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Professor Enslaved


Delilah Sanders was fuming. It was all she could do to keep herself from slamming down her office phone receiver in anger.

She had just received a call from that imbecile Dr. Matthews. He was calling her- again- to ask her to reconsider her decision on his appointment as chief of the department. Her answer was, of course, no- as if she was going to give that perverted misogynist any power in the department at all. It was no, that is, until he dropped an unexpected bomb on her.

“I know, Dr. Sanders, that you have in the past rejected my requests on the matter, but I would like to inform you that circumstances have changed.” Dr. Matthews said. His voice sounded smug. Well, it always sounded smug to her, but more smug now. As if he had something up his sleeve.

“And what might those circumstances be, Dr. Matthews?” Dr. Sanders said.

“Dr. Kevin Walters has agreed to lend his support to me in this matter.” Dr. Matthews said.

“He... he what? You must be joking.” Dr. Sanders said. Walters was a snide, sniveling coward who had taken advantage of some girl years ago. The girl had recanted her story, of course, said she made it all up. Sanders suspected they had put pressure on the poor girl to recant. It wouldn’t be the first time.

“I assure you, Dr. Sanders, I’m not joking.” Dr. Matthews said. “Why, I’m headed over to talk to Dr. Walters’ office right now if you’d care to join us and talk about it. Of course, if you don’t, I’d be more than happy to submit my request directly without your approval.”

Dr. Sanders knew that Matthews, as incompetent as he was, had trapped her. Dr. Walters, despite his past, was the most influential member of the department besides herself, and would almost certainly be able to sway any of her superiors onto the side of Dr. Matthews. Matthews’ gambit was a good one- he was betting that he could usurp her with our without her help.

If she helped him, and stepped down, she would be able to continue along, for the most part, without any further trouble from him. If he was able to get the appointment without her help, however- and he certainly had a fair shot at it- he would make sure he made her academic life a living hell.

She put her head in her hands, sighing deeply for a moment. How the hell had he gotten Walters’ support? Walters was the definition of a man who wouldn’t rock the boat- meek, polite, well-mannered. He would never have had the stomach to agree to anything Matthews suggested unless he was sure the alternative was much worse- or Matthews had somehow sweetened the deal. Funding? Sabbaticals? She didn’t know, but she was going to find out.

She took a few minutes to collect herself. She didn’t want Matthews thinking she was going to jump at his beck and call, and she wanted him to sweat a little bit; making it look like she didn’t think that he’d be able to do what he was proposing to do. Finally, after having collected herself, she made her way down the hall to Dr. Walters’ room. When she got there, the door was closed, and she saw his door had something on it- something she’d never seen before. It was some sort of strange pattern. 

She looked at it and got lightheaded for a moment- it was as if she blacked out for a second, strange spirals and images appearing before her eyes and pressing onto her brain. She closed her eyes suddenly, shaking her head, and then she brushed it off. It must have been nerves- she was almost shaking with the rage that she felt. That must be it. She knocked on the door.

“Come in!” Dr. Walters’ voice said, cheerily. She came in, and saw them: Matthews and Walters, both sitting there, clearly having been laughing at something. There was an empty seat next to Matthews, and Matthews beckoned her to it.

“Hi, Dr. Sanders!” Matthews said cheerily. “Come on in. Kev and I were just having a little chat before you came in. Please, do sit down.”

Dr. Sanders sat down warily, icily. Matthews had never been so nice to her before, not ever. He was lording his advantage over her, and he knew it. Worst of all, he knew that she knew it. She resisted the urge to dress him down, and instead smiled at him.

“Thank you.” She said, her mouth in a thin line.

“Look, Dr. Sanders, I...” Matthews said. He paused, clearly thinking about his next words. “We haven’t been the best of friends, to put it mildly. But I want to see eye to eye with you, and... well, I have something incredible. Something that I’ve been working on, something that Kev thinks is going to revolutionize psychological treatment as we know it.”

So that’s what it was. They’d gotten funding for something. She didn’t like Matthews or Walters, but they were smart, she had to grudgingly give them credit for that. If they were this smug about something and had gotten some funding for it, it must be huge. Bigger than anything she had in the pipeline anyway, and the bastards must have known that.

“So you’re going to use it to mow me over, is that it?” Dr. Sanders said.

“What? No!” Matthews said. He looked shocked, hurt even. Dr. Sanders was taken aback by how sincere his reaction was. Could she have been... wrong about him? She shook her head. Not likely.

“We... we want you to join our team.” Matthews said. “All three of us, on the cover. Together.”

“You... you what?” she said. Her jaw almost dropped. Putting her on the research? That... if it was good enough to give him the confidence to try and usurp her, sharing it with her would negate that advantage. She couldn’t see his angle here, no matter how hard she tried.

“What are you studying?” She said. She was intrigued now.

“This.” He said. He picked up a folder from Dr. Walters’ desk, handing it to her. She opened it, looking at the first one. It was a pattern similar to the one she’d seen on Dr. Walters’ door.

“It’s... well, it’s beautiful.” She said. She had a hard time looking away from it. The image seemed to spiral around, move on the page, fill and obscure her vision even though she knew that was impossible. She shook her head to clear her mind, and just as quickly as the spirals came they were gone. “What is it?”

“It’s a Van Helfing.” Matthews said. “Are you familiar with his work?”

“Yes, I am.” Dr. Sanders said. She suddenly began to feel very hot. She resisted the urge to ask them to open a window. “But it was a dead end, as I recall. Nothing ever came of it.”

“It was.” Matthews said. “But we’ve figured it out. We’ve unlocked the key. Delilah- can I call you Delilah?”

“Of course, Mark.” She said. She had always tried to keep some formal distance between them, but... this seemed right, somehow. Now that they were going to be partners. She started to fan herself unconsciously.

“Are you alright?” Mark said, looking at her. “You seem... bothered.”

“Oh, it’s nothing.” She said. “It’s just a bit hot in here, that’s all.”

“It’s not that hot.” Matthews said. He frowned, looking at her. “Well, just take off your top, cool off a bit, and we’ll keep talking about the project.”

“Good idea.” She said. She unbuttoned her top, taking it off and putting it over the back of her chair neatly. Her breasts bounced slightly as she did, and she noticed the two men eying her. She decided not to say anything. After all, she had amazing breasts- it was only natural they’d want to take a look.

“Sorry about that.” She said. “Please, go on.”

“Well, originally, the Van Helfings took a long time to work- slow upload, you could say.” Matthews said. “Dr. Walters here, however, figured out how to make the patterns imprint almost immediately. I’ll let him talk about the process, since he came up with it.”

“I see.” Delilah said, musing. She flipped over to the next image, and again there was a flash- hundreds of images, spirals, dancing and twirling and whirling their way across her field of vision. She shook her head slightly.

“The trick lay, you see, in some of the cortex neuroprocessing techniques I was-“ Dr. Walters began. He stopped. “Is something wrong, Delilah?”

“I... er...” she said, fidgeting. While she was no longer hot, all of a sudden she was very uncomfortable. The fabric of her bra was rubbing on her nipples while her underwear chafed, and she couldn’t concentrate on what Dr. Walters was saying.

“Your clothes, is it?” Matthews said. He rolled his eyes. “Really, Delilah, you’re in private, among friends. Take them off, get more comfortable.”

“I guess you’re right.” She said. She smiled at herself as she unclipped her bra, letting it fall to the floor, and shimmied out of her panties and skirt. She could be kind of prudish sometimes. She sat back down on the chair, naked. Dr. Walters had stopped talking, and she had to suppress a laugh. He was staring unabashedly at her naked breasts. She shimmied for him a little.

“What’s the matter, Kev? Tits got your tongue?” she said. He shook his head.

“Ah, sorry, got distracted there for a second.” He said.

“They’re nice tits, I don’t blame you.” She said. “You were saying about neuroprocessing techniques?”

“Ah, right.” He said. “Well, these new neuroprocessing techniques allowed us to create images that would imprint on the brain effortlessly, with no resistance. The earlier models, ah... well, the brain would fight a bit before giving in, and some commands would lose hold.”

“A hindrance to any therapy with them, no doubt.” She said thoughtfully, flipping to the next image. As she did, the spirals came back, whirling, boring into her brain- and right down her spine to her sex. She gasped almost audibly as a wave of arousal wracked her.

“Something wrong, Delilah?” Walters said, looking at her inquisitively.

“No, it’s...” she said, trailing off. She was horribly embarrassed. She was horny beyond belief, beyond anything she had ever felt before! She could hardly resist the urge to slip her hand down into her aching pussy, and as it was she was sure she was leaving a damp spot on Kevin’s chair.

“Seriously, Delilah?” Matthews said. “You’re sitting there, clearly aroused, and you’re still pretending we’re not good friends?”

“I...” Delilah began, but Matthews cut her off.

“Not a word.” He said. “I’m not going to let some sudden onset arousal get in the way of our presentation. Bend over this desk, get that perky little ass of yours in the air, and I’ll just fuck you while Dr. Walters talks. That way I’ll ease your arousal and you can concentrate.”

“Oh, thank you!” Delilah said, relieved. She took the folder, putting it on the desk, and bent over. Dr. Matthews slid into her quickly and easily, his cock filling her, and she sighed in relief as he slid in. He was so big, and she could feel her arousal slip away a little bit, replaced by the pleasure that he brought her.

“Oh thank you, Mark!” she said as he began to thrust in and out of her slowly. She had to admit that he was good- maybe too good. His cock sliding in and out of her wet pussy was almost as distracting as the uncontrollable itch of arousal that had been there. “That’s much better.”

“Of course, Delilah. Anything for a friend.” He said. He slapped her ass, and it jiggled a little. “You’ve got a great ass, do you know that?”

“I’ve been told. Glad you like it.” She said. “But now, back to business. Dr. Walters?”

“Ah, right, I...” he said. He trailed off, looking at her breasts heaving, swaying gently as Matthews slid in and out of her from behind. She rolled her eyes.

“Really, Kev.” She said. “I’m flattered you find my swaying tits attractive, but we’re in a business meeting, for crying out loud. Mark’s being kind enough to fuck my distraction out of me, the least you can do is make sure he’s not wasiting his time.”

“Right, sorry.” He said. He slid her a new folder. “This all the research we have so far. The results are promising.”

“Promising?” she said, looking over the abstract. She tried to keep the words steady- every thrust from Matthews made her body rock slightly, and she had to steady herself to read the paragraph. “You’ve done field trials already?”

“Oh, yes.” Dr. Walters said. “We’ve successfully reprogrammed four subjects thus far to be our sex slaves, and all show no signs of reverting to their previous personalities or habits. We’re currently in the process of reprogramming a subject with the instant upload Van Helfings- you, in fact.”

“Me?” she said. She felt Matthews thrusting deep in and out of her, and she got distracted for a second in the pleasure. It did feel amazing... she wondered why she had never asked him to fuck her before. He was really good at it. “I’m afraid I don’t follow.”

“Well, you see, the Van Helfing on the door was a primer. It reprogrammed you to find nothing that goes on in this room strange.” Dr. Walters said. “And with each successive Van Helfing, we’ve made behavioral modifiers that made you want to take your clothes off and get fucked from behind, respectively.”

“Ah, that makes sense.” She said, nodding. “Before I came into the room, I most likely would have not approved of this behavior. Now, however, due to the reprogramming, I am perfectly accepting of it.”

“Indeed.” Walters said. “By the end of the Van Helfing series in the folder, you’ll be completely and utterly devoted to us, our sex slave in every sense of the word.”

“Why do- uh!- need me then?” Delilah said, a particularly deep thrust from Matthews causing her to lose her focus for a second. “Sorry, it’s a bit hard to think with a nice big cock in your pussy.”

“Completely understandable.” Walters said. “Well, you’ve been involved in experiments with neuroplasticity and flexibility. Currently, our Van Helfings need to be customized to each individual.”

“Ah, I see.” Delilah said. “You want them to be able to be brain-independent, so to speak. Generic programming.”

“Exactly.” Kevin said. “Can you help us?”

“I think so.” She said, looking at the abstract. She looked back at the Van Helfing, the next in the series, and the spirals came again, but briefer this time. She shook her head, clearing her thoughts. “Sorry about that, must’ve been the next wave of reprogramming. At any rate, it can be done, you just have to... are you listening to me?”

“I, ah, sorry.” He said. He had his hand down his pants, and he was stroking himself, his erect cock let loose from his pants.

“Really, Master, I have two holes.” She said, rolling her eyes. “If your big, hard cock is distracting you, just stick it in my mouth and let me suck you off.”

“Oh, right. How forgetful of me, sorry.” Walters said. “Mark, would you mind repositioning?”

“Not at all.” He said. He pulled out of her, and laid on the floor. “Delilah, I’ll just lay here, and you can ride me while you suck Kev’s cock.”

“Sounds good, Master.” She said. He laid down on the floor, and she straddled him, positioning her pussy above him. She slid on him with one quick, easy motion, and she almost gasped as he slid into her. She had always liked being fucked from behind, but on top was her favorite position. Her arousal was building even more, and she couldn’t wait to get off from that big, hard cock pounding her hot little pussy. 

Dr. Walters moved around from the side of the desk, his cock out, and she slid it easily, happily into her mouth. It was big, as big as Master Mark’s, she thought, and he slid it into her mouth. Despite its size, she was able to get it completely into her mouth, and she began to move her mouth along it. She had never given a blowjob before- she had always thought it demeaning- but now she could think of nothing more than how wonderful it was to have her new Master’s cock in her mouth while her other Master’s cock filled her pussy. She slurped his cock into her mouth eagerly, willingly, using her tongue to stroke his shaft and lick his tip.

She was rewarded by his deep, masculine grunts, and she almost beamed with pride. Not that she didn’t like the deep, almost primal grunts that came from beneath her- she loved pleasing Master Mark with her pussy too. But there was so much more skill in her mouth, and she could feel that thrill deep inside her when they sometimes grunted in unison, as she pleasured them simultaneously with both of her holes.

It wasn’t just their pleasure, either: she could feel her own pleasure building, as well. She had begun the blowjob as a way to ease Master Kevin’s tension, just as Master Mark was kind enough to ease hers by poking her aching little pussy with his big, rock-hard cock. She discovered, however, that she really, really loved sucking cock- and it was building her arousal just like getting her pussy pounded. She was beginning to lose herself on both ends, one cock thrusting deep into her pussy, the other deep into her mouth.

She began to grind herself onto Master Mark’s cock faster, and she felt him match her rhythm, bucking up to meet her. She gyrated on his cock, positioning him in the best way to rub up against her clit, and she beamed in satisfaction as she heard him grunt, the pressure against his cock pleasurable for him as well. She prided herself on how well she was doing- even as she was beginning to lose herself to her own pleasure, she never let herself be distracted from her true task at hand: pleasuring her Masters. She never missed a stroke of Master Kevin’s cock in her mouth, and his continued grunts assured her that she was still doing a great job.

She could feel Master Mark begin to thrust harder, faster, losing control of himself. She matched his rhythm, eager to get him off. They began to buck in sync, her body swaying, gyrating, teasing every last bit of pleasure out of him. She knew he was close, she could feel he was close, she couldn’t believe he had lasted so long already. She continued to gyrate, swaying her hips, thrusting up and down on him to meet his increasingly more frenzied thrusts.

Finally she felt him tense up. She felt his hands take a hard grip on her hips suddenly, pulling her down on him firmly as he pushed up one final time, bucking into her, holding her down on him as he shot his seed into her. Delilah shuddered at the pleasure; she had never known anything like it. The feeling of her Master coming inside her threatened to send her over the edge as well. She felt that familiar tingling, the tingling that meant her orgasm was also going to come to her soon. But no- she couldn’t, not yet, she still had to get Master Kevin to come inside her, to fill her mouth with his seed.

She began to work in earnest again, the wave of arousal that hit her renewing her efforts. She slid his mouth deep into her throat and back out again, her full lips completely enveloping his cock and then coming back out again. She slid her tongue along his shaft then back up to the tip, swirling it around, using it to light up every nerve on his cock. She brought her other hand up to stroke his balls as she continued to deep throat his cock, in and out. She knew she was almost there- she could feel him starting to thrust deeper and faster in her mouth. 

Suddenly, however, he grabbed her hair, pulling her off his cock. With a wet pop she came off, and he stood there with his erect cock throbbing, panting. She tried to pull his cock back into her mouth, but he stopped her.

“Push your tits together.” He said. She complied, understanding what he wanted- she pumped his cock with her hand, gripping firmly, deep, fast, long strokes, aiming his cock at her tits. With a deep grunt, he tensed up and came, the hot, white stream hitting Delilah’s tits, getting their stickiness all over her, on her nipples, between her tits.

And then she allowed herself to come. The sight of Master Kevin’s orgasm, the knowledge that she had completely pleased the two of them, wholly and indisputably, hit her like a tidal wave. Her body rocked with the force of her orgasm- she was helpless against it. She shuddered as it overwhelmed her, smashing her like a tidal wave. It was powerful, unlike any orgasm she had ever felt before, and she was lost to it as she slipped off the softening cock beneath her, the ecstasy burning everything else out of her mind, leaving nothing but a searing white haze of pleasure overtaking her and her lust-filled, brainwashed mind.

She didn’t know how long she had been out, but she awoke to her masters talking.

“That, my friend, was inspired.” Master Mark was saying. “That was easily the most dramatic and hot of any of the inductions we’ve done.”

“Indeed, that was... well, amazing.” Master Kevin said. “I didn’t think it would work.”

“Oh, but it did.” Master Mark said. He slapped Master Kevin on the back. “The instant induction was genius. And the delayed onset programming to slowly enslave her after she saw the final image? That was brilliant.”

“I, uh, thank you.” His colleague said, suddenly bashful.

“Don’t mention it.” Master Mark said. “By the way, what made you blow your load on her tits? That wasn’t part of the plan.”

“I, uh, well...” Master Kevin said, trailing off. “Haven’t you always wanted to see Dr. Delilah Sanders, head of Neuroscience, kneeling in front of you with your load on her tits?”

The two of them laughed for a moment, and then finally noticed her coming to.

“Well well, how’s our newest concubine doing?” Master Mark said.

“Oh... good, master...” she said, wobbling to her feet. “That was... incredible.”

“Well, considering we’ve programmed you to think so, that’s a good sign.” He said. “Do you remember what you saw of the induction programming, or did we fuck your brains out too hard?”

“No, master.” She said, giggling at his joke. The old Delilah would never have giggled, but everything Master said was funny! “I remember.

“Can you do it?” he said.

“Yes, Master.” She said, nodding vigorously. “I don’t expect the changes to take more than a few weeks.”

“Excellent!” He said. He slapped her on the ass. “Good girl!”

She beamed at his praise. She couldn’t believe how many ways she could satisfy them! Not just with her body, but with her knowledge too. She was so proud of herself.

“I’ll begin work immediately!” she said.

“Good.” Master Mark said. “See that, Kev? The future is coming. A future full of wonderful, sexy co-eds who can’t wait to spread ‘em for us.”

Her masters laughed, and she beamed. She couldn’t wait to keep reprogramming all those hot little co-eds for her Masters! Nothing pleased her more than serving them, completely and obediently. Her mind was already working on her project, and she smiled at the thought of hundreds of girls knowing the pleasure of sharing her masters...
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