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Chapter One

It was 9:02 PM on a Thursday night, and my neighbors were at it again. There was a beautiful woman with flowing black hair pressed against the glass surface of her patio’s door. Her large breasts were flattened against it.

They weren’t doing anything wrong, of course. I couldn’t hear them from where I was, and it was a fluke that I could see them at all. My computer was right next to my bedroom window, and I was on the second floor of my apartment building, right on the corner. I had an unobstructed view over their hedge, right at the scene. 

Nobody else would have the view I did.

That didn’t excuse my peeping, but I couldn’t help myself: this had been going on like clockwork every night since they’d moved in three weeks ago, never more than ten minutes past nine. Beyond my perverse fascination, I couldn’t help but wonder how long this would all go on. 

I watched for a long moment as the woman braced with both hands against the glass. Her eyes were wide as saucers and her mouth hung open. 

All in all, she looked less like she was taking it from behind and more like she might be falling off a cliff. I couldn’t see the man behind her, but I couldn’t imagine him being any more dignified.

I watched her for a moment, wondering what it felt like, then I squeezed my eyes shut and turned my head away from the window and back to my computer monitor. Apart from it being skeevy to watch, I really needed to be sending out resumes and not screwing around. School was going to be over soon, and I needed to have work lined up. 

Of course, the job listings were terrible. Dozens of positions open for things I had never trained for, a handful of things I wanted. I e-mailed out a few resumes anyway, then leaned back in my chair feeling dour.

An obsessive glance at the clock revealed that it was only 9:12. I typed ‘netflix’ into my browser… then took a peek back out the window as the page loaded.

The dark haired girl was on her knees beside the door, the man standing over her. He was naked too, and she was bobbing her head up and down on his shaft enthusiastically. 

I frowned at that. No matter how popular it was, I couldn’t imagine putting a guy’s cock in my mouth, especially not after it had been inside me. Even so, I couldn’t stop watching. I hardly ever caught a glimpse of him, and now he was in plain view.

The man was tall and slender, with a mop of curly brown hair. I was mostly struck by how plain he looked. His gorgeous, raven haired lover appeared to be completely out of his league. Maybe he was funny. He couldn’t be rich, not in my neighborhood.

As I mused about what could have brought the two of them together, he looked up into my window.

Our eyes locked, and the effect was electric. The hair on the back of my neck rose, my skin tingled and I felt an intense head rush. It was as though the two of us were standing face to face, without glass or distance between us. I could smell the heady scent of arousal in the air, almost feel the sheen of sweat on his skin. 

More than that, I could feel their pleasure, both the hot ecstasy building inside him and the duller afterglow the woman was feeling. I knew that his mind was racing, while hers was sluggish, almost sleepy.

He came with a small noise of pleasure, almost a growl, and my heart flipped in my chest at the sudden spike of pleasure. 

I jerked back from the window and whatever had happened stopped. I was just in my room again without any weird phantom sensations, although the real sensations I was feeling were intense enough that it wasn’t that different. My nipples were hard, my panties were soaked and my heart was pounding like I’d been running for my life.

I must have fallen asleep in my chair watching the two of them going at it, and had an unbelievably vivid dream. It probably didn’t help that I hadn’t been on a date in the better part of the year, much less a good date. 

That had to be it.

I stood up, my whole body shaking like a leaf. I was careful to keep my eyes on my rug instead of stealing even a glance outside, just out of superstitious fear. I pushed my chair back, dropped the blinds and headed for my bathroom. I peeled out of my t-shirt and panties on the way, just dropping them on the floor in my hurry for a cold shower. I stepped into my tub and cranked the water, blasting myself in the chest.

The torrent of icy water dampened whatever my dreams had stirred, but it didn’t get rid of it completely. Even as I tried to freeze my ass off, I couldn’t kick the sensations I’d dreamed about. Both the physical pleasure and the dull, placid afterglow that the woman had felt stuck with me.

After I finished drying off, I was still feeling frustrated. I looked at my computer desk and thought the better of it.

I just headed straight to bed, though it wasn’t even 10 yet.

~~~

My world was shadowy and dark, so much so that I could neither see the floor nor make out a host of indistinct shapes moving in the foreground. My body was chilly, and I had no idea where I was or how I’d gotten there.

A nagging little corner of my mind wanted to panic, but despite the bizarre circumstances, I was excited. The inky black held an air of anticipation rather than menace. I waited impatiently, almost ready to vibrate out of my skin.

“It’s your turn,” a male voice finally breathed in my ear, so close that his steamy breath sent a thrill down my spine.

Before I could ask ‘my turn to what,’ the world came into focus. It wasn’t like when my vision blurred with tears or from drinking too much. It was more like a filter in a movie or TV show: over the course of several seconds, the light went from nonexistent to bright, and everything took on sharp and vivid color.

I was standing on a large wooden stage, the curtains drawn. There were people in the rows and rows of seats arrayed before it, but I couldn’t see any individual face because of the lights aimed at me. The only person with me was the man who had spoken.

He looked just like my exhibitionist neighbor, except that he was wearing a slate gray suit instead of his birthday suit. 

When I saw him, I realized that my own outfit was strange too: I was wearing purple silk edged with gold, something like an outfit I’d seen a belly dancer wear at a fair a couple of years back. It barely covered me, and I had no idea how to move in it without a wardrobe malfunction.

Public speaking scared me under the best of circumstances. I had an irrational, intractable fear of getting in front of a group of my peers and giving a speech or demonstration. Despite that, I still just felt excitement. 

More than excitement, being on display was turning me on. Beneath the ephemeral silk covering my body, my nipples were hard and I was starting to get damp.

I gave the man a questioning look, but before I could ask him what I was supposed to do, he made eye contact with me.

As before, the effect was electric, like our gazes completed some kind of circuit. The hair on the back of my neck rose, and my entire body stiffened involuntarily, coming to attention.

“And now, for your pleasure, let me introduce Lot #15, Cynthia Baker!” 

‹Show off.›

The thought was in his voice, but it was just for me. My head echoed with it even though I knew I couldn’t hear it with my ears. It was more than just the words, too: the throbbing, powerful thought brought context with it. I knew how to walk, what to do.

The same tiny voice in the corner of my mind that warned against the darkness warned against this too. 

You don’t know what this is about, it whispered insistently.

I knew that was a good point, but I didn’t care. Just once, I wanted to be the center of attention. 

I stepped forward, surrendering to the strange impulses guide me. I danced for the faceless audience. Being led that way was an odd sensation, my arms and legs tugged along. It felt almost like being on strings, though the effect was smooth and fluid. My every movement was more graceful and poised than I had been before.

Everyone was staring, and it felt amazing. Even though control of my every movement had been magically surrendered to an outside force, I had never felt more free.

Finally I came to a stop on my knees at the front of the stage, completely out of breath.

“What am I bid for this amazing girl?” the man called out.

~~~

I woke with a start, sitting bolt upright in bed amid tangled, sweat soaked sheets. My heart was pounding and my chest was heaving as I gulped for air. My entire body quivered as though I’d been dancing for real.

More than that, I was soaking wet.

I headed for another cold shower. I had a lot to do today.


Chapter Two

I stared out the window of a small classroom on campus. My mind was on my vivid dreams, rather than Russian literature. It was my last class of the day, and all I really wanted to do was go home.

At this rate, I was going to run my apartment building out of cold water.

“And that,” Professor Martin said, “Is all the time we have for Nikolai Gogol’s wandering nose today.”

That got a giggle from some of the class, but I just flipped my notebook shut and slid it into my bag, not a single note actually taken today. I rose and headed out of the classroom, a couple of steps behind everyone else.

“Miss Baker?” the professor asked, “Is everything all right? I noticed that you seemed… distracted.”

That was certainly an understatement.

I blushed and turned to the professor. He was only maybe ten years older than me and with his easy smile and casual dress, he wouldn’t have looked out of place sitting at a desk with the class, rather than behind the podium giving the lecture. Between that and his enthusiasm for teaching, I figured this was probably his first rodeo. I replied, “Um, great. Just haven’t been sleeping well. You know how it is. Nerves about graduation.”

And the way my chronic inability to get laid is now actually driving me insane, I managed not to add.

“Well, I remember what that was like,” he gathered up his own materials, putting them in his briefcase, and said, “If you ever need to talk, you know where my office is.” He paused and asked, “You do know where my office is, right? I know you’ve never needed an extension or anything before.”

I smiled and said, “I’m sure I can figure it out if I need to. Thanks, Professor.”

“Happy to,” he said, smiling back.

I stepped out into the hallway and headed out of the building. My campus was only a short walk from home. The whole neighborhood was residential, and mostly student housing by default. 

The sky above was bright and clear, perfect blue. Normally I would’ve been tempted to grab some lunch and eat it at the park, but all I could think about today was how long it would be until 9 PM, when the neighbors would inevitably be at the window again.

Their house was further than the entrance to my apartment building, but I walked around the block anyway, hoping that I didn’t look too obvious as I peered at their front door. There was no car in the driveway and the lights were off, so I just kept walking.

I was supposed to be working on a paper, but I couldn’t concentrate. I decided to clean instead. My apartment was still messy from last night: my pajamas were on the floor and I hadn’t changed my bedding after my wet dream, so I gathered all of it up and headed for the laundry room.

This was going to be a long day. 

~~~

By the end of the day, my paper was still untouched but my room practically sparkled. I’d been over every exposed surface with cleaning solvent or a duster, every piece of clothing I owned had been through the laundry room, and I knew that I could bounce a quarter off my bed because I’d actually tried it. 

I gave up and sat at my computer desk at 8:55 PM sharp. All I wore was a lacy white bra. I was already wet enough that panties felt pointless, but there was a clean blue towel between me and my good office chair.

The minutes dragged on. By the time it hit 9:00, I felt like I might vibrate right out of my skin. When the clock hit 9:01, I’d given up any pretense of manners: I just stared right out my window shamelessly. They couldn’t possibly mind.

At 9:04, the woman’s bare ass pressed against the glass, her supple flesh flattened against it. The man was on top of her a moment later, biting her right where her neck met her shoulder. Her body tensed.

I, on the other hand, could have cried with relief. I wished I could call out to them, beg the man to make eye contact again, but I wasn’t quite that desperate. Not tonight, anyway. I wasn’t sure how I’d handle another whole day like this.

Fortunately, he seemed to know what I wanted. After he let go of the woman’s shoulder, he began to fuck her against the door and he looked right up into my window.

Being braced for it didn’t make much difference: the effect of eye contact with my mysterious neighbor was still a shock to my system. My heart raced, my breath grew ragged and the hair on the back of my neck rose.

My hand found its way between my legs before I even realized it, fingers sliding into my sopping wet hole as I stared helplessly into his deep dark eyes. I wondered dully how I had never thought to just masturbate sometime during the day, but the wonderful tingling pleasure coursing through my body left precious little room for thinking.

Despite my nearly obsessive focus, I blinked first.

~~~

The instant my eyes shut, I was on my knees again on a cool, smooth surface. I could feel heat on my face, as though I was standing in bright sunshine. I was still masturbating, my extravagant silks pushed aside.

“And sold,” my auctioneer crowed triumphantly from above and to my right, “For two hundred thousand dollars!”

My first thought was, At least I’m worth more than my student loans. My second was to notice that my auctioneer sounded different now. I opened my eyes and saw that I was on stage again, right where I’d finished my dance. The lights were shining up at me, close and hot so that the audience was completely obscured. I glanced up at the auctioneer and saw that he was older now, squat and a little paunchy, nothing like my hot mysterious neighbor.

In that moment, it clicked that everyone could see my fingers moving in and out of my glistening, spread pussy. I tried to stop, but my hand seemed to have a mind of its own.

That should have terrified me, but it just made the entire experience hotter. 

I stopped fighting it. My hand sped up, setting tingling anticipation building at the core of my being.

“It’s time to get up,” my auctioneer said, “And meet your new owner.”

‹Owner.›

Once again, the thought throbbed in my helpless, dazed brain. It brought with it context and meaning. Images unfolded in my mind’s eye of kneeling and bowing, my head low to the ground while my Owner towered above me.

I rose to my feet unsteadily, shaking like a leaf and unable to stop rubbing myself even as I stood. The world around me seemed to contract, the faceless audience and brilliant lights fading, the stage shrinking back to something smaller and more intimate. 

“Hello, Cynthia,” my sexy neighbor said, his voice low and smooth, “I’m sure you were worth every penny.”

I came instantly and helplessly, white hot pleasure exploding from where my hand met my sex. It coursed up and down my body, setting my toes curling and my eyes rolling back.

My world went dark.

~~~

I came to my senses slumped at my desk, head in my arms. My left cheek was covered in drool, and I was grateful that I’d thought to sit on a towel. My back and neck were sore from sleeping in the awful position. I sat back up and reached for a napkin, wiping my face off. The clock read 10:14. I glanced out the window, but my neighbors had finished up and gone away, leaving the room beyond their patio dark. It looked like they had moved to the bedroom, from the lights visible from here.

What I really needed was a walk to clear my head. I was sure of it. I rose and went for a clean pair of lacy white panties that matched my bra, then pulled on a pair of jeans and a baby blue t-shirt. Finally, I pulled on a pair of fuzzy pink socks I normally wore to bed, and got into my sneakers.

A shower would’ve been smart. I was still covered in sweat, and my juices had dripped right down my thighs, but I couldn’t bear to wait. The need to get outside and clear my head was as compulsive as everything else I had done today.

I was out the door before I realized how strange that was, and I was out of the apartment before I realized my hair was probably a mess after sleeping at my desk. The warm night air really did feel good against my damp skin though, too good to argue with.

A gas station a couple of blocks away called to me. I didn’t eat much junk food, but I felt an urge to go look around. I strolled out to it, brushing my hair away from my face as I stepped through the automatic doors. I was keenly aware of how much colder it was in here than outside, and felt my nipples stiffen again in response.

There was no one else in the store except for a young man behind the counter. I could feel his eyes on me as I stepped to the display case for booze. I wasn’t in the mood for a drink, but before I knew it, there was a six pack of Guinness in my hands anyway.

A familiar nagging voice in the corner of my mind pointed out that this was crazy, but it didn’t matter. I was at the counter before I knew what was happening, and once I was out the door, there wasn’t much point in throwing it out.

I strolled back, taking a roundabout route toward my apartment building, but I never made it. I found myself at the front door to my neighbor’s house, beer in hand, knocking before I could even try to stop myself.

My neighbor was standing there in a pair of shorts and a bathrobe. Unlike me, he looked like he had just stepped out of the shower. He looked me up and down, but his expression was difficult to read.

I stammered, “Um, hi. This’ll sound crazy, but I live pretty close by and I was, um, wondering…” I panicked and held up the Guinness, “… If you liked beer?”

He raised an eyebrow, then stepped aside, waving me in. After I crossed the threshold, he closed the door and said, “Sorry that I’m not dressed, but I really thought that would take longer.” 

His voice sounded exactly like it had in my dreams.


Chapter Three

“You what?” I turned around and took a step back, even though that put me further from the door and escape.

He stood in front of the door and said calmly, “Usually, it takes longer for someone to wake up after I’ve put them out, but I’m getting ahead of myself even talking about it.” He reached for the beer and said, “Thank you, this is my favorite. Would you join me in the living room so that we can talk about this properly, Cynthia?”

“I…” I held out the Guinness, letting him take it, but I said, “I don’t know. I mean, I don’t even know your name.” My heart was racing again.

“Well,” he stepped out of the way of the door and said, “We can play this one of two ways. If you want to go, I’m not going to stop you… but I will never open the door for you again. You’ll never see us in the window again either. You will leave here without knowing my name, and you’ll go about the rest of your life always wondering what this was all about. You’ll wonder if this was a dream, if you just went crazy from stress for a couple weeks. Or…” he trailed off.

“Or?” I looked at him, then the door, then back.

“You stay,” his tone remained calm, like this was all very low stakes for him as he said, “You come to my living room and we talk about all of this, without any further nonsense about you heading home until we’re done. I’m not going to force you to stay, but I don’t have the patience for indecision or second thoughts.”

I glanced at his hands, but didn’t see a wedding ring. I asked, “What will your girlfriend think about that?”

“She’s not my girlfriend,” he offered the non-explanation smoothly, “And as for whether she approves, well, letting you continue to watch us was as much her idea as mine. Now… what will it be? In or out?”

On the one hand, I felt like less of a horrible pervert, but on the other, it was hard to parse that. I blinked and asked, “She what?”

He shook his head and said, “Not another detail unless you go sit on my couch.”

This is a terrible idea, the increasingly shrill voice of reason insisted in the far corner of my mind. I pushed it aside, nodded and agreed, “All right.”

This was too weird. I knew I couldn’t stand not knowing what was going on for the rest of my life.

He pointed down the hall and said, “The couch is right over there.” He headed for their small kitchen first. 

I looked around. The house was smaller than the one I’d grown up in, but everything in it looked very expensive, out of place in my modest neighborhood. The furniture and carpeting were new, and the appliances were all expensive chrome. I took a seat on a black leather couch in front of a large flat screen TV and wondered what I was doing here.

The man stepped back into the room, one of the beers I’d brought in one hand, and an unopened diet Sprite in the other. He held it out and said, “I’m sure you’re thirsty, Cynthia.”

“What’s your name?” I took it and asked, “And how do you know mine?” I didn’t bother to ask how he knew what I drank at home, or how he knew I was thirsty. In the grand scheme of things, it seemed like a minor detail.

The man sat on the other side of the couch, making no move to immediately get into my personal space and said, “You may call me Isaac. Why I know your name is a somewhat longer story.” He cracked the beer open and took a sip then said, “And thank you for bringing something to drink. I was out.”

“I…” I frowned, continuing to hold the bottle of soda unopened and said, “I don’t really know why I did that.”

“Because you’re especially receptive,” Isaac explained, casual as though he were discussing the weather, “When we were connected yesterday night, I just primed you to be here. I didn’t give you any specific directions beyond, ‘come watch us.’ The suggestion hit you like a ton of bricks, so I decided you were ready for more without any additional preparation. A couple hours later, here you are. I’m sorry about today, by the way. I didn’t mean for you to be so tense.”

“Suggestion?” I blinked, not really understanding. I said weakly, “But we didn’t ever talk.”

Isaac made eye contact with me. Up close, the effect was even faster than it had been from across a whole backyard. I barely had time to feel my body stiffen before the world fell away.

~~~

I came to my senses on my knees on the beach in front of my new Owner. I was naked, and he was in a pair of blue swimming trunks. The sand beneath my bare skin was as white and fine as confectioner’s sugar. The ocean was only about fifteen feet away, the water almost as calm as glass. The sun shined down on both of us, softened by fluffy white clouds. 

The warmth and peacefulness of the setting filled me, soaking all the way to my bones. I felt sluggish and drowsy and very content. I waited patiently, unconcerned with my nudity or how I had gotten here when I’d been… somewhere else a little while ago. 

It was hard to remember where that had been. All I was really certain of was that I had been on a nice leather couch, sitting instead of kneeling, but it didn’t seem important anymore. A tiny corner of my mind protested that something was wrong, but even it couldn’t tell me what.

“How are you feeling?” my Owner asked as he stepped a little closer. 

‹I feel good.›

Even though it was a question, it came with a response already in his voice. More than that, even as the words hummed pleasantly in my brain, I felt their context: my body relaxed even more, my nipples stiffened and I felt myself grow damp again. The nagging voice of dissent in the back of my mind quieted down.

“I feel good,” I answered breathlessly.

“In fact,” my Owner continued confidently, “You feel better than you can ever remember feeling. You have no cares. You have no worries. Your mind is like still water, unperturbed by even a single stray thought. You have only calm and joy. That’s very true, isn’t it Cynthia?”

‹Calm and joy.›

The words filled my head, leaving no room for anything else. I couldn’t concentrate, couldn’t do much of anything except focus on the wonderful sensations I was feeling. That meant that even as my mind grew more sluggish, my body grew even more excited. Moisture ran down my bare inner thighs. I squirmed a little in place as I agreed, “Yesss…”

“Of course,” he continued smoothly, “If you can’t think for yourself, someone has to help you. While we’re dreaming together here, my thoughts can penetrate your subconscious, guiding and shaping your will. That’s what happened earlier today: your excitement, you coming here were the result of my guidance.”

‹Can’t think.›

‹Penetrate.›

‹Guide.›

‹Shape.›

I was too dazed to follow everything he was saying, but certain words echoed in my helpless brain. They were accompanied by the image of a river flowing, then being diverted, dammed up and redirected. I felt blissful contentment knowing that I wasn’t crazy, just following what my Owner wanted me to do.

He reached down to gently stroke my hair and continued, “Now, you’re ready to talk about this while you’re awake. Your responses will be completely honest because you trust me implicitly. You will remain happy and calm because everything that’s happened is amazing. Tell me about what’s happened, Cynthia.”

‹Trust.›

‹Amazing.›

I perked up at the contact, straightening up to give him better access to the top of my head. I loved the feel of his fingers running through my hair. The contact sent thrills of pleasure down my spine. Meanwhile, images unfolded in my head of a sunflower opening for the breaking dawn, and I parroted helplessly, “…a-ma-zing…”

My Owner pulled his head away from my hair, but before I could do more than make a small animal noise of disappointment, the beach fell away.

~~~

I woke on the couch, head drooped onto my chest, a trickle of drool running down my chin again. The soda was just sitting on the cushion behind me. My entire body felt warm and heavy, like I’d taken a really strong muscle relaxant. 

“Does that clear anything up?” Isaac asked. He took another sip of his beer, which looked to be about half gone.

“Mmm…” I stretched and shook my head and said, “… I… sorta? I’m sorry, that was a lot to take in.” I wiped my cheek. I was dimly aware that I should be embarrassed, but it wouldn’t stick. If he’d been inside my head, a little spit couldn’t matter. I added hesitantly, “You were in my head, like Scanners or Inception or… some third movie about that stuff?”

I knew that should worry me, but I couldn’t muster any sincere concern. I realized I felt that way because he’d told me to, but the intellectual awareness of it didn’t make it any less real.

If anything, it was just making the experience hotter: I was awake, but I was still helpless. I squirmed a little in my seat, keenly aware that I’d left the house dripping wet.

“Something like that,” Isaac nodded, “You’re more receptive to it than most. I didn’t mean for you to miss out on a whole day of work.”

I turned that over in my head for a moment. Passing out and drooling on a couch, my panties soaked, hadn’t been enough to make me blush but somehow knowing I had a brain made out of Play-Doh had my cheeks burning. I asked softly, “I have a weak will?”

“You’re looking at it backwards,” he chuckled and explained, “Just about everyone has a weak will - look at how few people quit smoking or drinking just on willpower alone. You’re just special in that your mind is open to our particular wavelength. It lets you see more, not be less.” 

“’Our’ wavelength?” I asked, feeling a little more bold. He didn’t have to tell me anything. From the sound of things, he could’ve had me in bed by now. Or on the floor. Or over the dining room table. Or at the window…

I had to shake off that line of reasoning before I stuck my hand down my pants or something.

At any rate, Isaac didn’t have to tell me anything, so he clearly wanted to.

I wondered if he could tell what I was thinking right now.

He slid closer on the couch, within arm’s reach and said, “That may be a story for a different night. Everything has its time and place.” He moved to stroke my hair, telegraphing the move enough that I could have avoided it.

I leaned into his touch instead, sighing with pleasure at the contact. His hand felt as good in real life as it had in our shared hallucination. I asked, “You’re not going to just make me?”

“That would be easy,” Isaac replied, “Especially given how well you’ve responded so far. I could just shut you down, make you forget your life, forget your name and live for nothing but kneeling on the floor in front of me, but…” his fingertips drifted to my cheek.

“But?” I tingled at the featherlight contact. I suddenly felt overdressed, like shucking my top and offering him my bare chest would take an eternity instead of a few seconds. Rather than wondering if he could hear my thoughts, I wondered if Isaac was still controlling them right now. How would I begin to know? Thinking about that only made my desire for all of this even worse.

“But,” Isaac smiled and explained, “It’s more fun when you know what you’re getting into, and want it badly enough to ask me for it. Maybe even beg. An eager partner is always more fun than a doll.”

I shivered at the notion and asked, “So I could leave right now? You wouldn’t stop me, or erase my memory of you or something?”

“Why bother?” he laughed, “If you told anybody about this, they’d just think you were crazy.” He let his hand slide lower, down along the sensitive skin of my neck and asked, “And none of this is really what you want to know anyway. You’re just testing boundaries, and that’s a waste of your time and mine. Don’t bore me. Ask me something interesting.”

That felt like a challenge, and my head was still mush from whatever he’d done to me. Still, I thought about it as hard as I could for a moment, and settled on the thing I was most curious about. I looked up at him and asked, “Can we go somewhere else tonight? In my head?” 

Isaac smiled and said, “That’s better. Yes, of course we can. Is there anywhere in particular that you want to be?”

“Some other time,” I shook my head and replied, “Preferably when my brains haven’t been put through a blender first. Surprise me tonight. Just…” I trailed off, blush deepening.

He tilted his head and asked, “Just what, Cynthia?”

“Get me off,” I blurted out before I could stop myself. I raised my hand to cover my mouth in surprise, but I never managed to finish the gesture. 

Isaac locked gazes with me first, and the world dissolved.

~~~

My world came into focus slowly, letting me focus on each detail in turn. The first thing I was aware of was the strange smell, a heady melange of cigarettes and alcohol and cologne. I breathed deeply anyway, and heard the roar of a crowd. It wasn’t the subdued sort of audience that had been at my slave auction, it was both raucous and close by. Even with my eyes shut, I could feel every pair of eyes in the room focused squarely on me.

I wasn’t naked like before, but I could feel cool air on my skin and knew that whatever I was wearing, it was skimpy.

Music started to play. I didn’t recognize the song, but it was low with a good beat. I opened my eyes and saw that I was on a small stage in a club, a shiny metal pole between me and a drunken crowd. They weren’t the sort of people who would pay hundreds of thousands of dollars to own me. They were rough looking, unshaved and leather clad. The tables and bar in front of me were smudged and dirty.

The bar was clearly not the sort of place I would’ve ever been caught dead in.

A quick glance down revealed that I wasn’t exactly classy either. I was dressed as a sexy cop, complete with handcuffs hanging from my belt. Somehow, that detail was enough to push me over the edge: I froze, a complete deer caught in headlights moment. I didn’t know anything about pole dancing, and I was self conscious just wearing a bikini to the beach.

I couldn’t do this, not even here.

Before I could decide whether I should hop off the stage and run through the crowd for the front door or try to get back to the dressing room and risk having to use a fire exit or something, I caught sight of Isaac. He was in the far corner, dressed as scruffily as everyone else arrayed before me.

He made eye contact, and I felt a head rush. The distance between us seemed to contract, as though we were almost nose to nose. 

‹Dance.›

The thought wasn’t merely compulsive, it took complete hold of me. My thoughts of escape were instantly and utterly squelched, leaving nothing in my helpless brain but the rhythm of the music. There was no room for hesitation or doubt. The was only the beat. My body moved to it, graceful and sinuous, every fiber of my being was alight with joy. I swept forward, barely even cognizant of the crowd anymore. 

My cap was the first piece of clothing to hit the stage floor, and the realization that I had begun to take my clothes off brought me back to a dim, flickering awareness. I didn’t want to fight the music or Isaac’s influence though, even if I thought I could. 

Paradoxically, being where I was felt powerful. I was out of my head, under someone else’s complete control, but I was also the center of attention. No one in the room was looking anywhere else, not even my Owner.

I loved it.

My jacket followed the cap, leaving my breasts concealed in nothing more than a lacy blue demi bra. In a brief moment of self awareness, all I could think was that it couldn’t be regulation. I had just enough time to smile at that before the music swept me away again.

I turned and gyrated, offering the crowd flashes of my ass as my skirt swirled around me, then I lost the skirt. I kept the handcuffs though, cuffing my left wrist as I faced the crowd. The bra went mere moments later.

The panties stayed on for the moment, and I was grateful for that when I stepped in front of the pole and put my back and ass to it, sliding up and down. The metal was surprisingly cold against my skin, enough to wake me up a bit again. The thin buffer offered by my flimsy blue panties was welcome.

Then, they came off too. I spun around and wrapped myself around the pole, as though I were making love to it. I was awake enough to feel irony at that: the chilly metal pressed against my nether lips was dampening my actual arousal.

‹Dance.›

Probably sensing my discontent, my Owner thrust the command into my helpless brain a second time. The single word came with context that unspooled in my head, images of me on the stage that came so fast they blurred together.

As before, the foreign thoughts wiped out my awareness, reducing me to unthinking obedience instantly.

I moved off the pole to the stage floor, wearing only my socks, boots, garter belt and the handcuffs clipped to my wrist. I threw my head back, spread my legs and offered the crowd a view of my glistening pussy, grinding my hips as though I were offering myself to the entire crowd.

One of the men nearest the stage slid a bill beneath my garter. The gesture was strangely gentle: he was careful not to actually touch my bare skin. More men tossed money onto the stage, ten and twenty dollar bills strewn about my carelessly discarded outfit.

The sight of the money made my heart flip in my chest. Somehow, it was even more exciting than being stared at.

I began to crawl around, picking the bills up in my mouth like a well trained puppy. As I moved nude about the stage, that got more bills slid against my thigh. While I picked up the last of it, I saw Isaac moving toward me. He stood out in the throng, as though he was in color while the rest of the world was rendered in dull sepia hues.

He stepped right onto the stage, as confident as if he owned the club. Of course, it was entirely possible that he did: he owned me, after all. Unlike every other man present, he reached down for me. He took my shoulder and tugged me to my feet, stronger than his thin frame suggested.

Physical contact seemed to break whatever hold he exerted over me: as I reached my feet, my body stopped moving to invisible strings and my mind raced. I wondered what he was going to do, what I wanted him to do.

My Owner leaned in and spread his arms as if he were going to hug and kiss me. I moved to meet his lips, but his head went past mine. He pushed me against the pole, reached for my arms and clipped the open cuff on my handcuffs around my right wrist, trapping me between his warm, strong body and the chilly and unyielding metal pole.

I gasped and wriggled. I opened my mouth to object, but this time, he did kiss me. He covered my open mouth with his own, silencing any protest by nibbling my bottom lip and probing my mouth with his warm, wet tongue.

I melted into the kiss, my body responding without his direct domination this time. No one had ever kissed me that way before. After a long moment, he let me come up for air.

My Owner was still completely composed of course, even as I gasped for air. He didn’t give me long to recover: before I could figure out what to say, he pinned me against the pole with his left hand, the metal between my bare ass cheeks. Then he reached between my legs with his right hand and slid two fingers into my sopping pussy. He thrust them deep, then hooked them inside of me, stretching my inner passage and stimulating me almost unbearably.

The crowd roared in approval, all eyes still on the both of us as my Owner began to masturbate me on stage. His thrusts were fast and deep and hard, each one causing shocks of pleasure so intense that they verged on pain. My cheeks burned and I could feel tears welling up in the corners of my eyes from the near sensory overload. I wriggled helplessly, bucking against his hand, trying to drive him deeper inside me.

I didn’t care who was looking anymore, all I wanted was release. I moaned my need, too lost for words.

Mercifully, my Owner understood my plea. He met my gaze and spoke a single word, “Cum!”

‹Cum.›

Pleasure exploded from where his hand met my aching sex, crashing over me in waves. I clutched helplessly at the pole for balance, my entire body shaking with the force of it. He released me, and I slid down the pole, collapsing in a heap at his feet. My breathing was ragged and my vision blurry. I looked up at him, too spent to thank him.

The world dissolved again.


Chapter Four

Sunlight peeked in through my window, warm against my bare body. I stretched languidly, feeling wonderful. I’d fallen asleep naked again. I couldn’t remember how that had happened really. All I did remember was dreaming about the neighbor guy, him taking control of my mind and making me cum onstage. I would never admit it to anyone, but it had been a great fantasy for a wet dream.

My smile faded when I saw what time it was: I had slept until 10:17 AM, meaning that I had all of thirteen minutes to get dressed and get to class. I rushed to the bathroom mirror, but I realized it wouldn’t be enough. I needed five or six minutes to get to the building even if I literally ran, and I couldn’t possibly be even halfway presentable in the time that would leave me.

I looked lower at my reflection, focusing on the hair between my legs. I realized with a nearly obsessive certainty that I also needed to shave myself smooth.

Right now.

I couldn’t really afford the absence, especially not so close to finals, but I hopped in the shower anyway. As soon as the hot water cascaded down my body, I knew I’d made the right decision.

~~~

Two hours later, I sat naked at my computer desk, a neatly folded black towel between my ass and the chair. I was freshly scrubbed, shaved, exfoliated and moisturized. After all that trouble, clothes felt like an imposition.

I fired up my computer and waited impatiently for it to load. If I was going to miss class, I knew that the very least I could do was make up for not working on my paper yesterday. I opened the word processor and began to skim what I had already done, refresh my memory about where I was.

The whole effort proved futile after a short while. Not only was my concentration completely shot, but I even felt shaky about the parts I had already finished. I loved Russian literature, but the way my head felt this morning, it seemed like I might flounder discussing cartoons or sitcoms.

I shut the whole thing down after about a half hour without any progress, then peeked out the window at the neighbor’s house. The truth was, all I could really think about was what I would see tonight, and what kind of an effect it would have on me. My fantasies were starting to get more and more outlandish, and I didn’t know why. 

Of course, I couldn’t really afford to wait all day to scratch my itch. My GPA was solid and could take a hit from a little slacking, but I couldn’t spend my days waiting to fall asleep peeping on my neighbors. 

Maybe I should just look at porn, I reflected.

I popped open my browser and hit Google, not entirely sure what I was doing. I knew the Internet was full of that sort of thing, but I’d never looked before. Worse, I wasn’t sure about what, precisely, I hoped to see.

I tried just typing in ‘sex pictures,’ but that didn’t go well. The top hit was for a comedy website, and the ones below it looked skeevy, rows and rows of pictures of couples and threesomes and lone nude girls.

None of that interested me.

I bit my lip and tried, ‘mind control’ +sex, then skimmed through a list of pictures of women in front of spirals, CIA conspiracy theories and a lot of text erotica. I frowned at the screen. None of that really interested me either.

All I really wanted was to look out my window and experience it again.

I saw that it was 1:12 PM, and decided to get up and go out for lunch. Being a pretty good cook myself, I didn’t eat out often. Today, it felt like getting out of the house might clear my head. I went to the closet and rummaged. I wore a lot of jeans lately because they were comfortable, but I was in the mood to look better than that. I put on a pair of lacy white panties, then a nice pink skirt and matching top.

Feeling much better, I headed out. There was a good taco place maybe six blocks away, and it was a beautiful day. The sun was bright, but there was a nice breeze keeping everything pleasantly cool.

I was reminded of my dream on the beach, and hoped my blush wouldn’t be too obvious to passers-by.

Stepping into the restaurant gave me an intense sense of deja vu, but I couldn’t say why. I hadn’t been by in weeks, and I didn’t think it was the delicious scent of their food or the waitress at the register. 

I felt a little spooked, and decided that maybe I’d rather get carryout than a meal there. Feeling indecisive and hurried, I ordered a couple of large combination plates to go, reasoning that I should get dinner too, then maybe race home.

Being outside wasn’t clearing my head very much after all. 

The wait made me feel increasingly antsy, like I’d forgotten something. By the time I paid for everything, I was ready to bolt. I managed not to run though, keeping to a brisk walk.

I was so distracted that I was at Isaac’s door before I knew what was happening. I knocked, my body moving completely on autopilot now. My knuckles only hit the door twice before it opened.

The beautiful, raven haired mystery woman opened the door. She stepped out of my way and said, “Ah, hello Cynthia. You’re earlier than we’d expected. Isaac is still in the shower, but you’re welcome to lay out lunch. He won’t be so long.”

I blinked at her and asked, “… what?”

“Mm,” the woman said, “He didn’t explain a thing to you, did he?” She peered at me intently and added, “Not even my name? How rude. I’m Victoria.” 

“Um, hi,” I said, feeling awkward, “This is weird, right?”

“Not at all,” she shook her head and said, “I’m glad you’re here. You have no idea how much I could use a day out after weeks of constant studying. Or,” she gave me an appraising look, “Maybe you do. At any rate, I’m delighted to finally meet you.”

“… likewise?” I blinked at her, still befuddled. Isaac had said she wasn’t his girlfriend, but I hadn’t expected her to be so blase about the whole thing, not after what I’d seen them doing together.

“So nervous,” she chuckled, “Like a schoolgirl. I like that.” She extended her hand.

The hair on the back of my neck rose, but I was too confused to think about what I was doing. I shifted the bag of food to my left hand and let her take my right in hers.

Skin contact with her felt a little like eye contact with Isaac, as though our physical connection completed some kind of electrical circuit.

~~~

My world resolved into being gently and gradually. I could feel a thick shag carpet beneath my hands and knees, and the room I was in was warm. I was very comfortable being naked here, not the least bit chilly. 

The next thing that I became aware of was the scent of food, and at the first whiff I realized that the only problem with my current position was that I was absolutely starved. My stomach rumbled and my mouth watered. 

I opened my eyes to a bowl of delicious smelling food. My thoughts were too sluggish and simple to put a better description to it. All I could really think about is how much I wanted to lean down and eat it… and the absolute certainty that I needed permission to do so or, indeed, to do anything more than blink.

Before I could consider how I felt about that, my Owner reached down and ran her fingers through my hair. The simple contact was electric, sending a thrill down my spine. I let out a soft little cooing noise that quickly turned into a gasp as she twined her fingers in my hair.

She tugged my head up firmly, forcing eye contact. 

‹Obey.›

The single word struck me like a thunderbolt, wiping away what dull awareness I’d had a moment ago and replacing it with crystalline, unquestioning obedience. Images unfolded in my mind of me on my hands and knees, eyes glassy and expression blank.

My Owner let go of my hair and I assumed the position she placed in my mind, scarcely aware of the food below me or my own hunger. I remained as still as a statue, completely content to wait forever for further instructions if need be.

As it turned out, I didn’t have to. My Owner said firmly, “Eat.”

The command galvanized me, even without any additional mental push. My brainless patience fell away, replaced by an equally uncritical need to eat. I stuck my face in the bowl and wolfed down my food ravenously, focused on nothing else. Even after I finished, I continued to lick the bowl clean.

I didn’t know how long that went on before another hand touched the top of my head. I felt, rather than heard, his command.

‹Wake.›

~~~

My heart felt like it might explode, and I gulped for air like I’d been drowning. It took me a moment to realize that I actually was on my hands and knees on the floor, though unlike in the vision, I was still wearing my clothes. There was a plate in front of me, and it had been licked clean. All I could see of the person in front of me were a pair of black athletic shoes and jeans, but I knew it was Isaac. His voice was still echoing in my brain.

“Met my student, I see.” He sounded amused.

Student. I turned the word over in my head, trying to make sense of it, but I was too dazed. Rather than asking what that meant, I replied hesitantly, “Y-yes?”

I looked up at him, but avoided eye contact for the time being. 

“Go ahead and sit on the couch, Cynthia,” he said, “You’re going to hurt your knees like that.” He looked like he’d been out of the shower for awhile. His hair was only damp, not soaked.

“Uh,” I flailed, clambering up onto the couch, “Thanks.” He wasn’t wrong. My knees were already a little sore from eating my lunch on the floor. I smoothed out my skirt and gave him a questioning look.

“Victoria is my apprentice,” Isaac explained, “In the arts of the mind. She’s quite talented, but there are many aspects to what we do. And, of course, she lacks a certain… subtlety.”

“Your powers,” I rubbed my forehead, “Seem to include a superhuman capacity for understatement.” My head was clearing rapidly, now that I was no longer on my knees. Talk of Victoria still left me conflicted though: I was torn between wanting to kneel and wanting to smack her for putting me on my knees.

I supposed Isaac could sense my ambivalence.

“Got me there. Regardless,” he slid onto the couch opposite me and asked, “You’re here. You’ve already had lunch. Are you ready for what you really came here for?”

“Do you mean,” I asked, “That I had a say in coming here? Because it felt pretty compulsive again.” 

“Of course you did,” Isaac stroked my cheek lightly and assured me, “You can always flee. Go ahead. Go home.”

His touch felt amazing. I leaned into it, tilting my head to give him better access to my cheek. I said, “… I guess I see your point.”

“Good,” Isaac smiled and asked, “Now, did you give any thought to what you would like to see?”

“You know I didn’t,” I shook my head and explained, “You know I thought this was all a dream. If you’re going to keep doing that to me, you’re going to have to keep coming up with where we visit yourself.” Talking back like that was a risk, but it seemed pretty clear that he wanted me able to speak and reason… as long as I came back here.

Isaac raised an eyebrow and asked, “Simple as that, is it?”

“Scramble a girl’s brain and you can’t expect much creativity,” I kissed his fingers and said, “Maybe this time you could let me remember what we’ve been up to and we could actually plan a date?”

“Very feisty,” Isaac rubbed my bottom lip with his thumb and said, “And equally mistaken. I didn’t make you forget. Your mind was simply overwhelmed by what we did, much the same as every other time I’ve been in your head. Of course, there’s a remedy for that. If you want it.”

“Mmm,” I reluctantly pulled away from his hand and asked, “What’s the catch?” 

“Victoria’s stint as my apprentice is almost over. When it is, she’ll be going home, and I’ll be moving on,” Isaac stroked my hair, running his fingers through it and explained, “I’ll only teach you if you agree to come with me. Otherwise, there’s not much point in taking the time and effort, not when I could just enjoy our time together and leave.”

“Where?” I asked.

A little voice in the corner of my mind protested about free will, but the truth was that I wouldn’t be leaving much behind. My job search was only just getting started, and didn’t look good. I’d been too busy to date for the past two or three years. I wouldn’t dream of going back to live with my parents.

Going away for a while didn’t sound like a bad deal.

Isaac tilted his head and said, “I’m not interested in talking about it, but I’m happy to show you. That can be where we go today. So what will it be? Are you in?”

“Yes.” My agreement was hardly above a whisper, and my cheeks were red again. All the same, I couldn’t refuse. I had to know.

~~~

I sat at a table in a nice little bistro near the sea. I had a drink with an umbrella in one hand and a spectacular view of the ocean through the window beside me. There were dense clouds on the horizon, painted burnished bronze by the setting sun. It looked like there was rain coming in, maybe a proper storm. I didn’t really care though.

My drink was still half-full, and I wasn’t leaving without polishing it off. Whatever they served here deserved the umbrella, maybe even a little flag.

Master slid next to me as I raised the glass to take another sip. He leaned in close and whispered in my ear, “Go to the bathroom, take off your panties and put them in your purse.” His breath was hot and steamy against my sensitive skin.

‹Obey.›

The mental push that accompanied his command was light and gentle, less a shove than a caress. I thought I might even be able to resist it… if I wanted to. I no longer heard the voice of dissent in the back of my mind though. Not anymore. 

I was his.

I downed the rest of my drink in a single confident motion, feeling it burn its way down my throat. Then I got up and headed for the restroom. The place was half empty, but there were still some people here, and I could see several male heads turn to follow me as I strolled past. I could feel even more on my backside before I rounded the corner to the bathroom. 

It was a small, older building, so the bathroom was for a single occupant. I stepped inside, closed the door and locked it. Then I stepped in front of the sink and hitched up my pink skirt, awkwardly hooking a finger beneath the waistband of my frilly black panties. I wriggled out of them, letting them fall around my ankles, then picked them up and shoved them in my purse. I tugged my dress down, smoothed it out and checked my hair.

Once I’d taken a moment, I stepped back out into the bistro. I knew nobody could see what I’d done, but I still felt deliciously exposed, like I was getting away with something. My bare pussy was already damp, and I knew my cheeks were a little rosy. My pale complexion did little to hide that.

Master was at the counter, settling the bill the way he always did: with a generous tip, and in the local language. I couldn’t tell proper Italian from the borking of the Swedish chef, but I knew from experience that his wallet was bottomless and he could always speak fluently with the locals. I didn’t know where either the money or the language lessons had come from, but I didn’t really care. I stepped beside him as he handed a sheaf of Euros over to a happy looking waiter.

He took my arm, and we stepped out into the cool night air together. The wind was already picking up, and I could feel individual droplets of water hitting my skin. The streets were pretty empty already, most people seeking cover. I didn’t bother to ask what we were doing. I knew that he would tell me when he was ready.

Master steered me into a nearby alley instead of talking. It was narrow, the buildings on both sides made of light brown bricks. The far end was a dead end, a chain link fence cordoning off the back lot of another building. 

He walked me almost to the fence, then abruptly pushed me against a wall, pinning my body between his strong arm and the cold, rough bricks. I gasped in surprise and momentary discomfort, wriggling against his arm a little. Rather than explaining, he kissed me, hard and open-mouthed. 

Rain began to fall. I was shielded from some of it by the building we were so close to, but cool droplets of water struck us both anyway. I didn’t care about that though. All I did care about was the kiss, and I leaned into it hungrily, enjoying the feel of his powerful body pressed against mine, his tongue probing my mouth.

Master kept one arm across my chest, but he reached down with his other and unfastened his fly. There was a crack of thunder somewhere in the distance as he hiked up my skirt, and I felt his stiff manhood against my thigh. He took his arm off of my chest and reached beneath me, cupping my ass and hoisting me up.

He was much stronger than he looked, another one of his numerous gifts.

The bricks bit into my back, rough through the thin fabric of my dress. I was certain this would ruin it, but I didn’t care. I spread my legs eagerly. Beyond us, heavier droplets of rain spattered against the pavement, maybe covering what noise we were making. It was hard to be sure.

He penetrated me with a deep, hard thrust, buried inside of me with one decisive motion. The sensation was intense, his member thick and hot and throbbing inside of me. He broke off the kiss and bit me, right at the spot where my neck met my shoulder, teeth firm against my flesh. The bite sent a tantalizing mix of pain and pleasure up and down my spine.

I bit my lip to keep from making a sound. The streets were pretty empty, but it’s not as though anybody was gone. They were only inside, and a scream might still bring someone running.

If Master was worried about that, he didn’t let on. He just began to thrust inside me. His motions were swift and deep, keeping me pinned with his manhood as much as his hands. Each time he penetrated me, the motion set waves of tingling pleasure washing through my body, delicious and frustrating at the same time. The pain from both the wall and his teeth faded, somehow transmuted into something intensely pleasurable too. Even the icy raindrops felt like kisses.

I couldn’t help myself: I moaned. Master let go of my neck and covered my mouth with his, a sloppy wet kiss as he continued to penetrate the deepest part of me.

We could have been like that for moments or hours. I was lost, every part of the experience wonderful.

‹CUM.›

Master’s voice echoed in my mind, so powerful that my entire body seemed to vibrate with it. It felt as though the command was transmitted from him through every part of us that touched: his lips on mine, his deep gaze, his member buried inside me.

My world dissolved to white hot pleasure, almost scalding in its intensity. My vision dissolved to stars and all I could hear was the sound of my own heart pounding in my ears.

~~~

I came to my senses flat on my back on the smooth, cool hardwood floor of Isaac’s living room. My body was aching with pleasure and pain, my heart was still racing, my breath still ragged and my vision blurred by tears. Even so, I could see Isaac above me. 

He pulled out of me with a soft little ‘pop’ and said, “Clean me up.” He rose to his feet, his cock still semi-erect and coated in our shared juices.

There was no mental push with that, just his firm voice. I scurried to my knees anyway, still completely lost. I didn’t think twice about taking his wet member in my mouth, pursing lips tightly around it and bobbing my head the way I’d seen Victoria do so many times before.

It was nothing like how I thought it would be. I didn’t mind it at all. The feel of his manhood between my lips was exciting. I already wanted him inside me again.

Isaac explained, “We’re going to go everywhere and anywhere, both physically and in your mind. Lots of times, you won’t even know the difference.” He sounded awfully calm, given what I was doing with his cock. He reached down and stroked my hair, running his fingers through it. He clenched a fist, gripped my hair tightly and tugged me gently off his cock. He asked, “That’s just fine, isn’t it?” 

I couldn’t feel the slightest mental push with that either, nothing to coerce me into saying yes. 

He had me, and he knew it. I looked past him and saw that we were in front of the window now. He’d taken me there and I hadn’t even known.

I looked up at him and agreed, “Yes.”


Epilogue

The ocean unfolded beneath me, glittering from between wispy clouds. I could see a ship far below, and though it was a full sized galleon, it looked tiny. I could barely make out the design of the sails, and the flag was far too small.

Sensing my curiosity, Master banked, his muscles rippling beneath me. I clung to him for dear life as we wheeled around and hurtled forward, skimming so close to the water that the beating of his great wings raised a huge wake in the otherwise calm waves. 

Time slowed down, letting me see the shocked looks on the faces of every man on the ship. They looked a bit like the cast of Pirates of the Caribbean, all dressed in motley, pistols and cutlasses on their belts. I saw at least one peg leg, and a couple of hooks for hands. Someone’s parrot took to the air in stark terror at the sight of us.

Everything sped back up again as we passed within inches of the top of their highest mast. I gave the ship a backward glance and saw that our passing had knocked everyone on deck down. Their Jolly Roger had nearly been torn free, too.

I laughed with glee at the spectacle.

The world dissolved as we gained altitude.

~~~

I came to my senses a lot more rapidly than I used to. Master was right: practice helped a lot. His power rarely knocked me out for hours anymore, and I always remembered what we did.

I opened my eyes to a private beach. The ocean looked much like it had in our vision, all crystal blue. I wasn’t sure exactly where we were, but I did know that Master - or Master’s extended group - owned it outright, so we could be naked out here in broad daylight. Every inch of me was slathered in suntan lotion, and we were sheltered by a bright purple parasol. I sat up with some difficulty and protested playfully, “What’s with waking me up? We were just getting to the good part. I thought you were going to knock them into the water.”

The truth was that I didn’t really mind. There’d always be time to go back to it later, or something else fun.

Master patted my head affectionately and said, “Time for lunch, beautiful. We’ll play pirate bowling after you have a bite to eat. Come along.” He rose, naked too. As always, I was struck by how handsome he was.

‹Follow.›

The command was featherlight, a gentle caress rather than a tug of a leash. I smiled as it guided me up and out into the sun.
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Excerpt:

“Turn around and look at me,” Mr. McNeil commanded firmly.

I turned around. I opened my mouth to say something, but no words would come out.

“Tell me,” he continued, “Precisely how late you are.”

My eyes flicked down to my watch, and I said, “Sixteen minutes and twelve seconds, Sir. But-”

“Come here, set down your purse and place your hands on the table, palms down,” my boss cut me off, rising from his seat. He set his phone on the table.

I tried to talk again, but my mouth just hung open stupidly. I walked to him, letting my purse slide off my shoulder and onto an empty seat. Then I bent forward and planted my hands on the table’s smooth, cool surface. I turned to look at Mr. McNeil, wondering what he was going to do.

He stepped beside me and asked, “Why were you late, Riley?”

I wanted to lie, to blame it on traffic, but all that would spill out of my traitorous mouth was, “I overslept, Sir.”

“That’s very naughty,” Mr. McNeil said. His voice was still stern, but there was a bulge in his slacks. He asked me, “Wasn’t it, Riley?”

I knew my boss liked the way I looked. I’d caught a few glances checking me out. But he had never, in the seven months I’d been working here, ever made an inappropriate comment or tried to touch me.

This was new and frightening.

Eyes wide at the knowledge this was turning him on, right in front of a group of strangers, all I could do was whisper, “Yes, Sir.”

“Tell me how naughty you were, Riley.” He was insistent.

I replied, voice still soft, “Very naughty, Sir.” My fingers clenched a bit at the table at the admission. All I could think was that maybe I was having a bad dream, like the kind where you’re naked in front of your whole class in school. Maybe I would wake up any moment…

Mr. McNeil continued, “What would you do to keep your job, Riley? Would you accept a punishment other than firing?”

I looked down at the table, not wanting to think about the bulge in his pants. I had to be dreaming. There was no way he would talk like this in front of half a dozen witnesses. Feeling a little more brave at the realization, I tried to put a little confidence in my voice when I refused him…

Except that all that came out of my mouth was, “Yes, Sir.”

“Tell me, Riley,” he asked, “Were you ever spanked as a child?”

“Yes, Sir.” My mouth, no longer at all under my control, seemed determined to make me die of shame.

Mr. McNeil’s hand touched my lower back. The contact was light, barely there, but it was still unexpected enough to make me flinch. He asked me, “Do you think that spanking is an appropriate punishment for a naughty girl?”

I’m not a girl, I wanted to say, I’m a college graduate. The thought was intense enough to help me keep my stupid mouth shut even if I couldn’t bring myself to say it.
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