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Chapter One

While many people may not share the circumstances I do with Rob, I’ll bet a lot of people can relate to our relationship.  We’re not related - he’s not my brother by marriage or otherwise - but we were raised in a fashion that very much felt like it.  His father was my father’s best friend, and he practically grew up in my house.  And that became a full-time thing when Rob was orphaned at sixteen and my family agreed to take him in.  He wasn’t adopted.  Being close enough to legal age, he preferred not to be.  My parents were his godparents, so he was brought into our home and thereafter raised, essentially if not legally, as family.  That was six years ago.  I’m eighteen now and he’s twenty two.  

The part people with actual siblings can probably relate to is the rivalry.  Though it was a rivalry I was never going to win.  Rob was demonstrably smarter than me, the better athlete and better looking.  Don’t get me wrong - I was no slouch in any of those departments.  It’s just that no matter how hard I tried, I was never as good as him. 

I got respectable grades in high school - mostly Bs, the occasional A.  When he’d been in high school, he’d gotten straight As, and by all accounts was flourishing now in university with his psychology degree. 

I wasn’t overweight, could run a couple miles without getting too winded.  He ran track and field, cross-country, and even played hockey on his university team. 

I was pretty at eighteen.  Objectively, I don’t think there’s any denying that.  My hair was a dirty blonde, often worn in a ponytail, but down past my shoulders when it wasn’t.  My frame was thin, my breasts not particularly large, though I was far from flat chested.  I had huge brown eyes that hinted at green in the right light.  They also gave me a look of excessive innocence, which wasn’t, unfortunately, exaggerated.  I was a total innocent, even though I didn’t want to be.  My hips and ass were small, maybe even boyish, but some guys like that, right?  If so, why hadn’t these features attracted any?

Rob?  Fuck, he was a god.  A thick head of brown hair, blue eyes, dazzling smile.  Body kept firm and toned from all of his sports.  He was a foot taller than me.  And to compliment those looks - or maybe because of those looks, and all the rest he had going for him - he was confident in a way that I could never approach.  This, above all, I was jealous of.  Rooms would erupt with positivity when he entered.  When he came home from school for holidays, the phone would ring off the hook with calls from friends that wanted to see him.  Me?  I didn’t have many friends to miss me even if I did go anywhere.  Certainly no boyfriends.

Rob had had no trouble with girls when he’d been my age.  A different girl every day, it seemed, plucked casually from the ranks of the most beautiful and popular our school had to offer.  He would bring them home, and I saw him more than once making out with or feeling up one girl only to be doing the same to another the next night.  Attracting the opposite sex was effortless for him, and I began to more than envy him, more than feel jealousy. 

So, here’s the part where maybe not everyone with an actual sibling can relate.  I’ve tried to psychoanalyse myself, and sure, on the surface I can find simple reasons for the way I felt.  The guy I grew up with was, as I said, extremely attractive.  But I think the derivations of my feelings actually came from those other girls - they were all more than eager to please him, would do anything he asked.  Sexually, he could have anything he wanted, and I was more than occasionally witness, at least peripherally, to him getting just that.  I began to associate Rob with the very concept of sex.  And envy inevitably slid to admiration which slid to attraction. 

Since his third year of university he’s been dating the same girl.  Casey, her name is.  Last Christmas, when my folks were out, he made love to her in his bedroom.  I sat with my ear pressed to the wall between our rooms, listening, picturing him, envying her.  And masturbating.  No need to hide that part.  I had the hots for the guy most people thought was my brother.  I could never and would never act on it, of course, even if some magic day I inherited his confidence.  Because he saw me, I was sure, as if I was family...  as his shy, maybe slightly pitiable younger sister.  And I would be mortified to ever have him or anyone suspect my feelings.  So I kept them to myself, and the boy my parents raised to adulthood would never know that he stepped naked through my fantasies on the regular.

There was only one other boy in my life that I thought of like that, and though I saw him considerably more frequently, he wasn’t my usual go-to when it came time to stuff a hand down my panties in the middle of the night.  That honour usually went to Rob, but once in a while, to mix things up, or if I’d seen him that day and the notion had entered my head, however fleetingly, I’d think about Daryl.  Daryl and I were the same age, and he was, I suppose, my best friend, mainly by virtue of the fact that he was one of the few at school who would give me the time of day.  It wasn’t that I was unpopular, per se - I think people liked me well enough.  It was more that I was chronically shy, that the idea of going out of my way to attend one party or another left me with burning cramps of anxiety in my stomach.  Daryl was shy, too, was an innocent like me, I was sure, and he didn’t give me cramps.  He was easy to talk to, and while he wasn’t a GQ model, like Rob could have been, he was easy enough on the eyes.  A little frail, not into sports, but with a kind face and a gentle smile.  Daryl didn’t know it, but yes, every once in a while, in the privacy of my thoughts and in the privacy of my bedroom, his pants would come off, and we would do one nasty thing or another to each other.  But only in my thoughts.  Masturbation had been my only sexual relief yet in life, and the way things were headed, that seemed likely to stay in the realm of fact for at least the next couple of decades.  Or so I thought then.

Christmas time was almost upon us, and it was likely to be a weird one.  My grandmother on my father’s side wasn’t doing well, had gone into hospital about a week before, and was, as I understood it, headed for hospice.  I didn’t know her all that well - my father’s side of the family has always kept themselves at arm’s length - but it was a difficult time for my parents, and I knew it was going to be a more sombre Christmas than usual.  That didn’t stop the overwhelming effusiveness thrown at Rob when he arrived home for the holidays, of course.  As I said, he was a beacon of optimism for anyone that encountered him, and that included my parents.  They didn’t openly play favourites, but Rob was everyone’s favourite, even mine.  So...

“God, it’s good to see you!  You look great, you look great!” my father gushed, helping him into the house, and taking his luggage.  “How’s school?”

“Ah, you know, not bad,” Rob answered.  “One semester left before I have to decide on my master’s, but I’m leaning toward yes.”

“Good, that’s good,” my Dad said.  “And how’s Casey?”

“Great!” Rob insisted.  “She’ll be along day after tomorrow to join us.  I mean, as long as that’s still okay?”

“Yes, of course, it’s okay,” Mom said, going in for a hug.  “We’re just glad you’re home.”

When she cleared aside I went in for a hug of my own.  I noted his cologne as I did so, all sandalwood and moss.  It smelled rugged, and that suited him fine.  Even through his winter coat I could feel how firm and toned his torso still was.  He was GQ material, but he was old-school Marlboro material too.  Studying psychology, but built like a cowboy.  And...  my hug went on a little too long, I’d gotten lost in the brief image of Rob on horseback, and I pulled back, gave him an embarrassed smile, let him carry on his conversation with my folks.

“How’s Grandma?” Rob asked next.  She wasn’t his grandmother, but he was near enough to family that he addressed everyone as if they were.  He sometimes even called my parents Mom and Dad, though I think they knew it bothered me, and they’d sometimes go out of their way to differentiate. 

“My mother’s not doing well,” Dad confessed.  “So...  Tammy and me’ll be around Christmas day, barring any truly unfortunate timing, but we may be out a lot otherwise.  Sorry about that.”

“No, God, no,” Rob said.  “Don’t apologize.  I totally get it.”

“You can come by and visit some time while you’re down.  She’d like that.”

And I’m sure she would.  Like I said, Rob was everyone’s favourite.  Even on the side of the family that seldom spoke to us.

“I will,” he promised.

“And you’ll have your sister for company till Casey gets here,” Mom added.

“I’m not his sister,” I said, though no one acknowledged it.  It felt important for me to keep that clear.  Otherwise I’d feel even guiltier than I did about my private thoughts.

“You guys aren’t headed out tonight, are you?” Rob checked in.

“No, no,” Dad said.  “We’re in tonight.  But we’ll be out all day tomorrow.  There’s plenty in the fridge, for breakfast, lunch and dinner.  Just ask your sis-”  He caught my look, amended, “Just ask Sara.”

“Not his sister,” I muttered again, but I’m not sure anyone even heard me that time.


Chapter Two  

I slept late the next day.  School was already on break, for me as well as Rob, and by the time I got up, my parents had left.  Rob was making pancakes and bacon - it was the scent of these that drew me from my bed.  He was dressed in a pair of blue jeans and a gray T-shirt.  His feet were bare.

“Hey, kiddo,” he said to me, as I stepped groggily into the kitchen. 

“Don’t call me that.”

“Sorry.  Old habits.  Good morning, Sara.”

“Good morning, Rob.  You make enough for both of us?”

“Of course.  I’m not a dick.”

He forked a few pancakes onto a plate for me, and grabbed me a few slices of bacon, too.  I went to the kitchen table to eat them in the high morning sunlight.  As I did he asked me how things were going here at home.  I went over the deal with my Grandma again, that Dad was really feeling it.  But he wanted to know about me, how I was doing.  So I didn’t skimp on that.  School was fine, but I spent a lot of time alone.  Of course, there was Daryl, but he was really the only guy I spent time with.

“Daryl your boyfriend?” he asked.

“No!” I scoffed.

“You want him to be?”

I hesitated before answering in the negative again.  Honestly, at this point, I would have settled for anyone.  But neither Daryl nor myself had ever voiced a romantic interest in the other, so really, that was as off the table as a fling with Rob...  though I didn’t voice that last part.

“How about you and Casey?” I asked.

“We’re good!  You’ll get to see for yourself tomorrow.”

“And school?”

“Um...”

And was that a hesitation?  If so, it was the first he had ever voiced.  Everything was always great with him.  Everything from every aspect of his life was great.  He was just blessed.  But an “um” when it comes to school work?

He saw the surprise on my face, laughed it off.  “It’s nothing,” he assured me.  “There’s one class.  One practicum upcoming that...  well, it’s not going great for me.  But everything else is fine.”

“What practicum?”

“Uh, it’s hypnosis, actually.”

I nearly choked on my breakfast.  “Hypnosis?  Seriously?  That’s a real thing?”

“What do you mean?  Of course, it’s a real thing.”

“No, but I mean, like a school work thing?  Like, you have to hypnotize somebody for school?  Like, you ask somebody where they’re off to, and they’re like, ‘math class’, and they ask you, and you say ‘hypnotism class’? ”

“Firstly, nobody has ‘math class’ in university.  It would be more specialized.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know, I’m not a mathematician.  And for me, if I was being formal, I’d say, ‘I’m off to Psychophysiological Studies of Trance and Suggestion class.  And yes, for a practicum, I have to successfully hypnotize someone.  It’s a pre-req if I want to pursue my Master’s in Clinical Health Psychology.”

“That’s fucked up,” I told him and he shrugged.  “So, what, you can’t do it?  Can’t hypnotize?”

“I’ve not been successful so far,” he said.

Yeah, I’d bet.  It’s probably hard to relax enough to trance out when you’re staring into his baby blues.  But I didn’t say that, instead asking, “Who’ve you tried it on?”

“A few students in class.  Casey outside of class.”

“And your success rate?”

Another shrug.

“That good, huh?”

“I have the theory down,” he assured me.  “I understand that, no problem.  But practically speaking, I’m batting zero.”

Wow.  A red letter day, folks.  Mark it in your calendar.  Rob fails at something.  I know it’s a dick thing to feel, especially toward the guy who made me breakfast, but there was something gleeful about this news for me.  I had always been, would always be, second to this guy.  But he was failing hypnosis school.  That’s something.  “You want to practice on me?” I asked, before I could check myself.  I don’t know why I did and he seemed surprised by the offer.

“Seriously?”

I shrugged.  “Sure.”  What the hell, it would be good for a laugh.  Maybe I’d even string him along, make him think he was succeeding, then break his heart.  Huh...  Maybe this is why I had so few friends.

“Uh...  yeah.  If you’re offering, I could use the practice.”

“Lemme shower and brush the pancake out of my teeth first.  If you’re going to make me cluck like a chicken, I wanna be clean when I do it.”

“I won’t make you cluck like a chicken,” he promised. 

“You say that now.  But how will I even know after?” I teased. 

I brushed my teeth, then hopped in the shower.  Full disclosure:  I masturbated while in there.  Like I said, it’s the only avenue I had ever had to sexual relief, and I was alone in the house with the most gorgeous male I’d ever met.  I was going to be horny from now until he left again, with, more than likely, a few days residual hangover afterward.  I fantasized while I did it about maybe going through his things, finding his books on hypnosis, convincing him to let me practice on him.  Then making him do all the dirty things I’d dreamed about while growing up with him.  It was an insane scenario, of course, but it did the trick.  I kept myself fairly quiet while I came.  I’m certain he didn’t hear me downstairs.

I had been dressed in flannel pajamas when I’d gotten up.  I thought about throwing on a housecoat now.  It would be comfy, and it was going to be a comfy hang around the house all day kinda day.  Plus, I was feeling more relaxed than normal after my hot water orgasm.  But he may have been almost-family, but he was also my secret crush, and I would have felt too embarrassed hanging out in something so...  bedroomy.  So I settled for a white T-shirt and yoga pants.  Then I went downstairs to see if he was ready for his trial run.

He had closed the drapes in the living room, dimmed the lights.  The furnace was going, holding December at bay, and the room was warm and womb-like.  “You still up for this?” he asked as I entered.

“I guess.  What do I have to do?”

“All you have to do is relax.  I’m the one who has to do all the work.” 

He seemed nervous and I mentioned it to him. 

“I don’t want to fail this class, Sara.  I’ve never failed before, and final year of school before applying for a master’s isn’t the best time to start.”

“I’m sure you’ll do fine,” I lied.  It wasn’t that I didn’t have faith in him.  I’d never known him to fail before, either.  But he’d already said he hadn’t had any luck so far, and I doubted he was going to succeed with me, the girl who was already getting aroused just by being alone with him in a darkened room, despite having recently tended to herself.  He didn’t provoke relaxation in me, let’s put it that way.  “Do I sit?”

“Yeah, on the recliner there, if that’s comfortable.”

I plopped myself into my Dad’s leather La-Z-Boy, reclined a little, feet not touching the ground even when the chair was fully upright, well off the ground now, and waited for further instruction.

I don’t know what I was expecting.  The silver watch, I suppose.  The ‘you are getting sleepy chant’.  But he had me focus on the far wall, on a little dot of light that was seeping through the closed blinds.  He had me stare at it, and his voice did take on a lulling, calming quality that I’d never heard him adopt before.  He had me close my eyes, and still visualize that dot of light, as if I could see it through my eyelids.  He counted backwards from three, not once but several times, interspersed it with instructions for me to relax, concentrating on various body parts, my hands, my feet, my jaw.  And I did feel more relaxed.  More at ease than I would have thought possible in his presence.  Frankly, I felt like I could do with a good nap.  And maybe if I’d been anyone else, or if he’d been anyone else, if my feelings for him hadn’t secretly been what they were, maybe it even would have worked.  But it didn’t quite.  When he droned about me now being at my deepest level of relaxation, where my mind was blank, my mind instead flashed to my fantasy in the shower, the idea that I might hypnotize him into doing the depraved and naughty things I’d always wanted him to do.  And that...  well, that wasn’t conducive to relaxation.  I played along, and when he asked if I was totally relaxed, I nodded, not even knowing if I was doing it to build his confidence or because I still intended to bluff him before pulling the rug out from under him.  That seemed a little cruel now that he had me this at ease, and I could see that he was earnest, that this was something he was legitimately doing to further his studies.

“You’re now in a state of total suggestibility, where your inhibitions have subsided, and you’ll be free to pursue any desire without fear of repercussion,” he said, and all I could think was how great it would be if that were the other way around.  But I guess it was, wasn’t it?  When he followed it with, “Sara, I want you to raise your right hand over your head,” I did it, slowly and with measured ease, to sell my trance-like state.  I felt a moment of misgiving - he hadn’t succeeded, after all, and all I was really doing was hurting his prospects of passing his class.  But I’d already done it, so, in for a penny, in for a pound. 

He hesitated for a moment after I did so, and I think he muttered under his breath, “Holy shit.”  Yeah, he was buying what I was selling.  I just wasn’t so sure I should be selling it.  “Lower that hand again,” he instructed, and I followed the order.

He walked me through several iterations of that, using the other arm, using both arms, having me let my hair down.  All mundane stuff.  No chicken clucking.  He asked me to stand, and I did so, though I was secretly comfortable enough that I would really rather not have.  He asked me to open my eyes, and I did that too, adopting a kind of far off stare.  I didn’t know if that was right...  I was basing my interpretation of hypnosis off all the bullshit I’d seen on TV over the years.  But he didn’t question it, so I guess I sold that too.

He was standing in my field of vision, and though I wasn’t focused on him, I could see him assessing me, frowning.  He tossed the relaxing voice aside for a moment, said in his regular voice, “Sara, are you fucking with me?”

I didn’t know how to respond to that.  I could have said ‘yes.’  Maybe I should have.  But I’d played along far enough now that I’d look like a total douche.  Should I say nothing?  Should I answer, ‘no’?  I didn’t even know how to respond in the character of someone hypnotized.  So  I said nothing.

He said, “Sara, if you are, just tell me now.  Seriously.”

Well, now I’d really be a douche.  So I just shut up and stared ahead.

“Fine, then,” he said, and I could tell by his tone of voice that he didn’t believe me.  I think he gave his next order to prove it.  He said, “Take off your shirt.”

I hesitated for only a fraction of a second, stunned by the request, and running through all my options in my head.  I could break character right now, confess, proving him right and me a jerk in the process.  Or I could play along.  I was certain he was only asking because he knew that if I wasn’t hypnotized, I’d surely balk.  Especially me, because I was such a sweet little innocent who had never removed her shirt in the presence of any boy.  There was something in that assumption that infuriated me.  I also felt angry at him for putting me on the spot, even though I was sure that he was sure I wouldn’t do it.  Well, fuck that.  He was the one making the inappropriate request of me.  All of that flashed through my mind in a fleeting second, and before he could even absorb the hesitation, I grabbed the hem of my shirt and pulled it over my head.  I had a bra on underneath, something he’d probably seen me in at some point over the years we’d lived together.  It wasn’t lacy, it wasn’t lingerie, it was an opaque white bra, not much different than a bathing suit, really.  I tried to keep that in mind as I stood straight before him, shirt clutched in my right hand, barely covered breasts on display to him.  Because if I started considering the reality - that the gorgeous guy I’d grown up with had just ordered me out of my shirt, and was now staring (yep, he was staring, I could see that much, even with eyes unfocused) at my tits, I’d pretty certainly give myself away.

“Holy shit,” he muttered again.  Then, “Sara?”

I thought maybe I should answer him this time.  “Yes?”

“Are you still relaxed?  Still in a state of suggestibility?”

“Yes,” I lied. 

“Really?”

That one sounded like it was more to himself than to me.  That one sounded incredulous.  I let it slide by unanswered.

He was eyeing me again, surely disbelieving.  He said, “I’m going to ask you to do something.  Something you would never do in front of me.  So if you’re faking this, if you’re not in a state of suggestibility, don’t do it.  Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I said.

He sounded nervous in a way I’d never heard before when he said, “Pull down your pants.”

Whoa.  The shirt was one thing.  The pants?  He was pushing this way further than I would have thought he would.  I believed he was still doing it as a test, certain I’d tell him to fuck off if I was just messing with him.  I don’t think he was perving on the girl my folks still sometimes unconsciously labelled his sister.  Well, not entirely, anyway.  Not yet.  So I drew myself an invisible line in the sand.  I’d follow through with this request, just to ‘prove’ I was under his trance.  But if he pushed this one step further we’d be well out of the ‘I was just testing’ range.  Any further, and he’d be taking advantage.  And then I’d tell him to fuck off.  Once again, the hesitation didn’t register.  I hooked my thumbs into my waistband, and pushed my yoga pants straight down.  I then stood straight again before him, shirt bunched in one hand, waistband down at my knees, cotton bra and panties open to his view.

His jaw dropped.  I saw him run a hand impulsively through his hair, his eyes roaming up and down my body.  That was when I felt the first real hint of arousal.  This wasn’t the scenario I had envisioned, the one where I got to strip him of his clothing and use his body in all the nasty ways I could dream up.  But even in that scenario I ended up naked, and here I was, half-way there before him.  More to the point, he bought it now.  All of it.  That I was completely under his spell.  Anything he asked me to do, no matter how perverse, I could do it and get away with it.  I could do it under the guise of still being totally innocent - after all, I wouldn’t be the one doing those things...  not willingly anyway.  His hypnosis was a potential back door to me getting what I wanted, and I suddenly wasn’t sure how I’d react if he asked me to go further.  I was nervous, I was terrified, I was a little angry...  and I was turned on.  I’m sure my nipples stiffened under his gaze.  Even if things ended here, he’d just seeded a million masturbatory fantasies to come.

He stepped around me, devouring my semi-exposed body with his eyes.  I let that sink in.  Rob was checking me out.  He wasn’t issuing orders.  He wasn’t testing my fugue state.  He was scoping my body, my naked thighs, the space between my legs, barely covered in cotton, my flat naked stomach, my tits with the nipples jutting behind the bra.  My back and my ass, as he stepped around me to the side of the recliner and said nothing for at least ten seconds.  Then he muttered, “What the fuck am I doing?” and stepped quickly back to stand in front of me.

“Sara, pull your pants up,” he commanded.  “Put on your shirt.”

I hesitated again, this time, I realized, with disappointment.  What the fuck?  I had actually been hoping he’d command me to do something more?  I think I wanted him to strip me naked, even if he thought I was under his command and couldn’t resist.  Actually, all the more so if he thought that, because then he would be revealing his true self.  His true desires.  And it would mean he thought of me, at least in this instant, the way I thought of him.  But he didn’t go there, it had all been a test after all, and he was probably just overwhelmed by the fact that he’d succeeded.  I put my clothes back on, stifling any emotion, keeping my face blank.

“Sit down,” he told me, and I did.  “When you wake up,” he went on to say, “You will remember none of this.  All you’ll remember is sitting in the chair and relaxing.  What will you remember on waking, Sara?”

“Sitting in the chair and relaxing,” I told him, but oh Rob, I would remember so much more than that. 

“Good,” he said.  He hesitated again, debating something.  He hadn’t told me to close my eyes, he’d forgotten that little detail, and out of the corner of them I could see his struggle.  It went on for a good twenty seconds.  And I was stunned by what he tacked on: “If ever I say to you the phrase, ‘Eating pineapples in winter is weird’, you will immediately enter a state of total relaxation and suggestibility.  What is the phrase, Sara?”

“Eating pineapples in winter is weird,” I said, thinking all the while that the phrase he had chosen was weird.  But then, I suppose he needed something obscure, something neither he nor others were likely to say in casual conversation.

“And what will happen if I say that?” he asked.

“I’ll relax and be open to any suggestion.”

“Good,” he said again.

I couldn’t believe it.  Flawless Rob, endlessly brave and endlessly good, had chickened out of taking sexual advantage of me...  but he’d left the back door open for his future usage, sexual or otherwise.  Of course, he didn’t know that I knew that.  Which meant, he wasn’t the one really in control.  Any order he gave, if I truly found it objectionable?  I could ‘wake up’ and refuse.  And if it was something I secretly wanted?  Something extrapolating on what he’d gotten me to do so far?  Well, I could follow through as far as I wanted, all the while remaining both good and virtuous, and all the while knowing just how much of a pervert he was.  Although, that was all a big if.  I didn’t know what he’d use the command for.  I didn’t know if he’d ever use the command at all.

He stepped back from me, told me that he was going to count backward from three, and when he hit zero I would awaken feeling refreshed and relaxed and reiterating again that I would remember none of this.  He remembered my eyes at the last second, told me to close them, then counted down.  When he reached zero I stirred and let my eyes open.  I smiled at him.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

“Good,” I said.  Then, “Did it work?  Did you hypnotize me?”

“I-” he started, then shrugged.  “I don’t know.”

I did.


Chapter Three

It had been almost eleven by the time I’d gotten up, and the early afternoon passed strangely.  Lunch was postponed by my early rise, but more than that, I was alone with a guy who thought he had a kill switch on my free will, and I had no idea if he’d use it or not.  As the hours ticked by, I became less and less sure I wanted him to.  In fantasy, the concept was great, but the reality?  How would I think of him going forward, if he used that option on me?  I’d know it wasn’t true, of course - he had no power over me, so if he asked me to do anything sexual and I followed through, the truth is he would have a consenting partner.  But he wouldn’t know that, which meant if he did it, even though I’d get what I wanted, I’d lose a whole lot of respect for him.  Then again, he had always been held in too high esteem by the world at large, and having this secret knowledge of his very human flaw would be...  relief, actually.  It would be relief to know I didn’t live in the shadow of authentic perfection.  Yeah, I didn’t know what I wanted to happen.

My folks called once to check in on us, and to let us know that they were still at the hospital, that they’d be there till well after dinner.  Casey called later on, too, and I sat on the stairs and eavesdropped on the conversation between Rob and her, especially as it turned to the subject of his attempted hypnosis of me.

“Yeah, I tried with Sara...  No, I don’t know.  Maybe?  I mean, it seemed like it worked, I was just...  I dunno, maybe I’m afraid to get my hopes up.  I don’t know that it would be such a good idea to try again.  I just...  it’s weird being outside a clinical setting.  And...”  He sighed.  “No, never mind.  Nothing.  When are you in tomorrow?”

That was the sum of the conversation as pertained to me.  I was most curious about the “and...  no, never mind” bit.  What had gone through his head to start that train of thought going, and what had he decided not to share with his girlfriend?  I’ve already gone over my simultaneous ambitions and fears around him speaking the magic phrase that would, allegedly, bend me to his will.  But these phone calls had also reminded me that I was on something of a time limit.  If I did want him to take advantage of me, he had to do it before my folks got home tonight, and before his girlfriend got into town tomorrow.  The clock was ticking on what might be a literal once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to realize my sexual fantasies with him.  Maybe I could help it happen?

I went back up to my bedroom and rooted through my underwear drawer.  I was tempted to throw on something a little more sexy than simple white cotton...  but then, if he did get my clothes off again, it would beg the question as to why I had changed, when I’d already donned these clean underwear after my shower.  It might well tip my hand that I remembered what he had done...  and that I wanted him to do more.  No, if I wanted to entice him without revealing myself, and while still maintaining my perfect innocence, it would have to be something I wore outwardly.  I didn’t own any real lingerie, anyway, and it would have only lead to the same problems if I did.  I finally settled on the housecoat.  It was white, soft and plush, something my Dad had purchased for me from a luxury hotel he’d visited.  There was something simultaneously sexy and wholesome about it.  The white made me look angelic.  The softness and ease of parting at the front invited touch and exploration.  And it would make sense for me to wear it about the house...  yes, it was my best bet.

I went downstairs wrapped in white, curled up on the recliner with a romance novel, hoping the bawdy cover might get his imagination going, or at least remind him that I had a side that could appreciate love and lust.  And I pretended to lose myself in it, even as I watched him from the corner of my eye.  He was sitting in the kitchen with an open textbook in front of him, but he did keep glancing my way.  He’d noticed me, noticed what I was wearing, I thought.  Eventually he picked up his textbook and joined me in the living room, sitting on the couch opposite me.  And still his eyes rose and fell, rose and fell.  Glancing at me, not wanting to be caught doing so.

I decided to take advantage of the situation, give him something worth holding his attention.  I shifted in my seat in a way that allowed the housecoat to slip open below my waist.  It didn’t reveal much, and I couldn’t make it reveal more without drawing attention to my intent to do so, but he’d be able to see my shadowed panties, now, from where he was sitting.  A reminder of what was his for the taking, if he wanted it.

He surprised me with the question he suddenly spouted, though:  “So, you and this Daryl guy...  you’re not together?”

I looked up, shrugged.  “No.”

“So...  are you a virgin?”

Wow.  That one shocked me, coming out of left field.  I responded on instinct, the way I would if any of my peers asked me that question, by scoffing and lying.  “Pffft!  No!”

“So, if not Daryl, then who?”

“That’s none of your business.”

“Does Dad know?”

“My Dad, you mean?  I have no idea!” I answered forcefully.  “It’s none of his business, either.”

“No, I guess it’s not,” Rob agreed.  Then, after a moment’s consideration, “Did you use protection?”

I sighed, exasperated.  What was with this line of questioning?  “None - of - your - business,” I emphasized.

He frowned, debated.  I could see it visibly.  He finally set his jaw and asked, “Do we have any fruit?”

“Check in the fridge.”

“Do we have any pineapple?”

Oh.  Oh, he had my attention.  I tried not to show it.  “I doubt it,” I told him.  “Check.”

“Nah,” he shrugged.  Then, “Eating pineapples in winter is weird.”

I froze, a million things flashing through my mind.  I tried to adopt a calm mien, and wondered if I should drop the book or if that would be over-selling it.  I wondered why he had bothered with the whole preamble and charade of asking me about the contents of our fridge, realized it was probably in case it didn’t work, so I wouldn’t be baffled by his spouting this weird non sequitur.  I wondered why he had probed me about my virginity, and about what protection I used during sex.  Maybe that was just protective big brother type bullshit?  Maybe he found the thought of me as virginal exciting?  Maybe he wanted to know if I was on the pill or using a diaphragm in case he wanted to have sex with me?  Or maybe it was just the avenue he needed to feel okay about hypnotizing me again, you know, so he could tell himself that he would only be doing it to make sure I was practicing safe sex, that he was hypnotizing me for my own good.  Fuck, maybe I should have been the psych major.

He was staring at me, seemingly afraid to move.  I’d never seen him like this, nervous and hesitant.  It wasn’t precisely sexy, but I did like knowing that even he could be unnerved.  He finally asked, quietly, “Sara?”

“Yes?” I said, my voice calm, almost dreamy.

“How are you feeling?”

“Relaxed.”

He mulled that, probably still needing more to convince himself I was really under.  He said, “Put down the book so we can talk.”

I put it on the coffee table beside me.

“I want you to be completely honest with me,” he said.

“Okay.”

“Do you use protection when you have sex?”

Yeah.  There we go.  That was for his own personal sense of right and wrong.  Just needed to make sure I was safe, and therefore he could hypnotize me guilt-free for my own protection.  I debated only a moment on how to answer, decided the truth would really sell that I was hypnotized.  So I contradicted my earlier ‘lucid’ statement and told him, “I’ve never had sex.”

His eyebrows rose.  “You’re a virgin?” he checked.

“Yes.”  If he had any doubts that I was under, I was pretty sure I had just abated them.

“Do you think about sex?”

“Yes,” I said.  I mean, who didn’t?

“And...  how do you deal with those sexual urges?”

Oh.  Oh, this is where he was going.  The psychological equivalent of reading my diary.  Accessing all my secrets.  Of course, I could lie.  But if he caught me in a lie, the gig would be up.  So I decided to pretend I didn’t understand the question.  I think I frowned a little, unintentionally, but I said nothing.

But his follow-up left no room for misunderstanding.  It was to the point.  “Do you masturbate?”

I wasn’t quite focused on him, couldn’t be sure, but it seemed to me his breath had picked up.  My heart rate had, especially at that last question, and I struggled to not let it show in my own breathing.  I had only two options here:  lie or tell the truth.  But was this really something to lie about?  I wasn’t a psych major, but even I knew that almost everybody did that.  And telling him the truth might even turn him on.  Fuck, telling him the truth might even turn me on.  Confession is good for the soul, but apparently it’s good for the loins too.  “Yes,” I admitted.

“When was the last time?”

Okay, now he was perving on me.  The thing is...  he didn’t know I liked it.  “In the shower today.”

“What did you think about?”

Here I hesitated.  The one advantage I had over him is that I knew things he didn’t - chiefly, that I was fully conscious.  What had I thought about in the shower?  I had thought about hypnotizing him and sucking his cock, then getting him to bend me over the sofa and fuck me till I screamed.  But I didn’t have to tell him that.  I could still come out the other side of this with my other chief secret intact.  He didn’t need to know that I lusted after him.  So I lied and said the first name that popped into my head:  “Daryl.”

“Daryl?  Daryl doing what?”

“Fucking me.”  Let’s keep it simple.

“But he hasn’t, right?  No one has?”

“No one has,” I agreed.

A long hesitation, then:  “Do you wish someone would?”

Okay...  Deep breath.  “Yes.”

He nodded.  I saw that much.  And I saw his mouth draw into a thin line as he, I’m now certain, fought to hold himself back from crossing a line.  But he lost that battle when he said, “Sara...  you’re finding it very warm in here.  Too warm for that housecoat.  When I suggest that you take it off, you’ll find nothing unusual in that request.  In fact, anything I ask of you you will find perfectly normal.  Nothing to object to.  Sara, it’s too hot.  Remove the housecoat.”

I couldn’t believe it.  Rob thought I was unconscious, thought I would remember none of this later.  And he was using this great power for what?  To improve me in some way?  To practice for his psychology class?  Nope.  To get me to take off my clothes.  He wanted to see me naked.  I tugged at the bow of my tied waist belt and dug my thumbs in to draw the two ends of it apart.  I parted the front of the robe, thrilling as my bra and panties returned to his view.  I then shrugged out of the robe completely. 

“Wow,” I heard him mutter.  “Stand up, Sara.”

I got to my feet, standing unguarded, hands down at my sides before him.  He stood too, approached me.  I could see his eyes travelling my body, could definitely tell that his breathing had picked up.  Hell, I could hear that.  A kind of shuddery, overwhelmed hiss on each intake and outlet of breath.  He was doing something beyond naughty, something downright wrong.  He knew it.  And he intended to continue.  Mister Perfect, ladies and gentlemen.  Well, I guess nobody’s perfect.  And thank God, really.

He stepped around me again, as he’d done earlier, taking in my near naked body from all angles.  He finished up in front of me again.  Directly in front, which meant I could see him clearly.  He was trembling.  I wasn’t, and that surprised me.  I was burning - a strange and literal heat, not just in my loins but down in my belly, like the manifestation of my desires had lit some flame inside me.  But I wasn’t trembling.  He was.  Maybe because, of the two of us, I was the one who knew I really was in control and safe.  He was the one who thought he was doing something wrong, with the risk of severe repercussions if he was caught.

He said, “It’s still really warm in here.  Too warm.  Don’t you find it too warm, Sara?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Maybe you should take off your bra, to cool down.”

I swallowed, tried to mask it.  This was really happening.  I still wasn’t trembling, but my breath was coming fast, and I had no idea if that would give away my reality as unhypnotized.  Still, we were careening fast for a destination I had fantasized about since pretty much the start of puberty.  Let’s go.  I reached behind myself, unhooked my bra, trying to keep my face neutral.  I drew the strap down one shoulder and arm, holding the bra in place, waiting till I had both sides off me to drop it, giving him the first view of my naked breasts he had likely ever had.  My nipples were hard enough to cut glass, and we both knew that wasn’t a temperature thing - after all, it was so hot in here I had to disrobe, right?  But the sight of them drew just a sharp gasp from him and no questions.  His mouth had dropped open and he was staring at my tits as if he were the one who were hypnotized.  I couldn’t drop my gaze to see if he was yet sporting an erection, but I’d have placed any bet on it that he was.

He shook off his reverie, walked behind me again.  I felt one of his hands trail lightly down my naked back, couldn’t hold back a shiver.  If that was in any way out of character, he didn’t remark on it, and I figured that even the hypnotized could feel pleasure.  His breath came from near to my ear when he whispered, “Are you still too hot, Sara?”

I knew what he wanted.  So, “Yes.”

“Maybe you should take off your panties, too.”

Now I think I started to tremble.  Not fear.  His voice at my ear following on the heels of his gentle touch had raised goose flesh across my body.  And I was about to be completely naked in front of the guy I’d grown up with.  At his order.  I thought that if I thought about it too much I might give myself away, so I just pushed those panties straight down, stepped out of them when they settled about my ankles. 

Another gasp came from behind me, followed by a whisper that may not have been meant for me:  “Oh, you have a cute ass, Sara.”

“Thank you,” I said, before I could stop myself, but again, he made no remark on my comment.  I’m pretty sure he was completely bought in to the fact that I was hypnotized, and apparently responding, at least to his verbal prompts and touch, was nothing that would dispel that notion in him.  That was good.  That meant I could just enjoy myself, without having to worry every two seconds that he was going to call my bluff.  That he was going to realize I was really a hornball and a pervert, who loved having him admire my naked body.  Because, fuck yes, I was loving this.  It wasn’t just my nipples that were engorged.  I could feel how lubricated I was, wouldn’t have been surprised if it was visible not just at my pussy but on my inner thighs.

He spoke from behind me again.  “If I touch you, if I touch your naked body, is there going to be anything unusual about that?”

“No,” I told him straight away.

“If I touch you in a sexual way, will that be unusual?”

“No, it’s perfectly natural,” I said.

“That’s right.  It’s perfectly natural.  You can enjoy it.  It can feel good.  But it won’t be unusual or cause for alarm.  It’s just a nice thing for me to do.”

“Very nice,” I agreed.

And I felt his hands on me again, at my lower back, trailing down in that same light touch to slip across my ass, middle finger touring the crack that separated my cheeks.  I wouldn’t have minded him spending more time at that, but he abandoned it almost immediately stepped in front of me, eyes dropping straight to my pussy.  He even crouched in front of me, his face mere inches from my vagina.  And, oh, how I wanted to break out of character then, to just grab the back of his head and thrust his face in between my legs.  I could feel his breath stirring through my pubic hair, and he had to be getting a faceful of my scent, so close was he, and so wet was I.  But he didn’t touch me again just yet, despite what he had just said.  He just examined me up close, even bending further to look up between my legs, to eyeball my slit.  I hadn’t shaved in the shower that morning, hadn’t anticipated things really going this far, but now I wished I had.  I wasn’t precisely unkempt - I groomed myself every couple of weeks even though I expected no one but myself to see.  But I was probably a week out from my last shave, and there was light stubble to either side of my pubis, and a curl of dark hair tufting above my pussy.  My slit itself would have been very visible.  Swollen and probably slightly reddened by now.  Definitely slicked with juice.

“You have a lovely little pussy, Sara,” he said from his crouched position.

I thanked him and he stood straight again.

“Your whole body is lovely.  You’ve grown into a beautiful young lady.”

“Thanks,” I said again.

“Do you find me attractive?”

Oh, for fuck’s sake.  Everyone finds you attractive, I could have screamed at him.  But again, I had this one little sliver of power over him.  He thought he was controlling me, but I was just playing along, and I actually did have control over his perception of reality.  I wanted him to use me, I wanted him pick me up and make me his fuck doll.  But I wanted afterward for things to go back to something approaching normal, and I wanted to retain my innocence.  So I lied.  “No, you’re practically my brother.”

“But I’m not your brother,” he corrected me instantly, and I almost laughed at that.  That was pretty much my line.  “You don’t think I’m handsome?”  He sounded hurt, and fairly baffled.  But fuck him, I was keeping this power.

“No.”

“Huh.”  I was willing to bet it was the first time he had ever even considered that possibility.  “But...  there’s still nothing unusual about me touching you sexually?”

“No,” I assured him, and then I fed his words back to him:  “I would enjoy it.  It would feel good.”  There we go.  Red carpet rolled out, and I remained an innocent, completely under his control.  So fucking go for it, Rob.

“Have you ever been touched that way?”

“No.”

“Has anyone ever played with your tits?”

“No.”

“Sucked them?”

“No.”

And just like that he made his move.  I felt his tongue touch down on my left nipple at the same time as his left hand found my right breast.  I inhaled sharply and swayed on my feet, but all that was fine.  We’d laid the groundwork for enjoyment as part of the hypnotic process.  So I could just stand here, let him have his way with me, and love every second of it.

I hadn’t been lying about never having been so much as touched.  I’d kissed a boy, once, during a game of spin the bottle, but that had been prematurely aborted by the sudden arrival of the party host’s parents.  We were skipping over all that, skipping over dating, going straight to his lips locked on my boob, fully encircling the areola.  His tongue swirled over me, and I had never felt anything like it.  My eyes were half-lidded, not because I was faking a trance state but because dear Jesus and fuck, how had I gotten this far in life not knowing how amazing this could feel?  He was pinching my right nipple between one finger and thumb, and it hurt, just a little, but the pleasure won out as he pulled and squeezed at it.  Then he switched hand and mouth, trading breasts, and the left one got the pleasure/pain treatment while the right surrendered to his tongue.  I groaned.  I heard myself.  He must have too, though he didn’t acknowledge it.

He finished up, stepped back to admire the way he’d made my tits glisten.  Then he asked, “Have you ever seen a naked man before?”

“Only in pictures.”

“I’m going to get naked,” he said, and I could have passed out right then and there.  “But you’re not going to remember it later.  You won’t remember any of this.  But it’s all natural, and all normal, and you can enjoy it as much as you want.”

I said nothing.

He pulled his T-shirt off, and though I didn’t dare focus, I could see how crazily well defined his torso was.  I knew about the running and I knew about the hockey, but I was betting he did some weight lifting to supplement both.  Then he was moving on to his belt, unbuckling, pushing his jeans down, stepping out of them.  He thrust his underwear down, too, and while he was bent I allowed myself one quick glance at the object of so many of my fantasies.  It was even more glorious than I had imagined, fully erect and easily six inches long.  His surrounding pubic hair was dark, and while I only got a quick glimpse, I could see his tight scrotum packed up beneath.  Then he was standing straight again, not just his penis but his whole body, and I snapped my eyes forward.

He stepped up tight on my left side.  I felt that hard and hot cock against the side of my abdomen, even fancied I could feel the subtle pulse of his heartbeat in it.  It took every ounce of my will to keep from turning my gaze back down to it, fondling it, dropping to my knees and sucking it like I had fantasized in the shower earlier.  He whispered in my ear (and I shivered at the brush of his breath), “Enjoy it as much as you want.”  Then he leaned to the side and fit his lips back over my left breast.  At the same time, his left hand brushed through my pubic hair, one finger finding my clit.  My knees nearly unbuckled at his touch, but he would have caught me, because his right hand had simultaneously run down my back, his fingers exploring my ass again, the central one feeding between my cheeks to touch on my asshole.  He explored me from these three separate attack points, clitoris, breast and asshole and I simply stood, staring ahead, jaw fully dropped, every exhalation louder than the last, gaining voice now so that I almost sounded like one of the geese that would have flown over our home a couple months back, heading south for the winter.  My orgasm grew, I could feel it coming the way you might see the glimmer of dawn on the horizon, but he suddenly switched things up, abandoning my clit, feeding that finger inside of me, hooking it so that the pad of the finger found my G-spot just inside my cunt.  At the same time, that finger behind me penetrated me, feeding into my asshole which clutched and sucked greedily at his knuckle like a hungry little mouth.  Now my orgasm wasn’t coming on like dawn, it was coming like a fucking freight train, going to bowl me over full force.  My honking gasps became full on barks, and while I still kept my eyes forward, still tried to keep the ruse going, my hands unconsciously slipped to his shoulders for support.  He was thrusting and lifting with his strong hands, literally bringing me to toe point with the force of his penetration.  There was no pain, though, only hard, manhandled pleasure, his tongue still swirling at my nipple.  And then the orgasm wasn’t coming, it was here.  I threw my head back, letting one long, grating “Ooooooooh” fly at the ceiling.  My legs clenched, I heard my knees pop, and I was fully extended, toes maximally flexed, hands braced on his shoulders for support, cumming around his fingers (I could feel both pleasure points pulsing and grabbing like they could swallow him and keep him inside forever), pelvis shaking like that of Elvis on a good day.  As the climax crested, my neck swung the other way, face turning downward now, forcing my eyes open so I could look at his fabulous cock, laid across my waist like a strapped dagger.  As my voice trailed off, the orgasm washing back out, he gently lowered me, easing the pressure in his fingers, finally slipping both out from inside me, releasing my breast from his mouth.  He stepped back to admire me, my face, I’m sure, fully flushed, swaying on my feet.  I didn’t look back at him, though.  Oh, no.  I didn’t do that.  But I could see he was smiling, a self-satisfied little grin.

He asked, needlessly, “Did you cum?”

“Yes.”  No point dodging that one.

“Is that the first time anyone’s ever made you cum?”

“Anyone but me.”

“Right, anyone but you.”  Even from the corner of my eye I could see a sly look steal over his face.  He asked, “Could you cum again?”

“Yes.”  Frankly, with his body to work off, I felt like I could cum straight till my folks got home.

“Good.  That was fun.  But maybe we should get you cleaned up.”

I could feel the dampness of my pussy running down my inside thighs.  I didn’t feel like cleaning up, I felt like adding to it, but whatever, Rob.  This is your show.

“Take your clothes with you, and go upstairs and get in the shower.  Wash yourself off.”

Dammit!  Was that it?  Were we done?  We have hours, Rob, take me, use me, fuck me!

“When I join you,” he said, “it’ll be perfectly normal.  You won’t question it.”

Oh.  Alright, then.  I took my robe and my bra and panties and trotted upstairs.

I’d only been in the shower a couple of minutes when I heard the bathroom door open.  The water was warm, the room already starting to fill with steam.  I had lathered my hair with shampoo to give him the full picture of Sara in the shower on any given day of the week.  I had fantasized more than once about him joining me here, and every one of those fantasies began with a normal shower that he decided to invade uninvited. 

He stepped in at the back, left leg, then hard and elongated penis, then the rest of him.  I watched it happen before letting my gaze go more unfocused.  I had lost track of what he expected from me in that department. 

He must have seen the shift in gaze, maybe even scented the confusion, but it still wasn’t enough to dispel in him the belief that I was running on auto-pilot.  He told me, “You can see me.  It’s okay.  You can look at me.  There’s just nothing unusual about me being here, is there?”

“No,” I said, and I let my eyes tour his body once.  His pecs were rounded, his stomach flat with the outline of, if not a six pack, something approximating a four pack.  It was all covered in a fine and sparse layer of black hair.  His cock was needful, arrowing straight at me like a dog pointing out prey.  He kept his own pubic hair short, but not shaved.  His cock seemed to emerge from dark, manicured shrubbery between his legs.  And those legs were powerful, almost out of proportion to his upper body.  Yes, I’m sure he lifted weights, but his legs did that in supplement to everything else.  His thighs were divided into visibly distinct muscle groups.

All of this I saw in one quick drop of my eyes.  I would have loved to have stared at his penis the way he’d stared at my pussy, from about the same distance, too, but we’d established that his being here wasn’t unusual.  So I couldn’t allow it to be special, either.

He stood at the back of the shower, watching me wash my hair, watching as I rinsed it and the soap ran in twin rivers down over my breasts, lining the top of my pubic hair in white.  Unlike me, he was unabashed about taking in my body, his eyes everywhere but with mine.  From the corner of my gaze I even saw him take his dick in hand, give it a few slow tugs, and I thought you know I could do that for you.  I could use any fucking part of my body you wanted to do that for you.

He said, “You masturbated in here this morning.”

Not a question, but I acknowledged, “Yes.”  Once again, the dirtiness of that confession, the sharing of a secret I had never expected to share with anyone, let alone him, turned me on immensely.

“Do you always masturbate in the shower?”

“Not always.”

“Do you do it other places?”

“Sometimes.”

“Like where?”

“My bed, mostly.”

“How often?”

“Most days.  Not every day.  Sometimes more than once, if I’m really horny.”

“When you did it today, what did you use?”

“My fingers.”

He was still playing with himself, slowly stroking that cock, visualizing me pleasuring myself in the shower, I guessed.  And aroused by the dirty, secret knowledge he was acquiring, and which he thought I’d never know about.  Knowing what the knowledge was doing to him only left me wanting to share more.

“Do you ever use anything else?”

I smirked.  “Sometimes.”

His voice had slipped down into husky tones, hard to overhear over the spray of the water.  “Like what?”

“A hairbrush handle, sometimes.  And when Mom and Dad aren’t home, sometimes I lay down in the tub here and let the faucet run over my pussy.”
“And that makes you cum?”

“Hard,” I acknowledged.

“Really?”

I nodded, spun under the water to get all the shampoo off me, and to give him another good look at my ass.

He surprised me then by reaching past me (I felt his dick glance off one cheek of my ass as he did so), and depressing the plunger atop the faucet to transform the overhead shower stream into a gush from the lower faucet.  He pressed up tight against me, and now I could feel his cock spread across the breadth of the small of my back.  He reached around me with both hands to cup my breasts, bent in and kissed my neck.  The only thing holding me back from spinning in place, wrapping my arms around his neck, leaping up and impaling myself on his penis was the need to pretend this was all normal.

He whispered, “Show me what you do to yourself when your Mom and Dad are out.”

Oh, my God.  He didn’t just want me to confess to my masturbatory habits, he wanted to watch me do it.  And not just masturbation, but the filthiest version of it, the one I doubted I would even tell my future husband about.  He wanted to watch me lay down on my back and fuck the faucet.  Or let the water from the faucet fuck me.  I would have rather fucked him, but he was calling the shots, and there was something in this, the humiliation of it, the fact that he would leave here forever knowing this extremely private secret, knowing what I looked like, what I sounded like while I did, that brought that lusty burning feeling back to my stomach.  I felt very, very dirty.  And I liked it.

I braced myself on the edge of the tub, lowered myself to a seat.  He stepped back to give me room, then drew the bathtub curtain wide and stepped out of the tub altogether so that he could stand directly above me and look down on me while I did it.  I dragged my ass forward, leaning back on my elbows, shuffling till my butt was as far forward as it could go.  Normally I had to adjust the water temperature before reaching this point, but it was already all set, so once I was in place, I laid back in the tub and dragged myself with my palms the last few inches.  My legs were a spread vee on the wall of the tub.  The faucet was dropping its warm load randomly and forcefully directly onto my cunt.

“Does that feel good?” he asked.

“Yes.”

As usually happened, my ass was covering the drain, and the water was already beginning to pool in the tub.  It would swell around my ass, rise against my back and sides.  Depending on how long it took me to cum, my hair was sometimes floating free and wild about my head by the end.

“Do you think about Daryl when you do this?” Rob asked me.

The true answer would have been ‘rarely.’  But I grunted an affirmation now.

“Do you think about his cock?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever seen it?”

“No.”  That much was truth.

“Look up here.”

I shifted my gaze from the ceiling over to Rob.  His dick was in his hand and he was masturbating too, jerking it faster and faster.  From my vantage I could see his balls flopping forward with each tug.  The warm air had made his scrotum relax and hang free.  I could see his wrapped fingers, an inch or two of his cock’s shaft protruding from that fist.  I could see the underside of his cock head, where the pink helmet joined at a curved seam.  It looked a little like a cat’s nose from this vantage, and that almost made me giggle.

“Watch me,” he said, and I was grateful.  Because I’d been wanting a good long look at his dick all day, and I had more than once had the fantasy of watching him masturbate.  In those fantasies he didn’t know I was watching, of course, but really he didn’t know now either.  Because he thought I would forget all of this, and I never would.

He leaned forward, resting his palm against the inner wall of the shower, dropping all of his weight onto it.  I could see his face, now, too, looking down at me, his blue eyes shifting over my body, but mostly locking on my pussy, watching the way the water made my pubic hair shift and dance, the way it drummed down on my hard clit.  I could see his muscled torso.  And most of all I could see his fabulous cock.  His face belonged on the cover of GQ.  The rest of him belonged in Playgirl.  I could see everything any girl could ever need to help her cum.

The water was doing its magic, as it always did.  It was a constant force, but it fell in subtly random patterns, a little more pressure on one part of my pussy, striking with more force on another a tenth of a second later.  It was an unpredictable and wonderful lover.  My third orgasm of the day was building hard and fast, my stomach starting to clench and flex as it always did at this stage.  Rob saw it, his eyes squinting with lust, his hand tugging himself even faster.  He was going to make himself cum watching me let the faucet make me cum.  And from where he was standing, his cum was going to rain down on me like the shower itself.  It was that last thought that did it.  I hadn’t exactly been fighting the growing climax, but I had wanted this to last.  It wasn’t going to, though.  Here it came.  Here I came.  My body heaved upward, flexing at the waist, my hairless stomach showing almost as defined as his for a moment.  “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming,” I stuttered out, heedless of whether or not that was in character.

He grunted as soon as I said it, then his hips were thrusting forward, and I looked up in time to see his cock shoot its first stream of spunk, not down on me as I’d expected, but blasting it against the wall.  The second stream came with a little less force, though, enough to fall onto the left side of my stomach, running hot and wondrous around the curve of my side, angling for my back before meeting the pooling bath water.  Then there was more, down on my stomach, down on my tits, spattering me as randomly as the faucet was.  I heard my head thump and splash in the tub as my orgasm shook me.  My legs, still parted on the wall, drummed a little solo that was loud enough to draw Rob’s gaze.  He was watching me cum uncontrollably.  And I was watching and feeling him cum, taking his semen across my torso.

“Jesus Christ,” he gasped out as the last of his orgasm ran through him.  Mine was still trilling away, fading, but enjoying little mini-spikes each time a droplet of his cum struck me.  “Jesus Christ,” he said again, and he shifted his weight back onto his own two feet.  His dick was still in his hand, a long drool of semen stretching toward the side of the tub, but not quite giving way.  I wanted to sit up and lick him clean.  I didn’t.

“Oh my God,” he whispered.  “Oh, fuck.” 

The last of my orgasm left me, like the water that would go down the drain as soon as I pulled my ass back.  Now that I was done cumming, the water no longer felt as pleasant, so I did just that.  There was a sudden and hungry sucking sound as the water found its escape.

I was watching Rob, watching the reality of what had happened fade into his eyes.  He looked close to panic.  I didn’t want him to panic.  I wanted more.

“Are you okay, Sara?” he asked.

“Yes,” I droned. 

“Are you sure?”

“I enjoyed it,” I told him, to set his mind at ease.  It seemed to work.  Most of the fear left his eyes.

“Did you?  Did you cum?” he asked again, even though it had to be obvious that I had.  I had announced it, for Christ’s sake, totally without meaning to.

“Yes.”

“Hard?  On a scale from one to ten?”  That was Rob, ever the psychologist.

“Nine,” I said.  That seemed about accurate.

“Nine’s good,” he acknowledged.  He unrolled a bit of toilet paper, wiped the remaining cum from his cock.  Then he got a towel off the wall hook, started drying himself before dropping it to the floor to soak up the puddle he’d left by standing outside.

“You keep showering,” he told me afterward.  “Get everything off you.  Get clean.  But by the time you step out of the shower, you will have forgotten everything we did together.  Everything from the time I moved to the couch downstairs, till the time you finished your shower.  All you’ll remember is that you got cold, and you decided to take another shower to warm up.  Okay?  What will you remember?”

“I was cold,” I told him.  “I wanted to warm up.”

“Good.  You’ll be back to normal by the time you emerge, just without the memory of what we did.  You’ll no longer be suggestible.”  He started to head for the door, and I began to clamber back to my feet.  I watched his ass as he walked, wishing he would turn back around.  Wishing this wasn’t over.  I’d lived more of my fantasy than I had ever anticipated, but we hadn’t fucked.  I wanted to fuck.  He stopped at the door, though, one hand on the knob and turned his head back to me.  He said, “But any time I say ‘Eating pineapples in winter is weird’, what will happen?”

“I’ll relax,” I told him.  “And I’ll do anything you ask.”  It wasn’t precisely the way he’d phrased it, but what the fuck, it was true.  And it seemed to satisfy him.

He smiled at me and left.

When he was gone, I got the shower running again, turning my back to the spray.  I was careful to preserve the pattern of his cum on my torso, curious about it.  I ran my fingers through the mess, felt it between finger and thumb.  Sticky.  I brought it to my nose, smelled it.  It reminded me of the scent of chlorine in a freshly chlorinated pool.  I touched it to my tongue.  Salty. 

Rob didn’t need the phrase to get me to do anything he asked.  I was his for the taking.  But I liked the phrase.  I liked the illusion it graced me with.  I liked that when I emerged from this bathroom, even after I’d made myself cum a fourth time (because, yeah, the touch and taste of his sperm had just gotten me going again, and my fingers were running hard at my clit - I would be sore tonight), I would still be the virginal girl he’d grown up with, never before having seen her first cock.  Rob had no clue that I was the one in control.

After I came, I rinsed myself off, dried, then put back on my underwear and housecoat.  I took my novel and again went downstairs.  Rob was back at the kitchen table, studying.

“Where were you?” he asked.

“I was cold.  I took a shower.”  I laid down on the couch, feet pointed toward him.  I let my legs innocently spread.  I don’t know how much studying he got done, because every time I peeked up at him, he was looking once more at my pantie clad pussy.


Chapter Four

Casey arrived at ten the next morning, before my folks had even gotten out of the house.  They were almost as effusive in their greeting of her as they had been of Rob.  She was a very beautiful girl, brunette, like Rob, with long straight hair that tended to flow in disjointed streams, mostly straight down to the middle of her back, but often parting over her shoulders, curling past one breast or the other.  Her eyes were blue like Rob’s.  Hell, they looked like brother and sister.  Both were exemplars of the species.  She was athletic too, playing volleyball at their school.  She was taller than me, shorter than Rob.  I thought that if I looked like her, I wouldn’t have had any trouble getting a boyfriend.  She had surely had her pick growing up.  Just like Rob.

My folks went through the apologies again.  It wasn’t going to be a normal Christmas holiday because of my grandmother’s illness.  But Casey was gracious, asking if she could do anything to help.  When they assured her that she should just relax and enjoy herself while here, she said she that that would be easy to do in such a lovely home, although she did have to study for her own upcoming classes, and she had already agreed to help Rob.  They weren’t in the same program, though a lot of their classes overlapped, which is how they’d met.

With Casey in the house, I couldn’t very well lounge around in my housecoat again, so I put on jeans and a sweater.  I even felt a moment’s animosity toward her.  If not for her presence I had no doubt that Rob would have, at some point today, succumbed to what I had already begun thinking of as The Pineapple Express.  The most I could hope for now, likely, was listening through the wall to the two of them fucking again.  I had a naked visual of one half of their couple, now, so that would still be better than nothing.  But, oh Casey, if you had any idea what your boyfriend got up to while you were away...  and what I wished he’d get up to again.

She made us lunch, and I felt a little bit better about her.  She really was a very nice girl.  She just happened to be sleeping with my crush.  Sigh.

She spent the hour immediately after lunch studying at the kitchen table alongside Rob, and I spent it again in the recliner with my novel, though this time I really was reading.  Around one o’clock, she gave up on her own work, asked Rob how his prep for his practicum was coming along.

He shrugged.  “We’ll see.  I’m just not good at the whole hypnosis thing.”

“You said you practiced with Sara yesterday, right?”

I hollered over from my chair, “But it didn’t work!”  Which was true.  But more importantly, which Rob would interpret as meaning he had gotten away with his perverse use of me.

“Do you want to practice with me?” Casey asked him.  “We could head upstairs.  Leave Sara to read.”

“If you’re willing, yeah,” Rob agreed.  And the two of them closed their books and headed upstairs together.

I doubted he’d have any more luck with her than he’d had with me, but hey.  They were off to Rob’s bedroom, so when he struck out with the hypnosis, maybe they’d fuck.  And I could at least listen in on that.  I gave them fifteen minutes, then headed up to my bedroom.  I closed my bedroom door, pressed my ear to the wall.  The two of them got pretty loud when they got going, so I knew he wasn’t banging her yet.  But I thought maybe I’d hear the precursor sounds of her moaning or something.  Instead, I heard what sounded like a quiet conversation.  Fairly one sided, as it was mostly Rob’s voice I heard, though she would occasionally answer in one word answers, her voice monotone.  I wondered if they’d had a spat, which would particularly suck, because fights were rarely conducive to sex.  I was still wondering it when I heard a gentle knock at my door.

I started and pulled my ear from the wall, situated myself on my bed in an innocent posture, called, “Yes?”

Rob’s voice.  “Can I come in, Sara?”

“Um, yeah.”

The door opened and he was standing there alone.  He smiled at me, said, “I wanted to show you something if you have a second.”

“Sure.”  I put aside the book I had picked up as camouflage when he’d knocked, swung my feet out of bed.  He backed into the hall, then led me to his bedroom next door and gestured inside.

His room was meticulously clean (unlike my own).  Part of that was that he’d only been home a couple nights, of course, but even when he’d lived here full time, his room had been like this.  If not for what I now knew about his dirty desire for me, I’d still be attributing the neatness to the fact that he was a blatantly perfect human.  I knew better now.  Rob was far from perfect.

Casey was seated on his bed, feet on the floor, hands folded her in her lap, looking like the dark haired Barbie doll she was.  She didn’t turn as we came to the doorway.  She stared straight ahead, blinking placidly. 

“What?” I asked Rob.

“Just Casey,” he said.  “She’s beautiful, don’t you think?”

“What?”

“Do you think Casey’s beautiful?”

I looked at him askance.  He had called me to his bedroom to offer commentary on his girlfriend’s looks?  Never mind that of course she was beautiful, she was a fucking 10, was I hear to stroke her ego?  Or to mollify him in some way?  I shrugged, finally said, “Yeah, she’s a keeper.”

“You think?” he asked.

Seriously, what was this?  “Yes,” I emphasized.  “She’s hot.”  Then, for good measure, I called it out to the girl on the bed:  “You’re hot, Casey.”  I rolled my eyes at Rob, started back for my bedroom.

I hadn’t made it more than three steps before he blurted, “Eating pineapples in winter is weird.”

My breath caught and I froze.  I was facing away from him, which was good, because my expression of shock would surely have given away that I was anything but relaxed.  His girlfriend was sitting seven feet from him.  What the fuck was he doing spouting our allegedly hypnotic fuck phrase?  What could he possibly have planned for me, with her sitting right there?

He said softly, behind me, “How are you feeling, Sara?”

I hesitated for just a moment, not sure how to answer.  The only thing that convinced me to go ahead was the realization that I could still balk at any time.  Even if I played along for the moment, I wasn’t committed because I wasn’t really hypnotized.  So I forced my voice to sound calm, told him, “Relaxed.”

“Good.  Come here, please.”

I went back and rejoined him in the doorway to his bedroom, holding my face as deliberately neutral as possible.

“Inside,” he said, gesturing, and I went the rest of the distance, ended up standing just a few feet from Casey.  She was still staring straight ahead, her face, like mine, completely docile.  She didn’t glance at me as I stopped near her, didn’t stir at all.  Just blinked, relaxed, focused, as far as I could see, on one of Rob’s old high school trophies, glinting in the afternoon sunlight.

Holy shit.  Had he succeeded with her?  Had Rob actually hypnotized his girlfriend?  And perhaps more pertinently, why did he want me present?

“How are you doing now, Casey?” he asked.

“Good.  I’m relaxed,” she answered.

“You too, Sara?” he asked.

“Yes,” I told him, though it obviously wasn’t true.  I felt nervous. 

“Good.”  Rob smiled, then sat on the bed beside his girlfriend.  I didn’t let my eyes shift to him, tried to stare straight ahead, using Casey as my live example of how I should act.  “Let me ask you again, and I want you to be totally honest with me, Sara.  Do you think Casey is beautiful?”

“Yes,” I said.  It was the truth.  And it kept up the ruse.

“Casey,” he said next, “you told me earlier what you thought of Sara.  What did you say?”

“She grew up hot,” Casey answered without hesitation.  “She’s a smokeshow.”

What the fuck?  As I said, I knew I was pretty.  I had a mirror.  I was legitimately confused as to why I lacked a boyfriend when I was more than passably cute.  But this gorgeous creature, this angel visiting Earth on Hell’s errands (because a body like hers wasn’t built for the purposes of good), thought I was a smokeshow?  I’d have laughed it off, except laughing would have given me away, and besides, as far as I knew she was incapable of lying in her present state.  So I said and did nothing, not betraying my flattery with anything more than the twitch of one eye.

“Would you like to see her naked?” he asked Casey.

Whoa.  Okay, this was curving in a direction I had not expected.  I almost spoke up, almost blurted aloud the phrase that pulsed once more through my head:  What the fuck?  I held it in because I wasn’t yet ready for Rob to know his hypnosis hadn’t worked on me.  Revealing that would mean revealing just how depraved I was, that I had allowed him to do those things to me yesterday while fully conscious and aware.  Never mind that he was equally depraved.  Or more depraved, suggesting to his girlfriend that she might want to see the girl he’d grown up sharing a house with naked, and anyway-

“Yes,” Casey said.

Yes?  Casey had just said yes?

“Look at her, then,” he said to Casey, and she turned her pretty, serene face in my direction.

“Sara, whatever I suggest to you, you won’t find it the least bit unusual.  You’ll be calm - you can even enjoy it and become sexually aroused.  But it won’t startle you, won’t seem out of the ordinary in any way.  Is that clear?”

“Yes,” I surprised myself by droning.  Fuck, now was the time to speak up, if I wanted-

“Will you find it unusual if I ask you to do anything sexual in the presence of myself and Casey?”

“No.”  Well...  so much for that.

“Good.  How would you feel about stripping for us?”

“I want to,” I said.  And that was a truth I hadn’t even realized I felt till I spoke it.

“Then take off your clothes, Sara.  All of them.”

My hands were in motion before I could even question the impulse.  It’s not that his suggestions were working, it’s that both he and his gorgeous girlfriend were staring at me, and while I may have found it unusual to be asked to strip in front of them, I didn’t find it objectionable.  The idea of letting her see me in this state, this girl who apparently thought of me as a smokeshow, lit that fire in my belly again.  I was turned on.  She may have been too, because her breath had picked up, I was certain of it, but what of that?  Based on Rob’s reactions, it wasn’t unusual for someone hypnotized to go on feeling sexual arousal.  And that’s what it was that had accelerated her breath.  Sexual arousal as she watched me pull off my sweater, undo and cast aside my bra.  I thought I even saw her eyes flicker and focus on my tits for a second before returning to their more glazed state.  I pulled my socks off next, balancing on a desk behind me while I did it.  My stomach did somersaults as I then undid my jeans and pushed them, along with my underwear, down to the ground, all in one motion.  I stepped out of them, fighting for a moment when the cuff of one leg refused to leave my ankle.  Then I stood straight, completely naked, before Rob and his girlfriend.  I didn’t try to conceal my breathing - I had Rob’s blessing to feel arousal if I wanted to - and that was good, because I couldn’t have if I’d tried.  My tits were on point again, and my breath was coming so fast it was a wonder I didn’t hyperventilate.

“What do you think?” Rob asked Casey.

“Smokeshow,” she breathed again, and I felt myself swell with pride even as my loins swelled with baser emotions.

“Sara?” Rob asked.  “Turnabout’s fair play.  Would you like to see Casey naked?”

I hesitated again, even though the resounding answer of yes had crashed almost to my tongue immediately.  I’d listened to them fuck the year before, and I had visualized her gorgeous body.  It hadn’t been my primary focus, but she’d been there, an integral part of my fantasies every time I’d privately relived that memory.  But unlike myself, she seemed to be legitimately hypnotized.  And it was one thing to surrender myself to Rob, even when he thought he had total dominance over me, but it was another to assert my dominance over his girlfriend...  although, yes, yes, yes, I did really want her out of her clothes, naked in front of me.  I said, “If she doesn’t mind,” and felt instantly proud of myself.  Ball’s in your court, Casey, hypnotized or otherwise.

“Casey, do you want to get naked for Sara?” Rob asked her.

“I really do,” she breathed, and when he told her to go ahead, she stood from the bed and began peeling away her clothes.

“Look at her,” Rob told me, and I happily obliged.

Her tits were bigger than mine, substantially so.  But she was an athlete, and despite their size, they were like twin cantaloupes affixed to her breastbone, firm and upright and almost spherical.  Her nipples, just like mine, were hard and pointed.  Her waist was tiny, her stomach flat, not as muscled as Rob’s, but with muscle hinting shadows and grooves.  Her pussy...  she was clean shaven.  No hair down there, and unlike myself, it looked like she had done the job recently, today probably.  Her pink labia was visible even looking at it from the font.  She looked puffed and swollen, just as I’m sure I was.  I had never had exclusive sexual fantasies about a woman before (though sometimes they were there as set decoration when I was fantasizing about Rob or Daryl or someone else), but I was willing to bet that that would change after today.  If Rob were to dismiss me now, I would head straight back to my room and make myself cum picturing his sweet and perfect girlfriend’s shaved little snatch.

When Casey had all her clothes off, she stood with her hands at her sides, mirroring me.  Rob hadn’t told her to stop looking at me, and her eyes were still devouring my body, lingering almost as frequently on my pussy as mine were on hers.  We were two naked girls, soaking in the glory of each other’s bodies, with no self-consciousness.  We both had the anonymity of hypnosis or feigned hypnosis. 

“Very nice,” Rob said.  He was reclined on the bed, undoing his belt buckle.  I tried not to let my eyes stray to him as he pulled off his pants, but soon he was just as naked as we were, his long, hard cock pointed at the ceiling.  He put his back against the wall, alternated his gaze between Casey’s ass and my full frontal nudity.  He took his dick in his hand once more, asked, “Casey, what do you want to do to Sara?”

“I want to make her cum.”

“How?”

“With my tongue.”

I couldn’t believe this was happening.  I still might have broken character if Rob had just commanded her to do that, but he had asked her what she wanted to do, and that’s what she had come up with.  I’d had no idea that Casey harboured any sexual thoughts or feelings toward me, but under hypnosis I guessed she was her truest self.  I had never felt anyone’s tongue on my vagina, had not, before ten minutes ago, considered the possibility of a female being the first...  or of being ever, really.  But if that goddess wanted to lick me between my legs?  Fuck, Rob, let her do it.

“What do you think about Casey’s idea, Sara?” Rob asked.

“I like it.”  So tell her to do it.

Which he did.  “Casey, sit her on top of my desk,” Rob told her.  “And make her cum while I watch.”

She came slowly toward me, a lustful smile on her lips.  Dear Jesus, yes.  This bitch could do whatever she wanted to me.  She put her hands on my hips and I helped her by bracing myself on his clean desktop and jumping a little when she lifted.  I parted my legs without waiting to be asked, but she surprised me by not going immediately for my pussy.  Instead she leaned in and kissed me vigorously.  I was too shocked to reciprocate initially, but she persisted, and I eventually gave in, returning her kiss passionately.  This was only my second time locking lips with someone in an intimate way, and I knew that the party host’s parents (or mine for that matter) weren’t going to interrupt this time.  Her tongue slid between my parted lips, touching on mine, and I felt a surge of lust.  Her tongue was soft and smoother than that of the boy I had briefly kissed.  She didn’t taste sweet, but I found myself thinking of cotton candy regardless.  She felt like it tasted.  I was almost disappointed when she pulled away to pursue her initial directive.  She crouched between my legs.  Behind her, on the bed, Rob was watching with sloped eyes, one hand toying with his penis, the other tickling at his balls. 

I felt the heat of her breath before her lips touched down on my vagina.  It was a simple kiss she bestowed at first, less ardent than that she had given my mouth.  A sampler.  A chaste and loving graze.  When I looked down at her, she was smiling that same dirty smile, no hint of glaze in those eyes, and now she extended her tongue and ran it up my vagina’s lips.  My head craned back on my neck and I stifled a grunt at the ceiling.  I think she chuckled.  Then her tongue was back on me, hot and slippery and smooth, running up my cunt, delving into my cunt, seeking out my clit to tickle and tease.  She cupped both hands behind me, not at the small of my back, but at the place where my ass flattened and spread on the desk, applied force that she didn’t need to hold me in place.  I wasn’t going anywhere.  She locked her lips around my clitoris, formed a suction seal, drew me into her mouth and started rapidly running her tongue across me.  I was trapped by the feigned hypnosis, trapped by her grasping hands, but that one small part of me, my tiny, desperate clit, was trapped between her sucking lips.  I couldn’t pull away, couldn’t find reprieve from her tongue.  Not that I wanted to.  My whole being was focused there, my whole world, not even watching Rob whack his cock on his bed, even though my bedroom was just on the other side of the wall behind me, and I’d fantasized that view a thousand times.  All I knew was Casey, her tongue, my clit, two small and intimate lovers.  She started humming, and suddenly, on top of everything else, there was the vibration of her vocal cords between my legs, concentrated fiercely, the way a magnifying glass can transform the sun’s wide glow into a focused circle, directly on my clitoris.  Oh fuck, I was going to cum and I was going to cum hard.  I tried to prep for it, tried to brace myself, both mentally and physically, grasping the edge of the desk, but when it hit me, it was like a sledgehammer between my legs.  Ironically, I toppled toward the sensation, not away from it, cumming and crying out, slipping from the desk, Casey adapting, leaning back, not letting me go, keeping my clit in her orgasm jail.  My toes struck the hardwood floor of Rob’s bedroom, and my groan was something closer to a scream.  My hips jolted, and still she rode me from below, refusing to relent.  I had no idea if Casey had licked pussy before, but she really fucking knew what she was doing.  When I could take no more, I collapsed sideways, catching myself on the desk, but it was enough to wrench me free from her merciless tongue.  Her epically talented mouth twisted immediately back to a wicked smile.  Look what I made you do, that smile said.  So be it.  Look what she had made me do...

“Did you cum?” came Rob’s question, as it always did, as it never needed to.  Half the neighbourhood likely knew I had cum.

But I answered, “Yes,” because it was expected of me.

“Good.  I need to fuck.  Casey, come here.”

Casey got to her feet, went back to Rob on the bed.  At his direction, she got onto all fours on the bed top, and he maneuvered behind her, his cock slightly curved and looking like everything I needed as he positioned it behind her shaved pussy.

“You can watch us,” Rob told me.  “And you can play with yourself if you want.”

After the orgasm Casey had just gifted me, surely one of the most powerful of my life, I would have guessed masturbation would be impossible.  But that’s a bet I would have lost.  I took my seat on his desk again, and as I watched him drive that beautiful penis in and out of her, as I watched her tits bounce, and her head crane back to bray her own mounting orgasm at the wall, my fingers danced and delved, and by the time the two of them were cumming, I was cumming along with them.  All three of us were left panting in the aftermath.  I was likely drooling when he pulled his cock out from inside her, sheened with her fluids and his own.  I think she was, too.

He broke with tradition, didn’t ask if anyone had cum that time.  He instructed me to take my clothes and go shower again, probably to get rid of any residual evidence of what had happened.  Once more, I was told that I would remember none of this, that all I would remember was growing cold in my bedroom and deciding to shower for warmth.  By the time I emerged, everything would be normal.  No cause for concern.

He told Casey that she would remember only that they had fucked, wouldn’t remember my presence or involvement at all.  I felt sorry for her in that - she had so clearly enjoyed what she’d done to me, and I knew I’d gratefully carry that memory to my grave.

But he may have had further plans, because before I could leave he gave us both the same instruction:  whenever we heard the words “Eating pineapples in winter is weird,” both of us would enter our relaxed and suggestible states.  And we’d do anything that was asked of us.   


Chapter Five

I hadn’t been out of the shower ten minutes when a text message came through from my folks.  We had wrapped up just in time, because they were going to be stopping home soon only briefly, and they wanted to know if any of us wanted to come back with them to visit Grandma.  Like I said, I wasn’t that close with my Dad’s side of the family, but even so, I had already visited with her twice over the past week.  Rob hadn’t, though, and he agreed to go with them when they got here.  He asked Casey if she wanted to come, but she had never even met that grandmother, and she thought it might be odd to have her first encounter with her be when the woman was on her deathbed.  So she declined, which disappointed me.  I would have preferred if Rob stayed home alone with me, but barring that, a little privacy might have been nice.  Because I was still so turned on, I could have easily gone at myself again.

My folks brought take-out home with them, so Casey and I had something to eat.  I’m sure she would have cooked otherwise - she seemed the type.  But a fast food hamburger was good enough for me, and apparently for Casey.  We talked a bit while we ate, each of us exchanging anecdotes about school and about Rob.  When we were finished, she cleaned up without even asking me to help, even though she was the guest.  Like Rob, she presented at least the illusion of perfection.  Except with her, it was possible it wasn’t illusion.  I even felt a little sorry for her that she had ended up with Rob.  Because I knew things she didn’t, and I wasn’t sure how she’d feel if she ever found out everything he’d done with and to me.

We had a few hours alone together before the rest of the family got back, and ended up taking our conversation to the couch.  She asked about my grandmother, how I was dealing with it, and I told her the truth - I didn’t know her well enough that I was really going to miss her.  She nodded at that, asked again how I was feeling, and it took me a moment to realize she was off the topic of my grandmother, and just wanted to know how I was doing emotionally in general.

I shrugged.  “I’m fine.”

“Yeah?  No problems?  You’re all okay?”

“Yes,” I assured her, smiling.  “You?”

“I’m great,” she said, and her brilliant smile left me certain she was being honest.  None of us were suffering any negative residual effects from what had happened earlier, and that was good. 

She asked if I was still hungry, and I told her I wasn’t.  She got up and went to the fridge anyway, rummaged around for a minute.  Then she hollered to me from the kitchen, “You guys don’t haven any pineapple.  I was craving pineapple.”

That brought my head up fast.  What did that mean?

She came to the archway that separated kitchen from living room, asked me, “Are you craving pineapple?”

I wasn’t sure how to answer that.  I was however, as I’m sure I would remain for the rest of my days, craving another ride on the The Pineapple Express, so while my face surely betrayed confusion, I nodded at her, slowly.

“Hmmm,” she said.  “Although, eating pineapples in winter is weird.”

Holy.  Shit.  Casey had just said the words.  As earlier, many thoughts raced through my mind in a fraction of a second.  What did it mean?  Had the phrase gotten subconsciously lodged in her brain?  Is that why she’d had a sudden craving, and why she had spouted those words now?  Or did she know what she was doing?  Was she hoping to put me into a suggestible state, so she could...  well, who knew what she wanted to do to me?  As with Rob, all she really had to do was ask, but she didn’t know that.

I was already looking at her and I took a moment to absorb the look on her face.  Supposedly that phrase would put her (and me, or so she believed) under hypnosis, but she didn’t look neutral or placid.  She looked excited and nervous.  Her eyes were scouring my face, and it suddenly occurred to me that I probably didn’t look any of those things either, so I immediately adopted the calm and relaxed look I had been practicing for two days now.  At the least it would buy me some time to figure out what she was up to.

She noted it.  I saw her face go from nervous to speculative.  Cautious.  She asked, “Sara?”

“Yes,” I droned to her.

“How you doing?”

“I’m good.  I’m relaxed,” I lied.

“Okay.”

She still didn’t approach, was eyeing me from that archway.  She finally asked, “Do you remember anything that happened earlier?”

“What do you mean?”

“With you, me and Rob?”

Holy fuck.  She remembered what had happened with me, herself and Rob.  She had been conscious, too.  Faking the hypnosis, just like me.  Unless she and Rob had collaborated to get me naked in his room...  but that wouldn’t make any sense.  In that case, she wouldn’t have had to feign hypnosis.  She clearly believed that the phrase was enough to put me under, so if it had been a mutually hatched plot, she could have just been herself the whole time, and the two of them could have used me at their leisure.  No, the only thing that made sense was this:  Rob had tried to hypnotize Casey, he’d failed, but she’d played along the same as I had.  Which meant she’d been aware of, she’d intended everything that had happened between herself and myself in that bedroom, not only on a subconscious level, but consciously.  She’d wanted to lick my pussy, she’d really wanted to make me cum.  And why not?  She thought I was a smokeshow.  She also knew that I had watched her fuck her boyfriend, knew that I’d fingered myself to orgasm while doing so.  Had she known what he and I had done the day prior?  I doubted it.  I can’t imagine Rob had confessed that to her.  No, she had learned that I was under Rob’s hypnosis when he brought me into the room.  Maybe she’d just been planning to bolster Rob’s confidence, but then I showed up, she saw an opportunity for some naughty sex that would otherwise be forever off the table, and she had taken it.  And like me, she believed Rob still saw her as blameless.  It had been a guilt-free chance to lick my cunt and fuck with an audience.  She’d even had my open permission.  And now...  Well, now she thought she had me alone and under hypnosis.  If I simply confirmed that I remembered nothing that had transpired earlier, she’d know she was once more in a position to offer sex, supposedly without me remembering.  She just wouldn’t know that I was totally aware, which once again meant that I was the only one in this scenario with any real power.

So I said, “You went with Rob to your room to practice.  I got cold and took a shower.”

“That’s it?  Nothing else happened?”

I shook my head.  The smile that slowly stole over her face mirrored that which she had given me in Rob’s bedroom.  Except now it wasn’t Look what I made you do.  It was Oh, the things I’m going to make you do.

“Have you ever been with a woman?” she asked.

Yeah.  A few hours ago.  I shook my head, no.

“Has anyone ever licked your vagina and made you cum?”

Same answer.  But again, I gave her a head shake.  The runway is open, Casey.  Make your landing.

“And you’re not feeling upset or hurt or in any way betrayed by anything that occurred today?”

Casey, you have a very willing partner.  “No.  I feel great,” I told her.

“Okay.  How would you feel about taking off your clothes?”

“Do you want me to take off my clothes?”

“I do, if that’s okay,” she said.

I started peeling everything away and she followed suit at the same time.  I beat her, speed-wise, and took the few extra seconds I had to admire her naked body as she was trying to get out of her underwear. 

When we were both naked, she asked, “You’re one hundred percent certain your parents won’t be home for hours?”

“Yes,” I promised.

“Okay, then.”

She came over to the couch and sat beside me, her ass only half on the edge.  She instructed me to stretch out, and I did so, naked beside her.  She asked if it was okay to touch me, and when I acknowledged I’d like it, she immediately started caressing my body, her hands running lightly over my tits, only grazing the pussy that I wished she’d just savage.  Her breath was coming hard and fast and she was letting her eyes roam with her hands, absorbing my most private parts.  While she did it, she said this:  “I’m going to tell you something that Rob doesn’t know.  But you won’t remember it later.  You won’t remember any of this, will you?”

“I won’t remember,” I said.

“My best friend is named Rochelle.  She’s a cute little thing, my age, so four years older than you.  But she looks a little like you.  She’s your size.”

I didn’t know where she was going with this.  But I was loving the touch of her hands, so she could drone on about any old thing she wanted to.

Casey said, “She’s the first person I ever kissed.  She’s the first person I ever fucked.”

Wow.  Casey clearly wasn’t a lesbian, I’d seen the way she was with Rob, seen the way she was with his penis inside her, frankly.  But I wasn’t the first girl she had ever been with.  I wondered if Rob knew.

“And sometimes, when we’re alone, I still fuck Rochelle...”

Okay, I really doubted he knew that.  Of course, she didn’t know what he got up to with me, so all’s fair in love and etc.

“I slip my fingers inside her like this...”  She pushed two of her fingers up inside my pussy.  My back arched and I hissed.  “And she reacts just like you do...  Do you like that?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want me to keep going?”

“Yes.”

“Sometimes, I massage her clit like this.”  She was easing those two fingers in and out of me, but she brought her other hand over now to rub slow circles over my clit and my mound.  I wasn’t intentionally doing it, but I realized I was lifting my hips to meet her touch.  I was so wet I thought I could smell my own vaginal secretions already.

“Is that nice?” she asked.

“God, yes,” I moaned, and hoped it wasn’t too out of hypnotized character.  If so, she didn’t seem to mind.  She just smiled and gently repeated “God, yes,” back to me.

She asked, a moment later, “Have you ever kissed a girl?”

Again, of course I had.  But she didn’t know that I knew it.  So, eyes half-lidded, face contorted in ecstasy, I shook my head. 

She withdrew her hands from me and I whimpered.  She lifted my legs in front of her, settled back on the couch.  She said, “Come here,” and patted her lap.

I stood up, not really sure what she was asking, but then she actually instructed me to sit in her lap.  I was smaller than she was, but I was still afraid of putting my full weight on her.  But she smiled and promised, “You won’t hurt me.  Sit.”

So I took a seat on her lap.  I cold feel her nipples barely touching my back, but she wrapped an arm around me and pulled me tight into her.  She took my chin in her hand, turned my head toward her and locked our lips in another kiss.  There was no hesitation on my part.  I responded with passion, even taking the reins for a moment, forcing my tongue into her mouth.  I wasn’t quite as skilled at it as she was though, and over the course of the next few seconds, without even meaning to retreat, I realized the situation had reversed, and it was her tongue in mine.  She stole one hand down my stomach, played with my pubic hair for a moment, fingers wending through it, even pulling lightly at it.  But then the hand went further and those two fingers pushed inside me again.  I ground my back into her chest, grappled with her tongue and moaned.  She disengaged from the kiss for just a second, chuckling.  Then she found my left hand with hers, drew it between my own legs.

“I want to play with your tits,” she whispered.  “So let’s you and me make you cum together.  Then it’s my turn.”  She pressed my hand to my clit, moved it in a circular motion, demonstrating what she wanted me to do.  Then her hand climbed to my breasts, not pinching like Rob had done, but fondling and stroking.  She kissed me again, and with her tongue in my mouth, her two fingers up in my cunt, my own hand circling my clit, and her left hand playing with my nipples, my orgasm built quickly.  She could sense it coming, disengaged long enough to instruct me, “Say my name when you cum.”

It didn’t take long.  I bucked and bounced on her lap. even pitching forward again when the orgasm really took me, so that she had to use the hand at my chest to restrain me, pulling me back into her.  And I panted, “Oh, fuck, Casey, fuck!”  She gave that sexy chuckle again, clearly entertained by what she’d made me do, once more.

“You’re a sexy little creature,” she purred, and I felt pride once again.  It was impossible not to be proud when someone like her said something like that.  It would be like Einstein remarking on how intelligent you were.

As I came down from my climax, panting in her lap, she told me, “I love Rob.  But sometimes a girl just needs to feel the touch of another girl, you know?  And I need that now.  Do you think you can make me cum?”

Fuck, Casey.  I’d sure like to try.  But I didn’t say that.  Instead, I asked, “How?”

“With this,” she said, and she touched a finger to my mouth.

I nodded, and I climbed down out of her lap, getting to my knees as she settled back into the couch and spread her legs. I had only experienced it once, but I tried to duplicate for her what she had done for me.  She had to interject a few times, tell me to slow down or be more to be more gentle, but she did it with a caring smile on her face, and she caressed my hair with each instruction.  As I got her clit encircled the way she’d done to mine, and my tongue started its unrelenting assault on her, that caressing hair stroke turned into a grip.  She never quite hurt me, taking enough hair in her hand to distribute the pull, and gripping me close to my scalp.  It was something I’m sure she had practiced with Rochelle, because when her orgasm hit, she lost control, and had she not taken care in how she’d grabbed my hair, she might have hurt me.

She flung her head back against the couch and her legs danced, her left even coming up to find purchase on the couch edge.  She reared back, dragging my face with her.  I wouldn’t have let her go even if she hadn’t done that - I knew from the experience that she’d given me that I could prolong her orgasm by not letting her get away.  She groaned out some staccato and wordless sound at the ceiling.  Then her hand relaxed its grip, and I smiled just as she had, full of secret pride at what I’d made her do.  And how hard I’d made her do it.  She relaxed for a moment with her head back on the couch but when I saw her stir, I wiped the expression from my face.  Sara wasn’t here right now, right?  I wanted it to stay that way, in her mind.

“You did good,” she whispered to me, and she stroked my hair again.  “You did really, really good.  I don’t know if you’re going to make some guy or some girl really happy some day, or maybe both, like I do...  but whoever it is, they’re lucky.”

I wanted to give her shaved pussy another loving kiss, wanted to smile, wanted to say thanks.  I couldn’t.  I was neutral.  She saw it, and I saw her frown, maybe feeling guilt?

She asked, “Are you still okay?”

“Yes,” I promised her.  And then, because Rob had said we’re allowed to enjoy it, I told her exactly that.  “I enjoyed it.”

She smiled.  Laughed even.  “Good.  Mutually beneficial arrangement, then.”  She cocked her head at me, considered her next move.  She finally told me, “You should head upstairs and brush your teeth.  Wash your face.”  She chuckled at that.  I was still right next to her pussy, could smell her, but I’m sure she was all over my mouth and cheeks, too, and I’d smell her just the same even when I pulled back.  “Clean yourself up.  Then get dressed in the same clothes you were wearing.”

“Okay,” I said.  I stood and retrieved my clothes.

“You won’t remember any of this,” she said, and I looked back at her, uncertain if that was a question or a statement. 

“I won’t remember any of this,” I responded, setting her mind at ease.

“That’s right,” she said.  “By the time you leave the upstairs washroom, you’ll have forgotten this ever happened.  You just went upstairs after dinner to brush your teeth.”

I headed for the stairs, leaving her naked on the couch.  She called after me, though. 

“But, if anyone every says the phrase ‘Eating pineapples in winter is weird’, what will happen?”

“Anything they want,” I assured her, and climbed the stairs.


Chapter Six

Casey and I watched television together when I returned downstairs.  She said nothing of what had transpired, and neither did I.  We laughed together, and talked together, totally relaxed.  She could have been my sister.  If things kept going the way they were between her and Rob, I supposed one day she sort of would be...  almost, anyway.

The next day was Christmas Eve, and it was the last day my parents intended to spend their full time at the hospital.  Rob took Casey out to do some last minute shopping and Daryl actually came to visit.  He’d never met Rob and thought it might be his chance.

Daryl was of a similar height to me, slight of build.  He wasn’t an athlete the way Rob was, but he was full of energy and he was still young enough that he had yet to accumulate even a hint of fat on his body.  Not that I’d seen his full body, but I’d seen him in a bathing suit on occasion at the beach.  So, no, he wasn’t the Adonis that Rob was, but he was cute, with brown hair like Rob and like Casey, though much lighter than either of theirs.  He had no facial hair.  I wasn’t even sure if he could grow any.  His eyes were the opposite of mine - not brown hinting at green, but full blown green with flecks of brown.  He was the same age as me, our birthdays only two weeks apart.

“He’ll be back,” I promised Daryl.  “They’re just shopping.”

“Cool,” he said.

We hung out in the living room, chatting about all the things we usually did:  school, our classmates, a new phone game we both might like.  As I’ve mentioned, he had never been the primary focus of my sexual ambitions, but he had occupied those thoughts on occasion, and now, full of all the secret knowledge and skills I had acquired in the last couple of days, I found myself wishing I could just ask him take off his clothes.  My confidence had spiked from what it had been before Rob had returned home for the holidays.  Sexually and otherwise.

“You seem different,” Daryl said.

I shook my head.  “Same old, Sara,” I told him, but I sprawled out on the couch, legs spread wide apart, hands behind my head, body defenseless, thinking that if he’d acquired the knowledge and confidence that I now had, he’d know this was a signal, and he’d climb up on me and take me.  But he was my best friend, not my lover, and he didn’t have the knowledge or the confidence.  So he just threw me a curious smile and changed the subject.

Rob did get back an hour or so later, but he did so alone.  When I asked about it he said that Casey wanted to shop for him without him present, and also that she had a friend in town and wanted to visit.  So she was still out with the car, would be back around nine, which was still more than four hours distant.  I wanted to ask if Casey’s friend was named Rochelle, thinking, I know something you don’t know, but Daryl asked first who Casey knew in town and Rob supplied some other girl’s name.  It was possible that Casey had more than one female go-to in the orgasm department.  I didn’t really know, and it wasn’t my place to pry.  I might have wondered how hurt Rob might be if he ever found out, but again, his girlfriend didn’t know, or, at the least, he didn’t know that his girlfriend knew that Rob had had his sexual way with me, so whatever, man.  Their fucked up relationship was their problem to sort out on their own time.  I was just along for the ride.

Rob and Daryl hit it off, which was good.  They chatted for a while about a lot of the same things Daryl and I would talk about before they got on the topic of Rob’s schooling and, inevitably, the one course Rob was not doing so great in.  And the subject of Rob’s impending hypnosis practicum.

“What happens if you fail?” Daryl asked him.

“The practicum?  That’s it.  I fail the class.  And if I fail the class, I don’t graduate, which means at least another semester before I can try for my master’s.  Big catastrophe if I fail, honestly.”

“Do you want us to help?” Daryl asked, and I threw him an alarmed glance.  Dude.  You have no idea what you’re asking.

“If you want,” Rob shrugged, and I couldn’t believe the casual way in which he could play like it was no big deal.  Like he hadn’t already practiced on both me and his girlfriend, both to resounding success (so far as he knew).  I doubted he had any interest in my male friend, but I still tried to throw a warning glance to Daryl and a head shake.

“Actually, Daryl and I were gonna head out,” I said, but Daryl shrugged that off.

“No, we weren’t.  C’mon, Sara, let’s give Rob a hand.  Failing’s never fun.  And I’m curious about this hypnosis stuff.”

Right.  He had just been charmed by Rob the way everyone who ever met him was.  Of course he wanted to help him.

“Are you gonna hypnotize Sara?” Daryl asked.

“It doesn’t work on me,” I asserted right away.  Because that’s what the Sara in Rob’s reality was supposed to think.  And, for that matter, that was the truth.

“Yeah, I tried on Sara and it didn’t work,” Rob agreed.  “But I could try on you if you’re game.”

“Sure,” Daryl agreed right away.  “What do you want me to do?”

I tried one more time to deter Daryl from this course, suggesting we go for a walk and check out the neighbourhood Christmas decorations.  But he just told me, “After.  We’ll do it after.”

There wasn’t much else I could do, without demonstrating undue alarm at Rob’s request. 

“Recline here,” Rob said, gesturing to my Dad’s chair, the same one I had occupied when Rob had tried and failed to hypnotize me.  He went and drew all the curtains again, darkening the living room.  It even resulted in a similar spot of light on the one wall.  That’s what Rob had Daryl focus on.

I asked what I was supposed to do while the two of them wasted my time and both of them frowned at me.  “Just sit here and wait quietly,” Rob said.

Oh, well.  The good news is, it really would be a waste of time and nothing more.  He hadn’t been able to hypnotize either me or Casey, so there was no reason to believe Daryl would prove more susceptible.

Rob went through all the same steps with Daryl as he had with me, and as he had, presumably, with his girlfriend.  Having Daryl focus on the light, and then close his eyes, still visualizing the light.  Rob’s voice adopted that sedating, droning tone he could muster, and in the quiet dim of the living room, resting on the couch, and in the aftermath of so many orgasms, I almost felt like I could succumb.  Almost.  Rob got Daryl to count backwards, several times, each time suggesting that Daryl was falling into a deeper and deeper state of relaxation.  And if it wasn’t working, Daryl betrayed none of it.  He truly did sound relaxed, muzzy even, each time he counted aloud.  He sounded like someone fading under anesthesia. 

Rob finished with the same words he had spoken to me, exactly.  Perhaps they were the textbook words he had been trained to use:  “You’re now in a state of total suggestibility, where your inhibitions have subsided, and you’ll be free to pursue any desire without fear of repercussion.”  He cocked a glance at me and I frowned.  He said to Daryl, “Raise your right hand, Daryl.”  And Daryl did it immediately.  “Now the left.”  He did that, too.  While my best friend was sitting there, eyes closed, both hands over his head, Rob turned to me again, a look of self-impressed triumph on his face.

I wondered for a second if Daryl was faking it.  I mean, I faked it just as passably, and Casey had faked it sufficiently to fool me.  But why would he?  He stood to gain nothing.  It seemed Rob had finally really succeeded.  I shrugged, anyway, hoping to end this.

“Oh, what do you know?” Rob whispered to me.  “You eat pineapples in winter.  And eating pineapples in winter is weird.”

I’m sure shock must have registered on my face for a split second, but I wiped it clean almost instantly if only, again, to buy myself time to figure this thing out.  What the fuck was Rob doing?  This wasn’t just him and me, this wasn’t even him, me and his pervert girlfriend.  This was my innocent friend, Daryl, still sitting with both hands upraised.  What the fuck did Rob intend to make me do?  I could have said something.  I could have told him forget it.  I could have ordered him to unhypnotize my friend.  But that would have meant confessing that I was aware of what that phrase meant, and of all that had transpired.  That would have meant admitting that I’d been aware when he’d hooked a finger up my pussy and another up my ass to make me cum, that I’d willingly participated when he told me to lay down in the tub and let the faucet make me climax as he jerked off all over me, that I’d been present when his girlfriend had gone to her knees and licked me to orgasm, and that I’d finger banged myself while watching him fuck her.  It would have meant confessing that I was the pervert.  Maybe not the only pervert, there were three of us by my count.  But Daryl wasn’t one of them.  And I didn’t want Rob knowing I was one of them.  So maybe it was weak, but I said nothing.

“How are you feeling?” he asked me.

“Relaxed.”

“Good.  Will you do anything I ask?”

Fuck you, Rob.  “Sure,” I said.

“Stand up.”

I did so.

“Go stand in front of your friend.”

I did that, too.

“Daryl,” Rob said.  “You can put your hands down, now.  And you can open your eyes.”

Daryl did it, looking totally at ease. 

“Anything I ask of you, you will be totally truthful with me, Daryl.  Is that clear?  One hundred percent truthful.”

Daryl nodded.

Rob then gestured to me, asked him, “Is this your girlfriend?”

“No,” Daryl answered him truthfully.

“Have you ever kissed her?”

“No.”

“Have you ever seen her naked?”

Daryl blinked for a moment, but answered again, “No.”

“Would you like to?”

Oh, Rob.  What the fuck, man?  What were you doing?  Was this because I had told him that I fantasized about fucking Daryl?  Was Rob, in some twisted way, trying to help me out?  Be the ultimate wingman?  Is that why he was asking Daryl if he wanted to see me naked? 

I don’t know if I was surprised or not when Daryl answered affirmatively.  We were best friends and nothing more than that but, cards on the table, I would have loved to have seen him naked, too.  Friendship doesn’t mean you stop noticing someone is attractive.  Platonic relationships are platonic by agreement, and don’t necessarily preclude sexual attraction in one direction or the other.  Besides, I was a smokeshow.  Of course Daryl wanted to see me naked.  Still, when Rob asked me if I wanted to take off my clothes for Daryl I hesitated, probably longer than I should have.  Because Rob noticed.

“Is something wrong?” he asked me.

“No.”

“Then you can take off your clothes if you want.”

Well...  what else was I supposed to do?  I consoled myself with the knowledge that Daryl was hypnotized, that Rob would make him forget all of this.  I would be naked in front of my best friend, but in a few hours, I never would have been naked in front of my best friend.  At least insofar as my best friend knew.

I stripped off everything, trying not to hesitate with each article of clothing.  My nipples were rigid again as they came into view of them both.  I turned my back to step out of my panties, hoping the modesty wouldn’t read as untoward.  But it didn’t matter.  After giving them both a good long look at my ass, Rob suggested I turn around.  I did so, noticing as Daryl’s eyes roved my body, taking in my pointy nippled tits and my burning pussy.  Because yes, it was on fire again, and that fire was back in my belly, too.  And Daryl’s eyes were bright and alert, like Casey’s had been.  I entertained again the notion that maybe he was fully conscious.  Maybe he’d just been smart enough to see a backdoor through to his desires, like I’d been.  One way or the other, standing naked in front of him?  I liked it.  I loved it.  I wanted it, somewhere deep at my core.  My chest was rising and falling rapidly and all I could think about was how Daryl’s eyes were already eating my cunt. 

“That’s not so bad, is it?” Rob asked, and I shook my head.  “Good.  Now, the next question is for you, Sara.  Have you ever seen Daryl’s penis?”

My breath caught.  “No,” I said.

“Would you like to?”

“Yes,” I said, over-eagerly.  What the fuck.  I was ‘hypnotized’.  And that had been me speaking the truth.

“Stand up, Daryl,” Rob told him, and Daryl stood simply, hands at his sides.  “Would you like to show Sara your penis?”

Daryl nodded.  Slow, serious nod.

“Take off your pants and your underwear.”

Daryl unbuckled his pants, took them off, draped them over the arm of the chair.  Then, still drinking in my naked body with his eyes, he pulled down his underwear, too.

His penis was smaller than Rob’s.  Substantially so, actually, probably only standing about 4 and a half inches, and already very erect.  It stood straight, not curving like Rob’s did, and it was twitching subtly with his heartbeat, bobbing as if it wanted to climb further but couldn’t.  It was small, but it was Daryl’s, Daryl’s penis, right there in front of me, and he was making no effort to hide it, and honestly, size didn’t matter, because I very much in that moment wanted to get down on my knees and take that thing into my mouth.  I knew it was awful - he was supposedly hypnotized and defenseless - but it didn’t change what I wanted.  Of course, it didn’t matter, because I couldn’t do it, anyway.  Not unless instructed.

“You can take off the rest of your clothes,” Rob told him, and while he stripped off, Rob did the same.  By the end, both Rob and my friend were naked in front of me, side by side, both sporting erections pointed straight at me.

“What do you think?” Rob asked me.

“Of what?”

“Of our dicks.”

“They’re nice,” I said.

“Which do you like better?”

Oh, fuck you, Rob.  I wasn’t playing his game.  And besides, his may have been bigger, but I didn’t specifically prefer it.  He was still the most beautiful male specimen I had ever encountered in life, but some of his lustre had worn off for me as I’d come to realize just how depraved he was.  Frankly, I hoped Rob would fail his practicum.  He’d proven himself willing to abuse his power, so maybe the world would be better off.  I told him, “I like them both.”  And that was true.  I may have lost respect for Rob, but it’s hard to casually erase a decade of sexual fantasies.  I’d still fuck him.  It would just be tinged with anger now.  And all in all, I thought maybe I’d rather fuck my friend...  who was hypnotized...  so, didn’t that mean I was just as debased as Rob?  What the fuck was wrong with me?

“Come here,” Rob said, and I stepped up tight in front of them both.  “Kneel down,” he told me, and I did.  “Touch us.  Both of us.”

In the two days previous, while I’d been used as a toy by both Rob and his girlfriend, I’d experienced amazing orgasms, and had even had Casey’s vagina in my mouth.  But while I’d seen Rob’s penis, seen it in use, both by him and by Casey, I hadn’t yet touched it.  And I hadn’t anticipated touching Daryl, either.  I turned my gaze up on him, decided I didn’t care if it cracked the facade of my alleged hypnotism, asked Daryl, “Is this okay?”

“It’s very okay, Sara,” he assured me.  And Rob had told him to be honest. 

I reached up with both hands now, fingers trembling, head turning back and forth as I prepared for my first time in my life to ever touch a man sexually.  Two men. 

They were different sizes, but the same heat baked off both of their cocks.  Rob was well groomed, Daryl less so, probably because (as far as I knew) he had never been naked in front of a woman before, and had not anticipated this happening today.  His bush was untamed and wild, and the size difference between him and Rob was even more exaggerated by the fact that about a third of Daryl’s dick was shrouded in pubic hair.  They grunted in tandem as my fingertips found the undersides of their cocks, and gently stroked upward in a long, light paint stroke.  I did it again, then, for my third touch, let myself start at the base of their scrotums, marvelling at the walnut like curves and grooves of their tight sacks, at the ways their pubic hair tickled my palms, and mostly at the knife-like jut of their shafts straight at my face.  Two.  I had two cocks at my disposal, both of which I had previously fantasized about, never knowing that the first time I touched a penis, it would be both of these at the same time.

“Kiss them,” Rob instructed, and I leaned in, starting with Daryl just to spite Rob, planting a gentle, closed mouth kiss on the tip, then leaning over to Rob and doing the same.

“What do you want to do?” Rob asked me.

“I want to suck them,” I answered.  “Both.”

“Mmmm...  I like the sound of that.  How about you, Daryl?”

Daryl nodded.

“Do you know how?” Rob asked me.

I shook my head. 

“Open your mouth, be careful to keep your teeth out of the way.  Then you slide your tongue and your lips up and down the length.”

I started with Daryl again, not just out of preference, but because I thought his smaller size might make my first time easier.  I ran my tongue up the underside of his dick, first, licked several times at his helmet like a lollipop, only because in my fantasies I’d always started that way.  He seemed to like it, moaning and swaying on his feet.  So I wrapped one finger and my thumb around the base of his shaft to steady him, and to depress his wild hair, then guided him fully into my mouth. 

I don’t know what I’d been expecting.  He tasted a bit salty, and I could feel a few stray and coarse hairs that I’d caught between my lips, too.  But it was the feeling of power that came with it, the realization that I had this, his most secret and private part in my mouth, that really did something to me.  He was mine, fully and completely, in a way that I doubted I would even experience while fucking, because this was about what I was doing to him, not what we were doing to each other.  I’d experienced a lesser version of it the day before, when I had refused to let Casey’s clit escape my tongue as she came, but this was bigger, very literally.  My lips were a vacuum seal now just above my fingers, and my tongue was sliding all over him, exploring him in a way that no one had ever explored him before.  His groans were growing more excited, and I wondered what it would feel like to have that cock twitching and alive in my mouth, gushing his seed because I made him.  Frankly, I’d forgotten Rob was there, but I remembered when Rob reached down and pried me back, saying, “Not yet.”

I let Daryl’s dick go reluctantly, turned to Rob.  As I expected, his penis was much more difficult to fit in my mouth.  It was still exciting, realizing who I was doing this to.  I’d grown up with Rob, I’d fantasized about seeing him naked.  Hell, two days earlier, in the shower, I had fantasized about doing just this to him, and now I had his cock, my prisoner if I chose to make him so, slave to my lips and tongue.  He fit both hands behind my head, added a slow pelvic thrust to the proceedings, and I actually stopped my efforts for a moment, letting him fuck my face.  But all in all?  I actually did prefer Daryl.  My jaw was starting to ache by the time Rob slid himself fully out of me, repeating, to himself rather than me, “Not yet.”  His cock came free of my lips with a small popping sound, and a glob of saliva dropped to the floor between us.

“Did you like that, Sara?” he asked.

“Yes,” I told him.  And that was the truth.  More please.  But more was coming.  Better was coming, because he asked Daryl next:

“Are you a virgin?”  When Daryl confirmed that he was, he followed it by asking, “How would you like to fuck Sara?”

“I’d like that,” Daryl confirmed.

“Good,” Rob followed up.  “More specifically, how would you like to fuck Sara?  Which hole?”

I’m sure I saw surprise cross Daryl’s face.  He answered, “Um...  in her vagina?”  Seriously, I think he was faking it, same as me.

“Would you like that, Sara?” Rob asked.

Yes, please!  “Yes, please.”

“Good,” Rob droned.  “And what if I fucked you in the ass at the same time?”

What?  What was this now?  I had never even fantasized about taking a penis up my asshole, wasn’t sure how I felt about it.  But A) I needed to keep up the hypnotized ruse where I was open to any suggestion and B)...?  I mean what he was suggesting is that I would be simultaneously fucked by the two men who had been the principal protagonists in my masturbatory fantasies for most of my life.  That I would lose my virginity with not one but two penises inside of me.  I didn’t know what to expect, didn’t know if it would hurt, didn’t even know, logistically, how Rob intended to make it happen.  But I knew the basic math, knew that two was better than one, and the thought of having both my holes violated in tandem again, as they had been by Rob’s fingers two days before, made me feel dirty and slutty in a way that flared that heat in my belly big-time.  So I said, “Okay.”

He told Daryl to lay down on his back on the floor, and I watched Daryl do it, watched his little dick wobble and stand straight again like a tree in sudden gust of wind.  Rob then fetched his pants, pulled out his wallet, and took from it a condom.  He tore the package, crouched beside Daryl, and rolled it onto his dick for him.  He said, “If ever you fuck Sara, going forward - unless the two of you are expressly doing it to have a baby?  You will always use protection.  Is that clear, Daryl?”

“Yes,” Daryl said. 

“Good man,” Rob told him, and he even gave Daryl’s cock a little curious squeeze, and even a few tentative sample tugs.  It was probably the first time he’d ever touched another man’s dick...  but it really was passing curiosity, because he didn’t explore it further. 

“Get down on your knees, Sara,” he told me, “And very slowly feed Daryl’s dick into your pussy.”

Yeah, you don’t have to ask me twice.  I got down, shimmied forward, then leaned back, swallowing Daryl’s cock slowly up inside of me.  It went like butter, no need for me to guide or force it. 

I’d had fingers inside me by now, and tongues, but this was a new experience altogether.  It was larger than a finger, bigger around even than Casey’s two fingers.  But it was more than that, it was the shape, it was the heat, it was the way it made Daryl moan, it was the knowledge of what it was, of who it was.  I sank all the way back, Daryl’s balls and pubis at my lips. 

“How’s that feel?” Rob asked, and both Daryl and myself groaned out, “Good,” at the same time.

“Good.  Now...  shit, hold on a second.” 

Rob suddenly ran for the stairs, pounded up them.  I didn’t know where he’d gone.  But I did know I had Daryl’s penis inside me, and I did know that felt great, did know Daryl was clearly enjoying it, so despite Rob’s orders, I began sliding up and down, loving the penetration, the connection I felt to the boy beneath me.

Rob came running back down the stairs, something in his hand.  “Hold up,” he commanded as he got close, and I felt obliged to stop, if only to keep up the ruse.  Remarkably, despite the absolute depths of debauchery I’d been allowed to explore over the last few days, I was still going to come out the other side, in everybody’s eyes, as virginal and innocent.  Fuck, what a joke.  What a twisted and wonderful joke.

I glanced back and saw that Rob had a bottle of lubricant, which he’d probably fetched from Casey’s things.  He was rolling another condom onto his own proud cock, then he liberally applied that lube, slipping his hand up and down himself to make sure he was well coated.  He even poured a dollop directly onto my exposed asshole and I gasped as he did it.  “This is important,” he told me.  “And you can’t rush this.  We need to go slow, to make sure you can take me inside you.  Understand?”

Sure.  Just get it inside me already, so we can all three cum on each other.  “Yes.”

He knelt behind me, his legs straddling those of Daryl.  I felt his tremendous cock head at my asshole then, felt him prying me apart with two fingers, and realized just what he’d meant with his warning a moment later.  I felt a brief moment of panic as his cock head squeezed passed the outer rim of my clenching asshole, and he told me to calm down, to just breathe, and to tell me if it was too big.  I almost did.  But while there was a small element of pain, he was taking his time, and suddenly pleasure was the greater sensation.  Again, it stole in with the knowledge of who and what was feeding into me, and coupled with the knowledge of the second dick already up in me, I was suddenly good to go.  I wondered if the two of them could feel their cocks touching through the thin separation my body provided, and that lewd thought primed me even further.

Rob took it easy, sliding very gently back and forth, but by the fourth stroke, my ass had adapted, and I was ready.  He asked me how I was feeling.

“Good,” I promised.

“I can go faster?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me if that changes.”

He picked up his pace, his big dick sliding in and out of me with more resistance than Daryl’s had, but the discomfort was fading with each stroke.  I took him at his word, decided to let him know what I was feeling even if nothing changed, and I told him, “You can go faster, Rob.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.  You can go much harder and faster.”

He picked up steam like an accelerating locomotive, and soon what I’d been hoping might happen happened.  The force of his thrusts, the impalement of his cock was enough that it was moving my body.  I had been afraid to thrust and counter-thrust against him and Daryl both, but Rob was now the driving force, pushing and pulling my pelvis so that he was making me slide up and down on Daryl’s dick.  I could feel both of them inside me, feel each alternately touch down in one cavity or the other on either end of Rob’s thrust.  Two dicks in me, and the orgasm that was growing was unlike any I’d ever felt before, more powerful, but also multi-directional somehow.  Even when Rob had double-penetrated me the other day, I hadn’t realized just how many pleasure receptors I had up in my ass, or how deep they ran.  It was like I was building toward two orgasms at once.

Daryl was in on it now too, thrusting from beneath me, his pubis pummelling my clit with each thrust.  I looked down at his face, saw his eyes rolled back, his mouth open, in an expression of ecstasy I had never had cause to see there before.  My best friend.  I was fucking my best friend.  And Rob.  At the same time.

“I’m gonna cum,” Rob announced, and Daryl said immediately, “Me too.”

“Me too!” I said.

The orgasm that hit then...  you know when you’re at the beach on a big wave day, and the largest of those waves looks like you’ll be able to ride it out, but it slams into you, bowls you over, drags you along the sandy bottom, threatens to suck you back out before the next one picks you up and does the same?  This was like that.  I could feel both their cocks pulsing inside me like clenching fists, could feel both of my holes spasming around them, as if I could swallow them and make them mine.  I tried to voice the climax, but not only could I not find the words, I couldn’t even get the sound out.  My neck muscles were straining, my face turning red, my body jolting and vibrating on the two electrodes plugged up inside it, and the sound I made was just a strangled, aborted growl. 

“Oh God, Sara,” Daryl cried out beneath me, and his voice just made me cum all the harder.  Daryl, I was fucking Daryl...  and Rob...  and fuck, I almost wanted this cum to end, it was too intense, too big, it was almost scary. 

It finally subsided when Daryl quieted beneath, both in voice and in his thrusts, and behind me Rob did the same, no longer pushing, but steadying me with his hands on my hips.  When he finally started to withdraw, one hand grasping the rim of his condom to make sure it came too, I experienced two mini-orgasms around his long, sliding penis.

His dick made another popping sound when it finally escaped me, and I could feel my asshole not slamming shut, but slowly retaking its normal form, like a crumpled sponge that had been released.  I dragged myself forward a few inches to get Daryl’s dick out from my cunt, then I collapsed fully onto Daryl’s torso and just lay there, eyes shut, trying to catch my breath.  I stayed there a long time, while Rob pulled off his condom and went about the task of mopping his dick.

He finally asked, “Are you okay, Sara?”

“Yes,” I assured him.  My voice really was dreamy, now.  Not with fake hypnosis, but with exhaustion.  And with unending satisfaction.

“Are you okay, Daryl?” he asked.

“Uh-huh.”

Rob leaned around, peering at Daryl’s face past the back of my head, maybe detecting the same seeming altertness there that I had.  But whatever he was worried about must have passed the smell test.  “Good,” Rob said.  Then he said it to himself again, in reassurance.  “We’ve got to get cleaned up,” he said then, his voice taking on new and urgent tones.  Neither Casey nor my parents were expected home soon, but dear God, if they did show up...

Both Daryl and myself got to our feet.  We followed Rob’s instructions, cleaning ourselves, Daryl giving Rob his condom, filled with sperm, so that Rob could dispose of both of them.  Rob got us all dressed, checked several more times if we were okay.  But even Daryl said he was good.  And he sure as fuck looked satisfied.

When we were fully dressed, and Rob had hidden the evidence, including returning the bottle of lube upstairs, he sat Daryl and myself on the couch together and concocted a story about how we had sat down to watch the television and we had simply fallen asleep.  Nothing untoward had happened, we would remember none of it.  Just television and an impromptu nap.  We both assured him that that was exactly so.

“But,” he said.  “Whenever you hear the phrase ‘Eating pineapples in winter is weird,’ each of you will enter a state of total relaxation and total suggestibility, where your inhibitions will subside, and you’ll be free to pursue any desire without fear of repercussion.” 

Yep.  We told him that was right, too.  Then I curled into Daryl’s arms, closed my eyes and slept.

I really did sleep.  After everything that had happened I felt exhausted and without need.  So I jolted when Rob came downstairs and asked us what we were watching, and I felt Daryl stir beneath me, too.

I looked at the muted television and told Rob I didn’t know.  I must have fallen asleep.

“Yeah, me too,” Daryl said.  “What time is it?” 

It was nearing nine o’clock.  We really had dozed for some time.

Casey got back before my folks, and we introduced Daryl.  I had just had the guy’s penis inside me, but I felt no jealousy to see the appraising way he looked at her.  I’d had her inside me, too, after all, and would gladly have fucked any one of them again in the future if they should ask.  Even Rob.  Though he, the alleged mastermind of our fates, now came with an asterisk.  I’d fuck him.  I just wouldn’t respect him the same way I had.

But even that disrespect began to fade over the Christmas holidays, as we settled into family familiarity, and as I considered that in the unlikely event that Daryl hadn’t been faking, even though he’d expressly agreed to everything put before him, at the very least he would have now lost his memory of it...  so hadn’t I done to Daryl precisely what Rob thought he had done to me?  And wasn’t it therefore a little hypocritical to think so poorly of Rob?

Rob and Casey headed back to university three days after Christmas.  Two days after that I headed over to Daryl’s just to hang out.  His parents were out, and we went down to his basement to fire up his video game console as we often did together.  Mostly it felt like old times, but something had definitely changed between us.  I eyed him, wondering again how much he remembered, and for that matter what he thought I remembered.  But he said nothing and did nothing overt that I could put my finger on and I finally guessed that the strange feeling must be emanating with me.  I knew what he looked like naked now.  I knew what his face looked like when he came.  I remembered both of those things very well, and just the thought of them was lighting that fire in my belly again.  Still...  what did he remember?  I knew of only one way to find out.

He was staring back at me, his eyebrows knit, his breath accelerated as if he already knew what I was going to do when I threw caution to the wind and blurted, “Eating pineapples in winter is weird!”  At exactly the same time he said it.

We both froze, both of us staring at one another in shock as we absorbed what this meant.  “You...  remember?” I asked.

“I remember,” he said.  “You remember?”

“Yes.  I didn’t think you were hypnotized.”

“I didn’t think you were hypnotized,” he responded.  Then, a moment later, “Rob’s gonna fail his class.”

There was a strung out moment of silence between us and then I burst out laughing.  I howled on his basement couch, kicking my feet, and a moment later he joined in.

We fucked after that, and it was really good, neither of us pretending to be absent, both of us looking into each other’s eyes.  My climax wasn’t as intense as that I’d endured with two dicks shoved up inside me, but that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing.  We laid naked together for some time after that.

“I can’t believe he thought he hypnotized us both,” Daryl finally chortled.

“Not only that,” I told him.  “His girlfriend thinks he hypnotized me, too.”

“What does that mean?”

I told him about how Rob had brought me into his bedroom and fucked her in front of me.  I left the rest out, but he could see me holding it back and prompted me.

“There’s more,” I told him.  “More with Casey and more with Rob.  I don’t want you to judge me.”

“Dude,” he said to me, “Rob squeezed and played with my dick.  And I didn’t stop him, because I really wanted to fuck you.  And because it was...  interesting.  I didn’t know I’d find that interesting.  There’s no judgement coming from my direction.”

“We’ll see,” I sighed.  But I told him, then.  Everything.  From the first moment Rob had thought he’d hypnotized me, and what he’d done with me in the living room, what we’d done in the bath tub, what he’d had Casey do to me, and what Casey had done to me on her own when she’d thought she had me alone and at her mercy.  “Is it wrong that I played along?”

“Every single one of us,” he assured me, “were completely present the whole time.  Every single one of us did exactly what we wanted to do.  Rob’s a douche for trying anything in the first place, Casey too, it sounds like, but none of us did anything we didn’t want to.  Hell, they even sought our consent every step of the way, even when they thought we were hypnotized.”

“Still,” I said.  “It’s probably a good thing he’ll fail.” 

And Daryl agreed.  “Although speaking of playing along,” he said, after a long moment’s consideration.  “He still doesn’t know that the phrase didn’t work on you.  And he doesn’t know that it wouldn’t work on me.”

“It was fun,” I promised him.  “I got to live out a bunch of fantasies I had bottled up for a long time.  But, honestly, I don’t want anything more to do with The Pineapple Express.”

He looked at me quizzically for a moment, then laughed when he realized what I meant.

I went on, “If he says it to me again, I’ll just pretend I don’t know what he’s talking about.  If anyone wants to fuck me from here on out, they can do it to my face.” 

He laughed again, asked if I was facing him now.

“No fruit and no phrases,” I told him.  “But I’m excited to see where this goes.”

It went to ever more wondrous heights.
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Hotwife and the Neighbor Boy

Maggie's 35th birthday is on the horizon, and it's weighing on her. When her husband notices their eighteen year old neighbor seems to have a thing for Maggie, and that the desire might even be reciprocated, he hatches a plot to make this Maggie's best and hottest birthday yet, and make her feel a whole lot younger in the process.

Summer Games

Kyle and I are the senior counsellors at our summer camp, so when the camp director has to leave for a few days, he leaves us in charge of training the new counsellors. Bad move. We run through the games he wanted us to, but with a twist: the winner of any game can make anyone on the other team do whatever he or she wants. I mean, we're just seven horny teens and one twenty year old... what could possibly go wrong with this plan?

Wife's Private Glory Hole

My husband and I are in a sexless marriage, so when we started up a book store adjoined to a neighboring porn shop, and I accidentally knocked myself a peep hole through to one of their private viewing booths, I knew I had to keep this a secret from him. Through this hole I can see men doing all sorts of nasty things... but watching isn't going to be enough for long. I need a bigger hole. Something that will let me touch those men and more... But how long can I keep this a secret from my husband? And will this be the destruction of our marriage... or its salvation?

Hotwife at Club Mirage

We just moved to a new city and discovered that our apartment overlooks the rooftop pool of a sex club. Watching those people from our window is hot enough, but now my husband wants me to go down and join them. I would refuse, but since the accident, he's been paralyzed from the waist down, and I really could use some attention. But the stuff that goes on there is so wild... and so addictive... from a sex swing in the bar, to a fetish dungeon, to personal classes in how to do anything and everything in the bedroom... I'm going to agree to this. I can't say no. But will our marriage ever be the same?

Jack's Punishment - Part One: Jack in the Box

Jack Nelson is a senior at the co-ed private school of Ridgeview Academy. He's a brazen flirt, but when he propositions Ms. Wells, the pretty new teaching assistant, in front of the whole class, has he gone too far? Maybe so, because he soon finds himself coerced into serving as sexual education tool for his female classmates. He's promised that every effort will be made to protect his identity. But as angry as she is, can he really trust Ms. Wells?

Jack's Punishment - Part Two: Blackmail and Benefits

Eighteen year old Jack Nelson was promised his identity would be protected when he agreed to serve as a sexual teaching aid for his female classmates. But four of those girls now know who he is, and armed with nude photos of him, have everything they need to blackmail him into fulfilling their every sexual desire...

Jack's Punishment - Part Three: Teachable Moments

The conclusion of the Jack's Punishment series...

Eighteen year old Jack Nelson has had a day of sexual awakening, serving as sexual education aid for his female classmates, being blackmailed by several of them into performing perverse acts with and for them in the girls' change room, and then coupling with his neighbor, Cathy... and that was only Tuesday! He's got a whole school week ahead! And now that he's been given the blackmail material, which also implicates his tormentors, Jack has a little more freedom to start making demands of his own.

But will it all be complicated by the fact that one or more of those girls, and even the teaching assistant, Ms. Wells, seem to have developed feelings for him? For that matter, what if Jack has fallen in love with one of them, himself?

Stripper Wife

After my husband cheated on me I never dreamed I'd end up becoming a stripper behind his back. But what can I say? I love getting naked for a room full of men, love even more what they let me do to them in the back room. And with my eighteen year old mentor, Desani, at my side? I can do anything I want!

Initiating Charlie

Charlie's been described to me as gorgeous by every female friend I've ever had. It's been hard for me to see it, of course, because we've been raised practically as family.

At eighteen, both of us have headed off to the same university - a perfect chance to reinvent ourselves. I'm even joining a sorority, although the final initiation is supposed to be wild. Turns out, he's joined a fraternity, too. In fact, our organizations are paired. As are their final initiations...

Initiating Charlie is a taboo erotica novel about what happens when a young woman is given power over a young man, and a consequence free opportunity... to do whatever she wants.

Watchful Wives

Since learning that my best friend, Carol, has a private video of her hot husband pleasuring himself, I have been perpetually horny. Pete was my number one crush growing up, and while I’m happily married to Bill, he still occupies my fantasies. Now Carol’s offering me a deal: she’ll share the video with me... if I make one of Bill and share it with her. What’s more, our friends are in on it now too, with the same ruleset. That’s four women all conspiring to film our husbands intimately and share those videos without their knowledge. The thought of seeing those other men I know so well is unbearably sexy. But can I do this to my husband? And what if any of them ever find out?

This is a 25000 word novella packed with erotic scenes of women indulging forbidden, voyeuristic desires while maintaining the illusion of their normal, every day lives.
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