
        
            
                
            
        

    
Pop Star Harem


Published by Gwendoline Townsend


Copyright 2014 Gwendoline Townsend


Author’s Note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.



Jennifer Roberts took a deep breath. This was it. Bedazzled Talent. The PR firm everyone was raving about. She wasn’t even sure she wanted to be here, but the man behind the desk flashed her a brilliant smile as she came in, which assuaged her indecision a bit. 

“I’m Paul, please. Sit down.” The man said. “Jennifer Roberts, is it? I have to say, I absolutely loved your work with Girlz 2 Loud. I must say, however, I find it a bit… surprising to find you here. I was under the impression that you’d retired from the limelight.”

“I did. I’m not sure what I’m doing here either, to be honest.” Jennifer said, biting her lip. “But I heard that you were the company for the job if I did want to come back to the stage.”

“We most certainly are.” Paul said, smiling at her gently. “Bedazzled Talent is dedicated to providing wonderful, talented singers and actresses like yourself the exposure and support you need to take you… deeper. Into a whole new world, you might say. Though you’re certainly a special case.”

“Oh, we weren’t that big.” Jennifer said, shyly pushing a lock of red hair behind her ear. Deeper? A bit of an odd choice of phrase. She shrugged it off.

“On the contrary, Ms. Roberts. Don’t put yourself down.” Paul said. “Girlz 2 Loud and you in particular were an amazing act. I would be more than happy to represent the group, or you individually on your return to the stage.”

“I… well, thank you. I don’t even know if I want to return to the stage.” Jennifer said. She could feel herself blush at his compliment. She’d never been good at taking compliments… in fact, quite the opposite. Her pale skin and red hair were often the target of jokes, even after Girlz 2 Loud was famous. It was… well, it was nice when someone complimented her.

“You’re quite welcome. And that’s completely alright.” He said. He snapped his fingers. “I’ll tell you what. How about you come with me. I have an introductory video I show to our special clients, like yourself. I think you’ll be very much moved by it. However, if after viewing it you don’t want to submit to me and the company, you can simply walk back out the door. No charge to you. Does that sound fair to you?”

“Uh, yes, certainly. That sounds more than fair, thank you.” Jennifer said, thrown off by his willingness to help. And submit? That was a strange turn of phrase. Well… he did come highly recommended…

“Oh, it’s nothing.” He said, rising from his chair. “Especially for such a… mesmerizing client such as yourself. Please, come with me to one of our media rooms.”

He led her to a darkened room with a few chairs and a rather large television mounted on the wall. He motioned for her to sit in the chair, and he moved over to fiddle with something on the side. The television flickered to life, and he stood just to the side of it, ready to present to her.

“Now then.” He said. “I’d ask you just to watch the television and I’ll narrate alongside it. It’s of the utmost importance that you pay attention to both the images and the presentation.”

“I will.” She said, nodding. It was only fair. He wasn’t charging her for this, and if he was half as good as they said he was, she’d go over to him in a heartbeat.

“Now then.” He said, as the first image came up. “We here at Bedazzled Talent make it a priority to make our talent the best it can be. We do this not just through state-of-the-art synergistic marketing and top-down incentivized mind management and reorganization, but…”

His voice began to fade away as Jennifer looked at the television. His speech seemed to be full of the usual marketing buzzwords, but the video… the video was like nothing she had ever seen before. She wasn’t even sure what it had to do with the presentation. There weren’t any slides or graphs or anything like that, just these strange, rotating spirals and spheres that seemed to go on forever. 

“…Through new advances in focusing techniques and behavioral reconditioning, we…”

She shook her head as the images continued to flicker across the screen. She felt so… strange, all of a sudden. The images were really beginning to affect her. But they made her feel… good, in an odd way. They were soothing, wonderful spirals and tendrils of shapes that exploded and oscillated across her field of vision, and each one that passed seemed to make her even more relaxed, even more peaceful.

“…subliminal reconditioning techniques that let us get the most out of you and your mind, allowing…”

She felt a wide, dreamy smile start to creep up her face, and she couldn’t help but let a soft sigh escape her. She kept watching the images, those beautiful swirls and shapes that danced and merged in front of her. She thought for a moment they spelled words, but she couldn’t be sure, and it didn’t matter much anyway. She suddenly just wanted to submit, just let herself sink deeper and deeper into the beautiful, spiraling shapes in front of her. A small part of her cried out against it, but she ignored it. It was so much better to let herself relax into the pretty shapes…

“…recent testing to be very effective. Ms. Roberts, are you paying attention to me?”

“Y…uh…” Jennifer said thickly. She should answer, but thinking was so hard. Her thoughts seemed to dance at the edge of her reach, just outside of her grasp, and her words wouldn’t form. 

“Ah. My apologies.” He said, smiling. “You’re busy becoming my mindless love slave. Please, carry on. Sorry to interrupt.”

Love slave? That sounded bad, and yet… Jennifer struggled to think. It was so hard to think, so hard to form words. It was so much easier to watch the shapes, just watch the shapes moving around the screen, bounding through the screen and past her field of vision and deep inside her, bringing her deeper and deeper. So much easier than thinking. Thinking was hard. She didn’t want to think. She just wanted to obey. Obeying was easy. Obeying was good.

“Subliminal messaging.” He said. “Maybe you’ve heard of it? The conscious mind can resist, can think, can analyze. But not your subconscious… that’s all mine, pliable, ready to be shaped by my special little video.”

She nodded, her eyes unfocused as her thoughts began to dissolve even further. Time itself dissolved into the beautiful shapes, the shapes that seeped through the television into her very soul. Jennifer Roberts sat, transfixed, her jaw slack as she realized there were words after all.

“Paul is All.”

It was a whisper, a barely escaped breath from between her lips. Almost from a different person. And yet… the moment she said it, she knew it was true. The shapes had told her it was true. But… a small part of her resisted. That couldn’t be right. Could it?

“”S…Something…” she said, shaking her head. “Do… something… to me…” 

“Paul is All.” He said, smiling. He reached down to bring his fingers to rest on her smooth, pale skin. His fingers ran down. “Such a simple phrase. Such a simple idea. And I’m burrowing it into your brain. Of course… a little sexual stimulation helps to… cement the programming.”

He brought his fingers down the side of her shoulder, coming down to her nipple. He rubbed it through the soft, sheer fabric of her silk shirt, sending waves of pleasure washing through her body. He continued to knead and tweak her nipple, and she quivered in the chair, a low, soft moan escaping her lips.

“Yes, that’s good, isn’t it?” he said, smiling as he played lazily with her nipple. “The pleasure. That’s a fraction of what you could have, you know. A fraction of the pleasure if you submit. Just say it, my love. Paul is All.”

“Paul is All.”

The truth of the phrase was self-evident as she said it again. So much encompassed in one small, little phrase. Paul is All. He was everything, her whole world. It made so much sense now. That was what she had been missing. The fog seemed to lift a little.

“Paul is All.”

It was more than a whisper now. She smiled as she said it, as the fog lifted even further, as her thoughts began to come back to her. Of course. It was so simple, so right. How had she not seen it before? All the anxiety, all the shyness, all the indecision. It was all gone. All because of Him. All because of her new Master. The lights came up in the room, and with them, the fog had lifted.

“What did you think of the video?” he said, looking at her. She felt her face break into a wide, happy smile as she looked on her Master. She felt a flush of arousal as she looked at him. She had never felt such a wave of arousal before. It was incredible, intense, above and beyond anything she had ever experienced. How had she not understood before?

“I’ll take your silence as worshipful assent.” He said. He grinned. “Now stand up. I want to see my new slave.”

She obeyed instantly, standing with her arms at attention. He inspected her, walking around her, running his hands along her body.

“I can’t believe it…” he murmured, his fingers running along her pale skin. “I was so lucky to have you walk through that door, you know.”

“I was the lucky one, Master.” She said quickly. “I might never have known you, might never have known how wonderful it was to be your slave if you did not show me.”

“And now you know.” He said. He pushed her soft red hair behind her ear, and she felt the tip of her ear tingle at his touch. “But I have something else for you to do for me, my pet.”

“Yes, Master. Anything for you.” She said. It was automatic, instant- and true. It felt good to obey, felt good to submit to her Master’s commands. Why would she do anything else?

“Get on your knees.” He said. “And start to finger yourself.”

“Of course, Master.” She said. She got down on her knees in front of him, her fingers sliding down past the hem of her skirt, pushing past her underwear and plunging into her.

“Not like that, pet.” He said, smiling. “Not just for me. Enjoy yourself, feel pleasure. I want you to feel good from it!”

As he commanded, so she obeyed. It was like a switch had been thrown in her brain, sending currents of lustful shocks through her body. She wasn’t just fingering herself since he commanded her to- now she was enjoying it. She was exploring her pussy, sliding her fingers deep inside her, rubbing her clit before plunging her fingers back in again, feeling good.

“Oh… oh my god…” she said, continuing to furiously finger herself, feeling the raw, unadulterated lust flowing through her body. 

“That’s good. You’re feeling very good, Jennifer.” He said. He smiled. “But now you’re going to do something for me.”

“Uh… yes, Master.” She said. It was so hard to think, to pick out his voice. It was almost drowned out by the surging, pulsing pleasure that her clit was bringing her.

“I want you to suck my cock.” He said. “And I want you to love it. Since it will please me.”

“Oh, YES, Master!” she replied happily. Nothing in the world would please her more! He pulled his cock out of his pants, and there it was: his hard, pulsating member just right in front of her. She couldn’t wait to suck his cock. She couldn’t wait to please Master.

She started to run her free hand along it, the other hand a bit occupied still, deep in her pussy. She ran her hand up and down the strong, pulsing shaft of his cock, kissing the tip every now and then. He groaned, and she smiled devilishly as the expression of his pleasure sent another thrum of lust through her quivering, anxious body.

She looked at him, her eyes shaded by a wicked grin, and she began to take him into her mouth. She did it slowly, teasingly even, making sure to keep eye contact with him the entire time. He moaned again in pleasure as her mouth started to slide up and down his cock, taking its entirety in her mouth. He shut his eyes, groaning, a deep, primal groan of pleasure welling up from inside him. His head started to move in a primal rhythm, his breath coming faster and in gasps.

“Oh god, yes, Jennifer…” he said, whispering her name as she played with his balls, rubbing and stroking them even as she took his cock in her mouth over and over again. He began to thrust his hips into her mouth, pushing his cock deeper into her throat in time with the strokes of her head, curling his fingers in her hair. 

And it was making her hot.

She loved it. She loved pleasing her Master, loved every thrust of his cock into her mouth. They spurred her on, and she began to rub her clit furiously, faster and faster. She wasn’t going to last much longer. The pleasure was far too intense for her, and she suspected for him as well- she could feel it in the bucking of his hips, the tensing of his muscles, his thrusts becoming more and more primal as he plunged his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth.

Finally, he could hold back no longer. With one final, primal grunt he tensed, grabbing Jennifer’s head, pushing her onto his cock even as he thrust deep into her mouth. He came, his warm cum shooting deep into her mouth, unloading deep down her throat. She swallowed it desperately, greedily, eager to lap up all of her Master’s seed.

The knowledge that she had pleased her Master combined with the furious fingering on her clit was too much for Jennifer. She came as well, her body erupting in shockwaves of intense, irresistible pleasure, her world melting away to reveal only the inescapable truth of the pleasure and the ecstasy her Master could bring her.

She was in a daze, simply enjoying the afterglow while he stroked her head. She smiled mindlessly up at him, content to bask in the wonderful presence of her Master.

“You did a good job, pet.” He said, stroking her hair. “But you need to do another thing for me. Can you do that, pet?”

“Of course, Master, anything!” She said. “What do you need me to do?”

“I think you should take this.” He said. He handed her an unmarked DVD in a plain, clear carrying case. “And maybe you should call the other girls. Have them watch it too.”

“Oh yes, Master!” she said happily. “You’re going to let them be your slaves too?”

“Oh yes, Jennifer.” He said. He smiled. “Can you do that for me?”

“With pleasure, Master!” she said. He motioned her out of the building, and before she was even to the lobby she was on the phone. 

“Jessica, hey! It’s me, Jennifer. Listen, I have something I think you need to see…”

***

“Now what’s all this about, Jen?” Jessica said, pushing her luscious brown hair out of her face. “You haven’t phoned me in ages, and now all of a sudden me and Veronica are here for a chat?”

“It’s a surprise.” Jennifer said. She could barely conceal her excitement, but she knew she had to get them to watch the video. It was the only way they would understand. Like she did. Her Master had told her to ensnare them, but she would have wanted to do it anyway: she wanted to share the glory of his presence, wanted them to know how wonderful it was to let go, to have him be their Master.

“You don’t want to get back together then, do you?” Veronica said, her Derry lilt shading the words. Jennifer smiled. Master would love her little lilt. They would be so happy “Jen, I know it’s been tough, but Girlz 2 Loud is done. We’ve moved on, you know?”

“No, it’s nothing like that.” Jennifer said. She smiled to herself, marveling at how short-sighted they were. They had the chance to be free from thought, free from choice and indecision, the chance to belong to the Master… and they couldn’t see it. They could think only of the past. It didn’t matter. She smiled again. She would show them! She would share her gift with them. “Look, I have a DVD here. Just… just watch it. Then we can talk about what I'm here for."

"Alright. Fine." Jessica said, crossing her arms. "Let's see it then. But if this is some intro video for some hot shot PR firm, Jen, I swear..."

"Oh, it's much better than that." Jennifer said. She had to stop herself from giggling. That's what she thought it was. But it was more. Oh, it was so much more. They would understand soon. Even strong, willful Jessica. Jennifer felt a flush of heat between her thighs. Jessica had owned them, bullied them for so long… but not now. Now Jennifer would take her. Turn her to face Master’s glorious light… oh yes.

She dimmed the lights and started the video. She watched their faces light up with confusion.

"What... What is this?" Veronica said, furrowing her brow. "It's... a light show?"

“You’ve got to be kidding me.” Jessica said, shaking her head.

"No. It's much more than that." Jennifer said, smiling. She watched as Veronica’s eyes started to unfocus a little as she stared at the shapes. In a way, she was envious of them. She remembered her own awakening, her own realization that Paul was her Master, her everything. She loved being his, but she also wished she could experience that again.

“You’ve got to be joking with me.” Jessica said. “You’ve brought us over here to watch some art project? I’m done with this, Jen, honestly. You said this was important.”

And yet… she didn’t look away. Though she said the words, she said them without any force or conviction. Like Veronica, her eyes remained glued to the television set, watching the shapes swirl and flow before them, letting them embed their programming into her mind. Jennifer almost wanted to watch again, but she had to supervise the process. She had to please her Master.

"The... shapes..." Veronica said thickly. "Something… there’s something funny about them…”

“What’s funny about them?” Jennifer said innocently. “I don’t notice anything wrong about them.”

“They’re… not…” Veronica said. She shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts, trying to banish the thick fog that had fallen on them. “They’re… not just shapes…”

“Yeah…” Jessica said, her eyes glued to the set. “Jen, there’s… they’re saying something. There are words here…”

“Oh? And what are they saying?” Jennifer said. She smiled, feeling her body flush with pleasure. She was enjoying watching them bent to her Master’s will. She had always been the shy one, the meek one, the one that followed… but now she was the one showing them the light, the one bringing them into the bliss that was serving Master.

“I… I can’t tell…” Jessica said, frowning. Jennifer waited, patiently. They would see it in a moment. They would see the words that changed Jennifer’s fate forever, the words that would bring them to Master. She watched them as their words trailed off, as they sat, spellbound, staring at the shapes in front of them, the shapes with the words inside that flowed inside them, bypassing their conscious mind, penetrating their defenses and filling them with obedience.

Veronica saw the words first. Jennifer watched her as her mouth began to move. It was imperceptible, at first. It could have been an effort to form other words, other sentences. But as she tried, the words she was mouthing became more and more clear.

“Paul is All.”

Jennifer wasn’t even sure she heard it, not at first- how low it was. But Veronica said it again, her soft Derry lilt unmistakably enunciating the words. They sent a thrill up Jennifer’s spine, and Jennifer had to resist the urge to join in with her, to let herself be carried away by her mantra. Soon. But not yet.

“Paul is All.”

It was stronger now. More confident. Jennifer smiled at Veronica, her unfocused eyes staring ahead. Any second now she would submit fully to the words, understand the full extent of them.

“What… what are you… saying?” Jessica said, shaking her head. “Veronica… don’t… this is wrong… something… happening to us…”

“Paul is All.”

It was a short, swift rebuttal to Jessica’s words, a statement that brooked no argument, no dissent. Jessica looked on in shock as Veronica’s face began to shift subtly. The fogged confusion that had been there began to fade away, and the slack-jawed, unfocused stare began to change as a dreamy, happy smile started to form on her lips.

“Paul is All.”

“Can’t… think…” Jessica said, shaking her head. She shook it forcefully, trying to clear the fog. Jennifer knew it was useless. Why deny the inevitable? Why deny the wonderful, inevitable fate of being their Master’s slave?

“Shh, Jessica.” Jennifer said even as Veronica silently began unbuttoning her shirt. “There’s no problem here, is there? We’re just a few gals, aren’t we? There’s nothing wrong with taking off your shirt with just the gals. It would feel good, wouldn’t it?”

“I guess…” Jessica said. She struggled to turn, struggled to face Veronica, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away from the screen. “yes… feels good…”

“Paul is All.”

Veronica had no problems looking away from the shapes. Her eyes met Jennifer’s, and Jennifer knew: Veronica knew. Veronica had joined her, understood finally what it meant to serve… what it meant to be one with their Master. She could see the shared devotion in their eyes, could see the mutual knowledge of their Master’s dominion.

“Paul is All.”

Jessica joined in with the words, small and slow at first, and Jennifer smiled.

“Paul is All.” Jessica said as she began to unbuckle her jeans, obeying the words. She shimmied out of her jeans, taking off her panties, as the words instructed her to. “I love to please Master.”

“Paul is All.”

Jennifer didn’t stop herself now. Jennifer understood. She joined with Veronica, and the two of them spoke in unison. Jennifer smiled as Veronica’s eyes shone with devotion, though Jessica… Jessica had accepted it. But she didn’t truly understand.

“I love my Master. I love Paul.” Jessica said. “I’m glad I know that now. I don’t know how I didn’t see it before. That Paul was my master, that… wait...”  

“Shh, Jessica.” Jennifer said. She walked over to the other girl. Poor, strong-willed Jessica. It was in her nature to resist. She would help her understand, help her realize how amazing it was to serve her Master. “It’s alright. It’s so hard to think for yourself, so hard to make decisions. Doesn’t it make much more sense to let go? To let Master choose for you?”

“I… I guess it does. That… that sounds right.” Jessica said, her face a mix of confusion. “Letting Master choose. But… I remember not wanting that.”

“Jessica, I understand.” Veronica said suddenly. Jennifer looked at her. The Irish lass sat up out of her chair, her eyes shining with the new understanding Master’s video had given her. “I understand how hard it is for you. I didn’t understand at first either. But you have to let go. You have to surrender.”

“oh, I… okay.” Jessica said, her voice small and low in her throat. Jennifer moved to her right side, and Veronica to her left. “It’s just… it’s almost like a dream. I remember…”

“What, dear?” Jennifer said. She ran her hair through Jessica’s thick brown hair. She should have known, should have foreseen that headstrong Jessica would resist. No matter. She would help ease her through the process. “What do you remember?”

“It’s alright, Jessica.” Jennifer said, her mouth close to Jessica’s ear. “Tell us.”

“Well, it’s just…” Jessica said, starting. She shuddered slightly as Jennifer’s breath moved down her neck. “I remember not even knowing who Paul was. And then… and then Jennifer came in, and the video… it was the video…”

“Shh, babe, it’s alright.” Veronica said. Jessica stared, shell-shocked at the television. “I didn’t understand either, it’s alright. Just let it flow through you. You’ll understand in a second, I promise.”

“No! I remember! You… you did something…” Jessica said. “Please… Veronica, no… wrong… so wrong… oh god, please… can’t… think…”

“Then don’t, my love.” Jennifer said. She brought her hand up to Jessica’s ear, pushing back a soft lock of Jessica’s hair. “Don’t think. Just submit. Just obey. Repeat after us. Paul is All.”

“P…P…Paul…” Jessica said. Her brow furrowed, small beads of sweat falling down from her concentration. “I…is…no…”

“Jessica, my love. Why are you resisting?” Jennifer said. She brought her hand down from Jessica’s ear, running it down her body. Jennifer’s fingers drew a line down Jessica’s skin, leaving a trail of white-hot pleasure behind it- until she reached Jessica’s breasts. She tweaked Jessica’s nipple through the fabric, and Jessica’s eyes widened, her nipple stiffening from the pleasure.

“Ohgod, that… good…” Jessica said, her body shuddering from the attention Jennifer’s fingers gave her. Jennifer smiled. She loved Jessica’s taut, sexy body quivering beneath her touch. She had always wondered what Jessica’s tits must feel like… had always wondered what it must be like to have a body like hers. Now she knew. She smiled.

“No… can’t… Jen… please, I- unnnnnnh!” Jessica said, but her words ended in a small grunt of pleasure when Veronica joined in Jennifer’s assault. Her lean, pale fingers snaked their way down Jessica’s right side, joining Jennifer’s hands in kneading Jessica’s soft, full tits, tweaking her nipples, causing her to writhe in pleasure beneath their touch. 

Jennifer felt her own heat between her thighs as she made Jessica squirm, as she slid her fingers along the skin of Jessica’s full, soft breath. Jessica was Master’s, oh yes… but she quivered beneath Jennifer’s touch. Jennifer’s breath came faster as she drove Jessica closer and closer to submission, closer and closer to the Master’s embrace. Jennifer brought her mouth down to Jessica’s ear, her voice dropped to a barely audible, husky whisper.

“Give in. Accept the gift we are trying to give you. Accept the gift of Master.” Jennifer whispered, her breath hot and soft on Jessica’s ear. She slipped her fingers beneath Jessica’s light, silk shirt, Veronica following her lead, and their fingers deftly stroked along Jessica’s smooth, soft skin.

“You want it. You want to be Master’s slave, want to obey… want to submit.” Veronica said, whispering in Jessica’s other ear. 

“S…submit…” Jessica said, her voice getting smaller and weaker even as her eyes began to unfocus more. “O…obey…”

“Yes, that’s it.” Jennifer said, feeling another flush of pleasure as Jessica became to sink deeper and deeper. She wanted to be there with Jessica, wanted to feel that pulse between her thighs, that eternal bliss of total submission… but she couldn’t. Not yet. She had to bring Jessica there. She began to slide her hand down Jessica’s stomach, gliding past the elastic of her waistband.

“O…oh…” Jessica said, her eyes going even wider as Jennifer’s hands found the top of her sex, joined by Veronica’s. 

“Just join us, Jessica.” Jennifer said as she and Veronica began to play with her, tufting their fingers in her soft, short pubic hair. “This pleasure could be yours, all the time, the pleasure of obedience. Just submit to Master. Just say it. Let yourself go. Paul is All.”

“P…Paul…” Jessica said, stuttering the words out. “P…Paul is…n…”

“Paul is All.” Jennifer and Veronica said, loudly, their monotone voices overpowering Jessica’s resistance. “Paul is All.”

“P…Paul… is…” Jessica said. Her voice cracked, her face strained, the tension evident. “…all.”

“Paul is All.”

Jennifer watched Jessica give in, feeling a thrill of pleasure run through her.

“Yes…” Jennifer whispered, a small fire of lust flickering in her eyes. She watched as the tension began to drain from Jessica’s face, as Jessica’s face began to blossom into a mindless smile, as Jessica embraced the true, universal fact: Paul was their Master. And it was time for them to let go.

Jennifer took a deep breath, allowing herself to turn towards the screen. Allowing herself to turn towards the beautiful, spiraling shapes that had finally, wonderfully finished enslaving Jessica. Dimly, she saw Veronica do the same, but that didn’t matter now. None of it mattered now. Jennifer was to receive her reward.

She allowed herself to be lost in the shapes along with Veronica and Jessica, allowed her Master’s power to wash over her. She bathed in the pleasure of obedience; she had done as her Master commanded, had brought them into the fold. She allowed herself to flow into the bliss, allowed her thoughts to disappear until none remained.

She came back to consciousness as she heard her phone ring, and she suppressed a little pang of sadness as the spirals faded away. She looked at the number, and she smiled broadly. It was Master.

“Yes, Master!” She said, squealing into the phone, enjoying the envious, awed looks she received from Jessica and Veronica. She was the first. She would always be special to Master.

“Your work’s not quite done yet, slave.” He said. “I think there are two more, are there not?”

“Oh yes, Master.” She said, nodding her head. She didn’t care that he couldn’t see. She needed to express her obedience however she could. “They will understand soon.”

“Good girl.” He said. “I can’t wait to see you.”

He hung up, and she felt her panties dampen with desire at the thought of seeing her Master again. She couldn’t dial the phone quickly enough.

“May? Hey, it’s Jennifer. Yeah, good to hear from you too!” she said. Soon, they would know. Soon, they would belong to Master.

***

The door to the room creaked open, and Jennifer felt the pleasure wash over her, the pleasure she always felt when she saw Master. 

“Master’s home!” Jennifer exclaimed, announcing his arrival to the rest of the house.

“All hail the Master.”

Their voices sounded in unison, as though their minds were linked. And in a way, they were- none of the girls now had any of their own free will left. They were, in a sense, of one mind: they existed only to please their Master, to only obey the commands he had given them. 

“Jessica, how’s dinner going?” Jennifer called out.

“Wonderful! It’ll be ready in just a moment. Veronica’s gone to get the aperitif.” Jessica said. Master loved to have Jessica cook for him. She had been the feistiest before she had submitted, and he loved to see her in the kitchen, domesticated for him. And she loved to serve him, loved to please him by cooking whatever he wished. 

She had become a good cook very quickly, and Master was pleased.

She felt his eyes dancing on her naked body, felt him appreciating her, appreciating how she had strove to be as perfect for him as possible. She never wore clothes around the house, not anymore- none of them did. Not since Master had commanded them to walk around naked, their lithe, strong bodies to be on display for him whenever he wished. So of course they wore nothing. They lived to obey Master. To obey Master brought pleasure. It was so simple.

“Master’s home!” Sarah said, smiling, running over to him. May had come over as well, and there was a flurry of activity as they helped him undress. They took his coat, putting it smoothly on the coat rack, their faces a flurry of smiles and happiness. This was the best moment of their day- the moment when their Master came home, when the reason they had for being came home.

Veronica came out of the kitchen with his pre-dinner drink, and he smiled as he took it from her, giving her a deep, longing kiss. She visibly flushed with pleasure as he did so, his lips parting from hers as her face radiated the devotion she felt for him.

“Thank you, Veronica, darling.” He said, smiling at her. He pushed a lock of her hair behind her ear.

“Anything for you, Master.” She said. She draped her arms around him, putting her mouth closer to his ear. “Can I do anything else for you?”

“Mmm, or us?” Sarah said. She ran her fingers down his still clothed shirt, unbuttoning one of the top buttons. “Maybe there’s something that just one girl can’t handle… by herself.”

“While the offer’s tempting, girls, I think Jennifer can keep me occupied until dinner. Now run along, help Jessica with dinner.” He said. They turned to go, and he slapped Veronica lightly on her bare bottom. She giggled slightly, like a schoolgirl, her bare feet padding into the kitchen to help Jessica.

Jennifer flushed with pride. She had been the first to come to Master, the first to submit. And since then he had always favored her. She had been shy, scared, meek… but he was her chosen one, the one who brought the rest of them into the fold.

He looked around the room, at the girls bustling. All of them nude, their breasts rippling softly as they walked around the apartment. Jessica and Veronica in the kitchen, May and Sarah tidying, and Jennifer… at Master’s call, at his touch, ready to serve at his pleasure.

“You’re all here. I can’t believe it. All five of you, here with me. Obeying me.” He said. He smiled, looking at his new ones. He had sent Jennifer out alone, and she had brought them back. First Veronica and Jessica, and then May and Sarah. Jennifer had brought her Master all his pets, showed them what it meant to be his slave. Showed them the wonder of submission. 

They looked at him almost in sync, smiling as Jessica and Veronica brought dinner out for the rest of the girls. They all sat down around the table, their bare skin glittering softly in the candlelight.

“Well then. Dig in.” He said, and he began to eat. They all watched him, filled with pleasure as he took the first bite.

“Oh, except you, Jennifer.” He said. He smiled. “I’d like you on your knees.”

“Oh, of course Master!” she said. She got under the table, beginning to undo his pants. She was so glad he chose her. His favorite.

“Paul is All…”

They began to chant, and time lost all meaning for Jennifer then as she took her Master in her mouth. Her thoughts dissolved into the inky nothingness as she surrendered to the will of her Master, her body and mind a vessel for his pleasure, as the chant carried her conscious mind away.
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