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I do not have the most glamorous job. In fact, I’d go so far as to say that among my friends, I have the least glamorous job. By far.

In the town where I live, there is one mall. Just one. I work there. But it’s pretty big. Some of my friends work at clothing stores. One of them works at a grocery store. And a couple work at fast food. But where I work it even worse.

I work at the Pretzel Parlor. It’s one of those pop-up stores in the hallway, and we only sell one thing: pretzels. And I am supposed to yell out to the people walking by. “Get your pretzels! Hot and fresh! Chewy and crunchy!” Needless to say, most of the yelling goes away when Janet, the manager, is out of earshot.

There is a horrible orange apron they make me where. And a black shirt that fits poorly underneath. A name tag that says “Dorothy”. And a pretzel hat. Yes, the hat is as horrible as it sounds. It’s a hat with a springy thing, and there’s a plush pretzel on it. I do not have the most glamorous job.

And we don’t even sell very many pretzels. The part of the mall I work in is almost abandoned. There are several stores in a row that are empty at the end of the hallway - stores that they can’t find anyone to rent.

So usually my job is pretty boring. That day I got to work at 3pm sharp and Janet was standing there. She had a huge grin that made her aging face wrinkle everywhere. She was a very enthusiastic manager. “So,” she said, “Ready to sell some pretzels?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” I said. I tried to hold back my eye-roll.

“Great,” she said. She took off her own pretzel hat and apron. “Anything you need before I leave for the night?”

“I think I’ll be fine.”

“I know you’ll be fine,” said Janet. I’d been working there for two years, and she was still always like this. I don’t know if that woman even had an off-switch. “See you tomorrow,” she said. And then she walked away.

“See you!” I said. “Pretzels! Pretzels! Get your pretzels! Hot and fresh! Chewy and crunchy!”

As soon as she was out of view I stopped yelling. No reason to bother the two old people on the bench, or the one woman walking by while talking on her phone. I could tell that it was going to be a long day.

I checked the pretzels, making sure they were all still warm. I sat on my stool and watched time tick by. But then, at 5:32, something happened. At my job!

“Hi,” said a deep and smooth voice.

I zoned back in from my day dream and looked up. There was a man standing there. He was tall with dark hair, and mischievous eyes. “Hello,” I said. Then I remembered that wasn’t what I was supposed to say, so I added, “Welcome to Pretzel Parlor, how can I help you?”

His eyes were locked into mine, but then they darted down to the pretzels. Then back up, just to my nametag. His eyes got stuck on it for a moment, and it started to feel like he was somehow checking out my boobs through the horrible orange apron. “Dorothy,” he said like he was about to make some horrible confession, “I would like to buy a pretzel.”

“Great!” I said. I grabbed a pretzel, wrapped it up for him, and took his money. “Thanks for stopping by.”

He looked into the bag at his pretzel, but didn’t walk away. Not yet. He looked back up at me. “So tell me Dorothy, when do you get off of work?”

I blushed. Was he hitting on me? He must have been at least five years older than me. “Seven,” I said. Maybe not the kind of information you’re supposed to give to strangers, but it felt right somehow. Like the information just fell out of my mouth.

“Very cool,” he said. “But I’ve got to ask, what’s a pretty girl like you doing at a job like this?”

I blushed some more and raised a hand to my face to try and hide it. “I don’t know,” I said. He just called me pretty. This dream man. It’s like he was a prince in shining armour, come to save me from boredom. “It’s just the only job I could get.”

“I’ll let you in on a little secret,” he said. “My first job was at a Pretzel Parlor. Two towns over. Worked there for three years.”

I let out a laugh. The idea of this man wearing a pretzel hat was just a really funny image.

“No joke,” he said. “And it was a busier mall so I actually had to yell all the time. I actually got kind of good at it.”

“And what do you do now?” I asked. “Is there a light at the end of the tunnel?”

“Of course there is!” he said. “I work in… sales, I suppose. Self-employed. But not, like, broke self-employed. I pay myself better than anyone else would.”

“Neat,” I said.

There was a pause, and I thought we were both just enjoying the silence. Then he spoke. “Are you going to offer my a receipt.”

“Shit,” I said. I grabbed the receipt that had printed out and handed it to him.

He placed it down on the little metal counter, next to his pretzel, and he pulled out a pen. He wrote something on the back of the receipt. “My name is Matt,” he said as he handed the receipt back to me.

I didn’t know what to say. Was this his number or something? All I managed to spit out was, “Thank you for choosing Pretzel Parlor.”

He smiled at me, locked eyes for a second more, then walked off down the corridor, eating his pretzel.

I took a minute. Place my hand against my chest. Nothing like that had ever happened to me before. A man like that had never hit on me. And now his number. Was I supposed to call him? Text him? Did he want to have sex with me? I’d never had sex before, but the idea was intriguing, that’s for sure. Especially with a man like that. After a couple of dates maybe.

Once my heart rate went down a bit, I unfolded the piece of paper. I was instantly disappointed. “The fuck?” I said under my breath.

There wasn’t a number on the receipt. It was words. I read them aloud to myself. “Roses. Petals. With a rake. Hats and pretzels. Birthday cake.”

I looked up from the paper and everything was… very strange. It all felt distant. Even my body felt far away. I watched from a distance as my body folded the piece of paper up and put it into my purse. Then I sat on my stool and was perfectly still.

Normally I fidget. Or at least I look around. But not anymore. I was doing nothing.

Someone walked up to the booth a while later. They said something, but their voice was muffled. Like there was a wall of insulation in between us. And yet my body moved as if it knew exactly what to do. Grabbed two pretzels, bagged them up. I spoke the price out loud, but heard it in that same way. Through a wall of insulation.

I took their money, made the change, and thanked them for choosing Pretzel Parlor. They walked away as if there was nothing strange about me. But it all felt so strange.

It was as though my body was a car, and I’d just moved into the passenger’s seat. I wasn’t in control anymore. My body was running on autopilot. And I had no idea how to fix it, or if it was even a problem.

I thought about those words. The ones on the back of the receipt. The ones that Matt had written there for me. It was the second that I read those aloud that all this weird stuff started happening. So maybe this was all Matt’s fault. If that was even his real name.

I carried on working without even trying to for the rest of the day. At quarter to seven, Matt came back. He had with him a bag of clothing. He reached over the counter and dropped it next to my purse.

“Hey,” he said. I was startled, although my body didn’t react. Matt’s voice was crystal clear. I could hear it perfectly. No wall of insulation. When he spoke, he commanded 100% of my attention. I didn’t have any other options. It was like he had a direct line to my brain.

“There are clothes in there,” he continued. “Nice, new clothes. When your shift is over, I want you to change into them. All the clothes you are wearing now should go into that bag, and you should put on all the clothes in the bag. Do you understand?”

I nodded. It wasn’t complicated.

I wanted to say something. To ask what was going on. But I couldn’t. I wasn’t in control anymore. He was. I wouldn’t be able to speak unless he asked me to. And he walked away without asking me. Then he sat down on one of the benches and watched as the people walked by.


The rest of my shift went surprisingly fast. It felt like it was over in no time at all. My body just did the work that needed to be done. Served the customers. Even called over some people who seemed like they might be easy sales. All the while with that tall handsome man watching from a distance. Matt.

At seven o’clock sharp, my body started the shutdown routine. I flipped the sign so that it read ‘closed’, and I gave the batter a stir. Wrapped the pretzels and put them in the fridge to be re-heated tomorrow. I’d done it so many times that I was always as dead-eyed as I was now doing this part. It was just a routine. Burnt into my brain.

But then, once everything was done, that routine seemed to continue. I had taken off my pretzel hat and apron, but then I carried on.

I kicked off my shoes. Then I pulled that black shirt up over my head. I was only wearing a bra underneath. I started to panic. But my body just kept going, as if nothing was wrong. Nothing at all.

Then I dropped my pants and stepped out of them. I was down to a bra, panties, and my socks. Then I unclipped my bra and let it fall to the pile of clothing on the floor. My bared, pink-tipped breasts were touched by the cool air of the mall. Then I dropped my panties. My most tender flesh was exposed for the world to see.

Then I pulled off my socks. And there I was. Completely, entirely naked. My cute young butt cheeks there for anyone to see. My firm yet supple breasts peeking over the counter of that Pretzel Parlor.

I leaned down and grabbed the bag of clothing, and started getting dressed. There was a short black skirt. A bra that fit me perfectly. A simple, wavy, white top. And a pair of high-heels. There were no panties in the bag.

I crammed all my old clothing into the bag and then walked over to Matt in my brand-new outfit. The skirt was so short. Almost too short. Short enough that I never, never would have worn it without panties. Not if I had any control over the situation.

He put an arm along the back of the bench and I sat down next to him. He turned to me and said, “Well, let’s see them.”

Somehow I knew exactly what he wanted. My hands went up and then pulled the front of my shirt down. Showing him my rose-tipped nipples. He stared at them with delight. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. There were people walking by. But I felt like I didn’t have a choice. He was in control.

“Perfect,” he said, and then he smiled. I put my breasts back into my shirt. He pulled out a pen and started to play with it. Then it flew out of his hands, landing a few feet away on the ground. “Damn,” he said with a smirk. “Could you get that for me?”

I walked over to it. Normally, short skirt or not, I would have bent at the knees to pick it up. But not this time. I face away from him and bent at the waist, reaching all the way down. From behind he got a clear few of my privates. Saw everything there was to see. And so did anyone else who was behind him, and I could see there were a few other people looking. I stood back up, walked over to him and handed him his pen.

“Thank you,” he said. Then he stood up and started walking towards that abandoned part of the mall - where there aren’t any stores. “Follow me,” he said.

I did. Normally I wasn’t very good at walking in heels, but this time I had no problem. Like his control over my mind had given my muscles a new memory. I knew how to walk in heels now. He led the way down all the way to the corner then turned around.

As we walked down the hallway, he started giving commands. “Pull your shirt down.”

I did, just enough so that my boob was out on one side. Every man I walked past did a double take, and then stared until I was out of sight. They all loved the idea of seeing some girl’s exposed chest. I was too hot to look away from.

“Fix your shirt,” he said, “And pull your skirt up. Too high.”

I did. I pulled my skirt up high enough that you could see the bottoms of my round ass cheeks from behind. I ended up with something of a following. Several guys started following me just so that they could stare at my ass. The man sitting on benches all turned their heads to watch me go by.

All the women who were with guys tried to guide them away from me, keep their eyes off of me, but none of them succeeded. Not a single one could keep their man from checking me out. I was hot stuff.

“Stop walking,” he said, and I stood still. Skirt still too high. Still being stared at by every man who walked by. “You can talk freely.”

Suddenly I could speak again. “What are you doing?!” I said in a panicked voice. “What if someone I know sees me?”

“Don’t worry about that,” he said.

“What do you mean don’t worry? Can you keep it from happening somehow?”

“No,” he said, “But trust me. Any man who knows you have pictured you naked already. I know I did. Even before that show you put on while getting changed.”

I wanted to pull my skirt down, but my arms were locked by my sides. “What are you going to do to me?” I asked.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “Nothing bad. I’m not going to hurt you.”

He smiled. He had such an attractive face. Just a little bit of stubble. A perfect jawline. He seemed respectable. Like I could trust him. Even though he was a complete stranger, I suddenly felt much more comfortable around him. I felt safe.

The panic was out of my voice when I said, “What are you going to do?”

“Well first we need to find somewhere private. Kind of private, at least.”

“The part of the mall near my stand is almost always dead. A bunch of empty stores for lease. No one really goes there.” I don’t know why I said that stuff. It’s like he just had full access to my brain. Any information I had was now his.

“Great,” he said. “Now no more talking. Just follow me. Oh, and you can fix your skirt.”

I tugged my skirt down and then walked behind him as he wove through the mall back to where my stand was, and then carried on to that abandoned part of the mall.

It was a pretty secluded area, but not entirely. People were walking by at the junction where this hall met another hall, and they could see us just fine. “On your knees,” he said.


I got down onto my knees. My pussy peeked out from the bottom of my skirt. I reached up and undid his belt buckle. Then the button on his pants. As I unzipped them, I could feel the warm bulge brush against my hand. It was all so strange. I wasn’t trying to do any of this. It was all just happening.

He was so big. So strong. So handsome.

Maybe I was just overtaken by lust. I pulled down his pants, then I just stared at it for a second. It was, like, huge. I didn’t think it was going to be that big. I’d never seen one before. Was that really going to fit inside of me? I didn’t think it would fit.

I stared at it. It looked amazing. I wanted it. I wanted it in my mouth, and I wanted it to take my virginity. But I couldn’t tell if he had just taken control of my thoughts now as well. But while I stared at it, I knew there was nothing I wanted more on this earth.

But we were in the mall. In public. Where I worked. It was dirty. I could be fired. I could probably even be arrested. That part made me want to get up. Want to walk away. What if someone took pictures? What if one of my friends saw me? Those thoughts scared me. But I didn’t have the power to stand up. Not unless Matt told me to. And that’s not what Matt did.

“Go for it,” he said, looking down at me.

I grabbed his cock with my hand. Slowly I started to move up and down. It was so warm. I smiled. It felt good in my hand. Sturdy, like the rest of him.

The blood was rushing into it, and I could feel it happening. There would be a twitch as I stroked it, and then it would be a little bit bigger. A little harder. A little longer. I kept moving my hand up and down, gripping it tight, and I could tell by the look on his face that he was loving it. But he couldn’t let it show too much. He didn’t want to start moaning and alert the whole mall to our presence.

But I wasn’t going to stop there. I couldn’t. It wasn’t up to me. I leaned forward. First I just licked the tip, and I could feel a wave of sensation moving through his body. Then I opened my mouth as wide as I could, covering my teeth with my lips, and I wrapped my lips around the tip.

It barely fit in my mouth. I kept stroking the lower part with my little hand as I licked the tip, moving my lips up and down around it. I looked up at Matt and he was breathing heaving. His face was red. I could tell that it felt good for him, so I just kept doing it.

Faster. I was getting spit everywhere, but he didn’t seem to mind. It was weird. Even though I’d never given a blowjob before, it was like I knew exactly what to do. Just like the high heels. This felt natural. It felt as normal as cleaning up at the Pretzel Parlor.

Then his hands landed on either side of my head. He pulled me in close, his cock in my mouth, and I felt it go deeper than I thought possible. My mouth was stretched open to the max, I and I could the tip of his penis going down my throat. I could taste it. I could smell it. And I loved it.

He started moving my head back and forth, just using me as his sex toy. It felt so good that I could tell he could hardly keep himself from moaning. He was using me. And he loved it. And I loved it.

I felt myself getting wet. I felt myself start to drip, right onto the ground. It was all so hot. I’d never done anything like this stuff before, but now I could tell what all the fuss was about.

But then he pulled me off. There was a pop noise when the suction broke. I looked at it. His cock was so wet. So slippery. Covered in my saliva. It was twitching and throbbing. He was trying to cool down. He didn’t want to go off yet. Not in my mouth.

“Get up,” he said.

I stood.

“Turn around,” he said.

I turned, so I was facing away from him. I could see people at the end of the hall, and I knew they could see me. All around my mouth was soaked from the blowjob. The first I’d ever given.

“Bend over,” he said.

I bent over, presenting my pussy to him. That short skirt sure was handy.


Then it happened. His cock first pressed against my pussy lips. Right where the opening was. And at first, it didn’t go in. For a second I thought I’d actually been right - that it really wasn’t going to fit into me. Not something that big. I’d never had anything in my pussy before. But then, all at once, it happened.

Suddenly he was inside of me. Just the tip at first. And even that was stretching me so wide. Then slowly, and kind of painfully, he pushed into me. Deeper. I was so tight around him. But I was also wet, and his cock was still covered in my spit, so it didn’t hurt too badly.

Deeper and deeper he pressed. I thought that it was never going to stop. I bit my lip and put my hands on my knees. Then I shut my eyes tight.

The feeling was like nothing I’d ever felt before. He was touching parts of me that had never been touched by anyone. And it felt incredible.

He kept pressing himself deeper and deeper until finally he stopped. He wasn’t quite all the way in, but he had gone as deep into me as possible. That’s how big he was. I tried to keep silent.

It was all so crazy. This complete stranger - I didn’t even know his last name - had just taken my virginity. He’d taken control of me somehow, and now he was just having his way. And in public, for the world to see.

He started pulling back. He held onto my hips tightly, his fingers pressing against my hip bones. Then he went all the way back in. Out and in again. This was sex. This is what I’d wondered about for so long. I was about to start thinking about it when the feelings overwhelmed me.

I started to moan. Loudly. He said, “Be quiet!” and I did. I shut my mouth and managed to just barely keep all of the noises inside. It all felt so incredible though. There was a wince of pain when he reached the deepest point, but it was nothing compared to how good it felt. I could feel the exact shape of his penis. I could feel it moving in and out of me. Tugging different parts of me inside.

I could feel myself getting wetter, and him getting harder. I could feel everything. The air. The floor beneath my heels. The skirt that he’d flipped up over my bum. Like all of my senses had somehow gotten more perceptive. Everything felt more. It was incredible.

It got harder to keep in the moans, but I had to. He told me to, and his word was my command. Tears were rolling down my face again, but not tears of pain. It was just overwhelming. Having gone from not even a boyfriend to getting fucked like this so quickly. Then I felt something new again.

There was something inside me. This new feeling. I had no idea what it was. But I liked it.

It felt sort of like every time he went in and out, it felt really good, but also it stored a little pleasure for later. Pleasure that I couldn’t feel right that moment, but I was going to get to feel it in a little bit. And with every thrust, he was adding to the collection of pleasure that I was going to feel later.

He started going faster, and he started grunting. Plowing this stranger from behind. He hadn’t asked me for permission. He wasn’t making sure that I was comfortable. He couldn’t even care to bring me back to his place. He just had to take me right there in the mall. That’s how badly he wanted to have me.

Then I realized that this pleasure was being saved in a container, and that the container was almost full. And that when it got too full, it was going to burst and I would feel it all at once.

All of the muscles in my body started to tense up. I could feel that the same thing was happening to Matt. Suddenly his pace started to falter. It was too much for him. It felt too good. And then it happened. He went over the edge.

The same thing I’d felt before in my mouth started to happen inside of me. That throbbing. Stretching me even more, as he pulled in and out. My parts started squeezing in time with the throbs, and for a few seconds everything felt perfect. Our bodies felt so good together. We were reaching that point. The container was full. And then it burst.

All of the sudden the throbbing turned into pumping. I could feel him unloaded jet after jet into the very deepest part of my young pussy. Then a wave came over me, starting from my pussy, and every part of my body managed to relax somehow. Everything felt like it had just been thoroughly massaged.  He managed to thrust a few times while it was happening, getting his cum as deep as was humanly possible, then had to stop and just grabbed my hips tighter than ever, pulling me as close to him as he possibly could.


Then he pulled out. He grabbed some kleenex from his pocket and wiped me up. I was still stuck in that bent over position because he hadn’t told me to do anything else. Then he wiped himself up and did his pants back up.

“Stand up,” he said.

I stood up straight. My knees felt like gelatin, but I obeyed all the same. My face was red. He looked at me. “Wipe off your face,” he said, and I used the sleeve of my new shirt to wipe the spit off my face from the blowjob. “Perfect. Follow me.”

We walked back down the hallway. We saw people. They looked at us funny. As if they knew what we’d just done. And it was quite possible that they did know what we’d just done. Probably lots of people had seen us.

We really had not been very sneaky. Going to the dead part of the mall was smart, I guess, but it gave us no coverage compared to, like, a bathroom stall. It was almost like Matt wanted people to see us.

When we got back to the stall Matt said, “Okay, so that was great.” He let out a breath. “I’m going to let you go now. You’ll be free to do whatever you want. But first I want you to understand what just happened, and why.”

He voice was still boomy and it echoed through my head.

“I’m a hypnotist. I can take control of people’s minds. And that’s what I did to you. But I can’t force people to do anything. I can only make people do things that they’re willing to do. Sure, you won’t have as many inhibitions, but that just makes you more free, not less. What happened there was something you wanted, not something I forced you into.

“And I wouldn’t have done that with just anyone,” he continued. “I chose you because you are beautiful. Because you are fun. And you really will succeed one day, I know it. Your Pretzel Parlor days are limited.”

I just stared at him. There really wasn’t anything else I could do.

“Do you understand?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Great,” he said. “Now I want you to read the back of that receipt again.”

I picked up that bit of paper.

“Out loud,” he specified.

“Roses. Petals. With a rake. Hats and pretzels. Birthday cake.”

And then everything was back. I felt myself fall back into my body. I could hear the murmur of the mall once again. I moved my own arms up and down, with my own free will. I was free.

“Great,” he said, his voice back to normal. Still deep and smooth, but not nearly as all-consuming as it had been just a moment ago. “If you ever need anything, just give me a call,” he said with a smile, and then he turned and walked away.

He was gone before I had a chance to say goodbye. How was I supposed to call him when he’d just given me random words on the back of a receipt?

But then I looked down at the paper. And I saw that the words weren’t there anymore. There was his phone number. I called him the very next day.
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When Shawn first suggests hypnotising Faith as an outlet for all the sex acts she won't let him do normally, Faith turns him down. But the idea sticks with her, eventually becoming an obsession of hers. The idea of completely giving her body up to someone else is hot enough that she eventually changes her mind and let's him do it.

And he jumps at the opportunity. Once she's out of it, he starts simple. But he can't hold back. He takes it further again and again, doing everything he's dreamed of with her. Just using her as his sex toy. But will he take it too far? Will he do the one thing sex was designed for, but that he doesn't have permission to do?
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