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There was always that little bit of tension. I don't know if every pair of roommates gets it or if Lisa and I were special, but there was always a sexual tension in the air between us. I thought she was so pretty. She thought I was pretty too. And we told each other.

At the beginning it was always just normal female friend stuff. "I love that outfit." "Your boobs look hot in that shirt."

Then it slowly got more... intense. "Damn, you ass looks great in yoga pants," she'd say. I'd tell her that she looked delicious. Good enough to eat. It got to the point where we were actually joking about sleeping with each other. After an evening of trying to pick up boys and failing, we'd get back to our room. She'd say something like, "Maybe we should just fuck." I'd laugh, as if it had been a joke. But I could never totally tell.

The comments got frequent enough that I started to really wonder about it. About sleeping with her. We got more open around each other. Wearing less clothing around each other. First month as roommates we'd both always wear full pajamas. Then slowly we degraded to just panties and tank tops. Hot nights we'd skip the tank tops. It wasn't sexual, exactly. But she definitely had amazing boobs. Small but firm. Mine were a bit bigger, but I didn't think they had as perfect a shape.

She was studying psychology. One day she came into the room, while I was studying. I could tell she was excited about something. She had a grin on her face, showing off her straight white teeth between her red lips. She stood with better posture. Shoulders back. Boobs out.

"So," she said, sitting on her bed and staring at me, "I learned about hypnosis today."

"Oh yeah?" I closed my notebook and turned to face her.

"Yeah. Apparently it's not totally bullshit. People can actually go into hypnotic states. No one knows how to get people there exactly, but there are a bunch of methods that work pretty well. And once people are in those states, they'll do all sorts of things."

"Acting like a chicken?"

"Not only that! But yeah, that. It also helps some people quit smoking and stuff."

"What, you can just tell a hypnotized person to stop smoking and they will?"

"Kinda." She was so excited. Her cheeks were a bit red. Her eyes were wide. "Here's the crazy part though. When people get hypnotized, they still have the same boundaries. You can't make a hypnotized person do something that they wouldn't do normally. But when they're in that state, they don't try to hide as much. If there's something that they secretly want to do, and you ask them to do it, they'll do it."

I paused. Our eyes were locked. Either we were on the exact same page, or entirely different ones. I really couldn't tell, and I was embarrassed to ask. "Like quitting smoking?"

"Yeah," she said. "Or other things."

"That is pretty sweet," I said.

There was a pause. My mind wandered. My eyes wandered downwards.

"So I think I want to try it."

"Try what?" I asked, slightly startled.

"Try to hypnotize someone."

"Huh," I said. "You could hypnotize me if you want."

"Yeah?"

"Totally," I said. It was awkward to try and flirt with another woman when neither of you had admitted to actually being attracted to women, even just a bit. "Especially if I won't do anything that I wouldn't do anyway."

"Awesome."

I needed to add something. Say something that hinted at what I hoped it was leading towards. "And you shouldn't be embarrassed to ask me to do anything. I will probably just forget the stuff that I don't do for you."

"I'm not sure that's how it works," she said, pointing her head down a bit but still looking at me.

"I'm pretty sure it is."

Another pause. "Okay," she said. It felt like we'd just gotten over the awkwardness of her asking me on a date. "Great. This'll be fun. I just need to learn how it all works, then we'll totally do it."

"Awesome," I said.

That night, I lay in my bed. Her bed was on the opposite side of the room from me. I couldn't fall asleep, though. Thoughts were keeping me up. Thoughts of what she might ask me to do while I was under her control. Thoughts of what she might do to me. Wondering what I'd let her do.

Those thoughts got me into a mood. The kind of mood that makes sleeping very difficult. Once I was almost certain Lisa had fallen asleep, I let my fingers slip underneath my panties. I was soaking wet already. It didn't take me long. All I had to do was imagine what Lisa could do to me. What she'd touch. Where she'd lick.

When I finished, I couldn't help but let out a little gasp. I wasn't certain, but I thought I heard a gasp come from her bed just a couple seconds after.

I slept well that night.

It was midterm season right after our talk though, so she didn't have time to study hypnosis right away. I knew she had good reasons, but I still worried. Worried that she was actually just fascinated by the psychology of hypnosis, not by the idea of making me do whatever she wanted. I didn't let that worry get in the way of my nightly fantasies though.

And eventually the school work slowed down and as soon as it did, she got to studying. She researched all over the internet, took a couple books out from the library. She made it obvious just how prepared she was getting. "I don't want you to be worried," she'd say. "I want to really know my stuff before we give this a try."

The wait was horrible, but one evening after dinner at the cafeteria she finally said it. "Okay, I think I'm ready."

"Ready to try..."

"Ready to hypnotize you."

"And make me do whatever you want."

"Right," she said.

She sat down on the floor in our room, her back against her bed. She was only wearing short shorts, and she say with her legs crossed. Her legs looked amazing. I sat down opposite her, back against my bed, legs crossed as well. Our knees almost touched.

"Okay," she said. "You're really sure you want to do this?" She stared at me with those loving eyes. Blue. Her skin was fair. It looked smooth.

"Yes," I said. "I trust you."

"And there's nothing to worry about anyway. I can't make you do anything you don't want to do."

"Right," I said. "And anything you ask me to do that I don't do I'll just forget. So you don't need to be embarrassed to ask for anything."

"Sure," she said. Obviously she'd learned it all and knew that I was bullshitting. But she didn't seem turned off by that.

She held her right hand palm up. I placed my hand in hers. Then she wrapped her left hand tightly around my wrist.

"Are you ready?" she asked in a calm voice.

"Yes."

"Okay," she said. I could tell she was holding back the enthusiasm. Speaking with a more monotone voice than I'd ever heard her speak in before. "I am going to count down from three, and then I will pull your hand. When that happens, you will fall asleep. But you will continue to listen. You will continue to see. And you will do what I ask you to, unless you are uncomfortable. When I count back up to three, you will wake up. Do you understand?"

I nodded. My head felt heavy already. Something about how her words were so calculated. So simple to understand. So commanding. I was ready to obey.

"Three. Two. One. Sleep." She gave my wrist a very sharp tug. I felt a strange tinge, like a nerve was being pinched or something. Then I fell forwards. My forehead landed on her ankles.

It felt so weird. I knew where I was. I could still see. And I could kind of still think. But I couldn't move. I probably could have if I tried to. But I didn't want to try. It's hard to explain. Like I'd suddenly become a spectator in my own body. Like I wasn't in command anymore. She was. I was just there to do what she asked me to.

After a hesitation, she spoke. "Sit up." The words echoed through my brain, like they'd been sent to me by god. I sat up, straight, immediately. I could see her. She looked beautiful. She had a grin on her face. She was so proud that she'd hypnotized me.

I wanted to congratulate her. Give her a hug, maybe. But what I did wasn't up to me anymore. It was all up to her.

"Stand up," she said.

I stood up. I didn't even think about it. I was as if she was speaking directly to my muscles. And they obeyed her as much as they normally obeyed mine. I had a bit of a wedgie, but I didn't even think about picking it. I wasn't going to do anything unless I was asked to.

She walked to the side, starting to circle me. "Step forward." She looked me up and down, walking slowly around. She grabbed the ass of my pants and fixed my wedgie for me. She got back to the front and I saw that look in her eyes. Just a glint below her blue irises that let me know she was about to start having fun. The amount of power she had had dawned on her.

"Take off your shirt."

The next thing I knew I wasn't wearing a shirt. My bra wasn't quite the right size, so one of my nipples was showing. I would've fixed that normally.

"Drop the bra."

I reached back and unclipped my bra. I let it fall to the ground in front of me. Her eyes darted down to my boobs. She's seen them before. I'd been topless in front of her a handful of times. But she'd never really looked at them before. She stared at them like a ten year old boy at a topless beach. And I let her. Watching her ogle me got me wet. I guess that kind of thing could still happen without her telling it to.

"Drop your pants."

I slid my thumbs into my pants around my hips and pushed down. My pants fell to my ankles and I stepped out of them.

"And your panties."

Same thing. I stood there, and I knew I was naked. I watched as she knelt down in front of me and just stared at my pussy. Lips she'd never seen before. "This is incredible," she said. "I can't believe this is happening."

Then she stood up abruptly. "Nod if you really want this."

I nodded.

"Lie down on your back."

I did. Then she got back on her knees in front of me.

Look, I'd had sex before. With a man. He'd pressed his face in between my legs. Tried to make me feel good. And it felt alright. So it wasn't like I'd never been eaten out before. But I'd never felt anything like Lisa's tongue on me before.

It was soaking wet. To start she didn't even press hard. She didn't even open me up at the beginning. Just licked the outside. Teased me. Waited until I couldn't wait any longer, then finally broke the surface and started licking my clit. Not fast tongue-flicks. She pressed her entire tongue against me and slowly moved it in a circle.

My eyes rolled back in my head. I couldn't see. I couldn't hear. The only thing I could feel was her tongue between my legs. It was rhythmic. It felt as though she really knew what she was doing, even though I knew she'd never done this before. I guess she'd spent enough time exploring herself, and our parts were similar enough.

Then she started teasing me with her fingers. They crawled up my leg to my inner thigh, then just waited there. I wanted to reach down and move her hand to where I needed it. Push her fingers inside me. But I couldn't, because she didn't ask me to.

Eventually she did it though. Slid two of her fingers inside, pulling me open. Palm up, she started to curl them and then extend them, pressing on the part opposite my clit. Then she sucking on the outside, pulling my clitoris in and out between her plump soft lips. Everything was soaked down there. I could feel the bed underneath me getting wet.

"Are you enjoying this?" she asked.

She knew damn well that I was. She could feel my whole body tensing up. She could feel how wet I was, how hard I squeezed now and then. But she wanted to hear it. In my state, hypnotized and drowning in pleasure, I couldn't speak. But I let out a moan. I knew there were other people on the same floor, people who would recognize my voice. But she'd asked if I was enjoying it, and that was the only way I could express myself.

It was building up inside of me when she suddenly stopped. She pulled away and stood up. "Lie along the bed," she said, and I adjusted. "Watch me strip."

One by one she peeled off her clothing. Her boobs were perfect as ever, but this was the first time I felt like I was allowed to enjoy looking at them. Then I saw her pussy. It was beautiful. The outer labia were round, and red from how turned on she was. The inner labia were just waiting to be parted by my tongue.

"Do you want me to get onto you?" she asked.

I nodded. And so she did. One leg on either side of my head, she put her face back into my eager lady-bits, and put hers within licking distance. Her breasts pressed against my stomach. She got started and then paused. I wasn't doing anything. "Make me feel good," she said. So I went for it.

I got my tongue wet and then got to it. Pulling it the full length of her, from opening to the top. Up and down, slowly. I could feel every motion in her body. I could feel her muscles seizing when I was giving her the most pleasure. Her muscles relaxing between waves of pleasure. All of this while I was also blinded by the feelings she was giving me.

No fingers were used. Once we were that close, with our naked bodies pressed against each other, we didn't need them. The intimacy, all of that tension finally breaking, was enough.

I started to finish first. I started to breath heavier. I couldn't help but arch my back. I could feel it building, concentrated in one part. I kept licking though, arms wrapped around her. And then it happened. My muscles all seized. I could feel her body seizing a second later, so I kept on licking, sloppily, drooling all over the place. Then that incredible and relaxing wave emanated from my vagina. It waved over my whole body. I could feel her whole body shaking.

Then it was over. She collapsed onto me for a moment. Tried to get up once, but fell back onto me. Then again, and she managed to move to a sitting position on the floor. Then she said it. "Three. Two. One."

Suddenly it felt like I was back. I'd never been gone, really, but I still felt back. I was back in control.

I propped myself up on my elbows. I looked down at her on the floor, back against my bed. Naked. Beautiful. "That was amazing," I said. "Exactly what I was hoping for."

She stood up, legs wobbly, and looked at me. "That's what I was hoping for too."

She slid some panties over that perfect pussy of hers, and then put her short shorts back on. I started to get dressed as well. We weren't talking as much as we had been before. Some of the tension was back. I wasn't sure why at first, but then I figured it out. "So," I asked, "was that, like, a hypnosis-only thing?"

She looked at my. That glint of mischief was back. "What do you think?"

"I sure hope it wasn't," I said, lying back down. "Or else you're going to have to start hypnotizing me a whole lot."

"I don't think it was a hypnosis-only thing," she said. "I think we should do that again sometime."

"Awesome," I said.

She went to the bathroom, and I pulled out some books I needed to study. But I couldn't concentrate. Every time I closed my eyes - blinked, even - I had flashbacks. I thought back to how it felt. To what she did to me. How her warm tongue felt on my body. How her wet pussy tasted.

But the flashbacks also brought back that feeling. The feeling of being out of control. Having no option but to obey. That was a feeling I wanted back sometime. I loved it. Submission, I guess. Whatever it was, it felt incredible.

Life carried on pretty much like it had before. We didn't start dating. We weren't girlfriends. But we had our secret, and we indulged whenever we felt like it. And we felt like it often.

Suddenly we had that option. We weren't afraid of freaking each other out. We didn't have to drop super subtle hints. We didn't have to go to sleep frustrated after a night of failing to pick up boys. And definitely never had to secretly masturbate to thoughts of each other again.
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If you LOVED that book, be sure to check out the rest of my sexy catalog by clicking the link below. I'm sure you'll find something else that tickles your fancy. And if you want to stay up to date with my new releases sign up for my newsletter! It's a weekly email with giveaways, contests, and lots of sexy stories. Click here to sign up for the newsletter.

Check out my sexy catalog.
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