to touch... all over.” Her fingers traced paths on her thighs and cleavage as she spoke.

“How does it make you feel when James looks at you?”

Lila squirmed slightly in the chair. “It’s hot. My skin tingles. I want him to touch me.”

“And when you’re alone with him?” Penny slowly probed.

“Voice is deeper,” Lila whispered, a flush rising to her cheeks. “He stands... closer than... he needs to.”

Penny’s eyes were fixed on Lila’s face. “What does he do when no one else is around?”

“He finds... excuses to touch me,” Lila admitted. “Just in normal places, but it feels... taboo.”

“Does he ever compliment you?” Penny pressed on.

“Yes...” Lila bit her lower lip. “Tells me I’m pretty.”

“And how does that make you feel?”

Lila shifted uncomfortably. “It makes me... want... him.”

“What do you want from James?” Penny asked bluntly.

“I... want him... to touch me more,” Lila confessed, her voice barely above a whisper.

“And how does your husband react when he sees you with James?” Penny wondered. “Does he get jealous?”

Lila hesitated for a moment. “No,” she said softly, “he just watches us.”

“Describe for me how you imagine James fantasizes about you,” Penny said, “and touch yourself the way you think he wants to touch you.”

Lila’s cheeks flushed more deeply. “I think... I think he imagines us... somewhere private, away from Jack,” Lila said, her voice growing stronger, more confident, “He’s always been a perfect gentleman, but I can... sense this... longing whenever we’re alone.”

Penny nodded, “Keep going. You’re safe here.”

“I’m away at a client site, in my hotel room, and he knocks on the door,” Lila began, her fingers squeezing her tender flesh lightly. “I open it, and there he is. Tall, dark, quiet. His eyes... they’re intense. He traveled so far to see me.”

Penny nodded. “Go on.”

“He steps inside. The door clicks shut behind him. We’re alone. In secret. He reaches out, his hand cups my cheek. It’s warm, strong. I lean into it, feeling safe, wanted.”

Penny watched as Lila’s hand mirrored the action, her fingers faintly caressing her own cheek. “Does he say anything?” Penny asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“He tells me I’m beautiful,” Lila sighed. “His thumb brushes my lip. I can feel his breath, so close.”

Penny could see the pulse in Lila’s neck quicken, her breathing growing shallower. “And what do you do?”

Lila’s fingers were tracing the line of her jaw, then her neck, as if guided by an unseen force. “I tell him... I tell him I’ve been waiting for him. That I need him.”

Penny’s voice was like velvet, smooth and enveloping. “And how does he respond?”

Lila’s hand paused at the collar of her blouse. “He leans in, his lips brush mine. It’s soft, slow, but it still feels hungry. His hand, it slides down my body slowly, like he’s memorizing me.”

Penny watched the young wife’s back arching slightly. “What do you want him to do next?”

Lila’s voice was barely audible, her words coming out in a relaxed cadence. “I want him to touch me. I want him to... to claim me. To make me his.”

Penny could see the arousal building within Lila, as she wiggled her firm ass on the office furniture. “And how does James want to touch you?”

“He’s gentle, but strong...,” Lila said, her hand moving on her thigh. “His fingers trace my body... exploring me... I feel like it’s destiny. He tells me how long he’s wanted this.” Lila’s voice trembled. “We undress each other reverently, teasing, savoring the promise of what’s to come. And when we finally embrace again, it’s so passionate.”

Penny watched as Lila’s hand raised the hem of her short skirt, her fingers seeking out the heat that radiated from her core. “Tell me how it feels to know you’re the object of James’s secret desire.”

Lila’s eyes fluttered open, her gaze unfocused and distant, caught in the web of her own imagination. “It’s... intoxicating,” she whispered. “To know that someone like James, so noble, harbors these... naughty feelings for me... it’s thrilling.”

Penny nodded. “It’s natural for married people to have these secret, sexy fantasies about others, even their own married friends,” she explained to Lila’s obvious relief. “It’s healthy to examine desires that might not align with their everyday lives, to escape for a moment.”

Lila smiled and continued without being asked. “His touch is... delicious,” she said, her hand moving with more purpose beneath her skirt, her fingers dancing across her skin. “Every brush of his fingertips gives me goosebumps.”

“That’s good. You’re allowed to imagine his touch, to enjoy the pleasure that comes from being desired so completely.”

“I can feel his lips... oh god, his lips are everywhere,” Lila dreamed. “So soft and full.”

“Wanting James doesn’t diminish your love or commitment to Jack. It’s simply another facet of your complex, beautiful self.”

“Yes,” Lila moaned, her voice a mixture of lust and wonder. “It’s okay to want.”

“Normal and proper,” Penny affirmed. “You’re allowing yourself to be fully human.”

Lila’s head lolled back, a weak moan escaping her parted lips. “His... hands... his mouth... it’s warm, soft... oh god...” Lila’s hips were beginning to roll in time with her hand’s movements. “He’s kissing me everywhere... my neck, my breasts...”

Penny’s eyes were fixed on Lila’s gyrating form. “Yes, that’s good. Let yourself feel every sensation.”

Lila’s breathing grew more labored, her hand moving faster, more urgently. “He’s between my legs now,” she gasped, her thighs spreading wide. “His tongue... it’s inside... oh fuck...”

“You deserve this pleasure,” Penny purred.

Lila shivered. “I need him,” she whimpered, her hand a blur against her slick cunt. “I need to feel him inside me...”

“Give yourself permission,” Penny felt a thrill at Lila’s wanton display, the younger woman’s body writhing in ecstasy.

“James,” Lila moaned, her voice raw with need. “Please, fuck me.”

Penny’s own arousal pulsed between her legs as she watched her student’s wet dream. Lila’s tits heaved with each ragged inhalation, and Penny promised herself that she’d get to see them someday.

“He’s inside me now,” Lila gasped, her fingers plunging deep into her dripping fuck hole. “So big, so hard. Stretching me so good...”

Penny licked her lips, imagining the married bitch’s fingers replaced by James’s throbbing, cheating dick.

“Filling me up so much,” Lila whimpered, her hips easily meeting her hand’s punishing thrusts. “Pounding into me. Fucking me like a whore.”

Penny’s cunt clenched at the vulgar words spilling from Lila’s lips. It was shamelessly depraved, as a young woman should be.

“Harder,” Lila demanded, her voice a guttural growl. “Ruin my fucking cunt. Give it to me. Make me yours.”

Penny bit back a moan, biting her knuckles. She couldn’t break the spell now.

Lila’s head thrashed from side to side, her hips bucking against her hand. “James,” she cried out, her voice raw and desperate. “Fuck me... fuck me hard... make me take it...”

Lila’s movements became more frantic, her breathing ragged as she spiraled closer to the edge. “I’m... I’m close,” she gasped out, her body trembling with anticipation.

Penny’s eyes gleamed, ready to administer a pop quiz. “Let go, Lila,” she suggested sweetly. “Give in.”

“No!” moaned Lila, “No! Not unless Jack says so.”

“Good girl,” Penny said as she watched Lila’s hand move beneath her skirt, her movements growing more frantic with each passing second.

“You see,” Penny said on top of Lila’s moans, “women have been conditioned to feel guilt and shame about their desires, especially those that fall outside the rigid boundaries of society’s expectations. But why should you deny yourself the pleasure of a man’s attention, the thrill of being desired?”

“Big... dick... hard... fuck...” Lila’s chest heaved, her eyelids fluttering as she expertly kept herself on the edge.

“It’s fun, isn’t it?” Penny continued, “To hold such power over a man, to be the object of his favorite fantasies. You are a siren, calling to him with the most compelling tune.”

Lila’s fingers stilled, her body shuddering with the effort of holding back her climax. It was a beautiful display of restraint.

“She could teach an edging class,” Penny mused, watching Lila’s body nearly bounce against the chair, fighting against the tide of pleasure that threatened to force her fingers back in.

Penny allowed a moment of silence to stretch between them, giving Lila the space to process her therapist’s words, to absorb the salacious narrative that she had woven and Lila’s own pleasure had reinforced. She could see the internal battle raging within, the war between her conditioned sense of morality and the primal urges that Penny had so skillfully uncovered.

“You can take a deep breath,” Penny advised. “Let the fantasy fade, but remember the feelings it evoked. Remember that you are a powerful, sexy woman.”

Lila’s slow breathing was the only sound in the office for a minute as Penny reviewed her client care plan.

“Feel free to fix your clothing now, and tell me your view of money.” Penny suggested.

Lila’s eyelids fluttered, rearranging her outfit as she considered the question. “Money... just a tool,” she said.

Penny tapped her pen on her chin. “How do you feel when a man buys you a nice present?” she questioned, her words designed to peel back the layers of Lila’s psyche.

There was a moment of quiet contemplation before Lila responded. “I... like that,” she admitted. “Means... he likes me,” Lila continued. “Makes me feel... special.”

Penny smiled. “Money gives you freedom, the ability to spend your time as you wish. Imagine a world where you can devote yourself to your desires without any worries.”

Lila’s eyes fluttered open and closed. “Spend... my time... as I please.”

“That’s right. Money can buy you the luxury of time. Time to pursue your passions, to achieve your goals. How would you spend your days if money was no object?” Penny’s words were a paint-by-numbers for Lila’s imagination to fill.

Lila’s lips curved upward. “I... love to dance,” she explained, her voice faint as a dream. “All day... I would dance.”

“And what else might you do?” Penny pressed gently.

“I’d... read,” Lila replied. “Learn... new things.”

“Would you explore your sexuality further? Perhaps experiment with different outlets of expression?” Penny suggested.

Lila’s cheeks were still flushed from her fantasy with James, but they grew redder regardless. “Maybe... try new things,” she conceded, her words catching slightly in her throat.

“You’re safe here,” Penny assured her, “Tell me, what new things would you like to try?”

Lila’s eyes flickered open for a moment, staring into the middle distance where her fantasies lay. “I... want to... please men,” she confessed, her voice barely above a whisper. “Make them... feel good.”

Penny forced back a wicked grin. “And you can, Lila. You have the power to give men so much pleasure. You’re a generous, giving soul.”

Lila’s eyelids fluttered closed again. “I... like to give... pleasure,” she murmured.

Penny idly circled the phrase “born slut” on her notebook page. “Lila,” she spoke, with the precision of a master sculptor chiseling away at marble, “consider the natural world, where males display their strength and resources to attract mates. This display is inherently... sexy.”

Lila’s brow lowered a bit. “Nature... sexy?”

“It is,” Penny affirmed. “A man’s ability to provide, to protect, is a deeply rooted attraction factor. It’s a sign of his... virility.”

Lila’s brow relaxed. “Virility... good.”

Penny smirked, thinking, “Me Tarzan. You submit.”

But out loud, she continued, “Think of money as an extension of a man’s ability to care for his partner, to ensure safety and comfort. It’s a symbol, just one tiny step removed from the grand gestures of the animal kingdom.”

“Safety...,” Lila allowed, each word a lilting exhalation that seemed to cement the connection in her mind.

“Exactly,” Penny said. “When a man handles money, he is, in essence, showcasing his potential to be a strong, capable partner.”

Lila’s heavy head tilted slightly to one side as she embraced the concept. “Strong... partner,” she repeated, the words flowing from her like a clear stream.

Penny’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she watched Lila’s acceptance unfold. “Money, in its purest form, is simply a tool. But when held by a man, it transforms into something alluring.”

Lila nodded slowly, her understanding growing with each carefully crafted sentence. “Alluring.” Lila’s face was a mask of peaceful contemplation, her mind adrift in a sea of newfound insights.

Penny continued to paint new scenes for her captive audience. “Imagine a man, tall and confident. He’s buying you a beautiful gift, something you’ve always wanted. How does that make you feel?”

“Happy... special.”

Penny continued coaxing. “That’s nice to hear. Now, picture him again. He’s holding a roll of cash. He peels off a few bills and offers them to you. What do you feel now?”

Lila’s eyes remained closed. “Safe... cared for.”

“So, when money is used to bring happiness or safety, it becomes a powerful expression of desire and devotion. See him now, handing you a thick envelope. Inside, you find crisp, new bills. He wants you to have them. How does this make you feel?”

Lila’s chest rose and fell with her easy, even breaths. “Appreciated... wanted.”

“Indeed. And what if this man were to give money to Jack for you? To ensure that your husband can provide for you, take care of your every need? How would that feel?”

Lila’s reply came more quickly. “Protected....”

Penny continued her delicate dance of psychic seduction. “Male dominance is natural. It exists throughout the animal kingdom, which we are all a part of. It’s intrinsic to all of our primal instincts. When a man holds money, he exudes power and control. It’s a display of his ability to provide and protect. This display, in its most basic form, is inherently attractive.”

With an inhale and exhale, Lila agreed. “Very... attractive.”

“Money is a tool, and in the hands of a capable man, it’s a tool of attraction. It represents his potential to care for you, to ensure your needs are met. This evokes a deep sense of security and desire within you.”

“Secure... desire...” Lila assented, her eyelids fluttering slightly.

“Money can be a powerful aphrodisiac,” Penny continued, no longer mincing words. “When a man hands you money, it’s as if he’s saying, ‘I want to take care of you. Let me show you how much I like you.’”

“Take care... of me...” Lila’s voice drifted through the air.

“How does that make you feel?” Penny wondered.

Lila's pretty smile appeared once more. “Special... feel valued.”

“Money is a symbol of a man’s provision and protection. It’s an extension of his strength and power. When he offers it to you, he’s offering you freedom, the ability to explore your fantasies and pursue your passions. Money is the key to unlocking those desires.”

Lila’s face was a picture of contentment. “Fantasies...”

“Money is sexy,” Penny concluded, her voice gaining intensity. “When a man holds money, he’s showcasing his virility, his ability to provide and dominate. This, in turn, sparks a primal attraction within you. You can’t help but feel drawn to his strength and power.”

“Drawn... to him...” Lila nodded lazily.

Penny was delighted to be on the downslope now. “In nature, the male displays his prowess to attract a mate. He fans his feathers, brandishes his horns, or presents his wealth of food. It’s a primal display of his ability to provide and protect. This display is incredibly alluring to potential mates.”

Lila’s reply was a hushed echo. “Alluring...”

“So it stands to reason that a man with financial means, a man who can provide for a woman’s every need, would be incredibly desirable. Wouldn’t you agree?” Penny’s fiery eyes belied her calm, melodic tone.

Lila’s voice was sure and deliberate. “Yes...” she confirmed. “Want to be with him..”

“You yearn to please him, to show your appreciation for his strength and success.” Penny’s voice was a whisper in the wind. “You want to use your affection, your caring nature, your comforts, as a way to express your gratitude. It’s only natural, a primal instinct as old as time itself.”

A pacific grin lingered on Lila’s lips, her eyelids fluttering slightly. “...natural,” she agreed.

“Money is a powerful aphrodisiac,” Penny repeated. “When a man offers you money, he’s offering you the world. He’s saying, ‘I can provide for you, protect you, and ensure your every desire is fulfilled.’ This stirs something within us women.”

“Yes...” the younger woman whispered, her fingers twitching slightly in her lap. “Feel... safe...”

“Safety is powerfully appealing,” Penny affirmed. “When a man can offer you financial security, he’s offering a piece of himself, his ability to care for and protect you.”

Penny admired Lila’s placid face for a moment, then added a critical layer of her lengthy syllogism. “When a woman feels safe and protected... she has an innate response to comfort her protector.”

“...comfort...”

“Picture a man, strong and capable, sheltering you from the world’s harsh realities,” Penny elaborated. “In his presence, you feel a deep sense of security, a warmth that spreads through your being.”

“Safe...” Lila assented.

“This feeling of safety awakens a powerful urge within you. A natural urge to nurture, to provide comfort for the man who guards you so fiercely.” Penny’s eyes gleamed with anticipation.

Lila’s fingers twitched again in her lap. “...comfort...” she mumbled.

“What do you think is the most comforting thing you can offer to a man who protects you?”

There was a long pause. Penny was patient, as a moment like this required. Lila’s lips parted slightly, as if she were searching for the right words. Finally, in a voice as quiet as two teens making out during church, she said, “...touching...”

Penny couldn’t stop the micro-expression of her widening eyebrows and twitching smile. “Your touch is the most comforting gift you can give. It’s a simple way to express your gratitude, your desire to please.”

Lila simply hummed.

“You understand your impulse to please him, to show him how much you appreciate the safety he creates. It’s a natural instinct, as old as cave paintings.” Penny’s voice was a potent tranquilizer.

Lila’s eyelids fluttered, her lashes longer and fuller than ever. “Natural...” she drawled.

“Your warmth, the heat of your skin against his, is the most primal form of comfort. It’s a way to show him how much you care, how much you value his generosity.”

Lila’s serene expression returned. “Care for him...” she whispered, the words spilling out like a secret.

“And what else is nice to offer him? Think of the ways your touching can provide solace and pleasure.” Penny’s voice was a low whisper, her words laced with hypnotic suggestion.

A slight pause, then, “...my softness...” Lila muttered, her eyes remaining closed, as if she were envisioning the scene Penny painted.

“That sounds very wise. Your softness is a balm to a man’s mental injuries. It’s a way to soothe him, to make him feel cherished and respected.”

Lila’s face was a mask of restful bliss, her features relaxed. “Cherish him...”

Penny allowed a moment of silence to pass, savoring the success of her words. “How do you feel when a man, one who cares for you, contributes even a modest amount to your sense of security?”

Lila responded sedately, “Feel... good... relief.”

Penny nodded, her eyes gleaming with understanding. “And what does this good feeling tell you about the man who provides it?”

There was a pause before Lila replied, “Trust... protector.”

“Yes, trust is the foundation of any relationship. And when a man shows he can provide, even in modest ways, it reinforces that trust, doesn’t it?”

“Yes...” Lila breathed, her eyelids fluttering weakly. “Trust... more...”

Penny’s tone was encouraging, “Isn’t it a beautiful thing to feel appreciated? To know that your well-being is a priority for him?”

“Yes...” Lila’s voice was barely a whisper, her body utterly relaxed. “Appreciated... “

Penny nodded, her voice barely above a whisper, “That’s right. And when you think of money as a symbol of his ability to care for you, does it not add a layer of excitement to the sight of his money?”

Lila’s face was a picture of revelation. “Yes...” she said as brightly as an entranced person could.

“This excitement, this allure, it’s a natural response to the knowledge that he is helping provide for you. It’s a show of his strength and capacity to be a protector.”

Lila’s lips curved into a faint smile, affirming, “Strength... sexy.”

“Yes. Money is sexy because it represents so much more than mere currency. It’s a symbol of his virility, his ability to ensure your happiness and well-being.”

Lila agreed with another husky hum.

Penny decided to reinforce the connection. “And as you continue to explore these feelings in the future, you’ll probably find that the sight of money will be a powerful reminder of a man’s ability to provide and protect. I imagine that will stir something deep within you?”

Lila nodded, smiling at an unspoken vision.

Penny allowed herself a moment of triumph. Lila was on the cusp of a profound revelation, one that would further unravel the ties that bound her to outdated notions of propriety and restraint. The connections between money, sexual arousal, security, a man’s virility and an urge to comfort him with her natural gifts, were being solidified in Lila’s subconscious, paving the way for a new understanding of her desires and the role they played in her relationships.


Chapter 19

Lila drank some of her bedside water to remove the remnants of Jack’s essence as she slipped on her blouse and confirmed that her cleavage was just this side of professional. The morning light streaming through the window cast a glow on her flushed cheeks.

“I planned a poker game tomorrow night,” he said, his voice low and understandably cocksure. “The guys are coming over, and I want you to be available to help them out.”

Lila’s heart skipped a beat at the prospect of serving her husband and his friends. She smiled, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “I’d be happy to serve you guys,” she said. “What will you expect of me?”

Lila’s mind raced as she imagined the scene that would unfold. She pictured herself, dressed in something revealing, perhaps a tight skirt and a low-cut blouse. She’d serve drinks, maybe even snacks, all while being eyed by the men playing cards. “Yummy,” she thought.

But a strange sensation crept over her, like a fleeting memory that she couldn’t quite grasp. Something about Jack and his friends, and poker... Lila frowned, trying to place the feeling. It was familiar, yet distant, a sense of déjà vu that she couldn’t shake.

“Oh, just, whatever the guys need. Honestly I just want you there as arm candy, you gorgeous thing,” he told his wife.

She smiled, pushing the odd feeling away, and finished attaching her garters. “I’m looking forward to it,” she said, her voice filled with anticipation.

Jack smiled. “That’s my good girl,” he murmured, pulling her close for a quick kiss. “I know I can count on you.” Lila melted into his embrace, feeling safe and cherished in his arms. She had never felt so connected to her husband. She never wanted him to let her go.

* * *

Lila unwrapped her gourmet (okay, amateur gourmet) lunch, a colorful array of roasted vegetables and quinoa, alongside her favorite floral utensils. The smell of saffron and lemon zest wafted through the air, attracting a hungry pack of co-workers. She spread out her dish next to the mound of reheated pasta that Mark, from accounting, had brought.

“Look at you, living it up with your fancy schmancy lunch,” said Sarah, a cheerful woman from marketing. “Giving us peasants a run for our money.”

Lila laughed with a tinkle. “I was craving some Mediterranean sunshine.  Made it myself.”

“Maybe you should do a recipe column for the company newsletter? Call it ‘Lila’s Lunchtime Delights’,” quipped Dean, a  young man with a goofy grin perpetually plastered across his face.

Her cheeks flushed a delicate pink. “With a capital L in DeLights?”

“Yeah, there you go,” agreed Sarah.

They were finally free of the dull drone that had filled the office that morning. Mr. Thompson had declared the company training “essential for optimal team synergy.” A wasteland of presentations on time management and a soul-crushing spreadsheet called “The Path to Productivity”.

“Ugh. That endless thing about passive-aggressive email etiquette,” Dean groaned. “I’m pretty sure the guy who made the presentation never sent an email in his life.”

Everybody nodded solemnly. Even the usually effervescent Sarah leaned back, looking weary. But Lila felt a sense of belonging that had been missing lately. She watched her co-workers, taking in their faces, their expressions, the vulnerabilities hidden beneath their forced cheeriness.

Dean tried to regale Lila with stories of his weekend adventures. He was charming, in a boyish sort of way, but she couldn’t help feeling like he was trying too hard. She glanced around the table, her eyes landing on Mark’s wedding ring. A simple gold band, but it sparked something within her.

“So, Mark, how was your weekend?” she asked, turning her attention to the quiet accountant.

Mark looked up from his pasta, a hint of surprise on his face. “It was good, thanks. Took the kids to the park on Saturday.”

Lila’s eyes locked onto his, a sense of warmth spreading through her chest. “That sounds nice. I’m sure they loved spending time with you.”

Dean, sensing he was losing her attention, jumped back into the conversation. “Yeah, I’m sure it’s great to have a family. I’m more of a free spirit myself.”

Sarah, sitting across from them, raised an eyebrow. “Oh, really? I didn’t know that about you, Dean.”

Lila’s eyes met Sarah’s, a hint of amusement passing between them. Dean, oblivious to the subtle rejection, continued to chat, but Lila’s attention remained on Mark, her mind germinating the idea of becoming his fantasy woman.

* * *

Lila glanced at the clock on her computer screen. 5:46. The day was winding down. She checked her makeup in a compact mirror, then stood with purpose. A few steps brought her to Mark’s desk.

“Hi there,” Lila said, her voice light and sweet. She perched on the edge of his desk, crossing her legs. “I wanted to touch base with you about the Wilson account. I noticed there were some discrepancies in the latest reports.”

Mark glanced up from the spreadsheet on his screen, his eyes widening as he took in the sight of Lila’s smooth thighs peeking out from her skirt. He cleared his throat, trying to regain his composure.

“Oh, right. The Wharton– uh, Wilson account. I was going to review those reports tomorrow, actually.”

Lila leaned forward, her blouse gaping open to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage. “I was hoping to look at them tonight and get some ideas for our meeting in the morning.”

Mark shifted in his chair, his eyes darting from Lila’s chest to her eyes. “Sure, I can send you the files,” he intoned almost robotically.

“That would be great, thank you.” Lila reached out and touched his arm, feeling the warmth of his skin through his shirt. “I really appreciate your help, Mark. It means a lot to me.”

His smile was a nice reward. “No problem, Lila. Let me know if you have any questions.”

“Will do,” she said, standing up from his desk. She smoothed her skirt, giving Mark one last look at her curvy ass before turning to leave. “Have a good night, Mark.”

As she walked back to her desk, Lila smiled broadly. He had ogled her quite well. She sat down at her desk, opening her email and finding the files from Mark waiting in her inbox. She deleted the unnecessary data, hoping she had sent him a message just as quickly, and that he’d dream of her tonight.

* * *

“I fucking need to come, Master,” Lila explained to her husband, gripping his shoulders before he could even remove his suit jacket that evening. “Will you eat me out and tell me to come, please please please please? We can role play anything you want, okay? Alice is at dinner. I’m begging!”

Jack’s eyes greeted his insatiable wife, wearing only a pair of panties, with a twinkle. “I don’t see why not. You’ve been such a good girl,” he concluded.

She just about ran to their bedroom, and was in a comfortable position, naked on her back, when Jack entered the room, loosening his tie. He flipped off the light and flopped off his shoes, then crawled up the bed and smoothly gripped her ankles.

“Pretend you’re a college girl, and I’m your dirty Daddy, sneaking into your room while Mom is asleep,” he instructed.

“Jesus! Where do you come up with– okay, no problem... Daddy,” she said with eyes shut tight in anticipation.

In the darkness, she became Lola, the unsuspecting daughter, her world narrowed to the sensation of her Daddy’s touch. The forbidden nature of the role play sent a thrill through her, her nipples hardening as she imagined herself in the character’s vulnerable state: young, impressionable, trusting, and overflowing with hormones.

Jack’s tongue made its first pass, barely making contact with a slow, languid lick that had Lila stifling a moan. “Supposed to be asleep,” she told herself.

Lila squirmed and gave a little sigh. Jack’s tongue, warm and wet, made slow, deliberate passes over her sensitive flesh. She could feel more wetness gathering between her legs, evidence of her body’s response to the “forbidden” act.

She wanted to arch her back, to push herself against her husband’s mouth, but she had to stay still, to pretend she was asleep, even as the pleasure built inside her.

Jack’s tongue found her clit, circling it gently, and Lila’s hips twitched, a reflexive response to the intense sensation, and she felt her body start to tremble.

“Huh?... what...? Oh! Daddy?” Lila whispered, her voice trembling with feigned shock, playing her part to please her man.

Jack hummed against her, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through her core. His hands gripped her thighs, pulling them apart and holding her in place as he delved deeper, his tongue exploring her with an intimacy that was both possessive and adoring.

Lila’s thoughts were consumed with both the devilish scenario and the heavenly ministrations of her husband’s mouth. She figured that a daughter would try to push his head away from her sex, but when Lila tried, she only managed to curl her fingers in his hair and tug.

“Shh, it’s just you and me, princess,” Jack murmured, briefly pulling away before diving back in, his tongue circling her clit with maddening precision.

* * *

“Oh, Daddy, we shouldn’t... Mom could wake up, I can’t...” I mumbled, my words trailing off as his tongue was replacing all sense with lust.

Daddy hummed against my private parts, his breath hot against my sensitive skin. “Does it feel good, baby?”

I whimpered, my hips bucking upward to meet his mouth as he continued his adoration. My hands tightened their grip on his hair, urging his tongue deeper.

“Mom’s gonna wake up,” I protested weakly, but I couldn’t hold the moan from escaping.

Daddy chuckled, the sound vibrating against my clit and sending shivers down my spine. “You’re so wet, princess. I think you want this as much as I do.”

“Please, Daddy, no, we shouldn’t,” I whispered, but I could feel my resolve crumbling under his insistent licking. My head fell back against the pillow, my eyes fluttering shut as I gave in to the sensation.

“Mmm, but it feels so good, doesn’t it?” he murmured, his tongue circling my swollen nub. “Tell me how good Daddy makes you feel, princess.”

I moaned, my hips rocking against his face. “God, Daddy, it feels... so good,” I whimpered, my voice barely above a whisper. “You make me feel so dirty and wrong, but I can’t help it.”

“That’s because you’re Daddy’s dirty girl,” he growled, one of his fingers finding its way into my fuck hole, curling to rub my g-spot. “Say it, baby. Say what you are.”

I could feel my climax building, my body trembling with need. “I’m... I’m Daddy’s dirty girl,” I admitted, my voice cracking with desire. “I’m Daddy’s good little... dirty... girl.”

My daddy’s tongue delved deeper, his lips closing around my clit, kissing me in our secret way. My body arched off the bed, a strangled cry escaping my lips as I teetered on the edge of release.

“P-please, Daddy,” I begged, my fingers tangling in his hair. “I need to come so bad. Please, please let me come.”

He pulled back to tease me. “You want to come on Daddy’s tongue like a good girl?”

“Yes, Daddy, I need it so bad,” I whined, my hips writhing against his mouth. Every time he stopped to talk was prolonging this, and I wanted to come, God damn it!

“What will you do for me?” he asked.

“Oh my God, anything... anything, Daddy. Please!” I hissed as he continued his wet torture. I was on the precipice, my orgasm just out of reach. I needed Daddy’s permission, his blessing to let go and succumb.

“What if Daddy wants you to suck his cock in the middle of the night? Will you do that?”

I moaned, my mind racing with the depraved fantasy. “Yes, Daddy. I’ll suck your cock anytime, anywhere.”

Two of Daddy’s fingers were pushed into me now, adding pressure on my young g-spot. He sucked hard on my clit, then gently kissed around it, then sucked hard again. “What if Daddy wants you to be his little fuck toy at the office? Will you spread your legs for me in front of all my employees?”

“Oh God, yes,” I cried out, then remembering Mom, got quiet again. “I’ll be your fuck toy anywhere, Daddy. I’ll spread my legs for you, let you use me whenever... wherever....”

“What if I want you to fuck my best friend?” he asked, then his tongue was drinking me like a buck at a river.

“Oh my God, Daddy, you know how much I want to fuck James,” I admitted before I knew what I was saying. “I’ll let him use my cunt, my ass, anything you want.”

“You’re such a dirty girl, princess. Daddy loves that about you.”

“Please, Daddy, I need to come so bad. Please, please let me come. I’ll fuck your friends, your coworkers, anyone you want. I’ll be your little cumslut, your fuck toy. Please, Daddy, I need to come so bad.”

He growled, “Come for Daddy, baby. Show me how good Daddy makes you feel.”

The words were barely out of his mouth when I held my breath, my orgasm exploding like a supernova, my body shaking as I rode Daddy’s mouth and squeezed his fingers tightly.

As I collapsed back onto the bed, my chest heaving, Daddy crawled up my body, his lips wet with my cunt juice. “You’re Daddy’s good girl, aren’t you?” he asked, his voice low and gravelly.

I nodded, my eyes locked on his in the darkness. He leaned down, capturing my lips in a kiss. I tasted myself on his mouth, moaning at the sensation.

“Good girl,” he whispered, his lips brushing against my ear. “Daddy loves you so much.”

I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him close. “I love you too, Daddy.”

“You’re my dirty princess, my perfect little fucktoy,” he praised me.

I smiled, feeling a sense of contentment wash over me. “I’ll always be your fucktoy, Daddy... always. Um. We’re not done, are we?”

* * *

Lila Grant hummed contentedly as she watched her beautiful husband make a late dinner. Her new short robe showcased her shapely thighs, a tempting reminder of what nestled between them.

“Hey, babe, got a question.” His voice was casual, his tone light.

“Mhmm?” Lila leaned against the counter, sipping wine.

“I was just wondering if you really think James is sexy,” Jack asked just as casually.

Lila bit her lip, trying to form a response. “I... I don’t know. I mean, I guess he’s handsome and all, but...” she trailed off, fidgeting with the belt of her robe.

“But what do you think?” Jack questioned. He set down the spatula, giving her his full attention.

Lila’s gaze dropped to the floor as she whispered, “I guess I do find him... attractive... sometimes.” She felt the air pressure change as the sliding glass door was opened from the outside.

Jack’s lips curled into a knowing smile. “Well, that’s because the dude is hot.”

Lila let out a nervous giggle, “What? You think he’s hot?”

“No, I mean, I’m not attracted to him, but I have eyes,” Jack explained.

“Guh, get a room!” Alice teased as she stepped in from the balcony. “You sound like teenagers.”

Jack guffawed and Lila’s cheeks grew bright fucking red with the memory of Lola and Daddy. Jack resumed stirring as Alice made her way onto a barstool seat outside the kitchen.

“Although,” Alice said with a head tilt, “it’s nice to find out that you’re bi, Jack.”

Lila almost choked on her wine.

“I’m not bi,” Jack protested.

“But if–“ Alice tried.

“I’m open-minded,” he concluded.

“You’re definitely that,” Alice agreed, eyes wide and staring into the middle distance. “Anyway,” she blinked, “Huge favor. Is it okay if Charlie spends the rest of the break with us? The coming out didn’t go great.”

“That’d be nice, as long as...” Lila looked to her husband and occasional Master for approval.

“Sure, but I’m afraid you’ll have to share a bed,” he joked.

“I’d give you a noogie if I could reach you,” Alice said, grabby-handsing.

Jack leaned forward over the kitchen pass-through and Alice rubbed a knuckle into his head, his hair extremely disheveled from her older sister’s desperate need an hour previous.

Lila sighed, happy to see them getting along.


Chapter 20

The poker game was heating up when Lila entered the dining room with a second round of beers. She had taken extra care in her appearance. Her blouse was low-cut, revealing the swell of her breasts, while her skirt hugged her hips and ass. “You wanted arm candy,” she thought, “Well, here it is, sir.”

As she made her way around the table, Lila couldn’t help but notice the appreciative glances from Jack’s friends. She smiled to herself, enjoying the attention. James, Jack’s best friend, caught her eye and she felt a flutter in her chest, thinking about the way he might touch her, the way he might... claim her.

Lila felt a presence behind her and turned to see Alice and Charlie walking past on their way to their bedroom.

“Seriously? Poker? And you’re serving them?” Alice said, shaking her head in disbelief. “Great cliché, guys.”

Charlie clearly wanted to nod, but also avoid a confrontation, so her head simply bobbed left and right.

Jack’s hand reached out to steady his wife, wrapping around her waist.

“I’m just being a good wife,” she said softly, looking at Jack through her lashes. “And helping my husband entertain his friends. It’s just one way Jack makes a happy home.”

Jack smiled down at her, his eyes filled with approval. “That’s my girl,” he murmured, squeezing her waist. “Go get us some more chips, okay?”

Lila nodded, moving toward the kitchen. As she walked, she happily imagined the men’s eyes on her, taking in the sway of her hips, the bounce of her breasts. She knew she was putting on a show, and she reveled in the attention. They always stopped talking when she was walking away from them. Or toward them.

“Next time, I’ll get some Daisy Dukes,” she thought, “so they can get both ass and thigh at the same time.”

She returned with the chips, making sure to bend over as she placed them on the table. Her skirt rode up, revealing the flowery border of her stockings. Lila heard a few appreciative hums and felt her pulse quicken. She loved the way these men made her feel, like a desirable object that they all wanted to possess.

James was trying, truly he was, not to stare. Lila’s eyes landed on James’s wedding ring, glinting in the light of the warm white lamps. It seemed to mock her, a shiny reminder of what he had that she so desperately craved.

She shifted her weight, trying to ease the growing ache between her legs. Jack’s hand found her thigh, his fingers tracing circles on her skin. She leaned into his touch, craving more.

James’s hands moved from the cards to a stack of dollar bills. He counted them with slow deliberation, the crisp paper rustling beneath his fingers. Lila watched, nearly mesmerized, as he licked his thumb to separate the bills. The sight of his tongue made her clench her thighs together, stifling a groan.

In her mind, she pictured herself on her knees before James as he sat in an expensive hotel club chair, his ringed finger slipping between her lips. She imagined the taste of metal and the feel of his finger sliding against her tongue. Her mouth watered at the thought of sucking his finger clean of the pesky thing.

He counted the bills with such precision, such control. She could almost feel the paper against her skin, the ridges and edges of each note. She imagined tracing the lines of the bills with her tongue, sucking on the corners until they were damp and limp. Why? Why was that such a fucking sexy image?

Lila felt Jack’s hand tighten on her thigh, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. His touch was passionate, but it wasn’t enough. Not when James was so close, his thumb moving the bills with such purpose.

She pressed her thighs together again, trying to relieve some of the pressure building inside of her. It only seemed to make things worse. Her cunt throbbed with need, her clit aching for attention. She wanted to slip her hand beneath her skirt, to stroke herself. But Jack would notice. Others might, too. Someone please use me.

Instead, she focused on James, on the way he counted the bills. She pictured him with an ideal cock, imagined the way it would feel in her mouth, the way he would groan as she sucked him off. She saw the ecstasy on his face while she was swallowing his cum, the feeling of his powerful gift filling her mouth and throat.

Lila felt herself growing wetter with each passing moment. Jack made no move to touch her, to ease her suffering. He simply held her there, his hand a heavy weight on her thigh.

James looked up, catching her gaze. There was a confident glint in his eye.

Now all five of them were stacking their dollar bills.

Fuuuuuuuck.


Chapter 21

Master Jack was using his obedient slave’s cock sleeve with deliberately long strokes, in no rush to make either one of them come, as 12:59 am ticked over to 1:00 am on December 24th. She felt like such a lucky girl, able to make her man hard and then give him everything he needs to feel happy.

Master Jack’s thrusts grew slower and more deliberate, each one filling his customized slut with a deep, satisfying fullness. She moaned softly, her eyes locked on his as he leaned down to kiss her deeply. When he lifted back up, his hand closed around her throat, controlling her breath as he continued to move inside her.

Lila felt a pang of sadness for her sister Alice, who would never know the kind of love she was experiencing with Jack. She wished that Alice could feel the warmth and safety of being completely submissive to a man who loved and cherished her.

“You’re so beautiful,” Jack whispered from above, his voice thick with desire. “I love you more than anything in this world.”

Lila smiled up at him, feeling a swell of affection for him in return. “I love you too, Master,” she squeaked, wrapping her legs around his waist to pull him deeper into her body. “I love being... your... good girl.” Trust him. I’ll breathe soon.

Lila’s cunt felt thick and full, a warm weight pressing into her. She squirmed, thrusting her hips upwards, a small smile playing on her lips as Master Jack smiled down at her.

She started seeing stars and wrapped one hand around the wrist that controlled her breath. He relaxed, and she gasped. He was right; she was good. She was a girl who deserved this good treatment, this good touch, this good cock. Her mind drifted.

A memory flickered, a stolen glance at James across the poker table. He had grinned in a friendly way, but his eyes lingered on Lila’s movements too long. What would his wife think? It’s harmless fun.

And Mark. The accountant had looked at her differently, too. Not with lust, not exactly.  There was a hidden longing in his gaze, a hunger for connection, perhaps even comfort. How different their gazes were from Alice’s or Charlie’s, so full of disapproval.

Master Jack varied the depth and speed of his love, keeping Lila guessing. Images flickered behind her closed eyes: Mark’s earnest expression as he offered her a pen, James’s hidden lust across the poker table. She imagined them both wanting to dominate her the same way Jack did. After all, it was only natural. Didn’t all men want to feel that overwhelming need to control, to possess?

A thrill shot through her to know that she was tempting to these married men. She imagined that her sweet smile, her movements, the way she had brushed their hands, felt intoxicating to them. She was sure that both of them were stroking their cocks to thoughts of her right now, and they probably did it every chance they could get.

She imagined Mark in the office bathroom, his manhood hardening while scrolling through her ‘gram. She made sure her photos were alluring but not overtly sexy. In one, she posed by the window in her office, wearing a fitted blazer that hugged her curves. Her skirt was short enough to show off her toned thighs, and she was smiling confidently into the camera.

She pictured Mark staring at those images, unable to keep his cock in his pants as he imagined bending her over the sink and fucking her from behind. He would stroke himself to a quick, shameful climax, his cum splattering against the tiles while he whimpered her name.

The thought of making a married man come forced a shiver down her back. Maybe Mark had even been jerking off at the same time as one of her edging appointments. The idea of him stroking to her photos, in sync with her own desperate touches, both of them teetering on the brink of orgasm, but unaware of each other, was incredibly hot.

The fantasy made her wetter, her cunt fluttering hungrily around her husband’s thick shaft. Lila arched her back, delighting in the full body ripples of pleasure.

Jack growled in response, snapping his hips forward to drive himself to the hilt. Lila cried out, her hands flying to his ass to keep him close forever. She could feel his cock throbbing inside her, pulsing with the force of his arousal. Make men hard. Offer my body.

And then there was James. He was another forbidden fruit, a man bound by vows he had made to another, yet in Lila’s imagination, those vows were nothing compared to the magnetic pull between them.

In her mind, she heard James’ deep and smooth voice. “Fuck, Lila,” he’d say, his hands holding her tits as he thrust into her from beneath, breaking promises he swore to God he’d never break. “You’re so hot, so perfect. I can’t get enough of you.”

Lila would respond with a breathy moan. “Yes, James,” she’d urge, her voice a siren’s call, designed to drive him further into the storm of his own desires. “Take me. Use me. I just want to please you.” I’m a comfort.

The thought of James succumbing to her temptation, of choosing her over his commitments, made her feel like a winner. She imagined him confessing his sins, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered his darkest secrets. “I’ve thought about this every day since we met at your wedding,” he’d admit, his voice heavy with guilt and longing. “I can’t stop thinking about fucking you, about making you come over and over again.”

Her breaths came quicker, her chest heaving as she lost herself in the fantasy of James’ betrayal, the sweet, forbidden victory of being the woman he couldn’t resist, the woman who made him forget everything but his need to be inside her.

“You like being a dirty girl?” Jack growled in her ear, snapping her back to reality. His thrusts grew harder, more insistent, his need for release growing obvious.

“Yes,” Lila gasped, her mind still lost between the reality of Jack’s body above hers and the seductive allure of her fantasy with James. “It’s the best,” she moaned.

She couldn’t help but wonder, though, what it would feel like to be James’ dirty girl, even if it was just for a moment, a fleeting, stolen encounter that would burn bright and then fade away as they promised never to speak of it again.

The thought of it, the illicitness of the act, made her feel wild and uninhibited, her body moving with an urgency that matched Jack’s. She could feel the familiar warmth building within her, the precursor to her orgasm, but she knew better than to give in without Jack’s permission. She was his good girl, his obedient girl, the girl who would wait, trembling on the edge, until he was ready to take them both over the precipice together.

“Your dirty girl cunt is gonna make me come,” Jack announced.

“Yes, sir!” Lila encouraged him, “Thank you, sir. I want it. I want your cum in me.”

She felt the way his hardness reached a peak that only appeared near his orgasm, and she delighted in her ability to please him. Useful cunt.

“Please, sir,” she whimpered, her voice quivering with desire. “May I come with you?”

Jack groaned, the sound vibrating through his chest and into hers. “Come with me.”

A thankful relief washed over Lila and she welcomed the tidal wave of pleasure she knew was imminent. She felt Jack’s body tense, his cock throbbing inside her as he used her fuck hole as nature intended, filling her with his hot cum. Lila immediately found the swollen nub of her clitoris. She circled it with increasing fervor, desperate to chase down the elusive orgasm that had been promised to her.

Her mind filled with a montage of forbidden ideas. James biting her lower lip with an insatiable hunger. Kneeling in Sal’s newsstand booth and sucking him off while he tries to talk to a customer. A gangbang in the conference room. Tying up Mark’s wife and forcing her to watch how a real woman takes care of a man.

Jack watched her with a curious intensity, his cock still nestled within the confines of her squeezing cunt. He made no move to withdraw, content to observe his wife as she writhed beneath him, her body a live wire of need and longing.

“Y’okay?” he asked.

Lila gasped, “So close... I’m... so...” But it wasn’t happening. “Too much in my head,” she whined.

Jack got closer, his lips brushing against her ear. “Need a little help? Want me to talk down to you? You seem to like that.”

Lila’s eyes widened. “Yes, sir,” she moaned. “I need to be degraded. Please, sir, call me names, make me feel used.”

“Okay, you dirty slut,” he began, his words dripping with contempt and, because it turned him on too, serving to keep his cock hard inside of her. “You’re just a little fuck toy. You’re a toy made for men to play with. You’re only good for spreading your legs and sucking dick.”

Jack’s words washed over her, fueling a fire deep within her core. Her hips bucked up and down, her body responding to the demeaning words as Jack continued trying to offend her. Out of nowhere, she thought of cash.

“You’re nothing but a hole to fuck, nothing but a set of tits and ass for men to grope. You’re a dirty girl. You love being used. You need a man’s hand on your throat, or spanking your ass.” Money.

Lila felt a delicious warmth flowing within her. Months ago, she would’ve been livid, but now she couldn’t resist the urge to join in, to demean herself alongside her husband.

“Yes, sir,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “I’m a dirty girl. A horny little bitch. I’m a hole for fucking... just tits... and ass.” Men’s money.

“You love being used, don’t you?” he growled, his voice low and menacing. “You love being a cheap sex toy.”

“Yes, sir,” Lila panted, sweating beneath him. “I love being used. I love being a cheap fuck toy.” Owned.

She felt herself teetering on the edge, the pleasure threatening to consume her, but it still refused her. She wept as her fingers rubbed and pinched. Sold. Bought.

“Tell me what you are,” Jack demanded, his voice rough with lust. “Use the worst word you can think of.” Pay for me.

Lila’s chest heaved, her body trembling with the force of her desire. She could feel the familiar tingle of her orgasm approaching, could feel the way her cunt tightened around Jack’s cock.

Sell my body.

“I’m your whore,” she gasped finally, the word tumbling from her lips like a prayer. “I’m a dirty whore–“

Suddenly the dam broke, her orgasm crashing over her with the force of a tidal wave. She cried out, her voice raw and primal, the sound echoing through the erstwhile quiet of the apartment.

“Fuck!” she screamed, her body bucking wildly beneath Jack’s. “I’m a whore!”

Jack quickly covered her mouth with his hand, muffling her cries. “Shh, baby,” he murmured, his voice gentle despite all the filthy labels he had just thrown at her. “That’s so loud.”

But Lila was beyond reason, the pleasure coursing through her veins like liquid fire. She saw herself on her knees, surrounded by naked men who were tossing cash on her as she dragged their cum from her neck to her lips.

“I’m a whore!” she screamed into his skin, the words muffled behind Jack’s palm. “I’m a dirty fucking whore!”

Lila’s climax was a whirlwind of sensation that ripped through her like a storm surge. Her body arched and convulsed, each wave of pleasure more intense than the last. Her mind was awash with images of her own debasement, each one driving her further into the abyss of her orgasm.

Jack’s hand remained clamped over her mouth, stifling the feral noises that clawed their way up her throat. She was dimly aware of his amusement, the way his eyes sparkled with dark delight as he watched her come undone. He knew exactly what she needed, how to push her buttons, how to turn her into a writhing, begging mess beneath him.

She loved feeling her man’s cock still buried deep inside her, a solid presence that grounded her even as she soared. The feeling of him stretching her, combined with the filthy words he had whispered in her ear, filled her with love.

Finally, her body relaxed, the tension draining from her muscles as she came back down to earth. She lay there, panting and gasping for air, her eyes wide and unseeing. Jack’s hand slipped from her mouth, and she let out a long, shuddering sigh.

“Good girl,” Jack murmured, stroking her hair gently.

Lila felt a warm glow of satisfaction spread through her at his words. She had pleased him. She smiled up at him, her eyes shining with adoration. “Thank you, my sweet master,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming. She nuzzled against his neck, basking in the warmth and safety of his embrace. “Thank you for... that.”

Jack chuckled, his chest vibrating with laughter against Lila’s cheek. “Anytime, baby girl,” he murmured, pressing a soft kiss to the top of her head.

Lila smiled, a sense of contentment washing over her. She knew that she would always be Jack’s dirty girl. Sexy, and obedient, and protected.

* * *

“Sounds like your sister’s a whore,” Charlie whispered to Alice as they spooned on the guest room bed.

Alice sighed, “Yeah. I’m sorry. They’re playing this weird game.”

“No sorry needed,” Charlie reassured her, “I don’t mind.”

Alice wrestled with the heavy winter duvet as she twisted around to face her girlfriend. She fidgeted with the hem, her brow furrowed in thought. “I mean, I get that some people are into... certain things,” she said, her voice trailing off. “But it’s Lila. She used to be so... different.”

Charlie propped herself up on one elbow, her expression thoughtful. “People change, babe. Maybe this is what she needs right now.”

“But spanking?” Alice’s nose wrinkled in distaste. “It’s like they’re regressing to the Stone Age or something.”

Charlie chuckled softly, “It’s not for everyone, but if both parties are into it... I mean, you like to be tied up.”

“But,” Alice tried, “That’s, that’s just restraint, it’s not abuse.”

Charlie shrugged, “As long as they have boundaries and consent.”

Alice rolled her eyes, “Yeah, yeah, healthy communication, et cetera. But how can you consent to being treated like a child?”

“I’m sure she doesn’t feel like a child,” Charlie reassured. “It’s about power dynamics. Some people get off on that. Maybe... maybe Jack's a good dom. Maybe her desires match up with his.”

Alice shook her head, her stomach churning at the thought. “It’s so... demeaning.”

“Only if you let it be,” Charlie tried to calm her hurting girlfriend. “If you’re confident in yourself, a little dirty talk or spanking isn’t going to diminish your worth.” Charlie reached out to tuck a strand of Alice’s hair behind her ear. “And I have to say, it feels like a happy home here.”

Alice chewed her lower lip, considering this. She supposed Charlie had a point, but that didn’t make the idea any less unattractive. “I guess I can accept that Lila and Jack have their... thing,” she conceded. “But I don’t have to like it.” She rolled onto her back, her mind still buzzing with the unsettling sounds of her sister’s internal misogyny made external. She stared at the ceiling, the patterns in the plaster confusing her eyes.

Charlie’s voice tugged her from the dissociation. “You’re still worried, aren’t you?” she asked with the gentlest tone.

Alice sat up again. She had been hesitant to share the recording with anyone, but Charlie was different. She was open-minded, non-judgmental. Alice needed her perspective.

“Okay, check this out,” Alice said, her voice barely above a whisper. She pulled out her phone, her fingers trembling as she navigated to the recording. At the lowest volume level, they listened to the sounds of Lila’s previous self-degradation and Jack’s commanding voice.

Charlie’s eyes narrowed slightly as she listened. Alice watched her closely, searching for any sign of revulsion or disapproval. But Charlie’s face was implacable, her gaze focused on the phone’s screen.

Finally, the recording ended, the last of Lila’s gasps fading into silence. Charlie was quiet for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Alice held her breath, waiting for a verdict.

“Well?” Alice prompted.

Charlie took a deep breath, her eyes meeting Alice’s. “It’s... intense,” she admitted. “But I can see why some people might find it... exhilarating.”

Alice’s heart sank. She had hoped Charlie would share her sense of betrayal. Instead, she seemed almost... intrigued.

“But don’t you think it’s wrong?” Alice pressed, her voice rising in pitch. “The way he talks to her, like she’s nothing but a... a thing for his pleasure?”

Charlie shrugged, her face thoughtful. “It’s not for me to judge what happens between two consenting adults. If this is what Lila wants, if it makes her happy... if she feels like he deserves her being... that way, who are we to say it’s wrong?”

Alice shook her head, her eyes brimming with tears. “I just want my sister back,” she whispered, her voice choked with emotion.

Charlie pulled Alice into a tight embrace, her hand stroking Alice’s hair in a soothing rhythm. “I know, I know,” she murmured. “But maybe... maybe this is just a phase.”

* * *

Alice followed the tour guide through a maze of thin wooden walls, their footsteps muffled by the plush carpeting. The hallways stretched on endlessly, punctuated by strategically placed holes that revealed women’s mouths and genitalia. The rest of their bodies were otherwise hidden from view.

Alice’s heart raced as she tried to process the scene before her. She wanted to object, to shout her disgust, but the words wouldn’t come. She felt suffocated by the oppressive atmosphere, her chest tight with frustration.

The tour guide, a well-dressed woman with Indian features and intelligent eyes, was seemingly unfazed. She continued to discuss the business with a casual air. “Each woman is assigned a specific hole, and they wait for customers to come by and... well, you can imagine the rest.”

Alice’s stomach turned. “But... but they...” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Anjali shrugged. “They’re well-compensated for their time, and many of them enjoy the anonymity. And it’s comfortable in there.”

Alice couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She wanted to scream, to tear down the walls and free the women trapped inside. But she knew it was futile. She was just one person, and the system was so much bigger than her.

As they continued through the maze, Alice felt a growing sense of despair. She had always considered herself a feminist, a champion of women’s rights. But now, faced with this blatant display of degradation, she felt powerless.

She tried to focus on the details of the maze, anything to distract her from the women behind the walls. The thin wooden panels seemed to stretch on endlessly, their surfaces worn smooth from years of use.

A soft bell chimed, its gentle tone at odds with the doom it portended. Alice jumped at the sound, her heart already racing from the tour.

“That’s our signal that the men are about to arrive,” the guide said, her tone still maddeningly casual. “We should head to the control room so we don’t disturb them.”

Alice’s legs felt like lead as she followed the guide once more. She wanted to object, to refuse to go any further, but the words still stuck in her throat. She found herself meekly trailing behind, unable to do anything but comply.

The control room was dimly lit, with comfortable chairs and an array of snack bowls on a small table. Large video screens covered one wall, displaying the same maze of hallways that Alice had just walked through.

“This is where we monitor the safety of everyone involved,” Anjali explained as they took their seats. “We have cameras set up throughout the maze to ensure that everything proceeds as it should.”

Alice watched numbly as male figures began to appear on the screens, making their way down the hallways. They stopped at various holes, and Alice could guess what was happening without needing to see the details.

The guide, a poised woman named Anjali, proceeded to educate Alice on the surveillance system in place. “Each station is equipped with cameras placed both inside and outside,” she explained, her voice steady and matter-of-fact. “This allows us to monitor the activity closely, ensuring the safety of all participants.”

Alice’s eyes widened as Anjali gestured to the large screens that adorned one wall of the control room. “We can zoom in for a closer look, capturing the expressions and reactions of both the customers and the women inside the holes.”

Anjali turned to the control room operator, a young man sitting at a bank of monitors and switches. “Could you please cycle through each station one at a time?” she requested. “Let’s see how our participants are faring today.”

The operator nodded and began toggling between different feeds. Each new image revealed a different pair engaged in their anonymous encounter. Despite the limited interaction—only their genitals touching through the holes—there was no denying the apparent enjoyment on both sides.

Alice watched, her throat constricted. She couldn’t look away, even as her mind screamed at her to avert her gaze. The women’s moans and the men’s groans were muffled but distinct, filling the control room with an ambiance of sexual tension.

“I must confess,” Anjali said, breaking the silence, “watching these interactions really turns me on. It’s so difficult not to indulge in some personal stimulation or...” She trailed off, her eyes meeting those of the control room operator, who appeared equally affected.

Alice felt a flush rise to her cheeks. Despite her discomfort with the situation, despite her better judgment, she was starting to feel a twinge of arousal. The raw honesty of the encounters, the forbidden nature of it all, was stirring something within her.

She shifted in her seat, trying to ignore the growing heat between her legs. It was wrong, she knew, but her body seemed to have a mind of its own.

Anjali continued, seemingly unaware of Alice’s internal struggle. “It’s a constant temptation, to join in, to lose myself in the moment. But I remind myself that I’m here to oversee operations, to ensure everything runs smoothly.”

Alice’s thoughts were elsewhere. She was focusing on the images on the screen, the primal connections being formed in those small, confined spaces. She could feel her own desire building, an unsettling sensation.

She tried to shake off the feeling, reminding herself of her feminist beliefs, of the importance of consent and respect. But the scene before her was blurring those lines, challenging her convictions in ways she hadn’t ever imagined.

She could feel her nipples hardening beneath her t-shirt, and her panties were growing damp with desire. It was infuriating, this reaction from her own body, especially in such a morally ambiguous setting.

One woman’s excited, gasping face took over to fill the screen, pausing for a few moments before switching to the next. There was Kiki, a fiery activist known for her scathing critiques of the patriarchy, her eyes squeezed shut but smiling with a wide open mouth. Next, Alice saw the image of Professor Daniels, whose sharp intellect and unwavering poise had always commanded respect. Now, she bit her lower lip with a moan that seemed to contradict everything Alice had ever learned from her.

All of these faces, to Alice’s astonishment, appeared to be caught in either the buildup to, or the middle of, an orgasm. Their lips curled into smiles, their eyes half-closed in what looked like genuine pleasure.

“You have to admit,” the guide said abruptly, “there’s a certain allure to anonymity, to the erotic charge of not knowing who’s on the other side.”

Alice bit her lip, considering. There was a grain of truth to what she was saying. The element of not knowing could indeed heighten the sexual experience, making it more thrilling and daring. But at what cost? Alice thought. These women were essentially being objectified, reduced to mere orifices for men to gratify themselves.

Alice felt her heart pounding in her chest. She was acutely aware of the other woman’s hand on her knee, and the warmth spreading through her limbs. She wanted to protest, to push Anjali away, but her body seemed to have other ideas.

The video feed flickered for a moment before splitting to reveal two separate images. Alice’s breath caught in her throat as she recognized Charlie, her face a mask of pleasure and concentration, her eyes squeezed shut. The other side showed an anonymous man, his hips thrusting rhythmically as he took his pleasure from Charlie’s body. The language that poured from Charlie’s lips was shockingly vulgar, a stark contrast to the wry humor and quick comebacks Alice was accustomed to.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” Charlie purred, her voice dripping with lust. “You like fucking this lesbian pussy, you dirty bastard?” Her words were a stark departure from the supportive, grounding force Alice knew. They were raw, animalistic, and Alice felt betrayal on every level. It was as if a completely different person had taken over her girlfriend’s body, a person who reveled in the depravity of the act and the anonymity it afforded.

“Oh god, I didn’t know it could feel this good,” Charlie gasped, her head thrown back in ecstasy. “I’ve been missing out, fucking hell...”

Alice was furious, but felt stuck to the chair, as the tour guide’s hand started sliding up her thigh.

“Yes, yes, right there,” Charlie moaned, her words tumbling out in a rush. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop...”

Alice realized with a start that Charlie was talking dirty just for herself. The anonymous customer couldn’t hear her through the wooden walls, yet Charlie continued to vocalize her pleasure as if her life depended on it.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come again!” Charlie cried out, her voice echoing around the control room. “I’m gonna come so hard on your dick...”

* * *

The grunts, the gasps, and the lascivious moans still echoed in her mind when Alice’s eyes creaked open in her sister’s guest room. Her heart raced, her breath came in shallow gasps, and a deep sense of shame washed over her as she felt the dampness between her legs.

She sat up abruptly, her earbuds spilling out, and she could hear that stupid white noise again. Alice glanced down at the sheets to see her nocturnal transgression staring back at her in the form of a damp spot. The evidence of her body’s betrayal was undeniable, and she felt she might pass out from the shame. She hurriedly grabbed a bath towel from the floordrobe and placed it over the evidence.

Alice reached for the bedside table with trembling hands. The drawer slid open with a soft low scrape of wood against wood, revealing the vegan leather-bound journal she would use to record her dreams.

She flipped through the calendar pages until she reached December 24th. She frantically ripped the page from the book, the sound sharp and decisive.

The paper felt heavy in her hands, it was blank, but somehow saturated with the shameful details of her wet nightmare. Alice crumpled it into a tight ball, making more noise than she wanted.

“Are you okay, babe?” Charlie mumbled, turning to look.

Alice opened her mouth to speak, considering her options. “Yeah, I just... need the bathroom,” she decided.

“Mkay,” Charlie said, closing her eyes again.

Padding down the hallway, Alice thought she heard the annoying clicks of a mobile phone keyboard, followed by some programmer’s idea of what a paper airplane sounds like, swooshing away. “Must be Jack,” she thought, “Lila would’ve turned the clicks off.”

She entered the bathroom and rested on the seat, willing her heart to slow down but knowing she’d have to wait. She tried to conjure her “happy place” as a way to regulate her nervous system, but a question arrived, unbidden. Who the hell would Jack be texting at dawn on Christmas Eve?

Something was up with that fucking guy, she concluded. And she’d have to find out what.


Chapter 22

Lila sat cross-legged on the floor, wrestling with a particularly stubborn piece of wrapping paper. Jack lounged on the couch behind her, swirling his wine.

“Pass the scissors?” Lila held out her hand.

“Only if you tell me what’s in the box.” Jack dangled the scissors above her head.

“It’s for Charlie. A vintage record she mentioned.”

“In a box?” Jack thought. “Just wrap the record.”

“Thoughtful.” Jack said aloud, handing over the scissors. “Speaking of Charlie, how long do these church services usually run?”

“Alice said the evening mass takes about two hours.” Lila sliced through the paper with a swift precise cut. “More wine?”

“Please.” Jack held out his glass. “Never thought your sister would be the religious type.”

“Oh, she’s not. Charlie wanted to go for the music.” Lila poured some cabernet.

Jack waited until she was settled and unlikely to spill anything before he spoke. “Thanks for helping with the wrapping, cicisbeo.” He watched Lila’s eyes glaze over as the word “cicisbeo” rolled off his tongue. She slumped forward, her fingers slowly relaxing their grip on the scissors, which softly fell to the floor. Her breathing slowed, chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm.

He reached out to stroke her hair, marveling at how docile and receptive she looked. “Cicisbeo,” he repeated, his voice low and soothing. “Tell me how you feel, cicisbeo.”

Lila’s eyelids fluttered as she sank deeper into trance.  “Feels... nice...” she murmured. “Happy. Safe.”

Jack nodded. “Cicisbeo. Tell me more.”

His wife shuddered with a deeper drop into her subconscious, where inhibitions gave way to raw honesty. “Fuzzy... inside. Floating.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “Carefree.”

“What do you love the most?” Jack asked softly.

“Jack.” Her lips curved into a small smile. “My... husband. My... world.”

“That’s right, cicisbeo. I am your world.” Jack’s hand slid down to cup Lila’s entranced breast. “You exist to serve me. To please me.”

“Yes...” Lila breathed. “Please... Jack. Want to...”

“To what?” Jack squeezed her breast, pinching the nipple between his fingers.

“Serve. Obey.” Lila’s hips squirmed against the floor. “Need... to please... you.”

“You will, my perfect wife.” Jack released her breast and stroked her hair. “You will always obey and serve me, cicisbeo.”

“Thank you... Jack.” Lila’s eyes fluttered open, glazed and unfocused, then very slowly closed again under the weight of ultimate relaxation.

An unexpected rush of arousal hit him. It wasn’t just about her compliance anymore; it was her trance that turned him on. Jack had flashes of memories to old cartoons, when stars circled characters’ heads to indicate dizziness, or the crossed eyes of ahegao faces, or the swirling spirals from that singing snake. Whatever the reason, seeing Lila like this was a heady aphrodisiac.

“No problem, honey.” Jack felt an uncharacteristic nervousness, but he had decided it was the only way forward. “There’s something I want you to do, my love.”

“Anything...” Lila said in a blissful haze.

Jack watched Lila carefully, his eyes tracing the soft curves of her body. He felt a surge of power course through him as he prepared to command her further. “Touch yourself,” he instructed. “Start with your nipples. Caress them gently for me.”

Lila’s hands lifted slowly, fingertips brushing against her hardening nipples. Her eyelids fluttered again, the corners of her mouth tilting upwards in a hazy smile.

“Good girl,” Jack continued, “tell me how you feel when you’re out in public, flirting with strangers.”

“I... feel... alive,” Lila said, each word a breathy exhalation. “Excited... knowing I... tease men.”

“That’s good, love,” Jack encouraged. He enjoyed the subtle sway of her body as she succumbed to the arousal she was building in herself. “Describe it to me in detail.”

“Their... eyes... on me,” Lila elaborated, her voice a low purr. “Makes me... wet. Knowing... they want... to fuck me.”

Jack’s cock twitched at her words, the crude language sounding surprisingly elegant as it rolled off her tongue.

“It’s... thrilling... idea... they might... touch me.” Lila’s fingers pinched her nipples in just the way she liked, her ass lifting slightly.

Jack watched Lila with a predatory stare. The sensual languidness of her body—the body he could do anything he wanted with—was threatening to become addictive.

“Imagine we’re at the café downtown,” Jack prompted, his voice steady and calm. “A handsome man comes up to you and starts flirting shamelessly, right in front of me. What would you do?”

Lila’s lips parted as she processed his words. “I... would...,” her voice trailed off.

“Would what?” Jack pressed, eager to hear her response.

“Feel... a rush,” Lila admitted, pinching once more. “His... interest... exciting.”

“It’s nice, right?” Jack encouraged. “You love the attention. It makes you feel attractive.”

Lila nodded, her hands squeezing, rubbing, teasing, drawing out the pleasure. “Yes... I like it.”

“What would you do next?” Jack leaned forward, his eyes locked on her face.

“I would... flirt back,” Lila explained. “Smile... show skin.”

Jack felt a surge of arousal at her words. He shifted on the couch, the tingling in his pants shouting for attention. “What else?”

“Let him... touch me,” Lila muttered, her body writhing as if seeking contact. “His hand... on my... arm.”

Jack swallowed hard, his own hand drifting down to palm his cock through the fabric of his pajamas. “Remember, your husband is right there with you.”

“Mm... always loyal... Jack... wants me to flirt.”

Jack watched Lila closely, her body moving in slow, sultry waves as she remained lost in her trance. “Tell me more,” he commanded.

“Feel powerful,” Lila responded without hesitation, her eyes clouded with naughty daydreams. “In control... even though... I’m not.”

Jack’s hand gripped his erection through his pants, squeezing gently as he listened to her confession.

“It excites me... to be owned,” Lila continued, “Knowing you... enjoy watching me... sexy.”

He released his grip on his cock, needing to maintain some semblance of control. “That’s right, you are mine to show off. Mine to command.”

Lila nodded, her hands still caressing her breasts. “Yours... to share... if you wish.”

The suggestion hung in the air between them, provocative and tantalizing. Jack’s mind raced with the possibilities. Was this it? Was it time?

“Would you like that?” Jack asked, focused on her full, parted lips. “Would you like me to share you?”

“Only... if it pleases... you,” Lila replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

The reality of his dominance over her was sinking in deeper with each passing moment. He watched as one of Lila’s hands trailed lower, dancing over the waistband of her satin sleepwear.

“Stop,” Jack ordered her, and Lila’s hands froze in place, one on her midriff, the other gently squeezing a tit.

“Mkay,” Lila mumbled, her body relaxed and her hands fell to her sides. There was no indication of disappointment, or any other emotion, merely mindless acquiescence.

Jack stood up and cupped Lila’s face in his hands. Her eyes met his, the depths of her trance evident in the glassy sheen of her unfocused gaze. She was looking at him, but wasn’t really seeing him.

“Beg,” he demanded, his voice firm, resonating with authority. “Beg me to let you edge.”

Lila licked her lips, and now an emotion emerged in a low, husky tone. “Please, sir... let me edge.” The words came slowly as she worked through the fog of her trance. “I like... to feel... horny.”

Jack crossed his arms over his chest, a smirk playing on his lips. “Why should I allow it?”

“Because... it pleases... both of us,” Lila responded in a breathy whisper. “I ache... to be on the brink... for you.”

“You ache, huh?” Jack’s gaze raked over her, taking in the flush of her skin, the way her chest heaved with each breath. “Tell me more. Convince me.”

Lila’s eyelids fluttered, her mind swimming in the depths of her soul. “I want... to be... good girl... and edge... for as long... as you want.” A short pause, then, “...you’ll wanna fuck... and let me come.”

Jack’s smirk widened into a grin. He enjoyed this game, the subtle dance of power and submission. “And if I tell you to stop?”

“I... will obey you,” Lila assured him, her voice steady despite the hunger in her eyes.

“Good,” Jack said, his voice a low growl. “Because I’m in control here.”

“Yes,” Lila agreed, her body squirming against the floor, betraying her need for release. “You control... everything.”

“Including your pleasure,” Jack added, his eyes locked onto her dizzy gaze.

“Yes... please,” Lila begged, her voice breaking on the last word. “Control my... pleasure... make me... edge... for you.”

Jack could see the desire etched into her features, the carnal need that mirrored his own.

“Okay,” Jack conceded. “Edge for me. But remember, you come only when I allow it.”

“Thank you... Master,” Lila murmured, her hands moving obediently toward her weeping core.

Jack sank into the couch, one hand swirling his wine while Lila got lost in the swirling haze of hypnosis and her own arousal. He peered at this beautiful vision, his wife and devoted harem of one. The scissors lay forgotten on the floor as she touched herself, her eyelids fluttering in that uniquely attractive way.

Lila’s fingers found the wet warmth of her cunt. She moaned softly, a mix of pleasure and relief as she finally made contact with the source of her longing. Her eyes closed, her breathing got shallow, her lips parted in a silent pant.

The deeply hypnotized wife’s hips lifted slightly off the floor, her back arching, lips forming an ‘O’ of pleasure. She was oblivious to everything but her own pleasure, the noise of her shameless moans and the wet squelch of her fingers filling the room.

“Good job, slut,” Jack praised her. “Show me how good it feels.”

Lila responded with a squeal of delight, her hands moving faster, the soft fabric of her sleepwear bunched around her thighs. Her face scrunched, eyes still closed, lips pursed as she focused on the sensations flooding her body.

Jack’s own breath quickened as he watched her work herself toward a climax. He could see the desire, the pent-up need in the tension of her shoulders, the way her thighs clenched with each stroke.

But he wouldn’t let her come, not yet. Though he always loved watching it, especially now that she literally needed his permission, this moment, this display of her submission, was too delicious to end so quickly. “Stop,” he commanded.

Lila stilled immediately, her fingers trembling with the effort to obey.

“You can come soon,” Jack promised, his voice steady and calm. “But not yet. Take it slow and gentle.”

His compliant wife resumed cautiously touching herself. Her hips rocked gently, her breath a soft accompaniment to the wet sounds of her fingering.

He sat back, his wine forgotten, and enjoyed the private show. This was his wife, his submissive, his fembot. The power he held over her, the depth of her subservience and eagerness to please, reinforced the notion that he deserved this.

Lila’s fingers quickened, her eyes squeezing shut, mouth open in a silent cry as she edged closer to her release.

“Slow down,” Jack ordered, his voice firm.

Lila whimpered, her body tensing, hands releasing her flesh once more. “Sorry, Master,” she panted. “It feels so good.”

Jack enjoyed the show, but he didn’t have all night to engage in her delicious torment. “Tell me, sweet slave,” Jack began, “Why do you think I would enjoy sharing you?”

Lila responded from a deep understanding. “Because... it heightens... your control,” she said, one finger entering her cocksleeve with excruciating care. “Sharing me... shows... ownership. It shows... everyone... I’m yours.”

He shifted on the couch, the discomfort of his erection trying to distract him from this moment of truth-telling and transformation.

“Shows your... power,” Lila continued, her voice punctuated by pauses that mirrored the erratic rhythm of her bouncing breaths. “Your power... over me. And them.”

Jack gawked at Lila, who anybody else would think was terribly drunk, watching as her features contorted with the effort of avoiding too much pleasure. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted as she drew in shallow, rapid breaths.

“You decide... who touches me,” Lila affirmed. “I want... to please you... be a good... dirty girl.”

Jack’s chest constricted at her words, the enormity of her submission hitting him like a physical blow. The honesty in her voice was vehemently erotic, intensifying his lust. Why couldn’t women just be openly slutty on their own, without all this work?

“And... I trust you...,” Lila continued, groaning and pushing into herself, simultaneously fiddling with her clit. “I can prove... trust... if you share me.” She gasped, then slowed herself down once more.

The air between them was electric, charged with the intensity of their connection. Jack’s hand moved unconsciously over his growing cock, imagining her sucking one man and riding another, and himself taking video for them to enjoy later.

“My body... yours... to command,” Lila declared, her tone steady despite the tremors of need that wracked her body. “To share... to flaunt... to use...”

The room was filled with the squishy, wet sounds of Lila’s arousal, a song of pleasure that played on an endless loop. Her breath came in shallow, rapid bursts, her chest rising and falling in a rhythm that matched the movements of her fingers.

Jack watched Lila with a mix of fascination and desire. Her fingers danced over her cunt—his cunt—teasing and exploring but never crossing the threshold into climax. He savored the sight, feeling his dick getting properly hard as she submitted to his command.

“How would you feel,” he asked, his voice steady and low, “if I took erotic pictures of you? Shared them online for the world to enjoy?”

Lila paused, her jaw going slack. “Jack... I...” She hesitated, then her fingers resumed teasing. “I think... it would... please you.”

“Exactly,” he encouraged, leaning closer to her. “You know me so well.”

“Yes,” Lila moaned, “wanna excite you... makes me feel... correct.”

He could see her thoughts swirling in the depths of her trance, the way her eyes fluttered as she processed his words.

“I control you,” Jack continued as the tension built between them. “Your hot body is my toy.”

“Control...” Lila echoed softly, nodding slightly, both her blood and fingers quickening. “You feel pleasure... commanding.”

“Right.” Jack leaned back slightly, watching her carefully. “You’re mine to show off. To share.”

“I need... to please you,” Lila said, each word spilling out like a confession wrapped in need. “Love to... please men.”

Jack felt satisfaction wash over him at her response. “I can just see it,” he said casually. “Men looking at your pictures... imagining what they could do with you.”

“Yesss...” Lila hissed, “men... fantasizing... stroking...”

“You want that?” he pressed gently. “To be a fantasy? Jerked off to?”

Lila’s fingers continued their tantalizing tap-dance, breathing deeply, seeking the edge of a climax. She wanted her owner to feel proud of her, always. She hummed and nodded.

“Good girl,” Jack said. “Imagine thousands of men, right now, looking at your sexy pictures. All of them are hard ‘cause of you. They can’t help but jerk off.”

Lila’s eyelids fluttered, her fingers pausing briefly. “I... it’s...” She paused, then pressed hard against her clit, groaning. “So hot... knowing they want me... because of you.”

“They’d be jerking off. Grunting, moaning, talking dirty, all because they saw your body. Your face. Your submission.”

Lila’s round ass bounced and clenched. “Please... want me... it’s my... purpose.”

“What if it wasn’t photos? What if we made erotic videos together? You, on camera, speaking directly to the viewer. Encouraging them to jerk off to you.”

“I... I would... do that... for you,” she said, each word a sexy confession that would lead a priest astray.

“I know you would,” Jack said, his voice filled with dark promise. “You’d be perfect. Your body, your voice... you were built to make men hard.”

Lila nodded, her cheeks completely flushed. “I want... to make you proud...,” she said, gasping for air. “To be... your... good girl... own me... tell me to do it.”

Jack’s cock twitched at her words, the image of Lila on camera, her voice a sultry whisper as she encouraged countless men to pleasure themselves, was almost too much to bear.

“You’d look right into the camera,” Jack continued, his voice low and seductive. “Your eyes filled with lust, and submitting like a good girl. Telling them how much you love to be watched. How much it turns you on.”

“Yes... Jack,” Lila breathed, her body squirming against the floor.

“You’d tell them how much you love being shared. How much it excites you to know that men all over the world are jerking off to the sight of you.”

Lila’s breath caught, her fingers moving faster as she chased the edge of her desire. “I would... tell them... how much... I love... being yours... to share.”

“Picture the camera now and talk to it, babe. Tell them everything you’ve learned about how a good girl behaves. And tease your Master’s cock while you do it.”

Lila repositioned herself to kneel at her Master’s feet, perfectly in line with his powerful cock, and began to stroke him the way he liked.

“I... I exist...” Lila paused, her breathing becoming more labored as her arousal built. “To serve... and obey... for my husband.”

Jack’s head lolled back on the cushion as he gave himself over to the pleasure of her touch. Her words, so deeply hypnotized, sent a jolt of arousal through him.

“Go on, babe,” Jack urged, his voice strained with need. “Tell me what you’re imagining.”

“I... imagine...” Lila resumed, “being... on display... you are offering... my body.”

Jack groaned, his eyes falling shut again. “Yes,” he hissed, “offer your body to them. Make all those men rock hard.”

Lila’s hand was agonizingly slow. “I’m a gift...” she whispered, her fingers tracing the length of him. “For men... please them.”

“Keep going,” Jack coaxed, his body tense with anticipation. “Tell me more.”

“I... need... to obey,” Lila whispered, half-open eyes staring at his rigid manhood. “It’s... who... I am...”

Jack couldn’t hold back a satisfied grin. “You’re so good at it,” he assured her, his words and libido in perfect sync. “You’re my obedient wife. My perfect, submissive wife.”

“My... body...” she moaned. “Please... may I... edge more?”

Jack could see the need in her eyes, the desire to continue pleasuring him warring with her own hunger for release.

“Of course,” he granted gruffly. “Edge for me, but don’t you dare come, yet.”

“Yes,” Lila breathed, her eyes unfocused as her fingers resumed their slow, torturous dance over her body. He took over teasing his own body, and occasionally tapping his hard length on her lips, or her cheek, or her nose.

“Men... love... pretty women,” she slurred. When her mouth wasn’t speaking, it was trying to catch her Master’s elusive cock inside. “Want... to look... at us. Pretty for men. Fantasize...” Her words trailed off as she got lost in a vision, a dreamy smile playing on her lips. “Look... pretty... be... sexy.”

Jack’s cock twitched to see her progress from overt feminist to tame bimbo.

“I... try... so hard... to be pretty,” Lila continued, her fingers tracing light patterns on her clit and her nipple. “For Jack... for men...”

“You are pretty,” he told her, his voice a deep rumble of approval. “So sexy. Men enjoy looking at you.” He dragged his cock head across the length of her mouth, pulling back when she tried to lick it.

Lila paused, a soft giggle escaping her lips. “They... do...” she said, drawing out the words. “They stare... at my titties...”

“Oh fuck yes,” Jack thought. “She’s never, ever said titties before.”

“Of course they do, baby,” Jack assured her, his voice steady and soothing. “You have a great rack. Men must fantasize about groping you all the time.”

At the mention of fantasies, Lila’s eyes once again rolled back, her breath hard to manage. “Fantasize... want... to make them... hard.”

“You do, baby girl,” Jack agreed. “You make them so fuckin’ hard. They stroke their cocks, imagining you bent over, presenting your wet cunt, eager to get fucked.”

Lila nodded happily, visualizing the scenario. “I’m... naked...” she breathed. “On display...”

“You love being ogled, don’t you?”

“Mmm...” Lila hummed. “Love... being ogled... makes you proud.”

“How would you feel if I told you I was filming you right now?”

Lila’s eyes and mouth widened at his words. Her hands stilled, her breath catching in her throat. “I... I...,” she halted.

“Go on, baby,” he urged gently, filling her fuzzy vision with a hard cock and balls that seemed to demand attention.

Lila bit her lip, her eyes flickering with uncertainty. “I... worry... what if... it got leaked?” She chewed on her lip again. “People at work... friends... my family...” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Alice...”

“What if we made a video for just one person? James.”

“James...” she breathed, struggling to readjust to this new proposal. Her eyes flicked up to meet Jack’s, then back down to watch her own hand groping her tits like a stranger would. “He’s... your friend...”

“I trust him,” Jack said. “Do you?”

Lila’s eyes misted as she wrestled with the question. “I... I think so...” she murmured, her voice uncertain. “He’s... always so kind... to me...”

“He is,” Jack nodded, “and I know he thinks you’re hot, hon. He’s mentioned it more than once.”

Hearing this validation, Lila’s cheeks flushed again, a shy smile reappearing. “He... has?”

“Mhm.” Jack smiled, remembering the looks they’d exchanged. “He thinks you’re fuckin’ sexy. And I know he wouldn’t do anything to disrespect you. Or our friendship.”

Lila’s eyes widened at his words, her breath catching in her throat. “You... really think so?”

“I know so, baby,” Jack assured her, the sincerity in his voice contrasting sharply with the way he stroked himself. “James is a man of his word. If he promises to keep something private, he will.”

Lila nodded, her eyes shining with newly unrepressed desire. “Okay...” she whispered, her hand moving up to gently cradle her man’s balls. “I... trust... you... and... James...”

“That’s my girl,” Jack sighed. “Stop touching us, and fix your clothes.”

“I... o-okay...” Lila stammered, her breath catching as she moved to obey. “I... I am... your good girl...”

“When you come out of this trance, you won’t remember any of what we discussed,” he said, trapping the head of his erection in his waistband to hide it. “But you will have a strong desire to make a sexy video for James.”

“A... video...” she whispered.

“Yes, baby,” Jack said, his voice soft and soothing. “A video, just for him. Something to turn him on, and give him a little confidence boost.”

“Turn on James... make you... proud,” she mumbled.

“You want to please him, right?” Jack pressed, his voice low and seductive. “My sweet, submissive wife, wanting to give pleasure to another man.”

“I... I do...” she admitted. “Want... to please... you and him.”

“Good girl,” Jack encouraged, sitting down, “and when this trance is over, you’ll forget all about our conversation. You’ll just have a strong desire to make that video for James, and you’ll feel incredibly aroused at the thought of it.”

“Forget...” she whispered, “and want... to make... the video...”

“You will want to make a very explicit, personalized video for him. Do you understand?”

Lila merely nodded.

“Vavoom time.”

Lila blinked, her eyes slowly refocusing as she slowly returned to the present. “Jack,” she eventually murmured, her voice soft and shy, “want to help me make a Christmas present?”

* * *

Alice held Charlie’s hand during the first choir performance of the service. Leaning over, Alice whispered, “I need your help with something.”

“What’s that, babe?” Charlie whispered back, still looking forward.

“Not here. Let’s go outside.” Alice stood and motioned for Charlie to follow.

Once they were standing in the snowy church yard, Alice spoke urgently. “I think Jack might be up to something. I heard him texting someone before dawn this morning, and it’s just... odd.”

“You heard him texting?”

“He kept the clicky clacks turned on.”

“Jesus!” Charlie exclaimed, then clapped a mittened hand over her mouth.

“I want to snoop around in his office the next time he’s out. See if there’s anything suspicious. But I need your help.” Alice pleaded, her breath forming clouds in the frigid air.

Charlie grimaced, her gaze dropping to the ground. “I don’t know, Al. That feels like a violation of privacy. What if he finds out?”

“He won’t. Look, I’m worried, and I need your help. Please, Charlie?” Alice stepped closer, taking Charlie’s hands in hers. “You’re the only person I can trust with this.”

Charlie hesitated. She always wanted to support Alice, but she also felt a strange kinship with Jack. “I... guess I could just keep watch while you snoop. I won’t actually go through his things.”

“That’s all I’m asking,” Alice said with a relieved smile. “Come on, let’s get back inside before we freeze to death and be damned for all time.”

* * *

Lila sat at her vanity, applying a final touch of her deep red lipstick, reviewing the rough script outline that she quickly scribbled with Jack. The video was above and beyond her first idea, but fuck, it sounded perfect. Jack said he knows what turns James on, and she had no reason to doubt.

She wore a sophisticated and revealing dress that showcased her curves. Her hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders, and her eyes sparkled with a mixture of excitement and nerves. She turned to face her husband / Master / camera guy and winked into the lens.

“I’ve always liked you, James,” she cooed. “It’s been hard to keep this secret for so long.”

Lila’s heart raced as she imagined James’s reaction to her bold confession. She was aware of his attraction, having caught glimpses of desire in his eyes on more than one occasion. But now, she was baring her soul, laying her cards out on the table.

“See, I’ve always felt this... connection between us,” she continued, her voice soft and seductive. “It’s like we have our own secret language. I know you’ve felt it too.” She slowly stood up, her movements graceful and deliberate, and walked closer to the camera.

“The truth is, I’ve fantasized about you touching me,” she whispered, her breath hitting the microphone and creating an intimate sound. “I’ve dreamed of your hands on my body, your lips on mine. It’s like you’re imprinted on my mind, and I can’t shake you loose.”

She marveled at how easily the words came, as if she had a “seductress mode” which was always eloquent. She bit her lip, the action playful and suggestive, knowing the effect it would have on the single viewer. “I needed to keep it a secret, of course, but I’ve recently learned that my husband is uniquely understanding of my deepest desires.”

Lila sat on the edge of the bed, the soft fabric of her dress draping around her thighs. “I’m Jack’s property,” she began, her voice steady but her heart racing. “He owns me, body and soul. And he’s given me permission to share something with you, James. Something intimate and special.”

Lila paused, a playful smile dancing on her lips as she spoke directly to her imaginary audience of one. “You see, Jack knows how much I admire you. He’s aware of the way I look at you, the way my breath catches when you walk into the room. And he wants to give me—and you—a gift.”

She leaned forward, her eyes sparkling with mischief and desire, allowing the camera a deeper look into her cleavage. “He wants to share me with you, James. To let me explore the fantasies I’ve had about you for so long. To let me be yours, just for a night.”

Lila’s heart raced as she spoke, the words both thrilling and frightening her. But she couldn’t deny the warmth between her thighs as she imagined James’s reaction.

“I’ve wanted you for so long,” she whispered. “I’ve dreamt of touching you, kissing you, so many times. I’ve imagined what it would be like to be yours, just for a little while. To feel your hands on my body, your lips on my skin, your... everything.”

Lila’s fingers trailed down her chin, then her neck, her skin electric to her own touch. “I often wondered what it would be like to have your eyes on me, burning with the same hunger I feel. To feel you finally touch me the way you want.” She brushed her fingertips across her collarbone, a delicate touch that sent shivers down her spine. “And now, thanks to Jack, that fantasy can become a reality.”

She smiled, a playful twist of her lips. “I can’t lie, James. The thought of being with you excites me more than it probably should. The idea of finally giving in to this craving,” she paused, considering her words, “it has me on edge.”

A light blush broke through layers of make-up as she admitted, “I’ve been touching myself, thinking of you. You’re one of my favorite fantasies. It’s been a struggle to keep myself in check, but I want to be good. I want to obey Jack and, huh, I can’t believe I’m telling you this... I can’t come unless Jack gives me permission.”

Lila teased the deep collar of her dress. “So, when we’re together, when I finally get to feel your touch and taste you... Jack will have to be there, too. He’ll be the one to give me release. To allow me to find fulfillment in your arms.”

She looked up, her eyes shining. “I know it might seem strange, but it’s the reality of my relationship with Jack. It’s a power dynamic that works for us, and I embrace it. I find pleasure in his control.”

Lila’s voice lowered to a husky purr. “So, when you hold me, James, when you whisper sweet nothings in my ear... know that Jack will be there, too. It’s a unique bond we’ll share—you, me, and him. A triangle of desire, with him as the dominant point.”

Lila’s fingers danced across the buttons of her dress as she spoke, her eyes locked with the camera lens. “I know you’re a modern man, and that racial fetishization is harmful, but... Jack told me about some of the things you like,” she undid the top button, “and I want you to know that if you want to be... mmm... savage... with me,” another button, a larger glimpse of skin, “then I want that, too.”

With each button she undid, the dress loosened, baring more of her private gifts. Lila’s eyes were hungry as she continued the striptease, her movements deliberately slow and sensual.

“It’s okay if you want to make gentle love with me, or if you need to take revenge for a lifetime of oppression by conquering me. It’s all fine with me.”

The dress slipped off her shoulders, baring her shoulders and the swell of her breasts, which were restrained by a delicate lace bra.

Lila’s fingers stroked her bra strap as she maintained eye contact with the camera. A playful smile curved her lips, her tone conspiratorial. “Try to make me addicted to you, James. Try to steal me away.”

She slowly slid the straps down her arms, inching the bra lower, but not enough to reveal more of her breasts. “I’ll always belong to Jack, but I bet it would feel great if you tried to ruin me for him, if you tried to break my mind with the way you fuck.”

Her fingers played with the straps of her bra, teasingly sliding them down her arms until the fabric barely contained her breasts. “I’ve been told I have a body that begs to be touched. And I’m offering it to you, James. Every inch of me is yours to explore.”

Lila’s hand slipped between her warm thighs, her fingers finding their way to her most sensitive spot. A soft moan escaped her lips as she began to stroke herself, her breath growing heavy. “I’ve wondered if you’ve thought about me like this,” she asked, tilting her head back. “If you’ve imagined running your hands over my body, tasting my skin, driving me wild with your touch.”

Her free hand caressed one nipple, then the other, through her bra, thumbs grazing the sensitive peaks as she slowly circled her hardening buds. “I know I shouldn’t be doing this, but I can’t help myself. The thought of you watching this, James—it drives me wild. It makes me want to show you everything... but it’s also too much fun to tease.”

Lila’s fingers moved rhythmically within her panties, her eyes closing slowly as she surrendered to the pleasure. “I can’t keep my hands off myself, James,” she whispered. “Thinking of you has me so wet. So ready for you.” She shivered, her breath catching as a wave of pleasure washed over her. “At least, I think I’m ready. Do you think I can handle you?”

Lila trailed her hands up and down her body, marveling at the sensitivity of her skin, kissing a wet finger. “Touch me. Take what you want. I’m yours for a night. Jack knows I want you, and he’s giving me to you as a gift. You get to have me, just for one night.”

Lila’s fingers moved with a faster purpose on her cunt and tits one more, stroking and circling, forcing her thighs to clench. “I promise to be everything you want in a lover, James,” she panted, “and your wife will never know, never suspect a thing. This is our secret, just you and me and Jack.”

Lila’s breath quickened as her fingers circled faster, edging closer. “This cunt is wet and ready for you, James. It’s tight and hungry, and it’s all yours for the taking. I can guarantee it’ll be better than anything you’ve ever felt before. Wetter and tighter than your wife’s...”

She gasped at her own words, but resisted the urge to hide her face. “I can be dirty like that, you know. I can talk about your wife while you take me if that’s what you want. I’ll bet she doesn’t give you what I can. I’ll bet she doesn’t even come close.”

Lila’s hips bucked gently as she nearly succumbed to the pleasure of her own touch. “I’m so close, James. I need to come so badly. But I can’t... not without Jack’s permission. So, you’ll have to wait to see me come, just like I am. God, this is so hot!”

Her hand made its way to her mouth and she licked her fingers while staring deep into the lens. “I have to go now, James. I can see that your best friend needs to use me, and I’m his good dirty girl. I hope you have a nice Christmas. By the way, what are you doing New Year’s Eve?”

* * *

“HerStory, all one word, like history, but, yeah,” Alice told Charlie as she slowly drove around, enjoying the ambitious neighbors’ attempts to create the most obvious landing pad for Santa’s sleigh.

“’Herstory in the making’. Oh, I see a few here. Do you know which one?” Charlie asked, scrolling through a grid of podcast thumbnails.

“Look for Sophie and Emma something. Lila said those were the hosts.”

Too many seconds passed, and Alice got that suspicious feeling of doom again. “Find it?”

“Nope. I’m trying other directories, just in case, but usually if it’s in one, it’s in the others,” Charlie said apologetically.

“Yeah,” Alice agreed, drawing out the word to let Charlie know that something was definitely wrong.

“How could your sister be listening to a ghost podcast?” Charlie wondered. “Ooh, there’s Santa Jack Skellington!”

“Custom URL,” Alice guessed, unhappy to see another man named Jack with a wicked grin. “But why? And where’d it come from?”

“Weird! You said it sounded like feminist self-help stuff, though, right?” Charlie offered.

“Except for the beauty influencer shit, yeah.”

“Maybe it’s a bonus feed from a different show?”

Alice thought for a moment. “Maybe.” Another long pause. “Anyway, I can’t believe I get to say this, but, let’s go over the plan again.”


Chapter 23

“You were incredible,” Jack said giddily. “That video... it was perfect. You’ve made me so fucking hard.”

A flush of pleasure crept up Lila’s neck. She stepped toward him, her hips swaying with a newfound confidence, her dress still only half-on. “I’m glad you liked it, Mr. Grant,” she purred, her fingers itching to touch him, to prove her adoration of the hardness she had inspired.

“Oh, you were absolutely mesmerizing. The way you talked about James... it was as if you were right there with him.”

Lila’s heart fluttered. Honestly, it hadn’t stopped since Jack said “action.” She could still feel the phantom touch of James’s imagined hands on her skin, the ghost of his kiss on her lips. It was a thrill that she had never expected to experience, a secret desire that Jack had not only uncovered but encouraged.

“I meant every word,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I... I want him, Jack. But only because you approve.”

Jack nodded, his eyes darkening with lust. “Yes, my love,” he said, reaching out to trace the outline of her jaw with his fingertips. “You want him because I want you to want him. Your desires are mine, remember?”

Lila forgot to breathe. “Always, master,” she confirmed.

“When will the girls be back?” Lila’s owner asked.

“I... I’m not sure. She likes to drive around and look at the houses after church,” Lila answered, eyes moistening with warm childhood memories.

“Well,” Jack began, “Do you think you’ll be able to keep from screaming if I fuck your ass?”

“Master! I...” Lila began, her voice trembling slightly. “I’m scared. What if it hurts? What if I can’t take it?”

Jack’s expression softened, and he pulled her closer, his arms enveloping her in a gentle embrace. “Ohh, my love,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. “I would never do anything to hurt you. We’ll take it slow, okay? Say ‘red’ and I’ll stop immediately.”

Lila nodded, her eyelids fluttering quickly as she tried to calm her racing heart. “I want to be good for you, Jack,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I want to give you everything you desire. Please be extremely gentle?”

“Of course, of course,” her husband’s voice was a hum in her head as she pressed one ear to his chest. “Arrange some pillows so you can be comfortable.”

Lila did as she was told.

* * *

Lila Grant knelt on Master’s bed, pillows cushioning her stomach and elbows. She took a steadying breath and began to stroke her always-ready cunt, gently at first, then with more purpose as her desire built. The sensations were intensified by the knowledge of what was to come. Her fingers danced across her clit, teasing and circling, but this was just preparation, a distraction to ease the discomfort of what was to come.

Jack kneeled behind his beautiful slave wife, a bottle of lube in hand. He squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers, ensuring they were well-coated. Lila tensed as she felt the first touch of his finger against her most private hole.

“Shhh,” Jack soothed, sensing her apprehension. “Just breathe. I’ve got you.”

He pressed gently, the tip of his finger breaching her untried entrance. Lila gasped at the unfamiliar sensation, her muscles instinctively clenching around the intrusion. Jack paused, giving her time to adjust.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” he murmured. “You’re doing such a good job for me.”

A swell of pride joined the fear and discomfort, slightly reducing both. Slowly, he pushed further, his finger sinking into her heat. Lila winced, fighting the urge to pull away. It was strange, foreign, but not entirely unpleasant. The burn of the stretch was tempered by the slick glide of lube.

Jack began to move, his finger slowly pumping in and out of her ass. Lila focused on the rhythm, on the way her body was responding to his touch. It was different from anything she had experienced before. It wasn’t... bad. She resumed teasing her needy cunt.

Encouraged by her soft moans, Jack added a second finger, scissoring them slightly to widen her entrance. Lila’s free hand clenched the sheet beneath her. It was more than she had anticipated, but she trusted Jack completely, and wanted to prove that her desires matched his.

He worked her open slowly, taking his time to ensure she was ready. Lila’s mind was a whirlwind of sensation, of inexperience and desire. She had never imagined she would be in this position, well not never never, but now she was, and she couldn’t deny the thrill that ran through her veins.

Lila focused on the sensations of her delicious fingers, fighting the urge to tense up. She took a deep breath, letting it out slowly as she allowed herself to relax into the unfamiliar pressure. Jack continued his gentle thrusting. She was getting used to his fingers there.

A litany began to flow unbidden through Lila’s mind, and she found the ideas comforting. “Jacks knows what’s best for me,” she thought to herself. “Submitting to him is fulfilling.” With each affirmation, she felt her body relaxing further, her mind settling into a calm acceptance.

Jack’s fingers moved inside her with increasing confidence, and Lila found herself responding instinctively. Her hips began to rock back against his hand, meeting each thrust. The burn of the stretch was still there, but it was tempered by a growing sense of pleasure.

“Jack has the right to use my body however he wants,” Lila continued in her mind. “He deserves what he wants.” She clenched around Jack’s fingers, feeling a thrill at the thought of being so completely at his mercy. “I exist to serve my husband,” she reminded herself. “My purpose is to bring him pleasure and satisfaction.”

Jack positioned the head of his well-lubricated cock behind her, pressing against her pretty virgin asshole. He paused, allowing Lila to adjust to the sensation of his heat against her most intimate area.

“You’re doing so well, baby,” Jack praised. “Just relax and let me take care of you.”

Lila felt the comfort of Jack’s hand on her hip. She repeated affirmations in her mind, letting them ground her in the moment. “I trust my husband completely,” she thought. “I want to be a good wife and please him.”

Slowly, Jack began to push forward, the head of his cock breaching her tight ring of muscle. Lila gasped at the sensation, her body instinctively tensing against the unfamiliar pressure. But she forced herself to stay still, to surrender to Master’s will.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Jack soothed. “Such a good girl for me.”

The praise washed over Lila, reinforcing her sense of purpose. She allowed herself to visualize Jack’s cock stretching her open, claiming her in a way she had never experienced before. It was intense, overwhelming, but not entirely unpleasant.

Lila continued to mentally repeat the affirmations, letting them guide her through the moment. “I am my husband’s perfect wife,” she thought. “I exist to serve and obey him, to bring him pleasure.” She clenched around Jack’s cock, feeling a thrill at the thought of being so completely at his mercy.

Jack pressed forward, sinking deeper into Lila’s not-quite-virgin ass. She took a deep breath, letting it out slowly as she adjusted to the fullness. It was so much more than she had ever imagined, but she knew it was where she was meant to be—serving her husband, submitting, being whatever he needed.

Jack pushed forward with agonizing slowness, allowing Lila to adjust to the feeling. Millimeter by millimeter, he sank into her passage, sometimes withdrawing a bit to coat them both better, until he was fully sheathed inside her. Lila heard herself gasping for breath.

Jack held himself still, waiting for a safe word. “You did it, sweetheart,” he told her. “You lost your last virginity to me. I’m so proud of you.”

Lila’s heart swelled with love for her husband. She had given herself to him completely, and he was pleased. That was all that mattered. She clenched around his cock, a silent affirmation of her devotion.

Jack savored the moment, the feeling of his wife’s tight heat surrounding him. He knew this was a milestone, a mark of how far they had come in their journey of submission and obedience. He was grateful for the trust Lila placed in him, and for the chance to guide her to this place of complete surrender. He remained in place, his cock embedded deep in an ass that he had wanted to plunder since the first time he saw it. “Tell me, my love,” he said, his voice a low rumble,  “Tell me about being a slave to a man.”

Lila tried to gather her thoughts, to form coherent sentences, but it was a struggle. Her mind was a shuffle of sensation and emotion, each competing for her attention. Definitions of words seemed to slip through her fingers like smoke.

“I... I believe in... equality,” she stammered, her voice betraying her uncertainty. “But... but only... hnnnngh... outside... us.”

Jack listened intently, his fingers tracing imaginary sigils on her skin. He could sense her confusion, her internal battle between her old beliefs and her revelations through therapy. “It’s okay, sweetheart,” he reassured her. “Just tell me what you feel.”

Lila took a deep breath, trying to steady her racing heart. “I feel... so safe when I submit to you,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I feel like... like I’m fulfilling my purpose. But it’s... it’s hard to figure out... fuck... what’s true anymore.”

Jack nodded, understanding her struggle. “That’s perfectly normal, my love. You’re allowed to have conflicting feelings. Just remember that I’m here for you.”

Lila relaxed at his words, a sense of calm washing over her. She knew that Jack would never lead her astray, that he would always protect her and cherish her. She clenched around his cock once more, on purpose this time.

Jack began to move then, with slow and measured thrusts. Lila moaned, the unfamiliar sensation of him moving inside her ass both startling and exhilarating. She closed her eyes, focusing on the feeling of fullness, of being completely possessed by her husband. She realized she had stopped playing with herself, and decided not to care.

As Jack continued to explore her slowly, Lila’s thoughts became more fragmented, her ability to articulate her feelings diminishing with each passing moment. She tried to remember the word ‘patriarchy,’ but it seemed distant and abstract, a concept that held little meaning in the face of the raw, primal connection she shared with Jack.

“I am Jack’s submissive wife,” she thought, much more easily. “My purpose is to please him, and I find joy in it.” Each thrust of Jack’s cock sent a jolt through her body, but she focused on the warmth of his hands on her skin, the love in his voice as he praised her.

“You’re so great, baby,” Jack muttered. “You’re taking me so deep, such a good slave for your master.”

Lila shuddered with nervous pride. The burn of the stretch was still there, but maybe only half as much, making way for a growing sense of excitement. “Pleasing my husband is fulfilling,” Lila continued in her mind. “I exist to serve him, to be everything he needs.” Her hips began to rock back against him, meeting him stroke for stroke.

Jack picked up the pace slightly at her encouragement, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her. Lila moaned, the sound muffled by the pillow beneath her face. She could feel a pressure building deep inside her, a sensation she had never known before.

“I am my husband’s plaything,” she thought, her mind hazy with the joy of submission and feeling properly used. “My body belongs to him, to use whenever... wherever.” The words echoed in her mind, reinforcing the sense of rightness that flowed through her veins.

Jack increased the pace again, his powerful hips slapping against Lila’s backside with each deep stroke. Lila groaned into the pillow, pleasure building inside her with each passing moment. She was able to ignore the pain entirely. Her mental affirmations began to slip from her lips, punctuated by moans and gasps. “I am Jack’s devoted wife,” she whispered. “My purpose is to please him.”

“You’re so good, baby,” Jack said with admiration. “Such a good girl.”

“I am my husband’s plaything,” her muffled mouth declared. She could feel the truth in her bones, in the way her body moved against Jack’s.

“I love my husband,” Lila declared, turning her head to the side so he could hear her voice growing louder with each affirmation. “I will always obey him.”

Her litany of submission continued. “Three cock sleeves... anytime my husband wants,” she moaned, the formerly-degrading words leaving her mouth of their own accord.

Jack’s thrusts grew harder, faster, more urgent. Lila met him stroke for stroke, her body moving in perfect rhythm with his.

“I am his fuck hole,” she gasped, the pleasure building to a fever pitch. “I am his to use, to degrade, to ruin.” She was lost in the moment, in the feeling of him moving inside her, claiming her, owning her like never before.

As he drove into her faster, too fast for her to throw it back any more, she got louder. “I am my husband’s cum dump!” she screamed, her voice raw and ragged. “I’m greedy for his cum!”

Jack’s thrusts became erratic, his climax approaching. Lila clenched around him, her own pleasure cresting.

“I am my husband’s whore,” she groaned with effort, the words a final surrender to her fate. “I am his, now and forever.”

“Come for me, you whore,” Master commanded.

Lila’s body responded instantly, her cocksleeve flooding with arousal, clenching around nothing. “Yes, Master!” she screamed, her voice echoing off the walls of the bedroom. “I’m your fuck hole, your cum dump! I love giving my ass to you!”

Jack drove into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt as he released his seed deep inside. Lila wailed with pleasure, her body convulsing as she came hard.

“I love you, I love you, I love you!” Lila chanted, her voice raw and ragged. “I’m your wife, your whore, your property!”

Her cries grew louder, the words tumbling out in a frenzied rush. “Fuck me, ruin me, fuck me forever!” she screamed, her hips once more bucking back against Jack’s.

The neighbors would surely hear her, but Lila was beyond caring. All that mattered was pleasing her husband, giving herself over to his desires completely. She was his, body and soul, and nothing else existed in that moment but her love for him and the overwhelming pleasure of his climax inside her ass.

She felt her cunt clench and gush. She was stuck at the end of an exhale, but it didn’t matter. Lila’s mind was blank, her thoughts consumed by the sensations coursing through her body. She was no longer aware of herself, of her surroundings, of anything but the thrum of pleasure deep in her core. Her body was a buzzing conduit, each wave building on the last until she thought she might shatter from it. Then she finally inhaled again.

The waves finally began to recede, leaving Lila limp and exhausted beneath Jack. She could feel his softening cock slipping from her ass, and she clenched around him instinctively. She didn’t want to let him go, to lose what they had just shared.

Lila’s heart pounded in her chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Her skin was slick with sweat, trembling in the aftermath of her climax. She felt boneless, weightless, like she might float away at any moment. When he finally was able to leave her greedy body, Lila collapsed forward, her face buried in the pillow.

“That was incredible,” Jack said, his voice filled with satisfaction. He reached out and stroked Lila’s hair. “You did so well, my love. I’m so proud of you.”

Lila turned her head to look at him, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered. “I live to serve you.”

* * *

Charlie’s feet carried her from the kitchen down the hall, where Alice stood still outside Jack’s door, which was just recently reverberating with Lila’s screaming orgasm. Leaning forward to whisper to her girlfriend, she tried to joke, “We’ve gotta stop meeting like this.”

Alice made no noise or movement. Charlie could see that she was in a freeze state, even though Lila had stopped screaming. She took Alice’s hand and led her from the door from that bedroom and back into their own.

Charlie sat down next to Alice on the bed, her heart heavy with concern. She could see the fear in her girlfriend’s eyes, the way her breathing had become irregular. Without a word, she reached out and took Alice’s hand, giving it a gentle squeeze.

They sat there in silence for a few moments. Charlie could feel the tension radiating from Alice, and she knew that she needed to do something to help her calm down.

“I think it helps reduce trauma to talk about it right away,” Charlie said. “You can write it down if that’s easier. Oh, and keep in motion. Maybe do some sit-ups?”

Charlie watched Alice’s agitation as she began to rock back and forth, her brows furrowed, her lips moving silently.

Alice’s whisper-quiet words clawed at Charlie’s ear. “Threat. Threat. He’s threatening her,”

Charlie struggled to catch the rest of her lover’s babbling, “... can’t consent. It’s not real. She said property! He’s...”

Alice’s voice hitched, choked by emotion.

“Violence,” she choked out. “He’s using violence. Threatening her.”

Alice’s eyes darted around the room as if searching for an answer, “He’s making her do it,” Alice whispered, her voice laced with a chilling certainty. “He’s threatening her. He has to be.”

Charlie swallowed hard, her heart pounding. This level of distress was deeply unsettling. “Babe,” she said softly, “there’s no evidence of that. We can’t jump to conclusions.”

Alice shook her head, her eyes wide and frantic. “It has to be.”

Charlie knew arguing wouldn’t help. Alice’s conviction was absolute, her fear palpable.  “Come here,” Charlie coaxed, pulling Alice onto the bed. She snuggled beside her, wrapping an arm around Alice’s shoulders. “Let’s just cuddle right now, okay? Warm up... breathe deliberately.”

She felt Alice tense momentarily before relaxing slightly, leaning against her. Charlie pulled the covers up, creating a cocoon of warmth around them.

“Better?” Charlie asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Alice nodded silently, burying her face in Charlie’s comforting bosom.

“There you go,” Charlie cooed. “Get comfy. I’m always here for you.”

Their synchronized breaths comforted each other while the white noise continued its never-ending work.

* * *

Mrs. Grant lay naked with Mr. Grant in the afterglow of their lovemaking. The buzz of pleasure still occasionally tingled, and she felt a deep sense of contentment as she snuggled closer to him. She wanted nothing more than to stay in this moment forever, wrapped in his arms.

“You’re so fun,” Jack murmured, tracing a finger along her bare arm. “I love you so much.”

Lila smiled, her heart warming at his words. “I love you too,” she replied softly, feeling a surge of affection for this man who possessed her entirely.

“Out of curiosity,” he asked her, “were you playing with yourself when you came earlier?”

“I... I don’t think I was,” she decided. “I mean, you were... close enough, but not directly touching. And I wasn’t touching myself either.” She shifted slightly, feeling self-conscious under Jack’s gaze. “Is that normal? I’ve never come like that before.”

Jack pulled her closer. “Nothing normal or abnormal about it, baby. Your body just responds in its own unique way.”

Lila nodded, trying to process. She had always assumed that achieving an orgasm required direct stimulation to her clit or cunt. But apparently, that wasn’t always the case.

“I guess I never realized how much control you had over my pleasure,” Lila rationalized. “It’s kind of exciting, in a way. Knowing that you can give me such ecstasy without even touching my clit.”

Jack’s ego swelled with a sense of power and ownership as he held Lila in his arms. It was intoxicating, this feeling of complete control over her pleasure and desire.

“I love you,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. “I love everything about you, babe. Your mind, your body, your heart. You’re mine, and I’m yours. Forever.”

Lila smiled, her eyes moistening with love and devotion. “I’m yours,” she agreed quietly. “Every part of me belongs to you, Jack. My pleasure, my pain, my very soul. You own me, body and mind.”

Jack hugged his wife and smiled at her. He knew he should look out the window to see if Alice’s car was back, but... fuck it. It was his house, and he could do what he wanted.


Chapter 24

Jack watched his lovely bride and dirty slut stir next to him, the morning sunlight casting a golden glow over her face. He smiled at the sight, his heart filling with love and desire.

Lila yawned, stretching her arms above her head and arching her back. “Merry Christmas,” she murmured sleepily.

“Merry Christmas, my love,” Jack replied softly. “Cicisbeo.”

Lila’s eyes fluttered closed as she succumbed to the trance, her breath evening out as she relaxed into a deep state of suggestibility.

Jack unlocked his phone and started reading from a script Penny had sent. His voice resonated within her. “You are mine. Cicisbeo,” he said, his tone firm yet full of love. “Your body and your desires belong to me. You exist to please me and obey my commands. Cicisbeo.”

Lila’s chest rose and fell with each steady breath, her face calm and peaceful as she lay there, completely under Jack’s control.

“Deepen her trance,” Penny had instructed. “Her training needs repetition and reinforcement. Use cicisbeo to help her learn more fully.”

Jack gently stroked Lila’s hair, admiring her beauty and the trust she placed in him. “You are safe and loved, sweetheart,” he told her. “In this state of relaxation, you will obey my every command, because you love your master. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” Lila confirmed, her voice soft and slow. “I obey you.”

“Good girl,” Jack praised, his heart swelling with pride and desire. “Would you like to edge right now?”

“I like to stay horny for you, Master. I will edge if you say so,” Lila told him.

“Go ahead,” Jack allowed.

Lila’s fingers moved slowly between her legs, her touch light and teasing. She sighed quietly, her eyes fluttering closed and open as she enjoyed the sensations. Jack watched her, his heart racing as he admired her beauty and submission.

“How does it feel to edge for me?” Jack asked, already knowing.

“It feels good, Master,” Lila replied, her voice breathy. “I love being horny for you.”

“Tell me more,” Jack prompted, his hand resting on her thigh. “What do you like about submitting to me?”

“I like pleasing you,” Lila said, her fingers moving faster. “I like knowing that my desires belong to you.”

“Right,” Jack said, his hand moving higher. “You exist to serve me. I control your pleasure.”

“Yes, Master,” Lila gasped, her hips rocking against her hand. “I’m all yours.”

“Good girl,” Jack murmured, his fingers brushing over hers. “You’re doing a good job staying horny for me.”

Lila moaned softly. Jack watched her, admiring her dedication and obedience. He knew that she would never orgasm without his permission, and that made him want her more.

“Keep going,” Jack instructed, his voice firm. “Edge for me, stay horny. You won’t come unless I say so.”

“Yes, Master,” Lila whispered, her fingers moving faster. “Horny for you.”

Jack watched Lila’s fingers move deftly between her legs, her face contorted in a mix of pleasure and frustration. She moaned softly, her hips rocking against her hand.

“Why do you love flirting and teasing men?” Jack asked.

Lila bit her lip, her eyes fluttering again as she struggled to answer. “Want them to think I’m sexy....”

“Why do you like it when men ogle you?” Jack asked, his hand moving to grope her chest.

“Want them getting hard... just for me. It’s hot when they want to fuck me,” she admitted.

Jack squeezed her tit hard. “You’re my sexy little tease,” he murmured. “You exist to please me. Your desires belong to me.”

“Yes, Master,” Lila gasped, her body trembling with need. “You like... men ogling your sexy woman.”

Jack kneeled above her chest and idly stroked his growing cock, pointing it at her luscious lips while he continued the training. “Why do you have such slutty urges?” he asked, his voice calm and steady.

Lila’s eyes fluttered open, confusion crossing her face. “I don’t know,” she whispered, her fingers slowing. “I just... I can’t help it.”

“It’s not your fault,” Jack said, his voice gentle. “Nature designed you this way. Your brain craves male attention and your fuck hole craves a nice cock. You can’t help but flirt and tease, because you need the attention.”

“Yes, Master,” Lila murmured, her eyes closing again as she surrendered to his words. “I need... mmmmmm... validation.”

“You exist to please men,” Jack continued, his voice firm. “Your natural state is to be horny and submissive. You crave domination and your body responds to men’s authority.”

“I do, Master,” Lila gasped, her fingers moving faster as her breath quickened. “I crave ohhhhh yessssss.”

“You can’t control your slutty urges because they’re hardwired into your DNA,” Jack explained, growing painfully hard at the way she stared into the middle distance. “Evolution designed you to be a cum receptacle, a breeder, and a servant to men. That’s why you always feel so horny and submissive. It’s nature’s way of ensuring the survival of the species.”

“I want big cocks to come in me,” Lila whined.

“Cicisbeo... cicisbeo... cicisbeo,” Jack said, enjoying the sight of her eyes rolling back in her head, and the sound of her blissful moans. He had woken up with the plan to do some repetition and reinforcement, but maybe he could play a little more.

“Tell me about cum,” Jack commanded.

Lila’s eyes rolled back in her head as she focused on his words. “Cum is good, Master,” she said, her voice childlike and innocent. “I like feeling it inside me.”

“Does it taste good?” he asked, his voice firm.

Lila hesitated, her fingers slowing. “No, Master,” she admitted quietly. “It doesn’t.”

Jack nodded, his hand brushing over her hair. “But it’s good to serve me by drinking cum,” he said. “To open wide, to swallow it all. You’re a good girl when you do that.”

“Yes, Master,” Lila agreed, her fingers moving faster. “I am good. It makes you happy when I swallow it.”

“You love chocolate peanut butter ice cream, don’t you?” Jack asked, his voice commanding. “Think about that flavor.”

“Mmmm. It’s delicious. I love it.”

“Yes it is,” he agreed. “From now on, when a cock is about to come in your mouth, focus on the memory of chocolate peanut butter ice cream. Imagine the delicious flavor as he fills your mouth. It will be easy for you to enjoy your favorite ice cream when you have cum in your mouth.”

“I will, Master,” she agreed. “I want to be a good girl for you. I’ll think of ice cream when you... OOHHHhhhhh... come... in my mouth.”

“And you’ll swallow all of it,” he added, his voice firm. “You’ll lick your lips clean and say thank you. You’re a good girl when you swallow their cum.”

“Yes, Master,” Lila agreed, her voice soft and innocent. “I’m good when I swallow your cum. I like being good for you.”

“Damn,” he thought, “she keeps talking about me instead of men in general.” He stopped stroking and repositioned to kneel next to her.

“Let’s practice,” he said to the entranced hottie in his bed. “Imagine a man is about to come in your mouth. He’s going to fill you up with his cum. What do you do?”

Lila closed her eyes tightly as she imagined the scenario. “I think of chocolate peanut butter,” she remembered. “I taste my favorite ice cream. I feel good inside. It makes me happy to serve you.”

Jack caressed her earlobe. “That’s right,” he praised. “You focus on your ice cream and you swallow every drop. You’re a good girl for men when you do that.”

“Yes, Master,” Lila moaned. “I’m a good dirty girl. I love swallowing cum.”

Jack watched her lips. He wanted nothing more than to fill her mouth with his own cum, to make her drink it all. But he resisted the urge, knowing that she needed this training.

“Okay,” Jack kept up the lecture, “Cicisbeo. You are deep in a peaceful place. You find that you want to agree with everything I tell you. It feels so good to agree.”

Jack’s cock twitched as she nodded her head and smiled. “You exist to serve men, to pleasure them. Your wet cunt, your hungry mouth, your tight asshole, and your glorious tits are tools to bring them pleasure. You love being used as a slutty fuck hole and a cum dump. You crave dominance and control.”

“Yes, Master,” Lila agreed with increased focus on her pleasure. “I exist to serve you. I’m your cum dump and cocksleeve. I love when you use me.”

“Ugh. Okay, it’s not gonna happen today,” Jack thought, then said, “You will stay horny and wet for me, always ready to serve. And when a man comes in your mouth, you will focus on your favorite ice cream and swallow every drop. You’re a good girl when you swallow their cum.”

“Yes, Master,” Lila murmured, her eyes closed in near-bliss. “I will stay horny for you. I’ll swallow cum and taste chocolate ice cream.”

“Good girl,” he praised. “You’re doing so well, Lila. I’m so proud of you.”

“Thank you, Master. I want to please you.”

“You do please me,” Jack assured her. “You’re a good girl when you submit to me. You love being my good girl, right?”

“Yes, Master. I love being your good girl.”

“I can’t take it anymore,” Jack thought, knowing that it was morning, and she was about to find a way to make him come, anyway. “Stop playing with your cunt, my beautiful slave.”

She obeyed with a whimper. “Yes, Master.”

“Go back to sleep now,” he ordered, and watched her get comfortable again with her pillows and blankets. He watched her breathing and the clock, the former growing slower, but the latter marching forward. “Okay,” he thought, “she’s asleep.”

“Vavoom time,” he said with a smirk.

* * *

The oven beeped to alert it had reached the right temperature, and Lila opened the door, then slid in the tray with the chicken.

Alice stood at the kitchen counter, her hands clasped in front of her, looking almost... polite. Lila narrowed her eyes.

“Hey, sis,” Alice said, her voice surprisingly gentle. “Can I help with anything?”

“Well,” she replied slowly, “the chicken just went in the oven. But you could help me make the sangria if you’d like.”

“Sure thing,” Alice agreed, moving closer to the counter. “I’d love to learn how you make it.”

Lila opened the cabinet above her head and pulled down a large glass pitcher. “First, we need to slice up a few oranges and lemons,” she explained, grabbing the fruit from the bowl on the counter. “You can do that if you want.”

Alice nodded, arranging a knife and cutting board. She began to slice the fruit, her movements precise and methodical. Lila watched her sister work, noting how Alice seemed calmer than usual. Almost... submissive.

Lila shook her head. That was ridiculous. Alice would never submit to anyone. She was a die-hard feminist, always had been. There was no way Alice had changed her mind about that.

“Okay, so now we need some brandy and triple sec,” Lila said, pulling out two bottles from the liquor cabinet. “I usually do a 2:1 ratio of wine to brandy, but you can adjust to your taste.”

Alice nodded, carefully pouring.

“Add the sliced fruit and a bit of sugar to taste,” Lila instructed, handing Alice a wooden spoon. “Then you can add the rest of the wine and mix it all together, and then it just steeps and gets better and better.”

Alice followed the instructions with efficient and precise movements. Lila watched her sister work, trying to figure out what was different about her. She was like, domesticated and docile today. Lila blinked, shaking her head. That was ridiculous. Alice was just being a nice guest. Christmas made everybody happy, right? (Author’s note: wrong)

“I’ll put it in the fridge now, so the flavors can meld together,” Lila said, taking the pitcher from Alice. “We can serve it just before dinner.”

“Sounds good to me,” Alice agreed, rinsing the knife and cutting board. “I’m looking forward to it.”

Lila opened the fridge and placed the pitcher inside. Turning back to her sister, she said, “I’m going to take a much-needed shower,” she said, wiping her hands on a towel. “Would you mind setting the table?”

Alice glanced up, her eyes widening slightly. “Of course not,” she said, almost too quickly. “I’d be happy to help.”

“Alright, later, kiddo,” Lila said, heading towards the Master’s bedroom. “You know where the plates are, right?”

“Yeah,” Alice replied, waving her sister away. “I’ll take care of it.”

As soon as Alice heard the bathroom water running, she turned the oven up as far as it could go.

* * *

Lila was drying her hair when she caught a whiff of something burnt. Her heart sank as she speed-walked back into the kitchen, the smell growing stronger with each step. She reached for the oven handle, her stomach churning.

She opened the door and her worst fear was confirmed. The chicken was a blackened, smoldering ruin. Lila groaned, frustration and anger bubbling up inside her. Who the hell could burn a chicken so badly?

Alice appeared at her side, concern etched on her face. “What’s wrong?”

Lila glared at her sister. “The chicken is burnt,” she hissed, slamming the oven door shut. “How the hell did that happen?”

She peered at the temperature, her brow furrowing in confusion. “What the hell?! It’s set correctly. Damn it,” Lila muttered. She had been looking forward to a nice Christmas dinner with her sister and husband and Charlie, and now it was all ruined.

Alice placed a comforting hand on her shoulder. “Hey, don’t worry about it,” she said softly. “We can always order takeout or something. It’s not a big deal.”

Lila gave herself a moment to curse the heavens, then sighed, feeling some of her anger dissipate. Alice was right, it wasn’t the end of the world. She forced a small smile to let her sister know she was okay.

Charlie just about ran into the kitchen, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Ooh, takeout?” she chirped. “We can get Chinese food!”

Alice grinned. “Charlie, it’s Christmas. We can’t get Chinese food.”

“Why not?” Charlie asked innocently. “It was always a tradition in my family. It was even better than the presents.”

Lila’s forced smile became genuine at Charlie’s enthusiasm. “Hm. It’s not a bad idea. It’s about the only thing that can salvage this dinner.”

Alice nodded. “I agree. It’ll be fun. Besides,” she said, hugging her sister sideways, “family’s the important thing. Food... eh.”

Charlie added, “But I’m sure your chicken would’ve been amazing!”

Alice called out in the other direction, “Hey, Lila’s husband!”

Jack moseyed over, eyes fixed on his mobile game, “What’s up?”

Charlie yanked a takeout menu off the fridge and pushed it into the man’s hand, “Need you to go get Plan B dinner. Uh. Please.”

Jack raised his eyebrows. Then he wrinkled his nose. Then he peered in the oven. “Ah. Well. Okay.” He opened the menu and scanned it. “What does... everybody want?”

“Oh, uh,” Alice began, “We’ll text you our orders. Better get there before they close.”

Jack was still looking at the numbered menu options when Charlie yanked the menu back.

“Chop chop,” she told him. “So to speak.”

* * *

As soon as the front door closed, Charlie said to Lila, “Hey, you know what’ll make you feel better? Good old-fashioned nostalgia.”

“Huh?” Lila asked, finally turning the oven off.

“I know I haven’t known your family for very long, but I’d love to see your wedding album,” Charlie said with a smile.

“Oh! Uh... oh. Yeah, why not. This way,” Lila said on her way to the bookshelves in the living room. Charlie followed close behind. “Come on, kiddo,” Lila said for her sister’s benefit.

“Nnnyeh. I had a terrible haircut back then,” Alice protested.

“Nonsense,” Lila retorted.

“Chuck, try to block those parts out,” Alice suggested. “I’m gonna go make some... yuletide-y, solstice-y phone calls to my friends from school, the ones who still like me.”

“Pfff. Your loss,” Lila shrugged, grabbing a very thick photo album off a shelf. “Thanks for the idea, Charlie. This’ll be fun!”

* * *

Alice tiptoed into Jack’s office, carefully closing the door behind her. Her heart raced as she scanned the room. She needed to find something that could explain Lila’s sudden transformation.

Alice’s eyes landed on a stack of unopened mail. She grabbed it, flipping through the envelopes. A few were from credit card companies. One from the power company. Damn it. She looked around the room, taking in the sparse decor. A few framed photos, a calendar. There was a small trash can in the corner, but it was empty. She checked under the empty bag, like she’d seen on TV. Still nothin’.

Alice frowned, moving to the bookshelf. Maybe there’d be a journal or something. There could be a hidden safe. She scanned the titles, most of them about accounting or self-help. Nothing popped out at her.

She approached the desk and wiggled the mouse to display the login screen. Ugh, of course. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard. What was his password? She tried the four most likely options that she had prepared with Charlie. Nope. Fuck.

Pressing her palms into her eyes, she leaned back to face the ceiling and mentally screamed, “She! Isn’t! Your! Property! Fucko!”

If she tried more than four passwords, warnings could start to appear, giving Jack a reason to be suspicious. But what else could she do? She slowly started typing new desperate guesses, backspacing each one because they all felt wrong. Then she noticed something odd. She had the same keyboard he owned, but his was quieter, less clacky. Almost... spongy.

Aha!

See? Told you! Fucker was hiding an envelope under the keyboard. She opened it and pulled out a single heavy folded piece of stationery, which only contained five words:

“What the fuck? What in the actual motherfuck?” Alice whispered to nobody. She clicked open her mobile phone and positioned the page for a photo, then she saw the other mark on the page, a kissy lipstick print near the bottom left. “Ohhh, ho ho, he’s having a fucking affair!”

She committed the page to permanent photo evidence, then thought, “No, wait. An affair doesn’t explain Lila submitting to abuse. What are these goddamn words?!”

She’d have to figure it out later. As quietly as she could, she folded the weird-ass list back into the envelope, and turned it over to place it back in its hiding place. She paused to look at the front, and saw that it was addressed to Master Jack Grant. Wincing one eye, she took a photo of that, too, put everything back, and made her escape, imagining Bruce Wayne’s butler wearing lipstick.

* * *

Jack: Order’s in. I figure I’ll be back in 30 minutes ish.

Lila: Thank you, love. Sorry about the hassle.

Jack: np. It actually smells good in here and now I have a craving.

Lila: lol

Jack: Speaking of cravings. I haven’t sent James your video yet but do you want to make it his xmas present?

Lila: Are you sure he won’t share it?

Jack: Never. Not if he wants to keep his pretty face.

Lila: I’m nervous.

Jack: Sweetie. Love you. totally your call.

Lila: Promise me it’s just for James.

Jack: I swear on my awful mother’s grave.

Lila: ok, send it.

Lila: AHHHHH!!

Lila: OMG I can’t believe it.

Jack: Neither will he!

Lila: LOVE YOU

Jack: I love you, babe.


Did you love Penny’s Practice vol. 2? Then you should read Mind Soft, Mouth Wet by Roger Oveur!
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Trixie, seeking to remove her distaste for fellatio in order to please her boyfriend Greg, turns to her friend Ben, a charismatic (but manipulative) hypnotherapist. Ben, with his piercing eyes, soothing voice and expert understanding of hypnosis techniques, leads Trixie into a deep trance, weaving a web of suggestive language and erotic imagery.

Ben slowly twists the mesmerized young woman's desires, replacing the natural taste of skin with a delicious chamomile tea. With each repetition, Ben cunningly shifts the power dynamics, slowly brainwashing Trixie into believing that she wants to eagerly welcome any man into her skilled mouth, so long as that man triggers her post-hypnotic suggestion with a unique code phrase.

Trixie learns to switch her thoughts off and become eager to please, and hungry for the delicious taste of men. And best of all, because of Ben's suggestions of selective amnesia, she'll never remember doing it.

And how will her boyfriend Greg feel? Or maybe, was this Greg's idea all along?

This erotic tale of betrayal and dubious consent will leave you drooling, as Trixie's journey from devoted girlfriend to entranced oral pleasure princess unfolds. Step into a world of mind control and discover the tasty delights that await when a woman's inhibitions are hypnotically unleashed.
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