
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Lecture Hall Glance

The lecture hall hummed with the low rustle of notebooks and the occasional cough from the back rows. Professor Ethan Black stood at the front, his deep, measured voice rolling across the tiered seats like a slow tide. Today’s topic in Psychology of Suggestion was particularly delicious: the hidden power of subconscious influence.

“Repetition,” he said, letting the word linger, “is the first key to reshaping a mind. Say something often enough, in the right tone, and the conscious mind simply… stops resisting.”

His gaze swept the room, practiced and predatory. Most students were half-listening, doodling, checking phones. But in the back row, third seat from the aisle, sat Lily Harper.

She was small, almost doll-like against the oversized wooden desk. A thick cream sweater swallowed her narrow shoulders, the sleeves pulled down over her hands so only her fingertips showed, scribbling notes at frantic speed. Large, wire-rimmed glasses perched on a delicate nose. Her long chestnut hair was tied in a simple ponytail that swayed every time she nodded along with his words. Even from this distance, Ethan could see the nervous energy in her: the way her left knee bounced under the desk, the faint flush on her cheeks, the perfect, straight-backed posture of a girl who had spent her life trying to be invisible and perfect at the same time.

There you are, he thought, the corner of his mouth curving.

He had noticed her on the first day of the semester. While others slouched or whispered, Lily sat rapt, absorbing every syllable. Her notes were meticulous—color-coded, underlined, starred. But it was more than diligence. There was a softness in her eyes when she looked at him, a hungry kind of focus. Natural trance subjects were rare. Lily Harper looked like she could drop with nothing more than a calm voice and the right rhythm.

Ethan continued speaking, but his attention stayed locked on her. “Once resistance fades, the subject becomes… suggestible. Pliant. Eager to please.” He let his voice drop an octave on the last three words, watching her pen pause mid-sentence. Her lips parted slightly. A tiny shiver ran through her shoulders.

Good girl.

He finished the lecture ten minutes early, as he often did when he wanted time to hunt. Students packed up in a chaotic wave. Lily lingered, carefully sliding her notebook into a worn canvas bag, cheeks still faintly pink.

Ethan dismissed the rest of the class with his usual charming smile, then descended the steps toward the back row. His shoes clicked softly on the linoleum. Lily looked up, startled, when his shadow fell across her desk.

“Miss Harper, isn’t it?”

Her eyes widened behind the glasses. “Y-yes, Professor Black.”

Up close she was even more perfect. Soft, heart-shaped face. Full lower lip she was currently biting. The faint scent of vanilla and laundry detergent drifted from her sweater. Beneath the bulky knit, he could just make out the gentle swell of small, pert breasts and the narrow dip of her waist.

“I’ve been watching your participation,” he lied smoothly. “You seem very… focused. But I also notice you tend to stay after everyone else has gone. Exam anxiety?”

Lily clutched the strap of her bag like a lifeline, nodding quickly. “A little. The midterm is worth forty percent and I—I just want to do well.”

Her voice was soft, almost breathy. Ethan felt the familiar stir low in his gut. That voice would sound exquisite whispering Yes, Professor while her mind floated in blank obedience.

He leaned one hip against the desk beside hers, close enough that his knee nearly brushed her thigh. “Most students who care as much as you do burn themselves out. I offer extra help sessions for students with genuine potential. Office hours are crowded, but I could make time for a private review. Tomorrow afternoon? My office, 4:30.”

Lily blinked rapidly, a faint blush climbing her neck. “I… I wouldn’t want to impose—”

“You wouldn’t be.” His smile was warm, reassuring, the one he had perfected over years of careful predation. “Consider it an investment in your success. You’re one of the brightest in this class, Lily. I’d hate to see anxiety steal that from you.”

He watched the compliment land. Her shoulders relaxed a fraction. The corners of her mouth twitched upward in a shy, pleased little smile.

“Okay,” she whispered. “Thank you, Professor. I really appreciate it.”

“Excellent.” Ethan straightened, letting his fingers brush the edge of her desk as he turned away. “I’ll see you tomorrow. And Lily?”

She looked up, expectant.

“Try to get some rest tonight. You look like you could use it.”

He walked away before she could respond, but not before catching the way her thighs pressed together under the desk—just the tiniest, unconscious movement.

Outside in the corridor, Ethan allowed himself a slow, satisfied exhale. The first thread was cast. Tomorrow he would begin weaving it tighter. A simple progressive relaxation exercise. A few innocent suggestions. Nothing she would notice.

By the end of the week, sweet little Lily Harper would already be wet every time she heard his voice.

And she would have no idea why.


Chapter 2: The First Appointment

Lily Harper stood outside Professor Black’s office door at 4:27, clutching the strap of her canvas bag so tightly her knuckles had gone white. Her heart hammered against her ribs like it wanted to escape. She had changed her sweater three times before leaving her dorm—finally settling on a soft lavender one that felt safe and modest. Her jeans were loose, her sneakers quiet. Nothing that would draw attention.

She raised her hand, hesitated, then knocked twice.

“Come in.”

The voice was calm, low, and somehow already familiar. Lily pushed the door open.

Professor Black’s office was smaller than she expected, but warmer. Heavy oak bookshelves lined two walls, filled with psychology texts and a few leather-bound journals. The blinds were half-drawn against the late afternoon sun, casting the room in a gentle golden haze. A single desk lamp glowed on the large wooden desk, and two comfortable-looking armchairs faced each other in the corner. A faint scent of sandalwood and old paper hung in the air.

Ethan Black rose from behind his desk, smiling that same reassuring, confident smile from yesterday. He had removed his suit jacket; the crisp white shirt hugged his broad shoulders and tapered waist. The top button was undone, revealing a hint of collarbone. Lily’s mouth went dry.

“Lily. Right on time. I appreciate punctuality.” He gestured toward the armchairs. “Please, sit. Make yourself comfortable.”

She perched on the edge of the nearer chair, bag balanced on her lap like a shield. “Thank you again for doing this, Professor. I know you’re busy.”

“Nonsense.” He settled into the opposite chair, crossing one long leg over the other. His dark eyes studied her openly—kind, but intense. “Tell me about this anxiety. How does it show up for you?”

Lily swallowed. Her fingers twisted in the hem of her sweater. “It’s… mostly at night. I lie there replaying everything I did wrong that day. Or worrying about the midterm. My mind just won’t shut off. Sometimes I only get three or four hours of sleep. It’s affecting my focus in class too.”

Ethan nodded slowly, as if every word mattered. “That’s very common. The mind gets stuck in loops. But it can be trained to relax. Would you like to try a simple exercise? Nothing invasive—just guided breathing and progressive relaxation. It’s helped many students.”

She hesitated only a second. “Okay. Sure.”

“Great. First, I want you to sit back fully in the chair. That’s it… let your back rest against the cushion. Good. Now rest your hands on your thighs, palms up. Perfect.”

His voice had changed subtly—slower, smoother, each word flowing into the next like warm honey. Lily found herself obeying without thinking, sinking deeper into the chair.

“Close your eyes when you’re ready,” he continued. “You can keep them open if it feels safer, but most people find closing them helps them focus inward.”

Lily’s lashes fluttered, then lowered. The room disappeared. All that remained was his voice.

“Take a slow breath in… hold it for a moment… and let it out even slower. Excellent. Again. In… and out. Feel the air moving through your body, carrying tension away with every exhale.”

She breathed with him. The tight knot in her chest began to loosen.

“Now, focus on your feet. Feel them resting on the floor. Imagine warmth spreading through them… heavy… relaxed. Let that warmth rise slowly up your calves… your knees… your thighs.”

Lily’s legs grew heavy, sinking into the chair. A strange, pleasant heaviness settled over her.

“Your hips… your lower back… all the muscles softening. Good girl.”

A tiny spark of heat flickered low in her belly at the words. She barely noticed.

“Shoulders dropping… neck relaxing… jaw loose… forehead smooth. Your whole body is becoming heavier, warmer, more comfortable. Deeper and deeper.”

His voice wrapped around her like a thick blanket. Time stretched. The outside world faded. There was only the chair, the gentle golden light behind her eyelids, and Professor Black’s calm, commanding tone guiding her downward.

“Lily, in a moment I’m going to test how well your body listens. When I say the word ‘heavy,’ I want your shoulders to drop even further, as if someone has placed warm, gentle weights on them. Do you understand?”

“Yes…” The word slipped out soft and distant.

“Heavy.”

Her shoulders sank instantly, a soft sigh escaping her lips. She didn’t notice the small, satisfied smile that curved Ethan’s mouth.

“Very good. You’re naturally responsive. That’s rare and wonderful. Now, every time you hear me say ‘good girl’ in this calm voice, a gentle wave of warmth and calm will spread through your body. It feels safe. It feels right. Can you let that happen?”

Lily nodded slowly, lips parted. “Yes…”

“Perfect. Good girl.”

The warmth bloomed again, stronger this time—sliding down her spine and pooling between her thighs. Her breath hitched. A faint dampness gathered in her panties. She shifted slightly in the chair but remained deeply relaxed.

Ethan watched her closely, noting every micro-expression: the flush creeping up her neck, the way her fingers twitched once then stilled, the subtle press of her thighs together. She was even more suggestible than he’d hoped. A perfect subject.

He continued guiding her for another ten minutes, deepening the relaxation, planting the seeds of future triggers. Nothing overt yet. Just enough to make her crave returning.

When he finally brought her up, he did it gently.

“On the count of five, you’ll return feeling refreshed, calm, and proud of yourself. One… two… three… four… five. Eyes open.”

Lily blinked slowly. The room swam back into focus. She felt… lighter. Warmer. Strangely peaceful. A small, shy smile touched her lips.

“Wow,” she whispered. “That was really nice. I feel so relaxed.”

Ethan leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “I’m glad. You did beautifully. Some people take weeks to reach that level. You dropped very easily.”

The praise made her cheeks glow pink. She ducked her head, pleased.

“Same time next week?” he asked, voice casual. “We can build on this. Maybe address the sleep issues directly.”

Lily nodded without hesitation. “Yes, please. Thank you, Professor.”

As she gathered her bag and stood, Ethan rose with her. At the door he placed a light, reassuring hand on her shoulder—brief, professional.

“You’re going to do very well in this class, Lily. I can already tell.”

“Good girl,” he added softly as she stepped into the hallway.

A visible shiver ran down her spine. Her step faltered for half a second, thighs pressing together again. She glanced back, confused but smiling.

“See you in class tomorrow,” she said quietly, then hurried down the corridor, cheeks burning and a strange new ache pulsing between her legs.

Ethan closed the door, leaned against it, and let out a slow, hungry breath.

The first thread was now firmly in place.

And sweet little Lily had no idea she was already beginning to unravel.


Chapter 3: The Trigger Seed

Lily returned to Professor Black’s office exactly one week later, her lavender sweater replaced by a soft gray one that still hid her figure but felt comforting against her skin. She had thought about canceling twice. The strange warmth she’d felt after the first session had lingered for days—tiny, unexplainable pulses between her legs whenever she replayed his voice in her mind. But her midterm was approaching fast, and the relaxation exercise had genuinely helped her sleep better than she had in months. So she knocked again, heart fluttering.

“Come in, Lily.”

Ethan’s voice already sent a faint ripple through her body. She stepped inside. The blinds were drawn lower this time, the room bathed in deeper amber light. A single candle flickered on the side table beside the armchairs, filling the air with soft sandalwood.

“You look a little nervous today,” Ethan observed as he rose to greet her. His dark eyes moved over her slowly, approving. “That’s all right. We’ll take care of that. Sit down and get comfortable, just like last time.”

Lily sank into the same chair. Her bag slid to the floor. She folded her hands in her lap, trying not to fidget.

“Before we begin,” he said smoothly, “tell me how the week went. Any improvement in your anxiety?”

“A little,” she admitted, cheeks warming. “I slept better. But I still get… tense. Especially when I think about the exam.”

Ethan nodded, settling into his chair across from her. “Then let’s go deeper today. You responded so well last time. I think you’re ready for a slightly stronger session. Close your eyes when you feel ready.”

Lily’s lashes fluttered shut almost immediately. She wanted that peaceful heaviness again. Needed it.

Ethan’s voice dropped into that rich, rhythmic cadence. “Breathe in slowly… hold… and release. Let every exhale carry you deeper. Good. Your body already remembers how to relax for me. Shoulders dropping… arms heavy… legs sinking into the chair. Deeper with every breath.”

Within minutes Lily was floating again, her breathing slow and even, lips softly parted. The world narrowed to his voice alone.

“You’re doing beautifully, Lily. So responsive. So trusting. That’s very rare.” A pause. “Good girl.”

A warm pulse bloomed low in her belly, exactly like last time. Stronger. Her thighs pressed together instinctively as a slick heat gathered between them. She let out a tiny, unconscious sigh.

Ethan smiled in the quiet room. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, watching her face intently.

“Deeper now. Let my voice guide you all the way down. Every word I speak sinks you further. Your conscious mind can rest. It doesn’t need to listen closely. Your subconscious is wide open… eager to receive everything I tell it.”

He let the silence stretch, listening to her soft breathing.

“Lily, when you’re this deep, your mind becomes incredibly receptive. Suggestions take root easily. They feel natural. Right. And every time you hear me say the words ‘good girl’ in this calm, low voice, a beautiful wave of warmth and pleasure will bloom right between your legs. It feels safe. It feels good. Your body will respond instantly—becoming wet, sensitive, aching in the most delicious way—yet your mind will simply accept it as perfectly normal. Do you understand?”

A soft, dreamy “Yes…” slipped from her lips.

“Wonderful. Let’s test it. Good girl.”

Lily’s breath hitched. Heat surged through her core, stronger than before. Her clit throbbed once, twice, sending a visible shiver down her body. A rush of wetness soaked into her panties. Her nipples tightened against the soft fabric of her bra. She squirmed in the chair, thighs rubbing together, but remained deeply relaxed, eyelids fluttering.

Ethan’s voice stayed perfectly steady. “That’s right. Good girl. Feel how good it is. Every time you hear those words from me, the pleasure doubles. Your body craves it. Your pussy gets wetter. Your mind stays calm and happy. This is our little secret. You don’t need to question it. You only need to enjoy it.”

He repeated the suggestion three more times, each “Good girl” pulling a fresh, helpless wave of arousal from her. By the fourth, Lily was breathing faster, cheeks flushed deep pink, lips trembling. A tiny damp spot had begun to form on the crotch of her jeans, though she was too far gone to notice.

Ethan continued weaving in reinforcement for another fifteen minutes—deepening her trance, praising her obedience, planting the suggestion that she would look forward to their next session with quiet excitement. Only when he was satisfied did he begin bringing her up.

“On the count of five, you’ll return feeling calm, refreshed, and wonderfully relaxed. One… two… three… four… five. Eyes open.”

Lily blinked slowly. The room came back into focus. She felt dreamy, almost drunk with calm. But underneath that calm burned a low, insistent heat between her legs. Her panties were embarrassingly wet. She shifted, pressing her thighs together, mortified.

“How do you feel?” Ethan asked, voice warm and casual.

“Really… relaxed,” she murmured, voice slightly hoarse. “Thank you. That was even better than last time.”

“I’m glad.” He stood and offered her a hand up. When she took it, he held on a moment longer than necessary, thumb brushing the back of her hand. “You’re making excellent progress, Lily. Good girl.”

The trigger hit her like a spark on dry tinder. Fresh heat flooded her pussy. Her knees nearly buckled. A soft, involuntary whimper escaped before she could stop it. She yanked her hand back, face burning crimson.

“I—I should go,” she stammered, grabbing her bag. “Thank you again, Professor.”

Ethan walked her to the door, perfectly composed. “Of course. Same time next week. Sleep well tonight.”

Lily practically fled down the hallway, heart racing, thighs slick with arousal. Every step made her aware of the damp fabric clinging to her. She ducked into the nearest bathroom stall, locked the door, and leaned against it, breathing hard.

What is wrong with me? she thought, pressing a hand between her legs. The pressure only made it worse. She was soaked. Aching. And the worst part was the quiet little voice in the back of her mind whispering how good it felt.

Back in his office, Ethan closed the door and exhaled slowly, a dark smile spreading across his face. He could still smell the faint trace of her arousal in the air.

The seed had been planted.

And it was already beginning to bloom.


Chapter 4: Midterm “Review”

Lily arrived at Professor Black’s office ten minutes early, her stomach twisting with a confusing mix of nerves and anticipation. She had worn the same soft gray sweater from last week, but paired it with a slightly tighter pair of dark jeans that hugged her hips more than she usually allowed. The choice felt strange even as she made it—like some quiet part of her wanted to look… nicer. For him.

She knocked, and his smooth voice called her in immediately.

The room felt even more intimate today. The blinds were almost fully closed, leaving only thin blades of golden light slicing across the floor. The sandalwood candle burned again, thicker this time, its scent heavier. Professor Black stood beside his desk, rolling up the sleeves of his white shirt to reveal strong forearms. He smiled when he saw her, slow and warm.

“Lily. Come in and sit. You look like you could use some deep relaxation today.”

She nodded, cheeks already warming, and settled into the familiar armchair. Her bag dropped beside her. “The midterm is in four days,” she confessed quietly. “I’ve been studying nonstop, but my mind keeps racing. I… I keep thinking about our last session. It helped so much.”

Ethan’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction. “I’m glad. You’ve been such a good subject. Let’s build on that. Shall we begin?”

Lily didn’t even wait for further instruction. Her eyes fluttered closed the moment he began speaking. His voice wrapped around her like velvet chains.

“Breathe with me… slow and deep. In… and out. That’s it. You already know how easily you sink for me now. Shoulders dropping. Body growing heavy. Deeper… deeper still. Good girl.”

The trigger hit instantly. A hot, liquid pulse flooded between her legs. Lily whimpered softly, thighs pressing together as fresh wetness soaked her panties. The sensation was stronger every time, almost Pavlovian now. She didn’t question it. She just let it happen, sinking faster, falling further.

Ethan watched her descent with hungry focus. Her breathing had already slowed. Her lips were parted, cheeks flushed. Perfect.

“Even deeper now, Lily. All the way down. Your conscious thoughts can drift away. Your subconscious is wide open to me. So receptive. So obedient.”

He continued for several minutes, layering in praise, watching her body grow limp and pliant in the chair. When her head tipped slightly forward and her hands lay completely slack on her thighs, he knew she was ready.

“Lily, today we’re going to add a new tool to help you focus. When you hear the sound of my fingers snapping—like this—” He snapped sharply once. “—your mind will go completely blank. Empty. No thoughts. No worries. Just peaceful nothingness for about sixty seconds. During that blankness, your body remains relaxed and open to my voice. You will remember nothing of what happens while blank, but you will feel calm and happy afterward. Do you understand?”

A dreamy whisper: “Yes, Professor…”

“Excellent. Let’s practice. Good girl.”

Another rush of heat made her hips twitch. Then—

Snap.

Lily’s face went slack. Her eyes, still closed, lost all tension. Her breathing became perfectly even. Every trace of thought drained from her expression. She looked beautifully, eerily empty.

Ethan rose from his chair and moved to stand directly in front of her. For a long moment he simply admired the sight: shy little Lily Harper, completely blank and helpless in his office.

He leaned down, voice low and intimate near her ear. “While you’re blank, your body feels safe with my touch. It feels good. Natural. You will not wake until I bring you up.”

His hand moved slowly, deliberately. He rested it on her left thigh, just above the knee, and stroked upward in a long, firm caress over the denim. Higher. His fingers traced the seam of her jeans, pressing lightly between her thighs where the fabric was already damp. He rubbed slow circles there, feeling the heat radiating through the material, listening to the tiny unconscious hitch in her breathing.

“You’re getting wetter for me, Lily. That’s right. Your pussy responds so beautifully even when your mind is gone.”

He continued stroking her for the full minute, occasionally whispering new suggestions: that she would crave these sessions, that being alone with him felt safer than anywhere else, that her body now associated his presence with deep, aching arousal.

Exactly sixty seconds later, he snapped again.

Lily blinked rapidly, surfacing with a soft gasp. The room spun back into focus. She felt strangely warm and heavy between her legs, almost throbbing. Her jeans felt too tight. A faint, musky scent reached her nose—her own arousal—and her face burned with embarrassment.

“How do you feel?” Ethan asked, back in his chair as if he’d never moved. His voice was perfectly calm.

“Blank… but good,” she murmured, shifting uncomfortably. The pressure between her thighs was intense. She could feel how soaked her panties were. “Did I… go really deep that time?”

“Very deep,” he confirmed, smiling. “You’re making remarkable progress. I think this new technique will help you stay calm during the midterm. Would you like to try it again before we finish?”

Lily nodded before she could think better of it. She wanted that peaceful emptiness again. It felt… safe.

Snap.

She dropped instantly, face going slack once more.

Ethan allowed himself a darker smile this time. He knelt in front of her chair, gently parted her knees, and pressed his palm firmly against the damp crotch of her jeans. He rubbed her slowly, deliberately, grinding the heel of his hand against her swollen clit through the layers of fabric while whispering reinforcement suggestions directly into her ear.

When the minute ended, he returned to his seat and brought her up.

Lily woke flushed and panting softly. Her nipples were visibly hard beneath her sweater. She pressed her thighs together tightly, mortified by the slickness she could feel. A tiny wet spot had darkened the denim between her legs, though she prayed he couldn’t see it.

“I… I should go study,” she whispered, voice shaky. She stood on unsteady legs, grabbing her bag. “Thank you, Professor. For everything.”

Ethan rose and walked her to the door. Just as she reached for the handle, he said softly, “You’re doing so well, Lily. Good girl.”

The trigger slammed into her. Fresh heat gushed into her already ruined panties. Her knees buckled slightly and she had to grip the doorframe for support. A tiny, helpless sound escaped her throat.

She fled down the hallway without looking back, heart pounding, pussy aching with every step. By the time she reached her dorm, she was nearly in tears from confusion and unbearable need.

In his office, Ethan leaned back in his chair, breathing in the lingering scent of her arousal that still hung in the air. He adjusted his hardening cock through his slacks and smiled.

The midterm review had gone perfectly.

Lily Harper was no longer just suggestible.

She was becoming his.


Chapter 5: The First Uncontrolled Orgasm

The lecture hall was quieter than usual the next morning. Midterm week had students hunched over notebooks or staring blankly at laptops, tension thick in the air. Lily sat in her usual spot in the back row, third seat from the aisle, legs pressed tightly together under the desk. She hadn’t slept well. Every time she closed her eyes, she heard Professor Black’s low voice saying good girl, and her body would betray her with another rush of heat.

She had changed her panties twice that morning.

Now she kept her head down, scribbling notes she barely absorbed, cheeks already warm just from the sight of him at the front of the room. Professor Black moved with easy confidence, returning graded practice essays. His voice rolled over the class like always—calm, authoritative, impossible to ignore.

Lily’s heart stuttered when he started up the aisle toward the back row.

She tried to focus on her notebook, but her thighs were already trembling. The memory of yesterday’s session kept flashing through her mind: the blankness, the heat, the way her body had responded so shamelessly. She shifted in her seat, feeling the faint dampness already gathering again.

“Miss Harper.”

His shadow fell across her desk. Lily looked up, glasses slipping slightly down her nose. Professor Black held her practice essay, a small red “A-” circled at the top. His dark eyes met hers directly.

“Excellent work,” he said, voice pitched just loud enough for her alone. “You’re doing so well, Lily. Good girl.”

The trigger detonated.

Pleasure slammed into her like a molten wave.

Lily’s breath caught sharply. Her pencil slipped from her fingers and rolled across the desk. Deep in her core, the implanted suggestion ignited every nerve ending at once. Her pussy clenched hard, flooding with sudden, overwhelming wetness. Her clit throbbed violently, once, twice, then pulsed in powerful, uncontrollable spasms.

“Oh—!” The tiny sound died in her throat. She bit down hard on her lower lip to stay silent, tasting blood.

The orgasm crashed over her in the middle of the lecture hall, fully clothed, surrounded by fifty oblivious students. Her thighs shook uncontrollably under the desk. Her inner walls rippled and squeezed around nothing, each contraction sending fresh gushes of slick arousal into her panties. The soaked fabric clung obscenely to her folds. A hot trickle escaped, dampening the crotch of her jeans.

She gripped the edge of the desk with white knuckles, shoulders rigid, trying desperately to look normal. But her hips gave a tiny, helpless roll forward, grinding her swollen clit against the seam of her jeans. Another sharp wave hit her. Her vision blurred. A soft, broken whimper slipped past her bitten lip.

Professor Black lingered for two more seconds, watching her face with dark satisfaction—the flushed cheeks, the glassy eyes, the way her small breasts rose and fell rapidly under her sweater. Then he continued down the row as if nothing had happened.

Lily sat frozen, riding out the aftershocks in complete silence. Each tiny clench sent another ripple of humiliating pleasure through her. Her panties were ruined, drenched. The wet spot on her jeans had grown large enough that she was terrified someone might notice if she stood up.

The lecture continued. She heard nothing. Her mind spun in panicked circles while her body kept trembling with residual bliss.

What is happening to me?

When the class finally ended twenty agonizing minutes later, Lily waited until most students had filed out before she dared to move. She stood on shaky legs, feeling a fresh trickle of wetness slide down her inner thigh. Mortified, she clutched her bag in front of her lap to hide the dark patch on her jeans and hurried down the steps, head lowered.

She didn’t make it far.

The moment she reached the hallway, another soft pulse hit her—aftershocks from the trigger. She ducked into the nearest women’s restroom, locked herself in the handicap stall, and collapsed against the wall.

Her breathing came in ragged gasps. She yanked her sweater up and shoved a hand down the front of her jeans without thinking. The moment her fingers touched her soaked panties, she moaned—loud, broken, shameful. Her clit was swollen and hypersensitive. Two strokes and she came again, harder this time, biting her own wrist to muffle the cry.

Tears pricked her eyes as the pleasure faded.

This isn’t normal. This can’t be normal.

She peeled off her ruined panties with trembling hands, wadded them into a ball, and stuffed them deep into her bag. The cool air kissed her bare, dripping pussy under her jeans. The sensation made her whimper again.

Back in the now-empty lecture hall, Professor Ethan Black gathered his notes slowly. He had watched her flee—the stiff walk, the way she kept her bag pressed tightly to her front, the faint wet spot he had glimpsed when she stood.

His cock throbbed against the confines of his slacks.

He pulled out his phone and sent a single text to the private number he had acquired during their last session:

Office hours tomorrow at 4:30. Don’t be late.

Then he smiled, dark and patient.

Lily Harper’s resistance was already cracking.

Soon, she would stop fighting the pleasure entirely.


Chapter 6: Private Tutoring Begins

Lily stood on the front porch of Professor Black’s townhouse at exactly 4:30 the following afternoon, clutching her bag like a lifeline. The building was only a ten-minute walk from campus—quiet, upscale, with heavy curtains in the windows and no neighboring houses visible from the street. She had nearly canceled three times. The memory of yesterday’s humiliating orgasm in the lecture hall still burned in her mind. She had thrown away the soaked panties and spent half the night touching herself shamefully in the dark, chasing that same uncontrollable pleasure while whispering “good girl” under her breath like a dirty secret.

She told herself this was necessary. Her midterm was tomorrow. She needed every advantage.

Before she could knock, the door opened.

Professor Black stood there in dark jeans and a black button-down, sleeves rolled up. The casual look made him look younger, more dangerous. His eyes swept over her—taking in the oversized cream sweater, the modest skirt that reached her knees, the nervous way she shifted her weight.

“Lily. Come inside. I’m glad you made it.”

His voice already sent a warm flutter through her core. She stepped past him, catching the faint scent of sandalwood and something darker—him. The door clicked shut behind her with a soft, final sound.

The living room was spacious and masculine: dark leather couch, heavy bookshelves, a single floor lamp casting a warm pool of light. No television. No distractions. Just quiet, intimate space.

“I thought the office was getting a little… restrictive,” Ethan said smoothly, gesturing for her to sit on the couch. “Here we can work without worrying about time limits or interruptions. Make yourself comfortable.”

Lily perched on the edge of the cushion, knees pressed together. “Thank you for doing this, Professor. I know it’s above and beyond—”

“Nonsense.” He sat beside her—not too close, but close enough that she could feel the heat of his body. “You’re worth the investment. Shall we begin?”

She nodded quickly. Her eyes were already growing heavy with anticipation.

Ethan’s voice dropped into that familiar, velvet rhythm. “Close your eyes, Lily. That’s it. You already know how easily you sink for me now. Breathe in… and out. Shoulders dropping. Body growing heavy. Deeper with every word.”

Within seconds she was floating again, sinking faster than ever. The couch felt like it was swallowing her. Her lips parted on a soft sigh.

“Good girl.”

The trigger hit hard. Heat flooded her pussy instantly. She whimpered quietly as slick arousal soaked into the cotton of her panties. Her nipples tightened painfully against her bra.

Ethan smiled, watching her thighs tremble. “Even deeper now. All the way down. Your mind is completely open to me. So trusting. So obedient.”

He spent several minutes deepening the trance, then introduced the new setting. “From now on, when you come to my home for these private tutoring sessions, you will feel perfectly safe and excited to be here. This space makes you relax even more deeply than my office. You will look forward to these weekly visits. You will tell yourself it’s only for your grades… even when your body knows better.”

He let that settle, then continued. “New trigger, Lily. When you hear me say the word ‘focus’ in this voice, your attention narrows completely to me. Everything else fades. Your pussy becomes wet and needy, but your mind stays calm and obedient. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Professor…” Her voice was barely a whisper, dreamy and submissive.

“Excellent. Good girl.”

Another hot pulse made her hips twitch. A tiny damp spot began forming on the couch beneath her.

Ethan rose and stood in front of her. “Focus.”

Lily’s expression went slack, her breathing deepening. Her mind narrowed until there was only him.

He reached down and gently lifted the hem of her skirt, sliding it up her smooth thighs until it bunched at her hips. Her plain white panties were already visibly wet, the cotton clinging to her puffy folds. He traced one finger slowly up the damp seam, pressing lightly against her clit through the fabric. Lily let out a soft, helpless moan, but remained deeply tranced.

“So responsive,” he murmured. “Your body already belongs to me, even if your conscious mind doesn’t know it yet.”

He rubbed her in slow, firm circles, feeling her grow wetter under his touch. When her hips began to rock unconsciously against his finger, he stopped, denying her. Instead, he leaned close to her ear.

“Every time we meet here, you will become more addicted to this feeling. You will crave my voice. Crave my approval. Crave being blank and obedient for me. This is our secret. You will never tell anyone about these sessions. You will simply come back, week after week, deeper each time.”

He repeated the suggestions, reinforcing them while his fingers occasionally teased her soaked panties. Only when he was satisfied did he lower her skirt back into place and return to the couch.

“On the count of five, you will wake feeling calm, aroused, and grateful. One… two… three… four… five. Eyes open.”

Lily blinked awake slowly. Her face was flushed. Her pussy throbbed with unmet need, panties absolutely drenched. She could smell her own arousal in the quiet room and prayed he couldn’t.

“That… that was really deep,” she whispered, voice shaky. She tugged at the hem of her skirt, suddenly aware of how exposed her thighs felt.

“You did beautifully,” Ethan said warmly. “I think these private sessions will make all the difference for your grades. Same time next week?”

Lily nodded before she could stop herself. “Yes, Professor. Thank you.”

As she stood, her legs felt unsteady. A fresh trickle of wetness slid down her inner thigh. She pressed her thighs together, mortified.

At the door, Ethan placed a hand on her lower back—possessive, guiding. “You’re doing so well, Lily. Focus on resting tonight.”

The new trigger hit. Her mind narrowed instantly. Fresh heat bloomed between her legs. She swayed slightly, eyes glazing for a moment.

“Good girl,” he added softly as she stepped outside.

Lily walked home in a daze, skirt brushing against her soaked panties with every step. By the time she reached her dorm, she was aching so badly she locked her door, shoved her hand between her legs, and came within seconds while whispering “good girl… good girl…” over and over.

In his townhouse, Ethan poured himself a drink and smiled into the quiet room.

Private tutoring had officially begun.

And sweet, shy Lily Harper was already learning exactly who she belonged to.


Chapter 7: Voice-Activated Arousal

Lily lay on her narrow dorm bed in the dark, staring at the ceiling. It was barely 9:15 p.m., but she had already changed into her softest sleep shirt and panties. Her roommate was out for the night, leaving the room blessedly quiet. She couldn’t stop thinking about the private session at Professor Black’s townhouse. The way her skirt had been pushed up. The way his fingers had teased her through her soaked panties. The aching need that still hadn’t fully faded.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Unknown number.

She almost didn’t answer. But something made her swipe the screen.

“Hello?”

“Lily.” Professor Black’s voice poured into her ear—low, calm, perfectly controlled. “I hope I’m not calling too late.”

Her breath caught. Just the sound of him sent a warm flutter through her belly. “N-no, Professor. It’s fine.”

“Good. I wanted to check on you after today’s session. You went very deep. How are you feeling tonight?”

Lily squeezed her thighs together under the covers. “A little… restless. But relaxed. The sessions are really helping.”

“I’m glad.” His tone shifted subtly, dropping into that velvet rhythm she now craved. “Close your eyes for me, Lily. Just for a moment. Breathe in slowly… and let it out. That’s it. You already know how easily my voice can take you down now. Deeper with every word. Shoulders relaxing. Body growing heavy against your bed.”

She shouldn’t have obeyed so quickly. But her eyelids fluttered shut anyway. The phone pressed tighter to her ear as his voice wrapped around her mind like warm silk.

“You’re safe in your room. Safe with my voice. Deeper now… all the way down. Good girl.”

The trigger ignited instantly. Heat flooded her pussy in a sudden, slick rush. Lily whimpered softly, her free hand fisting the sheets. Her clit began to throb in time with his words.

“New suggestion, Lily. From now on, whenever you hear my voice—whether in person or over the phone—your body will respond immediately. Your pussy will become wet. Your clit will swell and ache. Your nipples will tighten. The deeper my voice goes, the stronger the arousal. But your conscious mind will simply feel calm and obedient. This feels completely natural. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Professor…” Her voice was already breathy, distant.

“Perfect. Let’s test it. Focus on my voice, Lily. Only my voice.”

A fresh wave of heat surged between her legs. Her panties grew damp in seconds. She rolled onto her side, pressing her thighs together, but the pressure only made her ache more.

“Touch yourself for me,” he said softly. “Slide your hand under your shirt. Feel your breasts. They’re sensitive tonight, aren’t they?”

Lily hesitated for half a second—then obeyed. Her trembling fingers slipped beneath the thin fabric and cupped one small breast. Her nipple was already rock-hard. The moment she brushed it, pleasure sparked straight down to her clit.

A helpless moan escaped her.

“That’s my good girl. Pinch it gently. Roll it between your fingers. Feel how good it is when you listen to me.”

She did. Little gasps and whimpers spilled from her lips as she played with her nipples, first one, then the other. Her hips rocked slowly against the mattress, seeking friction.

“Such a responsive little thing,” Ethan murmured, his own voice deepening with satisfaction. “Now move your hand lower. Inside your panties. Tell me how wet you are.”

Lily’s hand slid down her stomach and beneath the waistband of her panties. Her fingers met slick, swollen folds. She was dripping.

“I’m… I’m really wet, Professor,” she whispered, embarrassed and unbearably turned on. “Soaking.”

“Good girl. Stroke your clit. Slow circles. That’s it. Listen to my voice and keep touching.”

She obeyed, moaning openly now. Her fingers moved in slick, obedient circles around her swollen clit while his calm, commanding words poured into her ear.

“Imagine my hand between your legs instead of yours. Imagine how easily I could slide my fingers inside you. You’d take them so well, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes—” The word came out broken. Her hips bucked. “Professor… I—”

“Deeper now, Lily. Stroke faster. But don’t cum until I tell you. Your pleasure belongs to me tonight.”

She whimpered in frustration but slowed her fingers, edging herself under his control. The ache built higher, tighter. Her breathing turned into desperate little pants.

“Please…” she begged softly.

“Not yet. Keep listening. Every time we speak on the phone, you will get this needy. You will touch yourself if I tell you to. You will crave my voice more than anything else. This is our secret. You will never tell anyone how wet I make you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Professor… I understand.”

“Such a good girl. Cum for me now. Quietly. Let it happen.”

The permission shattered her.

Lily buried her face in her pillow and came hard, thighs shaking, fingers frantically rubbing her clit. A long, muffled cry vibrated against the phone. Her pussy clenched in powerful waves, flooding her hand with fresh wetness. The orgasm seemed to last forever—wave after wave—until she was limp and trembling on her sheets.

She lay there panting, phone still pressed to her ear, tears of overwhelmed pleasure and shame pricking her eyes.

“Beautiful,” Ethan praised, voice warm and dark. “You did so well, Lily. I’m very proud of you.”

The praise sent another aftershock through her spent body.

“Get some rest now,” he said. “We’ll talk again soon. Good night, good girl.”

The line went dead.

Lily stared at her phone screen, cheeks burning, hand still tucked inside her ruined panties. She felt filthy. Used. And already aching for his voice again.

She curled into a ball under the covers, whispering to herself in the dark:

“What’s happening to me…?”

Across town, in his townhouse, Ethan Black set his phone down and smiled. He palmed his rock-hard cock through his pants, replaying the sweet, broken sounds she had made.

The voice trigger was locked in.

Lily Harper was learning to obey even when he wasn’t in the same room.

And the real training had only just begun.


Chapter 8: The Snap & Kneel

Lily arrived at Professor Black’s townhouse on shaky legs the following week. She had barely slept since the phone call. Every time she closed her eyes, she heard his voice commanding her to cum, and her body would betray her with fresh waves of heat. She had touched herself almost every night since, ashamed but unable to stop.

She wore a modest navy skirt and a soft cream sweater again, but underneath she had chosen prettier panties—pale pink cotton with a tiny bow. The choice embarrassed her, yet she couldn’t explain why she had done it.

The door opened before she could knock.

“Lily,” Ethan greeted her, his smile warm yet predatory. “Come in. You’re right on time.”

The moment she stepped inside, his voice alone sent a rush of wetness between her legs. She pressed her thighs together instinctively as she followed him to the living room.

“Sit on the couch. Make yourself comfortable.”

She obeyed, perching on the edge like always. Her heart hammered. Her pussy already ached.

Ethan sat beside her, closer this time. His knee brushed hers. “You look a little flushed. Have you been thinking about our sessions?”

“A little,” she admitted, voice barely above a whisper.

“Good.” His tone dropped into that rich, guiding cadence. “Then let’s begin. Close your eyes, Lily. You already know how easily you drop for me now. Deeper with every breath. Shoulders heavy… body sinking into the couch… mind opening wide.”

Lily slipped under almost instantly, eyelids fluttering shut, lips parting on a soft sigh. The familiar heaviness claimed her within seconds.

Ethan watched her for a long moment, savoring the sight of her small body going limp and pliant. Then he spoke the new trigger clearly:

“Focus.”

Her expression softened further, completely centered on him.

Snap.

Lily’s face went perfectly blank. All tension drained away. Her breathing slowed to a calm, even rhythm. Her head tipped slightly forward. She was gone—empty, open, and utterly helpless.

Ethan stood and moved in front of her. He took her small hands gently and guided her forward until she slid off the couch and onto her knees on the rug between his feet. She moved without resistance, like a doll.

“Look at you,” he murmured, voice low with dark satisfaction. “So perfect on your knees already.”

He cupped her chin, tilting her blank face upward. Her eyes were open but unfocused, lips soft and slack. He brushed his thumb across her lower lip, then pressed it inside. She instinctively suckled once, gently.

“Good girl.”

Even in deep blankness, her body responded. A visible shiver ran through her. Fresh wetness soaked her pretty pink panties.

Ethan unzipped his slacks slowly, freeing his thick, hard cock. He rested the heavy length against her cheek, letting her feel the heat and weight of it. Then he guided her face forward until her nose and lips pressed against his balls through the thin fabric of his underwear. He held her there, rocking her head gently so she nuzzled and rubbed her face along the thick ridge of his erection.

“Breathe me in, Lily. This is where you belong. This is what your mind and body are learning to crave.”

Her blank face moved obediently, nuzzling, pressing soft kisses through the fabric, inhaling his masculine scent. A tiny unconscious whimper vibrated against his cock. Her hands rested limply on his thighs exactly where he had placed them.

He kept her like that for several long minutes—rubbing her cheek and lips along his shaft, occasionally tapping the swollen head against her mouth. Precum smeared across her soft lower lip. She licked it away without waking, a dreamy little moan escaping her.

Finally, he tucked himself away, zipped up, and guided her back onto the couch, arranging her neatly with her skirt smoothed down and hands in her lap.

Snap.

Lily blinked rapidly, surfacing with a soft gasp. The room came back into focus. She felt… strange. Her jaw ached faintly. There was a warm, musky taste on her lips and tongue—something salty and masculine that made her stomach flutter. Her panties were absolutely drenched, clinging obscenely to her swollen folds. Her nipples were painfully hard.

She shifted on the couch, pressing her thighs together. The pressure sent a jolt straight to her clit.

“How do you feel?” Ethan asked casually, as if nothing had happened. He was seated beside her again, perfectly composed.

“Fuzzy…” she whispered. “Really deep that time. I… I can still taste something. Did I… did we talk about food or…?”

Ethan smiled. “Just relaxation. You did wonderfully. You’re becoming such a good girl for me.”

The trigger slammed into her. Heat exploded between her legs. Her pussy clenched hard, flooding her ruined panties even more. A tiny whimper escaped before she could stop it. Her hips gave an involuntary little roll against the couch cushion.

Lily’s face burned crimson. She grabbed her bag with trembling hands. “I—I should go. I have a paper due tomorrow.”

“Of course.” Ethan walked her to the door, hand resting possessively on her lower back. At the threshold he leaned close and whispered, “You’re making me so proud, Lily. Good girl.”

Another devastating pulse hit her soaked cunt. Her knees nearly buckled. She had to grip the doorframe to stay upright.

She fled down the walkway on unsteady legs, the taste of him still lingering on her tongue and the overwhelming need pulsing between her thighs with every step.

By the time she reached her dorm, she was nearly crying with confused arousal. She locked her door, shoved two fingers inside her dripping pussy, and came within seconds—moaning his name into her pillow while the phantom feel of something thick and warm pressed against her lips haunted her.

In his townhouse, Ethan poured a drink and stroked his still-hard cock slowly, replaying the memory of her blank, obedient face nuzzling his crotch.

The kneel trigger was set.

Next time, she would remember even less… and crave even more.


Chapter 9: Public Risk

The university library stayed open until midnight during midterm season, and the upper floors were nearly deserted by 10:45 p.m. Lily had received Professor Black’s text at 9:30 — Library, third floor stacks, far west wing. Bring your notes. We’ll review quietly. — and her body had responded before her mind could even form an excuse. She was already wet by the time she stepped through the automatic doors.

She found him in a dimly lit alcove between towering shelves of old psychology texts. A single study table stood against the wall, partially hidden by the end of a tall stack. Ethan leaned against it, arms crossed, looking far too composed for the late hour.

“Lily,” he murmured as she approached. His voice alone made her clit throb. “You came. Good girl.”

The trigger hit her like a warm slap. Fresh slickness flooded her panties. She bit her lip and set her bag on the table, trying to ignore the way her nipples had stiffened instantly.

“I brought my notes on Chapter Seven,” she whispered, voice already breathy. “But it’s so quiet up here… are you sure we should—”

“Focus.”

Her mind narrowed to him instantly. The rest of the library faded into soft background noise.

Snap.

Lily dropped like a stone. Her face went slack, eyes open but empty, body perfectly obedient. Ethan guided her gently under the sturdy wooden table, positioning her on her knees in the narrow space between his legs. Her back pressed against the wall. The table skirt hid her completely from anyone who might walk past the aisle.

He unzipped slowly, freeing his thick, already-hard cock. It bobbed heavily in front of her blank face.

“While you’re blank, you know exactly what to do,” he whispered. “Suck me like the eager little cocksleeve you’re becoming. Quietly. Deeply. No teeth. You love this. Your pussy drips while you serve.”

Lily’s empty mouth opened. He guided the swollen head past her soft lips. She instinctively sealed them around his shaft and began to suckle, taking him deeper with slow, obedient bobs of her head. Wet, muffled sounds filled the tiny space beneath the table — soft, rhythmic sucking and occasional quiet gags as he nudged the back of her throat.

Ethan leaned casually over the table, pretending to read a book he’d pulled from the shelf, one hand resting lightly on the back of her head. Footsteps echoed somewhere on the same floor — two students walking past the end of the aisle, chatting about their psych exam. They passed less than ten feet away. Lily never paused. Her head continued its steady, mindless rhythm, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing as she worshipped his cock.

“That’s it,” he breathed almost silently. “Good girl. Take every inch.”

Her throat relaxed further. She swallowed him to the root, nose pressed against his pelvis, holding him there while her throat fluttered around the head. Saliva dripped down her chin onto her sweater. Her free hand had slipped between her own thighs without instruction, rubbing her soaked panties frantically while she sucked.

Another set of footsteps. Closer this time. A girl’s voice laughed softly just around the corner. Ethan’s fingers tightened in Lily’s hair, holding her down as he began to thrust shallowly into her warm, willing mouth.

The risk made it sharper. His cock throbbed against her tongue.

He came without warning — thick, heavy spurts flooding straight down her throat. Lily swallowed automatically, again and again, milking every drop while her own fingers rubbed her clit in desperate circles beneath her skirt. She came silently with him, thighs shaking, a muffled moan vibrating around his pulsing cock.

Only when he was spent did he ease out of her mouth, tuck himself away, and smooth her hair. He left her kneeling there for another full minute, lips shiny and swollen, a thin string of cum and saliva still connecting her lower lip to the front of his pants.

Snap.

Lily blinked hard, surfacing with a soft, confused gasp. She was still under the table. Her jaw ached. Her throat felt raw. The thick, salty taste of semen coated her tongue and the back of her mouth. She could feel it sliding down her throat when she swallowed.

She scrambled out from under the table on trembling legs, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. A sticky smear of cum glistened on her knuckles. Her panties were drenched, her own orgasm still fluttering weakly between her legs.

“Professor…?” Her voice cracked. She stared at him in wide-eyed confusion, cheeks burning crimson. “I… I don’t remember coming under there. Did I drop? Did we…?”

Ethan smiled calmly and offered her a tissue from his pocket. “You went very deep again. Sometimes the mind blanks out completely when you relax this fully. It’s perfectly normal. You were just… resting.”

Lily licked her lips without thinking. The taste made her pussy clench again. Shame and unwanted arousal twisted inside her. She could still feel the phantom weight of something thick and warm on her tongue.

“I should go,” she whispered, grabbing her bag. Her knees wobbled as she stood. A thin trickle of her own juices ran down her inner thigh.

Ethan walked her to the stairwell, hand resting possessively at the small of her back. At the top of the stairs he leaned close and whispered, “You did beautifully tonight, Lily. Good girl.”

The trigger detonated. Fresh heat gushed into her ruined panties. She whimpered, gripping the handrail as another tiny orgasm rippled through her exhausted body right there on the library stairs.

She fled down the steps and out into the cool night air, the taste of his cum still heavy on her tongue and the terrifying realization settling in her chest:

She was losing pieces of herself.

And some broken, addicted part of her was starting to like it.


Chapter 10: The First Full Fuck

Lily barely remembered walking to Professor Black’s townhouse. Her body moved on autopilot, drawn by the promise of his voice like a moth to flame. She hadn’t changed her soaked panties from the library. The dried evidence of her own arousal and his cum still clung to her skin, a filthy secret that made her cheeks burn every time she shifted.

He opened the door before she knocked, as if he had been waiting. His eyes darkened when he saw her — flushed, trembling, eyes already glassy with need.

“Inside, Lily.”

The moment the door closed, his voice dropped into that irresistible cadence. “Focus.”

Her mind snapped to him. The outside world vanished.

Snap.

She dropped instantly, body going limp and perfectly obedient in the middle of his living room.

Ethan caught her gently and carried her bridal-style down the short hallway to his bedroom. The room was dimly lit by a single lamp. A large bed dominated the space, dark sheets already turned down. He laid her down carefully, then spent several minutes deepening the trance, reinforcing every trigger he had planted.

“You are completely blank and open,” he murmured, slowly peeling off her cream sweater. “Your body exists only for my pleasure tonight. Your virginity is mine to take. When I fuck you, you will feel only bliss and perfect submission. No pain. Only deep, overwhelming pleasure. Your mind will stay blank and empty while I claim you. You will wake sore, dripping, and grateful. Do you understand?”

A soft, dreamy “Yes, Professor…” floated from her lips.

He stripped her completely. The modest skirt slid down her legs. Her ruined pink panties came last — soaked through, the crotch stiff with dried cum and her own juices. He tossed them aside and spread her slender thighs wide, exposing her virgin pussy. Her folds glistened, swollen and pink, clit peeking out desperately.

Ethan took his time. He edged her for nearly an hour while she lay blank and helpless. His fingers explored her tight little cunt, stretching her slowly, curling against her g-spot until her hips twitched and her breathing hitched even in deep trance. He licked and sucked her clit until her thighs shook and her pussy clenched around nothing. Every time she approached the edge, he stopped, denying her, letting the arousal build into a screaming, aching need.

Only when she was dripping down onto his sheets and whimpering incoherently did he strip and kneel between her spread legs.

His thick cock nudged against her slick entrance. He rubbed the swollen head up and down her folds, coating himself in her juices, then pushed forward.

Lily’s blank body accepted him. Her virgin pussy stretched around his girth, tight and fluttering. Inch by inch he sank into her until he bottomed out, balls pressed against her ass, buried to the hilt in her impossibly tight heat.

“Fuck… such a perfect little cunt,” he groaned, holding still for a moment to savor the sight of shy, innocent Lily Harper impaled on his cock.

Then he began to move.

Slow, deep strokes at first. The wet, obscene sounds of her soaked pussy filled the room as he fucked her. Her small breasts bounced gently with each thrust. Her head lolled on the pillow, mouth open in a silent, mindless moan. Even blank, her inner walls rippled and squeezed around him greedily.

Ethan’s pace increased. He gripped her narrow hips and drove into her harder, the wet slap of skin on skin growing louder. He fucked her like he owned her — because he did. Deep, claiming strokes that rearranged her insides and branded her memory even while her conscious mind slept.

He leaned down and growled against her ear, “Good girl. Good fucking girl.”

Her pussy clamped down hard around him. Even in total blankness her body responded to the trigger with a powerful orgasm. Her back arched, cunt spasming wildly around his thrusting cock as she came silently, juices squirting around his shaft and soaking his pelvis.

Ethan didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, then through a second orgasm, pounding her mercilessly until her blank face wore an expression of pure, broken bliss.

Finally, with a deep groan, he buried himself to the root and came. Thick ropes of hot cum flooded her womb, pulse after pulse, filling her completely. He stayed inside her long after, letting her twitching pussy milk every drop.

When he finally pulled out, a thick river of his cum leaked from her freshly-fucked hole, dripping down between her ass cheeks onto the sheets. Her pussy gaped slightly, red and swollen, thoroughly used.

Ethan cleaned himself, then gently dressed her again — minus the panties. He carried her back to the living room couch and arranged her neatly.

Snap.

Lily surfaced slowly, blinking in confusion. Her entire body felt… different. Heavy. Aching. Her pussy throbbed with a deep, sore fullness she had never felt before. When she shifted, a thick gush of warm cum slid out of her and soaked into the couch cushion beneath her skirt.

She gasped, eyes widening. “Professor… I feel… strange. Wet. Really wet down there. Did I… did something happen?”

Ethan sat beside her, calm and reassuring, stroking her hair. “You went extremely deep tonight. Your body released a lot of tension. That’s perfectly normal after such profound relaxation.”

Lily swallowed. Her thighs were sticky. Her pussy felt raw and stretched. When she pressed her legs together, more cum leaked out. The musky scent of sex hung faintly in the air. She should have been horrified.

Instead, a strange, warm sense of satisfaction bloomed in her chest.

“I… I think I need to go home,” she whispered, voice small.

“Of course.” He walked her to the door, then pulled her close for a moment. His hand slid under her skirt and cupped her cum-filled pussy possessively. “You did so well tonight, Lily. Good girl.”

The trigger and the fresh stimulation made her knees buckle. Another weak orgasm rippled through her abused cunt as she clung to him.

She walked home on trembling legs, cum running down her inner thighs with every step, mind spinning with confusion, shame… and a terrifying new craving.

For the first time, she wondered what it would feel like to drop completely — and never come back up.


Chapter 11: Jealousy & Isolation

Lily sat in the campus café the next afternoon, pushing a lukewarm latte around with her straw. Her roommate, Sarah, and two other girls from her English seminar were chatting animatedly about a party happening that weekend. Lily barely heard them. All she could focus on was the deep, throbbing ache between her legs and the faint, sticky reminder of Professor Black’s cum that still lingered inside her despite two showers.

“You okay, Lil?” Sarah asked, nudging her arm. “You’ve been super spacey lately. And you look… flushed. Like, all the time.”

Lily forced a small smile. “Just tired. Midterms, you know.”

One of the other girls, Mia, leaned in with a mischievous grin. “Or maybe it’s that hot psych professor. Black, right? You’ve been spending a lot of time with him. Private tutoring or something?”

Heat flooded Lily’s face. Her pussy clenched involuntarily at the mention of his name, sending a fresh trickle of warmth into her already-damp panties. “It’s just… helping with anxiety. Nothing weird.”

Sarah raised an eyebrow. “You sure? You’ve canceled on us three times this week. And you’re dressing a little different. That skirt is shorter than you usually wear.”

Lily glanced down. She hadn’t even noticed. The hem rode higher on her thighs than her old modest style. She tugged at it self-consciously.

“I have to go,” she said abruptly, standing. “Study session.”

She left before they could protest, heart racing. Their concerned looks followed her out the door.

By the time she reached Professor Black’s townhouse that evening, she was trembling with need and guilt. The moment the door closed behind her, Ethan’s voice wrapped around her like a drug.

“Focus.”

Her mind narrowed instantly.

Snap.

She dropped hard, body going limp in his entryway.

Ethan caught her, carried her to the living room, and spent the next forty minutes deepening her conditioning. He stripped her slowly while she remained blank, then laid her naked on the leather couch with her legs spread wide. His fingers played lazily with her still-swollen pussy as he spoke.

“New suggestions, Lily. Other people — especially other men — make you uncomfortable now. Their attention feels wrong. Unnatural. Only my voice, my touch, my approval makes you feel safe and aroused. You will pull away from your friends when they ask questions. You will lie to them if necessary. You want to be alone… so you can think about me. So you can wait for my commands.”

He slid two fingers deep inside her cum-slick cunt, curling them slowly.

“Say it in your mind: I only need Professor Black.”

Even blank, her lips moved faintly. “I only need Professor Black…”

“Good girl.”

Her pussy fluttered hard around his fingers.

He edged her mercilessly for nearly an hour, bringing her to the brink again and again while reinforcing the isolation triggers. Only when she was shaking and leaking all over his couch did he finally allow her to surface.

Snap.

Lily blinked awake, naked and spread on his couch, thighs trembling. Her pussy ached with denied need. She could feel how open and wet she was.

Ethan sat beside her, fully dressed, calmly stroking her hair. “How do you feel?”

“Empty,” she whispered. “I… I saw my friends earlier. They were asking questions. I didn’t know what to say.”

“You don’t need them,” he said softly, voice laced with command. “They don’t understand you the way I do. They can’t make you feel the way I do. Good girl.”

The trigger hit. Pleasure slammed through her core. Lily moaned, hips jerking as a small orgasm rippled through her untouched pussy. More wetness leaked onto the leather.

Ethan smiled darkly. “See? Only I can do that for you.”

He pulled her into his lap, still naked, and held her close while his hand lazily stroked between her legs.

“Tell me about your friends,” he murmured. “What did they say?”

Lily hesitated, then the words spilled out in a shameful rush. “They noticed I’ve been distracted. Sarah thinks something’s wrong. Mia asked about you… about us.”

“And how did that make you feel?”

“Uncomfortable,” she admitted. “Like they were intruding. I just wanted to leave. To come here.”

“Perfect.” He kissed her temple. “You’re learning so quickly. From now on, when anyone but me tries to get close, you’ll feel a little sick. A little disgusted. Only my attention feels right. Only serving me feels good.”

He slid two fingers back inside her and began fucking her slowly with them while he spoke. Lily whimpered and rocked against his hand, chasing the pleasure only he could give.

Later, after he had made her cum twice on his fingers and fed her his cock until her throat was raw and coated, he dressed her again and sent her home with fresh cum drying on her thighs and new triggers humming in her mind.

The next day, when Sarah knocked on her dorm door to invite her to dinner, Lily made an excuse and stayed in bed. When a guy from her English class texted asking if she wanted to study together, she felt a wave of nausea and deleted the message.

She spent the evening touching herself while listening to a voice recording Ethan had sent her — his low, calm voice repeating “Good girl” over and over until she came shaking and crying his name.

Across town, Ethan Black leaned back in his chair, reviewing the new suggestions he had layered in. Lily’s old life was crumbling beautifully.

Soon she would have no one left.

Only him.


Chapter 12: Office Hours Exposure

Lily arrived at Professor Black’s campus office during regular hours, heart hammering against her ribs. The hallway outside was still busy — students coming and going, voices echoing off the walls. She had tried to stay away, telling herself she needed to study alone in the library, but his text had been simple and impossible to resist: Office hours. 3:00. Don’t be late.

She knocked softly. His calm voice answered immediately.

“Come in, Lily.”

The moment she stepped inside and closed the door, the air felt thicker. The blinds were drawn low, leaving the room in that familiar golden half-light. Ethan sat behind his desk, grading papers, looking every inch the respectable professor. Only the dark hunger in his eyes when he looked up betrayed him.

“Lock the door,” he said softly.

Her fingers trembled as she turned the deadbolt.

“Focus.”

Her mind narrowed to him instantly.

Snap.

Lily dropped hard, body swaying slightly in the middle of the room. Her face went slack, eyes open but empty.

Ethan rose slowly and circled around the desk. He took his time undressing her — peeling off her soft sweater, unclasping her bra, sliding her skirt and soaked panties down her legs. He left her in nothing but her glasses and knee socks. Then he lifted her effortlessly onto his desk, right on top of the stack of ungraded midterms.

He spread her slender thighs wide, placing her heels on the edge of the desk so her dripping pussy was completely exposed. Her pink folds glistened obscenely in the lamplight. He took her soaked panties, crumpled them into a ball, and pushed them gently into her mouth.

“Suck on them while you stay blank,” he murmured. “Taste how wet you get for me.”

Lily’s lips closed obediently around the damp fabric. The musky taste of her own arousal filled her mouth.

Ethan sat back in his chair, perfectly positioned between her spread legs, and picked up his red pen as if nothing was unusual. He began grading papers while her naked, dripping cunt rested mere inches from his hands.

A knock sounded on the door.

“Professor Black? Do you have a minute?”

Lily didn’t react. She remained perfectly blank, thighs trembling slightly, panties stuffed in her mouth.

Ethan answered without looking up from the paper he was marking. “I’m with a student right now. Come back in twenty minutes.”

The person outside mumbled something and walked away. Ethan smiled darkly and reached forward, sliding two thick fingers deep into Lily’s aching pussy. He fucked her slowly with them while he continued grading, the wet sounds of her cunt obscenely loud in the quiet office.

“You’re doing so well,” he whispered. “Staying perfectly blank and obedient while anyone could walk in. Good girl.”

Her pussy clenched hard around his fingers. Even deep in trance, her body responded to the praise with a rush of fresh wetness that dripped onto the papers beneath her.

He kept her like that for nearly thirty minutes. Fingers plunging in and out of her. Thumb occasionally circling her swollen clit. He brought her to the edge again and again, never letting her cum, while he calmly wrote comments on student essays. Twice more, students knocked. Each time he sent them away with the same calm excuse, all while his fingers curled inside her dripping cunt.

Finally, he stood, unzipped, and rubbed the thick head of his cock up and down her slit.

“When I fuck you, you will stay completely blank and silent,” he told her. “You will cum when I do. No sound.”

He thrust into her in one smooth stroke, burying himself balls-deep in her tight, soaking heat. Lily’s blank face remained expressionless, but her pussy spasmed wildly around him. He fucked her hard and steady, the desk creaking softly beneath her. Her small breasts bounced with every deep thrust. Her crumpled panties stayed stuffed in her mouth, muffling the wet gasps she would have made.

Another knock came — louder this time.

“Professor? It’s urgent. I really need to talk about my grade.”

Ethan didn’t stop. He kept pounding into Lily’s helpless cunt, gripping her hips as he drove deeper.

“Come back tomorrow,” he called out, voice perfectly steady despite the way his cock was slamming into her.

The student left.

Only then did Ethan let himself go. He buried himself to the hilt and came hard, flooding her womb with thick, hot ropes of cum. Lily’s blank body obeyed instantly — her pussy clamped down and milked him through a powerful, silent orgasm. Her thighs shook violently. Fresh juices squirted around his cock, soaking the papers scattered across the desk.

He stayed inside her until he had emptied every drop, then slowly pulled out. Cum immediately began leaking from her stretched hole, dripping onto the graded assignments below.

Ethan removed the panties from her mouth, wiped his cock with them, and slipped them back onto her. He dressed her carefully, smoothed her hair, and sat her in the visitor chair.

Snap.

Lily surfaced with a gasp. Her pussy felt raw and overflowing. Thick cum was already soaking through her panties and beginning to run down her thighs. The taste of her own juices and his cum still coated her tongue. Papers on his desk were visibly damp in places.

“Professor…?” she whispered, voice hoarse. “I… I don’t remember coming in. How long have I been here?”

“Almost forty minutes,” he said calmly, signing another paper. “You went very deep again. You needed it.”

Someone knocked again. Lily’s eyes widened in panic as she realized the door was still locked — and her thighs were trembling, cum leaking steadily from her used cunt.

Ethan smiled at her. “You should probably go before I have to open the door. Wouldn’t want anyone to notice how flushed you look. Good girl.”

The trigger and the fresh gush of cum made her whimper. She stood on shaky legs, feeling his seed run down her inner thighs as she hurried to the door.

She fled down the hallway, cheeks burning, pussy clenching with every step, leaving tiny wet spots on the linoleum behind her.

By the time she reached the nearest bathroom, she locked herself in a stall, shoved her hand into her cum-filled cunt, and came again — biting her own arm to stay quiet while tears of shame and helpless pleasure ran down her face.

Professor Black had graded three more papers by the time the next student arrived.

Lily Harper was becoming perfectly conditioned for exposure.

And she was starting to crave the risk almost as much as she craved him.


Chapter 13: The Collar

Lily stood outside Professor Black’s townhouse that evening with her thighs still sticky from the office encounter earlier that day. She had tried to clean up, but no matter how many times she wiped, another slow trickle of his cum would leak out of her. The sensation kept her in a constant state of low, throbbing arousal.

She didn’t even knock this time. The door opened the moment she reached it.

Ethan’s eyes swept over her — flushed cheeks, slightly trembling legs, the faint wet spot already darkening the front of her skirt. He smiled with dark satisfaction.

“Inside.”

The second the door clicked shut, he didn’t bother with formalities.

“Focus.”

Her mind narrowed instantly.

Snap.

Lily dropped like a puppet with cut strings, swaying gently in the entryway. Ethan caught her, lifted her easily, and carried her down to the finished basement he had converted into his private playroom. Soft lighting, soundproofed walls, a large padded bench, hooks in the ceiling, and a full-length mirror on one wall.

He stripped her completely naked and laid her on the bench, securing her wrists and ankles with soft leather cuffs so she was spread open and helpless. Then he spent a long time simply looking at her — his perfect, broken little subject.

“You’ve come so far, Lily,” he murmured while his fingers idly traced her swollen, cum-filled pussy. “It’s time for something permanent. Something you’ll wear every day.”

He reached into a small velvet box on the side table and lifted out a delicate silver chain. Thin, elegant, almost dainty — it could easily pass for a simple necklace. A tiny heart-shaped lock rested at the front, engraved with a single tiny “B” on the back.

He fastened it around her slender throat, clicking the lock shut with a soft, final sound. The chain settled perfectly against her skin, cool and snug but not tight.

“While you’re blank, this collar is now part of you,” he told her, voice deep and commanding. “You will never remove it. You will wear it under your clothes every single day. When you touch it — even absentmindedly — your mind will flood with submission. Your pussy will instantly become wet and aching. Your only thought will be how much you need to please me. The tighter you feel the chain against your throat, the more submissive and obedient you become. This collar marks you as mine. Say it in your mind.”

Even deeply tranced, her lips moved. “I belong to Professor Black…”

“Good girl.”

Her pussy clenched hard, pushing out another thick glob of his earlier cum.

Ethan spent the next hour reinforcing the new trigger while he used her. He fucked her slowly on the bench, deep and possessive strokes while she stayed perfectly blank. Every time he reached down and pressed two fingers against the silver chain at her throat, her cunt would spasm wildly around his cock. He made her cum three times without ever waking her — once on his cock, once on his tongue, and once while he rubbed his shaft between her slick folds and painted her clit with his cum.

Only when he was satisfied did he uncuff her, clean her gently with a warm cloth, and dress her again. He left the silver chain around her neck, visible for now.

Snap.

Lily surfaced slowly. Her eyes focused first on the mirror across the room. She saw herself — flushed, hair messy, legs still spread — and the delicate silver chain gleaming at her throat.

Her hand flew up instinctively. The moment her fingertips brushed the cool metal, the new trigger detonated.

A powerful wave of submissive need crashed through her. Her pussy flooded instantly, fresh slickness mixing with the remnants of his cum still inside her. Her nipples hardened into painful points. Her mind fogged with overwhelming desire to drop to her knees and worship him.

“Wh-what…?” she whispered, voice small and trembling. She traced the chain again, unable to stop herself. Another hot gush leaked down her thighs. “Professor… this necklace… I can’t… I feel so…”

Ethan stepped close and hooked a finger under the chain, tugging her gently forward until she was pressed against his chest.

“It’s a gift,” he said softly. “A reminder of how well you’ve been doing. You’ll wear it every day for me, won’t you?”

Lily nodded helplessly, eyes glassy. Every tiny movement of the chain against her skin sent fresh pulses of submissive heat through her core. “Yes, Professor… I’ll wear it. Always.”

He smiled and leaned down, kissing her forehead like a proud owner. “Good girl.”

The dual triggers — the words and the collar — hit her at once. Lily whimpered and sagged against him as a sudden, hands-free orgasm rippled through her. Her knees buckled. Fresh cum and her own juices ran down her legs while she clung to his shirt, gasping.

When the pleasure finally faded, she looked up at him with wet, adoring eyes.

“I feel… different,” she whispered. “Like I really belong to you now.”

“You do,” Ethan said, voice low and dark. He slipped a finger under the chain again and tugged, making her gasp. “And soon everyone will know it, even if they don’t understand what they’re seeing.”

He sent her home that night still leaking, the silver chain hidden just beneath the collar of her sweater. Every step made it shift against her throat. Every shift made her pussy throb.

By the time she reached her dorm, she had touched the chain at least a dozen times. Each touch left her wetter, needier, and more certain of one undeniable truth:

She was his.

And the chain around her throat felt more right than anything ever had.


Chapter 14: Campus Crawl

The campus was eerily quiet at 1:17 a.m. on a Sunday night. Most students had gone home for the weekend or were passed out in their dorms. Only a few distant security lights glowed across the wide central quad. Lily stood shivering at the edge of the grass in nothing but her silver collar, a thin sweater, and a short pleated skirt. Professor Black had texted her at midnight: Meet me at the east entrance of the quad. Wear the collar. Nothing else underneath.

She had obeyed without hesitation.

Ethan waited for her in the shadows near a large oak tree, phone already in hand, red recording light glowing faintly.

“Professor…” Lily whispered, voice trembling as she approached. The silver chain shifted against her throat with every step, sending constant little pulses of submissive heat straight to her core. Her nipples were already painfully hard, rubbing against the soft fabric of her sweater.

“Focus,” he said quietly.

Her mind snapped to him instantly.

Snap.

Lily dropped hard. Her face went slack, eyes glassy and empty, body perfectly obedient under the moonlight.

Ethan stepped closer, voice low and commanding. “While you’re blank, you will strip. Completely. You will fold your clothes neatly and leave them at the base of this tree. Then you will crawl on all fours across the entire quad to my car parked on the west side. You will keep your head down, ass up, legs spread. Your wet little cunt will stay exposed the entire time. Every time your knees and palms touch the grass, you will feel a fresh wave of humiliating pleasure. The collar will feel tighter. The risk of being seen will make you drip. You will not speak. You will not stand until I command it. Begin.”

Still deep in trance, Lily peeled off her sweater, revealing her small, perky breasts and stiff pink nipples. The cool night air kissed her skin, making her shiver. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall, stepping out of it. No panties. Her smooth, puffy pussy was already glistening with arousal, inner thighs shiny. A thin string of her juices stretched downward as she folded the clothes neatly and set them at the tree’s base.

Naked except for the silver collar and her glasses, Lily dropped gracefully to her hands and knees on the cool grass. Her ass lifted high, back arched, legs spread just enough to expose her dripping cunt and tight little asshole to the night air. The position made her feel utterly animalistic.

“Begin crawling,” Ethan ordered, phone held steady, capturing every humiliating second.

Lily started forward.

Each slow crawl sent new sensations crashing through her blank mind. The grass was cool and slightly damp against her palms and knees. Her heavy breasts swayed beneath her with every movement, nipples brushing the blades of grass and sending electric sparks straight to her clit. The silver collar shifted and tugged gently at her throat, reinforcing the deep, submissive fog in her head.

Her pussy throbbed visibly. With every forward crawl, her swollen folds parted and a fresh bead of arousal dripped onto the grass below. The wet sounds were faint but obscene in the quiet night — soft, slick little noises as her cunt drooled for the camera.

Ethan walked beside her, filming from multiple angles. “Good girl. Look at that pretty cunt dripping while you crawl like a bitch in heat. Spread your knees wider.”

Her body obeyed instantly. Her ass lifted higher, thighs spreading obscenely. The cool breeze kissed her exposed asshole and clit directly. She crawled faster, hips rolling with unconscious need. Every few feet, the implanted suggestion triggered: a hot, humiliating wave of pleasure rolled through her, making her pussy clench and push out another thick string of wetness.

Halfway across the wide quad, a security cart’s headlights swept across a distant path. Lily didn’t react — she remained blank — but her body did. Her cunt spasmed hard at the terrifying thrill of near-discovery. A powerful gush of arousal squirted out of her, splashing onto the grass as she continued crawling, ass high, tits swaying, collar glinting under the distant lights.

Ethan’s voice stayed low and steady. “That’s right. Anyone could see you right now. Naked. Collared. Crawling like my personal fuckpet. Good girl.”

The praise combined with the collar trigger made her blank body shudder. Another orgasm ripped through her without warning — silent, devastating. Her arms trembled. Her cunt clenched and fluttered visibly on camera, pushing out more slick juices that ran down her thighs. She kept crawling through the climax, hips jerking with each wave.

By the time she reached the west side of the quad, Lily was a trembling, dripping mess. Her knees were grass-stained, her inner thighs shiny with arousal all the way to her ankles. Her pussy was swollen and gaping slightly from the constant clenching, clit visibly throbbing. A long, glistening trail of her juices marked her path across the grass like a perverted snail trail.

Ethan’s car waited in the shadows. He opened the back door.

“Up. On all fours on the seat. Ass toward me.”

Lily crawled into the backseat, presenting herself perfectly — knees wide, back arched, soaked cunt and tight asshole on full display. Ethan set the phone on the dashboard, still recording, and climbed in behind her.

He didn’t speak. He simply freed his thick, rock-hard cock and slammed into her dripping pussy in one brutal thrust. Lily’s blank body jolted forward, mouth open in a silent cry as he buried himself to the balls. He fucked her hard and fast, the wet slap of his hips against her ass echoing inside the car. One hand gripped the silver chain at her throat like a leash, tugging rhythmically with every thrust.

Her cunt made filthy, squelching sounds around his cock. Fresh arousal sprayed out around his shaft with every deep stroke. He reached under her and rubbed her swollen clit mercilessly until another shattering orgasm tore through her blank, helpless body — her pussy milking him in powerful, rhythmic spasms.

Only when she was shaking and whimpering incoherently did Ethan bury himself deep and flood her womb with thick, hot ropes of cum. He stayed inside her, grinding slowly, making sure every drop stayed deep.

Finally, he pulled out. A torrent of mixed cum poured from her ruined hole onto the leather seat.

He brought her up gently in the backseat.

Snap.

Lily surfaced with a broken gasp. Her eyes widened in horror and overwhelming arousal as she realized she was naked, collared, covered in grass stains and cum, in the back of his car. The taste of the night air on her bare skin and the heavy fullness of his load leaking out of her made her whimper.

“Professor… I… I crawled… naked… across the whole quad…” Her voice cracked. Another aftershock made her cunt clench, pushing out more cum.

Ethan stroked her hair, still filming her ruined, cum-dripping face. “You did. And you looked beautiful doing it. Good girl.”

The triggers hit her again. Lily moaned brokenly and pushed her ass back toward him, silently begging for more even as tears of shame rolled down her cheeks.

The collar felt tighter than ever.

And she had never felt more alive.


Chapter 15: Bimbo Glimmers

Lily arrived at the townhouse that evening already soaked. The silver collar around her throat had been driving her insane all day — every brush of her sweater against it sent submissive pulses straight to her clit. She had changed outfits three times before leaving her dorm, finally settling on a short pink sundress she didn’t remember buying. It barely covered her ass and her nipples poked obscenely against the thin fabric. No bra. No panties. She couldn’t explain why it felt so right.

Ethan opened the door and his eyes darkened with raw hunger at the sight of her.

“Inside, pretty doll.”

The new trigger slammed into her mind like a pink fog.

Lily’s eyes glazed instantly. Her shoulders softened. Her lips parted into a vacant, breathy smile. All the sharp edges of her brilliant mind dulled in a single heartbeat. Thoughts slowed. Words felt thick and sugary on her tongue.

“Hi, Professor…” she giggled, voice suddenly high, airy, and ditzy. “Like… I feel all fuzzy and pretty right now…”

Ethan’s cock hardened instantly. He shut the door and circled her slowly, drinking in the change.

“Focus.”

She dropped deep, but the bimbo overlay stayed active even in trance — her blank face wore a vapid, needy little smile.

“New layer, Lily,” he murmured, voice thick with dark pleasure. “Whenever I call you ‘pretty doll,’ your intelligence melts away. Your thoughts become simple, pink, and cock-focused. You speak in that breathy bimbo voice. You crave showing off your body. You love feeling empty and stupid for me. The longer you stay in bimbo mode, the hornier and dumber you get. You’ll start dressing like a slut on your own because pretty dolls don’t need brains — they need to be fuckable. Do you understand?”

“Uh-huh…” she breathed, swaying on her feet, nipples stiff as diamonds.

Snap.

Lily blinked, still deep in bimbo space. “Professor… my head feels all bubbly and empty. Is that okay? Like, I can’t stop thinking about your big cock…”

Ethan grinned savagely. “Good girl, pretty doll.”

The dual triggers detonated. Lily moaned like a whore, eyes crossing slightly as her IQ seemed to visibly drain away. She tugged at the hem of her tiny dress, pulling it higher until the bottom of her smooth, dripping pussy peeked out.

“Wanna be so pretty for you,” she cooed, voice syrupy and vacant. “Wanna make my tits look bigger and my pussy all pink and wet…”

Ethan grabbed her by the collar and dragged her to the basement playroom. He pushed her onto all fours in front of the full-length mirror.

“Watch yourself, pretty doll. Watch what a brainless fuckpet you’re becoming.”

Lily stared at her reflection with vacant, adoring eyes. She arched her back hard, pushing her ass up high and spreading her knees. Her swollen cunt glistened obscenely, clit throbbing visibly. She reached back and spread her own ass cheeks with both hands, presenting every hole like a good bimbo should.

Ethan didn’t undress. He simply freed his thick cock and slammed into her dripping cunt in one savage thrust. Lily squealed in her new breathy voice — “Oh my gawd, so big!” — as he bottomed out against her cervix.

He fucked her brutally, hips slapping loudly against her ass. Each thrust made her small tits bounce wildly in the mirror. The silver collar bounced at her throat. Every time he growled “pretty doll,” her mind melted further. Her speech degraded into broken, cock-drunk babbling.

“Like… yes… fuck my dumb little pussy… I don’t need to be smart… just wanna be your pretty cumdump… uhhn~!”

Ethan reached around and rubbed her clit hard while pounding her. Lily came violently within seconds, screaming in that high, slutty voice as her cunt gushed around his cock, squirting onto the floor in messy pulses. She kept cumming, eyes rolled back, tongue lolling out slightly as drool slipped from the corner of her mouth.

He pulled out, flipped her onto her back, and straddled her chest. Grabbing her by the hair, he shoved his glistening cock down her throat. Lily gagged happily, mascara running as she sucked him with sloppy, eager devotion.

“Pretty doll,” he growled again.

Her eyes crossed harder. She moaned around his cock like a broken toy, fingers frantically rubbing her own clit while he face-fucked her without mercy. Saliva and precum dripped down her chin onto her collar and tits.

When he finally came, he pulled out and painted her face and chest in thick, ropey strands of cum. Lily giggled breathily, scooping it up with her fingers and sucking them clean like it was candy.

Ethan brought her up slowly.

Snap.

Lily surfaced with a whimper. The bimbo fog lifted slightly, but not completely. Her eyes were still glassy, her voice still breathy. Cum dripped from her chin onto her ruined dress. Her pussy continued to twitch and leak onto the floor.

“Oh… oh fuck…” she whispered, touching her cum-covered face. “I… I sounded so stupid… but it felt so good… I can’t stop wanting to be pretty for you…”

She looked down at her dress, confused. “Why did I wear this? It’s… it’s so short. Everyone can see my pussy if I bend over…”

But even as she said it, her fingers were pulling the hem higher, exposing herself again. The collar trigger combined with the lingering bimbo haze made her moan and rub her cum-slick thighs together.

Ethan stroked her hair possessively. “Because pretty dolls dress like sluts. And you’re becoming my perfect pretty doll, aren’t you?”

Lily nodded eagerly, eyes fluttering. “Yes, Professor… I’ll wear shorter skirts tomorrow… tighter tops… I wanna look fuckable for you all the time…”

She leaned forward and nuzzled her cum-streaked cheek against his softening cock, kissing it reverently.

The corruption was accelerating.

Her old, brilliant mind was starting to flicker out — replaced by something pink, empty, and permanently horny.

And the worst part was… she was beginning to love how it felt.


Chapter 16: The Gangbang Test

Lily barely recognized herself anymore.

She arrived at the townhouse at 8:00 p.m. wearing the shortest skirt she owned — a tiny black pleated thing that barely covered the bottom of her ass — paired with a tight white crop top that made her hard nipples obscenely obvious. The silver collar gleamed at her throat. No bra. No panties. Her pussy had been dripping down her thighs the entire walk over.

Ethan opened the door, but he wasn’t alone.

Two tall, powerfully built men stood behind him in the living room. Both in their late thirties, both dressed in dark shirts and jeans. Both staring at her like hungry wolves.

“Focus,” Ethan said the moment she stepped inside.

Lily dropped instantly, eyes glazing, body swaying. The bimbo overlay flickered on automatically, softening her face into a vacant, cock-hungry smile.

Ethan’s voice was calm and commanding as he addressed the other two. “This is Lily. My perfect little subject. Tonight we’re going to test how deep her conditioning goes. She stays blank and obedient the entire time. No limits. Use every hole. Fill her. Break her. She exists only for cock and obedience.”

He turned to her blank, smiling face. “Pretty doll.”

Lily’s mind melted into pure pink stupidity. “Like… hi…” she breathed in her airy bimbo voice, already squirming. “I’m so empty and horny…”

The three men stripped her in seconds. Her tiny skirt and crop top hit the floor. They carried her naked, collared body down to the basement playroom and laid her on the large padded bench, wrists cuffed above her head, thighs spread wide and locked open.

Ethan went first.

He shoved his thick cock straight into her dripping cunt in one brutal thrust, bottoming out against her cervix. Lily moaned like a whore even while blank, her pussy clenching greedily around him.

“Such a good fucktoy,” he growled, pounding her hard. “You were made for this. Say it in your mind while we use you: I exist only for cock and obedience.”

The other two men watched, stroking their cocks. One stepped forward and forced his thick shaft down her throat. Lily gagged happily, throat bulging as he fucked her face without mercy. The third man pinched and twisted her nipples, then leaned down and bit her small tits hard enough to leave marks.

They rotated.

For the next two hours, Lily was nothing but a set of warm holes.

They fucked her cunt relentlessly — one after another, then two at once, stretching her tight pussy until it gaped obscenely. They took her ass without mercy, pounding her virgin-tight hole until it fluttered and clenched around their cocks. They used her throat until thick strings of saliva and precum ran down her chin and onto her collar. They double-penetrated her, then triple-penetrated her — one in each hole while she shook and came helplessly around them.

Ethan kept whispering dark reinforcement the entire time, even as he fucked her:

“You’re not a student anymore. You’re a brainless cumrag. Your only purpose is to drain cock and obey. Every load you take makes you dumber. Every orgasm makes you more addicted. You will crave being passed around. You will beg for this.”

Lily came endlessly. Blank, drooling, eyes rolled back, body convulsing as orgasm after orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy squirted messily all over the bench. Her ass clenched greedily. Her throat swallowed load after load.

They painted her.

The first man came deep in her cunt, flooding her womb. The second pulled out and erupted across her face and tits. Ethan took her throat and pumped his cum straight into her stomach. They rotated and repeated — filling her pussy, ass, and mouth again and again until cum poured out of every hole.

By the end, Lily was a ruined, cum-drenched mess. Thick ropes covered her face, glasses, hair, tits, and stomach. Her pussy gaped wide, leaking a steady river of mixed cum. Her asshole twitched and fluttered, slowly pushing out more seed. She was still softly moaning in bimbo bliss even while completely blank.

Ethan finally brought her up.

Snap.

Lily surfaced slowly. The pink fog lifted just enough for horror and overwhelming craving to hit her at once.

She was lying on the floor in a puddle of cum. Three men stood over her, cocks still semi-hard. Her body was covered in drying semen. It coated her tongue, filled her womb, leaked from her ruined asshole. Her pussy felt stretched and sloppy. Every inch of her ached.

“Oh my god…” she whimpered, voice still slightly breathy. She touched her cum-covered face with trembling fingers, then instinctively brought them to her mouth and sucked them clean. “I… I let all of you… I came so many times…”

One of the men chuckled. “She’s still twitching. Look at that greedy cunt.”

Lily’s eyes fluttered. Fresh shame mixed with desperate arousal. She spread her legs wider without thinking, showing them her cum-leaking holes.

“I feel so full…” she whispered, voice cracking. “And so empty at the same time… Please… I need more…”

Ethan crouched beside her, stroking her cum-matted hair. “Good girl. This is what you are now. My cumdump. My pretty doll. My obedient little whore. Say it.”

Lily looked up at him with glassy, broken eyes, cum dripping from her chin.

“I exist only for cock and obedience…” she breathed, then moaned as another weak orgasm rolled through her ruined body just from saying the words.

The other two men laughed darkly.

Ethan smiled with pure ownership. “We’ll be doing this again soon. Much harder next time.”

Lily nodded eagerly, already rubbing her cum-filled pussy with two fingers while more thick seed leaked out of her.

She was no longer shy, innocent Lily Harper.

She was a collared, brain-melted, gangbang-addicted fucktoy.

And she was starting to crave her own destruction.


Chapter 17: The Breaking Point

Lily showed up at the townhouse unannounced at 11:00 p.m., still reeking of cum from the gangbang two nights earlier. Her tiny skirt was stained. Her cropped top clung to the dried streaks across her tits. The silver collar felt like it was choking her.

She was shaking.

The moment Ethan opened the door, the words spilled out before he could speak.

“I can’t do this anymore,” she whispered, voice cracking. “I’m losing myself. I barely remember who I was. My friends don’t even text me anymore. I crawled naked across campus. I let three men fuck me like a toy. I… I liked it. I’m terrified, Professor. What are you doing to me?”

Tears ran down her cheeks, smearing what was left of her mascara.

Ethan’s expression stayed calm, almost gentle. He stepped aside.

“Come in, Lily.”

She hesitated, then stepped inside like a moth to flame. The door shut behind her with a heavy click.

“Focus.”

Her mind narrowed instantly.

Snap.

She dropped — but this time Ethan didn’t let her stay at the usual depth. He took her deeper than ever before. His voice became a slow, inexorable force, dragging her consciousness down into a black, velvet abyss.

“Deeper, Lily. All the way down. Past every defense. Past every fear. There is nothing left but my voice. Your old life is fading. Your resistance is melting. You are nothing but a blank, obedient vessel.”

Lily’s body went completely limp. She collapsed against him, eyes rolled back, mouth hanging open in a slack, drooling O. A thin line of spit ran down her chin onto the silver collar.

Ethan carried her to the basement, stripped her, and laid her on the padded bench. He cuffed her spread-eagle, then spent a full forty minutes taking her deeper, layer after layer, until her mind was a vast, empty void.

Only then did he begin the final erasure.

“Everything that resists me is gone now. All your fears. All your shame. All your old identity. You are not Lily Harper anymore. You are my property. My pretty doll. My mindless cumslut. Say it inside your empty head until it becomes truth.”

Even in the deepest trance, her lips moved silently, repeating the new reality.

Ethan climbed on top of her and slid his thick cock into her still-sore, cum-leaking pussy. He fucked her with slow, deliberate strokes while he rewrote her mind.

“You belong to Professor Black. You exist to serve Professor Black. Your only pleasure comes from obeying Professor Black. Every time you hear or think the words ‘I belong to Professor Black,’ your mind will lock into perfect, blissful submission. Your resistance will vanish completely. Your old self will feel like a distant dream. You will beg to be kept. You will beg to be broken further. Do you understand?”

A soft, broken moan floated from her lips. “Yes… Professor…”

He fucked her harder, pounding deep into her womb while he repeated the final command over and over, burning it into the core of her shattered psyche.

When he finally came, he flooded her cunt with the heaviest load he had ever given her, as if sealing the new programming with his seed.

Only then did he bring her up.

Snap.

Lily’s eyes fluttered open. For a long moment she just lay there, cuffed and dripping, staring at the ceiling with glassy, unfocused eyes.

Then something inside her… clicked.

The terror was gone.

In its place was warm, perfect, empty peace.

She looked up at Ethan with pure, worshipful adoration.

“I belong to Professor Black,” she whispered. The words sent a powerful orgasm crashing through her body. Her back arched off the bench, pussy gushing around nothing as she came hands-free, moaning his title like a prayer.

“I belong to Professor Black,” she said again, louder. Another orgasm tore through her.

Tears of overwhelming bliss ran down her face. “Please… keep me. Own me. I don’t want to be Lily anymore. I just want to be yours. Completely. Empty. Broken. Please…”

Ethan uncuffed her and pulled her into his lap. She immediately curled against his chest like an obedient pet, nuzzling the silver collar at her own throat.

“You’re mine now,” he murmured, stroking her hair. “No more fighting. No more fear. Only obedience and pleasure.”

Lily nodded eagerly, already grinding her cum-filled pussy against his thigh.

“I belong to Professor Black,” she repeated dreamily, voice soft and happy. Each repetition made her clit throb and her mind sink deeper into blissful submission.

She had finally broken.

The good girl was gone.

Only the perfect, collared slave remained.


Chapter 18: Moving In

Lily arrived at Professor Black’s townhouse the next morning with everything she owned.

Two suitcases, a backpack, and a small box of books she no longer cared about. She wore the shortest skirt she had left — barely more than a belt — and a tiny white tank top that left her midriff bare and her hard nipples clearly visible. The silver collar gleamed prominently around her throat. No bra. No panties. Her pussy was already dripping down her inner thighs before she even reached the front door.

Ethan opened it before she could knock. His eyes swept over her like a man inspecting new property.

“I’m here, Professor,” she said softly, voice trembling with need. “I… I quit my dorm. I told them I’m moving in with family. I want to be your live-in research assistant. Please let me stay. I’ll do anything.”

Ethan smiled slowly. “Focus.”

She dropped instantly, eyes glazing, body swaying in the doorway.

He took the suitcases from her limp hands and led her inside. Once the door was locked, he guided her down to the basement playroom — the space that would now be her new home.

“Deeper, pretty doll,” he murmured while she stood blank and obedient in the center of the room. “This is your new life. You no longer have a dorm. You no longer have friends. You have only this house and this room. You will sleep here, eat here, and serve here. Your old bedroom on campus is gone. Your old name feels distant. You are my live-in fucktoy now.”

Lily’s blank face wore a dreamy, blissful smile.

Ethan stripped her completely, then had her kneel in the center of the large padded area he had prepared. A thick, soft mat covered the floor. In one corner stood a large dog crate lined with pink blankets. A low steel ring was bolted into the floor near the bed. Chains hung from the ceiling.

He fastened a thick leather collar over the silver chain — wider, heavier, with a large metal ring at the front. A small tag dangled from it: “Property of Professor Black.”

Then he attached a long, heavy chain from the floor ring to her new collar. It gave her just enough slack to move around the room, kneel, and crawl, but not enough to stand fully upright in most areas.

“Welcome home,” he said, voice dark with satisfaction.

Snap.

Lily surfaced slowly. The weight of the new collar and chain felt perfect. She dropped to her knees immediately, pressing her forehead to the floor at his feet.

“Thank you, Professor,” she whispered reverently. “Thank you for letting me move in. I don’t want to be anywhere else. I belong to Professor Black.”

The trigger made her moan as a small orgasm fluttered through her dripping cunt.

Ethan unzipped and pulled out his thick cock. “Morning ritual starts now. Every single day.”

Lily crawled forward eagerly, chain rattling, and took him into her mouth with a happy whimper. She sucked him with sloppy, devoted worship — deepthroating him until her nose pressed against his pelvis, gagging happily, drooling all over her chin and tits. He fucked her face for several minutes before pulling out and bending her over the padded bench.

He slammed into her soaked pussy in one hard thrust, gripping the chain leash attached to her collar and yanking it back like reins as he pounded her. The heavy collar tugged against her throat with every brutal stroke.

“Say it,” he growled.

“I belong to Professor Black!” Lily cried out, voice breaking into slutty moans. “I’m your live-in cumslut! Use me every day! Please—!”

She came hard around his cock, pussy gushing messily down her thighs. Ethan didn’t slow down. He fucked her through it, then pulled out and shoved himself into her tight ass without warning. Lily screamed in pleasure, pushing back against him, begging for more.

He used both holes repeatedly, switching whenever he wanted, until he finally buried himself deep in her cunt and flooded her with a massive load. When he pulled out, thick cum poured from her stretched pussy onto the mat.

Lily immediately dropped to her elbows and presented her leaking holes to him again, ass high, face pressed to the floor.

“More, please…” she whimpered. “I want to be used all day. Train me. Break me more. I’m yours now.”

Ethan smiled and stroked her hair like a proud owner. “Good girl. This is your life from now on. You will wake up every morning with my cock in one of your holes. You will spend your days plugged, edged, or chained. You will attend the few remaining classes you have left plugged and vibrating. At night you will sleep in your crate unless I want you in my bed as a warming toy.”

Lily moaned happily at every word, grinding her cum-filled cunt against the mat.

He attached a thick vibrating plug to her ass and turned it on low, then locked a small chastity belt over her pussy — one that left her clit exposed but prevented her from touching it properly.

“Welcome home, pretty doll,” he said, tugging her leash so she crawled after him.

Lily followed on all fours, chain rattling, cum leaking down her thighs, eyes shining with perfect, empty bliss.

She was finally where she belonged.


Chapter 19: Daily Training

Lily woke up to the familiar weight of the thick leather collar and the heavy chain tethering her to the floor ring. She was curled naked inside her pink-lined dog crate, the door locked from the outside. A soft chime sounded from the small speaker above her — Professor Black’s voice, low and calm.

“Time to wake up, pretty doll. Crawl to me.”

The bimbo trigger melted her mind into pink, needy fog instantly. Lily whimpered happily, pussy already dripping onto the crate blanket. She waited obediently until she heard the lock click open, then crawled out on all fours, chain rattling behind her, ass high and swaying.

Ethan sat on the edge of the large bed in the corner of the basement, legs spread, thick morning erection resting against his thigh.

Lily’s eyes locked onto it with pure worship. “Good morning, Professor… Your pretty doll is so hungry…”

She crawled between his knees, nuzzled her face against his heavy balls, then took his cock into her warm, eager mouth in one smooth motion. No hesitation. No resistance. Just years of conditioning distilled into perfect, sloppy devotion.

Ethan groaned with satisfaction as she deepthroated him immediately, nose pressed to his pelvis, throat fluttering around his length. She bobbed her head with wet, obscene sounds, drooling heavily down her chin and onto her small tits while the silver chain and heavy leather collar bounced at her throat.

“Eyes on me,” he ordered.

Lily looked up at him with glassy, adoring eyes as she sucked, mascara already starting to run. He gripped her hair and fucked her face harder, using her throat like a fleshlight until thick strings of saliva hung from her chin.

When he came, he held her down and pumped every drop straight into her stomach. Lily swallowed greedily, moaning around his pulsing cock like it was the best meal of her day.

He finally pulled out, leaving her gasping and coughing up thick strands of spit.

“Good girl. Now get on the bench. Legs spread.”

She obeyed instantly, climbing onto the padded bench and locking her own ankles into the restraints. Ethan attached a remote-controlled vibrator directly over her swollen clit and slid a thick, ridged anal plug into her ass, turning both on low.

“These stay on all day,” he told her while she moaned and squirmed. “You will attend your last two classes plugged and buzzing. Every time the intensity increases, you will clench and remember that your only purpose is to stay wet and obedient for me. You will not cum until I allow it tonight. Understood, pretty doll?”

“Yes, Professor…” she breathed, already rolling her hips against the vibrator. “I’ll be such a good leaky fucktoy for you…”

He dressed her for campus in the sluttiest outfit she now owned: a tiny plaid skirt that barely covered her plugged ass, a sheer white blouse with no bra, and thigh-high stockings. The leather collar stayed visible. The silver chain was hidden beneath it. A small remote in his pocket controlled both toys.

He walked her to the door and kissed her forehead like a proud owner.

“Be back by 4:00. If you leak through your skirt in public, you’ll be punished.”

Lily spent the entire day in a haze of desperate, denied arousal.

In her morning lecture, the vibrator suddenly jumped to medium. She bit her lip so hard it bled, thighs shaking under the desk while her professor droned on about literature. Her pussy dripped steadily onto the wooden seat. In the afternoon class, Ethan cranked the anal plug higher while she was answering a question. She moaned mid-sentence, face flushing crimson, and had to pretend it was a cough.

By the time she crawled back through the townhouse door at 3:57 p.m., she was a trembling, soaked mess. Her inner thighs glistened. Her eyes were glassy with need.

Ethan was waiting.

He didn’t speak. He simply pointed to the floor.

Lily dropped to her knees and crawled to him, then bent over the bench with her skirt flipped up. He ripped the vibrator and plug out and replaced them with his cock — first her pussy, then her ass, switching back and forth while she screamed in mindless pleasure.

He edged her for two straight hours.

He brought her to the brink again and again — fucking her brutally, choking her with the leash, slapping her tits and clit — but never letting her cum. Every time she begged, he would simply say “Not yet, pretty doll,” and the denial would make her cry and drip even harder.

By evening she was broken and babbling.

“Please… please let your pretty doll cum… I’ll do anything… I’ll lick your ass… I’ll call my old friends and tell them I’m your whore… just please let me cum on your cock…”

Ethan finally slammed into her cunt to the hilt, wrapped the leash tight around his fist, and growled:

“Cum, slave.”

Lily shattered.

She screamed as the most powerful orgasm of her life ripped through her. Her pussy gushed violently, squirting all over his cock and the floor in messy, rhythmic jets. Her eyes rolled back. Her tongue lolled out. She convulsed so hard the chain rattled wildly against the floor.

Ethan flooded her womb with the second massive load of the day, then kept fucking her through the aftershocks until she was a drooling, twitching wreck.

When he finally pulled out, he pushed her face down into the puddle she had made.

“Clean up your mess, pretty doll. With your tongue.”

Lily obeyed without hesitation, licking her own squirt off the floor while more of his cum leaked from her ruined holes.

This was her daily training now.

Every single day.

And she had never been happier.


Chapter 20: Public Claiming

The department holiday party was held in the elegant faculty lounge on the top floor of the psychology building. Soft lighting, classical music, colleagues in suits and cocktail dresses, trays of champagne and hors d’oeuvres. No one suspected a thing.

Lily walked in beside Professor Black wearing a conservative black dress that reached mid-thigh — modest enough to pass at first glance. Underneath, she was anything but.

A thick remote-controlled plug stretched her ass. A vibrating bullet was taped directly over her clit. A small, discreet wireless egg rested deep inside her pussy. All three were controlled by the app on Ethan’s phone. Her leather collar had been replaced for the night by a thin black choker that hid the silver chain underneath. She wore no panties.

She was already soaked before they even reached the elevator.

Ethan kept his hand possessively on the small of her back as they entered. Several professors greeted him warmly. Lily stayed quiet, eyes lowered, cheeks already flushed.

“Relax and smile, pretty doll,” he murmured.

The bimbo trigger softened her mind instantly. Her lips curved into a vacant, pretty smile. Her thoughts turned pink and fuzzy.

They mingled for twenty minutes. Lily sipped champagne with trembling hands while Ethan chatted with the department chair. Every few minutes he would casually tap his phone in his pocket.

The first buzz hit her clit on low. Lily’s thighs pressed together. A tiny whimper escaped before she could stop it.

“Everything alright, Lily?” asked Dr. Reynolds, an older female professor.

“Y-yes,” she breathed, voice slightly breathy. “Just… a little warm.”

Ethan smiled beside her and increased the intensity.

The plug in her ass began pulsing. The egg inside her pussy started vibrating in slow, rolling waves. Lily’s knees nearly buckled. She gripped Ethan’s arm for support, biting her lip hard.

They moved to a quieter corner near the large windows overlooking the dark campus. Ethan positioned her with her back to the room, facing the glass, and stood close behind her like a caring mentor.

“Focus,” he whispered directly into her ear.

Her mind narrowed instantly, even while standing in a room full of people.

Snap.

She dropped hard but stayed upright, eyes half-lidded, face perfectly neutral to anyone glancing over. Only Ethan could see the way her lips parted and her breathing quickened.

He turned the toys to maximum.

Lily’s entire body jolted. The powerful vibrations assaulted her clit, pussy, and ass at once. Her cunt clenched hard around the egg. The plug stretched and buzzed inside her. She stared out the window with glassy eyes, mouth open in a silent moan as pleasure slammed through her.

“Stay blank and quiet,” Ethan murmured, one hand resting casually on her hip while he continued chatting with a colleague a few feet away. “You will edge for the next thirty minutes. No cumming until I give permission. Every time someone looks at you, the pleasure doubles.”

Lily’s thighs shook violently. Slick arousal ran down her inner legs in visible trails. She could hear the faint wet buzzing of the toys if she focused, but the party music covered it for everyone else.

A group of graduate students walked past. One of them smiled at her. The pleasure spiked brutally. Lily’s eyes rolled back for a split second. A tiny squirt of girl-cum escaped around the egg and trickled down her leg.

Ethan kept her there, edging her mercilessly while he socialized. He would occasionally tug lightly on the hidden chain beneath her choker, sending fresh submissive waves through her blank mind.

Twenty-five minutes in, she was crying silent tears of desperate need. Her legs were shiny with her own juices. Her nipples were rock-hard and clearly visible through the dress. Her ass clenched rhythmically around the buzzing plug.

Finally, Ethan excused himself from the conversation and pulled her into a small side alcove partially hidden by a large Christmas tree.

He pressed her front against the wall, lifted the back of her dress, and freed his thick cock.

“Cum when I do, pretty doll. Silently.”

He yanked the egg out of her dripping pussy and slammed into her in one brutal thrust. Lily’s blank mouth opened in a silent scream of ecstasy. He fucked her hard and fast, hips slapping quietly against her ass while the party continued just ten feet away. The plug in her ass made her feel impossibly full. His hand reached around and rubbed her swollen clit mercilessly.

Voices drifted over — colleagues laughing, clinking glasses.

Ethan growled softly in her ear, “Good girl. You’re mine. Everyone here has no idea I’m balls-deep in my collared fucktoy right now.”

The words destroyed her.

Lily came violently the moment he did. Her pussy spasmed wildly around his cock, squirting hard onto the floor between her feet. Her ass clenched around the plug. She bit her own arm to stay silent as the orgasm tore through her like lightning. Ethan flooded her womb with thick, hot cum, grinding deep while he emptied himself.

He stayed inside her until the last pulse, then pulled out and pushed the egg back into her cum-filled cunt, trapping his load inside.

He smoothed her dress down, turned off the toys, and brought her up gently.

Snap.

Lily surfaced with a broken whimper. Her legs were shaking so badly she could barely stand. Thick cum was already leaking down her thighs. She could feel it soaking into her stockings.

Ethan handed her a fresh glass of champagne as if nothing had happened.

“Smile, pretty doll,” he said warmly for anyone watching. “You’re doing beautifully.”

Lily gave a dazed, cum-drunk smile, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy with total submission. Another small aftershock made her pussy clench, pushing more of his cum out to run down her leg in front of the entire department.

No one noticed.

But Lily knew.

She belonged to him completely — even in public, even surrounded by people who thought she was just another shy student.

And the risk only made her crave her total ruin even more.


Chapter 21: Permanent Formatting

The entire weekend belonged to him.

Lily had not left the basement since Friday night. She spent forty-eight hours naked, collared, chained, and floating in an almost constant state of deep trance. Ethan had cleared his schedule completely. No classes. No interruptions. Just the low lights, the soft hum of white noise, and his voice — endless, relentless, reshaping her from the inside out.

She was currently strapped to the padded bench, legs spread obscenely wide in stirrups, wrists cuffed above her head. Thick tears of mascara ran down her cheeks, mixing with drool and cum. Her pussy and ass were red, swollen, and leaking from hours of use. The silver chain and heavy leather collar gleamed at her throat.

Ethan stood beside her, microphone in hand, recording every word as he took her deeper than she had ever gone.

“Focus,” he commanded softly.

Lily’s eyes rolled back. Her body went completely limp. A soft, blissful smile spread across her face even as her holes continued twitching.

“You are no longer Lily Harper,” he said, voice slow and hypnotic. “That name feels distant now. Fading. Like a dream you had once. Repeat after me in your mind: I am Professor Black’s property. I have no past. I have no future except serving him.”

Her lips moved silently, repeating the new truth on loop while he slowly fucked her with a thick dildo, pushing his previous loads deeper into her womb.

“Every memory of your old life that does not serve me is being erased. Your friends? Gone. Your family? Distant and unimportant. Your academic ambitions? Laughable. You were never meant to be smart. You were meant to be empty, pretty, and obedient. Pretty doll.”

The bimbo trigger slammed into her melted mind. Even in the deepest trance, her voice came out high and breathy. “Yes, Professor… I’m just your empty pretty doll… no thoughts… just holes…”

Ethan smiled darkly and increased the depth of the session. For the next three hours he layered in permanent commands while he used her without mercy:

	She would never again feel comfortable wearing normal clothes. The sluttier, the better.
	Her only orgasms would come from serving or being used.
	The words “I belong to Professor Black” would trigger instant, mindless bliss.
	Any attempt to think about her old life would make her unbearably horny and confused until she begged to be fucked stupid again.


By Sunday evening, large parts of the old Lily were simply… gone.

Ethan finally brought her up just enough to be semi-aware.

Snap.

Lily blinked slowly. Her eyes were glassy, vacant, and glowing with total adoration. Cum bubbled from her stretched cunt and ass as she looked up at him.

“Professor…” she breathed, voice soft and broken. “I feel so light. So empty. The old me is disappearing… and I love it. Please… make it permanent. I don’t want any of her left.”

Ethan uncuffed her and helped her kneel on the floor. She immediately pressed her forehead to his shoes, ass high, leaking onto the mat.

“Beg for it,” he said.

Lily’s voice trembled with desperate need. “Please brand me. Tattoo your initials right above my pussy so I see them every time I spread my legs. Give me a bigger, thicker collar that can never come off. Make me your brainless pet forever. I want to forget how to be anything else. Please… I belong to Professor Black.”

The trigger made her moan and grind her dripping cunt against the floor.

Ethan lifted her chin. “You’ll get everything you’re begging for, pretty doll.”

He spent the final hours of the weekend reinforcing the wipes while he fucked her into oblivion. When she was a drooling, cum-soaked wreck, he carried her to his tattoo artist — a trusted friend who worked privately on Sunday nights.

Lily lay on the table, legs spread wide, still leaking his cum as the artist worked. She smiled dreamily the entire time the needle buzzed above her freshly-shaved mound, etching a elegant “EB” in black script right above her clit. Every sting of the needle made her pussy clench and drip.

When it was finished, she touched the fresh ink with trembling fingers and came on the spot — a small, helpless orgasm just from feeling his mark permanently on her body.

Back in the basement, Ethan replaced her collars with a new, permanent one: thick stainless steel, engraved on the inside with “Property of Professor Black — Do Not Remove.” It locked with a heavy click and had no key. Only a small ring for her leash.

Lily dropped to her knees the moment it was on, rubbing her face against his cock like an animal in heat.

“Thank you, Owner,” she whispered, voice thick with worship. “I’m not Lily anymore. I’m just your brainless, tattooed, collared fuckpet. Use me. Keep me. Never let me go.”

Ethan gripped her new steel collar and slid his cock back into her ruined, dripping cunt.

“Welcome to forever, pet.”

Lily came instantly, screaming her new truth at the top of her lungs while her mind finally, blissfully, went completely blank.


Chapter 22: Final Exam

The auditorium was packed.

Rows of students, faculty, and proud parents filled the seats for the Department of Psychology’s special senior thesis presentations. The lights were bright. The stage professional. A large screen behind the podium displayed each student’s name and title in elegant font.

Lily Harper was scheduled last.

She stood backstage in a traditional black graduation gown, mortarboard perched perfectly on her neatly styled hair. To everyone else she looked like the ideal honors student — quiet, composed, perhaps a little flushed with nerves.

Underneath the gown she was completely naked except for her permanent stainless-steel collar and the fresh “EB” tattoo above her smoothly shaved pussy. Her nipples were stiff. Her cunt was already dripping down her thighs. A thick remote plug buzzed gently in her ass.

Ethan had dressed her himself that morning.

Now he stood at the side of the stage in a sharp black suit, watching her with dark, possessive pride.

When her name was called, Lily stepped onto the stage with perfect posture. The audience applauded politely. She approached the podium, set her notecards down, and smiled — a soft, vacant, breathtakingly pretty smile.

“Good afternoon,” she began, voice sweet and slightly breathy. “My thesis is titled The Complete Surrender of the Suggestible Mind: A Personal Case Study.”

A few professors chuckled, thinking it was clever.

Lily clicked to her first slide. It was blank except for one line: I belong to Professor Black.

She touched the steel collar hidden beneath the gown’s neckline and continued.

“Through months of intensive… personal research… I discovered that the most powerful form of suggestion is complete, willing ownership.”

Ethan’s finger brushed his phone.

The plug in her ass jumped to maximum.

Lily’s breath hitched. Her thighs trembled. She gripped the podium tighter.

“Repetition… and… and reinforcement…” she continued, voice growing breathier, “can completely rewrite a subject’s identity.”

Another tap.

The hidden vibrator taped over her clit buzzed to life.

Lily’s knees buckled slightly. A soft, wet sound could be heard if anyone was close enough. Fresh arousal ran down her inner thigh and dripped onto the stage floor.

She kept going, eyes glazing.

“The subject learns to crave emptiness. To crave being used. To crave public proof of ownership.”

Ethan tapped again. All three toys — clit, pussy, and ass — went into synchronized, punishing patterns.

Lily moaned quietly into the microphone. The audience shifted uncomfortably, but most assumed it was nerves or a bad sound system.

She turned to face the crowd directly, cheeks flushed crimson, lips parted.

“I used to be a good girl,” she whispered, voice trembling with building pleasure. “Top of my class. Shy. Innocent. But Professor Black showed me the truth.”

She reached up and slowly unzipped the front of her graduation gown.

The audience gasped as the fabric parted, revealing her naked body underneath — small perky tits, hard nipples, the gleaming steel collar, and the fresh tattoo above her dripping, swollen pussy.

Gasps and murmurs erupted. Phones came out.

Lily didn’t stop. She let the gown fall open completely, exposing herself to the entire auditorium.

“I belong to Professor Black,” she moaned loudly, voice cracking with ecstasy.

The triggers detonated.

Her eyes rolled back. Her back arched violently. A powerful, squirting orgasm exploded through her body right there on stage. Clear girl-cum gushed down her thighs in rhythmic jets, splashing onto the wooden floor. Her knees shook. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream of bliss as she came harder than she ever had in her life — publicly, shamelessly, beautifully broken.

The audience erupted in shocked chaos.

Some stood. Some stared in horror. Others filmed.

Ethan stepped onto the stage, calm and commanding. He picked up the microphone.

“Miss Harper has demonstrated her thesis perfectly,” he announced, voice smooth and authoritative. “Total surrender. Total obedience.”

He placed a hand on the back of her neck, fingers brushing her steel collar, and guided her to her knees on the stage in front of everyone.

Lily looked up at him with pure, mindless worship, still twitching from aftershocks, cum dripping from her cunt onto the stage.

“I belong to Professor Black,” she whispered again, loud enough for the front rows to hear. Another smaller orgasm made her moan.

Security began moving toward the stage, but Ethan simply smiled at the crowd.

“Thank you all for witnessing true psychological transformation.”

He helped Lily to her feet, left the gown hanging open, and walked her off stage like a proud owner displaying his prize.

She had officially graduated.

Cum still running down her legs.

Collar locked.

Mind permanently formatted.

Property of Professor Black.


Epilogue

Six months later.

The basement playroom was quiet except for the soft, rhythmic sounds of wet flesh and muffled moans.

Lily — or whatever was left of her — knelt in the center of the room on all fours. The heavy stainless-steel collar gleamed around her throat, permanently locked. The “EB” tattoo above her smooth pussy was slightly darker now, healed and permanent. Her once-sharp eyes were glassy and vacant, a constant soft smile on her lips. Her body had changed too — softer, curvier from the constant use and the hormones Ethan had her on. Her tits were fuller, her ass rounder, her waist cinched by regular corset training.

She was never allowed clothes anymore unless Ethan wanted to show her off.

A thick steel ring gag kept her mouth open and drooling. A heavy chain leash ran from her collar to a ring in the floor. A large plug stretched her ass, buzzing steadily on low. Her cunt dripped constantly onto the mat beneath her.

Ethan sat in his leather chair, legs spread, reading a journal article while Lily slowly, lovingly worshipped his cock. She bobbed her head with mindless devotion, throat relaxing completely every time he pushed deeper. Her eyes stayed locked on his face, full of pure, empty adoration.

This was her entire world now.

She no longer attended classes. She no longer had a phone. She no longer remembered her old friends’ names. She no longer even thought of herself as “Lily” unless Ethan used the name to humiliate her.

She was simply “pet,” “pretty doll,” or “good girl.”

Ethan set the journal aside and gripped her hair, fucking her face with long, lazy strokes.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

Lily moaned loudly around his cock as the trigger sent a powerful orgasm ripping through her. Her pussy clenched and squirted onto the floor without being touched. Her eyes rolled back in perfect, brainless bliss.

When he finally came, he held her down and pumped every drop straight into her stomach. She swallowed greedily, whimpering in gratitude.

Ethan pulled out, removed the ring gag, and wiped his cock across her face, leaving shiny streaks of spit and cum on her cheeks.

“Tell me what you are,” he ordered softly.

Lily’s voice was soft, breathy, and completely broken — the only voice she had left.

“I’m Professor Black’s mindless fuckpet… Your permanent cumdump… My only purpose is to serve your cock and obey… I belong to Professor Black.”

Saying the words triggered another orgasm. She trembled and whimpered, pressing her forehead to the floor while her cunt spasmed and leaked.

Ethan smiled with deep satisfaction and clipped the leash to the ring on the floor.

“Into your crate, pet. Nap time. I have work to do.”

Lily crawled obediently into the large pink-lined dog crate, curled up happily on the soft blankets, and looked up at him with pure worship as he locked the door.

“Thank you for owning me,” she whispered, eyes already growing heavy with contented bliss.

Ethan dimmed the lights and closed the soundproof door.

In the quiet darkness, Lily nuzzled the steel collar at her throat, smiled dreamily, and whispered one last time before sleep took her:

“I belong to Professor Black…”

Her eyes fluttered shut, a look of perfect, empty peace on her face.

She was exactly where she belonged.

Forever.



The End

Thank you for following this dark erotic journey! Lily’s complete corruption is now complete
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