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The Corruption of Cady (Clover's Eyes, #4)


The pale lamp on Cady's dorm room desk cast a feeble yellow glow throughout the room, casting more shadow than light. Cady’s eyelids fluttered, heavy as wet paper, her thoughts drifting like leaves on a slow-moving river. Clover’s voice curled around her, warm and syrupy. “Tell me about the last time you touched yourself,” she murmured, her fingers tracing idle circles on the palms of Cady’s upturned hands.

Cady’s lips parted without hesitation. “In the shower,” she sighed, the memory surfacing lazily. “After my run. The water was too hot, but I liked it.” Her tongue felt thick, her words spilling out like they’d been waiting for permission. Clover’s smile was a soft curve in the corner of her vision.

“And what did you think about?” 

The images bloomed behind Cady’s glassy eyes—Eileen’s bright laugh across the lunch table in the student union, the way her tank top slipped off one shoulder when she reached for the ketchup. Cady’s breath caught. “My sister’s friend,” she admitted, the confession floating up as if from someone else’s mouth. “The way she...moves.”

Clover hummed, surprised but pleased. “Eileen? I can understand that. What did you fantasize about?”

A shadow of resistance flitted across Cady's face—the tiniest crease between her eyebrows. Subtle, but to Clover's practiced eye as obvious as a neon sign.

"It's okay, Cady," she encouraged softly. "It's natural to have these thoughts from time to time. It's perfectly okay."

Cady nodded slowly and her lips parted, but the crease remained.

"You can tell me, Cady. You know you can trust me, Remember how good it feels to trust me, how very, very goood it feels to unburden your secrets to me...."

The crease smoothed a fraction.

"You want to tell me, Cady...it feels so goood to tell Clover your deepest thoughts and secrets. So wonderfully pleasurable to entrust them to me. So goood that you don't have to carry the burden of secrets all on your own any more. I'm here, Cady, and you want to tell me everything, no matter what. No matter how deep, how dark—you want to share these innermost thoughts with me. You can feel it now, bubbling up—just floating up from the dark until it just spills right out of your mouth, so light and free and easy... It's easy to tell me the things you've kept hidden from everyone else, even from yourself. Just let it float up up up... Just like a bubble floating to the top of a glass... Feeling so good... Up up up... You just can't hold it in any more..."

There was an odd intensity behind Cady's heavy-lidded eyes as the words came pouring forth, suddenly, eagerly. "She's so pretty. I just want to lick her face and slap her ass. I want to slap her face and lick her ass..."

The dark kink of the confession and the twisted hunger in Cady's sleepy voice took even Clover by surprise and she had to stifle a startled laugh. This is better than she could ever have hoped for! Cady's repressed sadism and lesbian urges would make wonderful clay for Clover to sculpt in her own image.

Clover's fingers stilled against Cady's palm, her own pulse quickening at the raw hunger in the girl's confession. She leaned closer, her breath feather-light against Cady's ear. "When did you first realize you wanted her like that?" 

Cady's throat worked soundlessly for a moment before the answer spilled forth, her voice thick with hypnotic surrender. "Last semester. At that stupid party in the Beta house." A shiver ran through her as the memory surfaced—Eileen's boyfriend gripping her wrists playfully, pinning her against the fridge during some drunken argument about music. "She was wearing this tiny denim skirt," Cady murmured, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "And when he pushed her, her thighs... they tensed. I bit my lip so hard it bled." The admission came out fractured, half-whispered, as if part of her still fought to keep it buried. 

Clover's teeth sank into her lower lip. Oh, this was exquisite! "Did you touch yourself after?" she pressed, tracing the faint blue veins on the inside of Cady's wrist. 

A whimper. "In the bathroom. The stall with the broken lock." Cady's hips twitched unconsciously against the desk chair, her knees falling wider apart. "Came so fast imagining her under me instead of him. That she was—" Her breath quickened. "That she was begging me to stop." 

Clover bit the inside of her cheek hard enough to taste copper, forcing her expression to remain smooth even as Cady’s words slithered between them—filthy and delicious. The girl’s voice had taken on a rough edge, a growl simmering under the drowsy cadence, and Clover’s pulse hammered against her ribs. This wasn’t just curiosity or idle fantasy. This was hunger. The kind that devoured.

“Mmm, tell me more,” Clover murmured, shifting closer on the bed until their knees brushed. She let her fingers trail up Cady’s arm, slow and deliberate, feeling the goosebumps rise in their wake. “What else do you want to do to her?”

Cady’s lips twitched, her tongue darting out to wet them. A thread of saliva glistened in the dim light. “I want her to beg me to stop,” she breathed, the words curling like smoke. “I want her to cry. And then I want to laugh and push my foot into her pretty face and make her suck my toes.”

A sharp thrill shot down Clover’s spine. Oh, this was too perfect! Most of her subjects needed careful coaxing, their resistance sanded down by time and confusion and shame. But Cady? Cady was a storm barely contained, her restraint as thin as the cotton of her sleep shirt. Clover could already picture it—the way Cady’s eyes would flash when she finally got her hands on some trembling freshman, the way her teeth would gleam right before she bit down. 
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The dream dissolved like cotton candy—the sweetness lingering, but impossible to grasp fully upon waking. Cady blinked at her dorm room ceiling, her pulse thrumming in her throat. The details were already slipping away, but the heat between her thighs remained. She’d been standing behind Brooke in the lecture hall, fingers twisted in the girl’s blonde ponytail, yanking her head back to expose the delicate skin of her throat. Brooke’s lips had parted, not in protest but in invitation, and Cady had—

She kicked off her damp sheets, shaking her head as if to dislodge the images. Weird. Brooke was just some girl from her poli-sci class, the one who always chewed her pen caps until they split. Why would she dream about her?

Clover’s voice floated up from memory, smooth as cream: You’ll find your focus sharpening in unexpected ways. That was all this was—stress dreams from too much studying. Right?

But three days later, crouched in the library stacks pretending to search for a reference text, Cady found herself staring at the way Brooke’s sweater exposed her narrow waist when she reached for a high shelf. The fantasy hit her like a sucker-punch—Brooke on all fours, naked save for that same sweater pulled up around her waist, Cady’s handprint blooming crimson across her ass. She bit down on her knuckle to stifle a gasp.

“Oh hey there! Cady, right? Find what you needed?” Brooke turned, oblivious, her pen clamped between her teeth.

Cady forced a smile. “Not yet.” Her voice came out strangled. She cleared her throat. “Sorry, I'm just...distracted.”

Brooke laughed sympathetically. “Tell me about it. My brain’s mush at this point in the term.” She held up her ruined pen cap as evidence, then blinked. “Hey, you okay? You’re all...”

Cady hadn’t realized she’d been staring—not at Brooke’s face, but at the thin silver chain peeking out from under her collar. It glinted in the library’s fluorescent light, shifting with every breath. A leash would sit prettier there. Cady’s fingers twitched at her side. What the fuck? She jerked her gaze away. “Fine," she muttered finally, "Just tired I guess.”

Brooke laughed again. "You're kind of weird, you know,” her smile brightened and she tilted her head. “But in a good way. Hey, you should join my study group!' she added suddenly. She gestured for Cady's phone, then entered her number. "There!"

Cady did the same for Brooke, then watched her as she skipped off, book in hand. For some reason, her mouth felt dry and her heart was beating double time. Then the image came to her again: Brooke on all fours, looking back at Cady expectantly, her pert little butt exposed...

She gathered her things in a haze. She needed to get home to her dorm room. She was going to need some time to think about this. With her vibrator.

—-
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The next hypnosis session with Clover left Cady feeling strangely buoyant, as if she’d slept for days. She hummed as she packed her notebook, the lingering warmth of Clover’s praise settling in her chest like sunlight.

“You’re a natural at this,” Clover had murmured. “So receptive. So wonderfully open to my suggestions.”

Cady flushed at the memory, her stomach swooping. She hadn’t remembered much—just Clover’s soothing voice guiding her through a visualization exercise, something about focus and clarity. But the after clung to her—the way Clover’s fingers had lingered when she’d helped Cady up, the approving curve of her smile when Cady had stammered her thanks.

That night, Cady dreamed of twisting Brooke’s hair into a rope around her fist. Brooke knelt at Cady’s feet, her lips parted, her blue eyes plaintive, the chain around her neck replaced with a black, studded collar.

Cady woke with a start, her sheets tangled around her thighs. Her pulse roared in her ears. Damn, why was that so HOT?

She rolled onto her side, pressing her face into her pillow. She'd never obsessed this much about a girl before. Well, maybe Eileen.

A bit.

Okay, a LOT.

But now that she thought of Eileen, the old heat seemed to have cooled. Her sister's lithe bestie had always fascinated Cady—she was like a princess, beautiful and somehow...above. There was a time when she used to think about Eileen a LOT. She wanted so badly to be just like her. 

To BE her. 

To....to...

But thinking of her now, Cady couldn't seem to call up the feelings that had once made her tingle all over. No, Eileen, beautiful as she was, felt somehow...remote now. Like there was a clear line separating her from Brooke. No, Eileen wasn't for her. Eileen belonged to...she belonged to someone like... Someone like...

Her phone buzzed suddenly, and Brooke’s name flashed on the screen: Hey Weirdo! Study group at the library? Ten a.m.?

Cady’s thumb hovered, her breath shallow. The dream-image of Brooke on her knees surged back, so vivid she could almost feel the weight of an imaginary leash in her hand. She typed back See you there! too fast, her fingers clumsy with want, then tossed her phone aside before she could overthink the three heart emojis she’d almost added.

Cady's phone clattered onto the mattress as she rolled onto her stomach, the phantom weight of Brooke's leash still curling around her fingers. Her pulse throbbed between her thighs—a relentless, liquid ache. An hour. She could work with an hour. 

The nightstand drawer stuck halfway, squeaking in protest as she yanked it hard enough to rattle the lamp. The vibrator purred to life in her palm, the familiar buzz promising sweet relief. The dream blossomed once again:  Brooke on all fours. Brooke collared. Brooke on a leash.

An hour. She could work with an hour. 

—-
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Cady's breath came slow and even, her chest rising and falling in perfect rhythm with Clover's whispered counting. The world beyond those sparkling blue-green eyes had dissolved into soft, unimportant noise—the hum of the dorm heater, the distant laughter in the hallway outside. None of it mattered. Nothing mattered but the way Clover's gaze held her, anchored her, pierced her in a way that sent warm shivers cascading down her spine.

Cady's eyelids warred with her need to close them, her pupils absurdly dilated as they reflected the fractured light of Clover's irises—impossibly blue-green, like tide pools shimmering under midday sun. Clover's lips moved, shaping words that dissolved against Cady's ears before they could coalesce into meaning. It didn't matter. Nothing mattered but the irresistible pull of those sparkling eyes, the way they seemed to pour directly into Cady's skull, warm and thick as melted wax.

"You don't mind, do you, if I sculpt your brain a little while I'm in there?"

Cady smiled sleepily. Such a silly question. Of course she didn't mind the soft, skillful strokes of Clover's will upon her thoughts. 

A sigh slipped from her parted lips as her body relaxed even more. She could feel Clover's gaze upon her thoughts like the soft pads of thumbs kneading dough, pressing deep where secrets might hide. Probing, fingering, coaxing. The sensation should have been terrifying. Instead, euphoria throbbed along Cady's nerves as her mind softened into putty, giving up its former shape, blissfully yielding under that firm, sensual pressure. 

Yes, something wordless sighed inside her. I'm yours to mold.

Clover's eyes flashed suddenly wider—a thrust of will, of dominance—and Cady's sex throbbed as if the motion had physically stroked her. The room tilted, or maybe it was her consciousness tilting, spilling forward into the sweet void Clover's eyes promised. 

Some distant part of her recognized this surrender as dangerous, but the words kept flowing, answers to questions she couldn't even remember. The rest of her trembled with the giddy pleasure of it, of being known so completely that every secret corner of her mind lay exposed, waiting for Clover's approval. Or removal.

Or replacement.

A droplet of sweat slid down Cady's temple. She was melting. No—being melted. The distinction thrilled her. Clover could sculpt her like so much clay into any shape she chose and Cady couldn't even want to resist. The image shimmered behind her eyelids: Clover's hands cradling her brain, thumbs smoothing over the folds, tracing out new grooves that would redirect her very way of thinking into channels of Clover's choosing.

She felt so wonderfully helpless. Helpless and eager, wanting only to be swallowed by the devouring blue-green of Clover's gaze. Each whispered suggestion slithered deeper than the last, coiling around buried fantasies, coaxing them upwards until they unfurled and blossomed like venomous flowers.

”You're in love with this,” Clover murmured inside her skull, the words vibrating along neural pathways slick and wet with arousal. ”The way your darkest thoughts feel when you finally let them breathe.” Cady’s toes curled against the carpet as the truth of it pulsed through her—yes, oh god, yes, it was so much better when Clover dragged these things into the light. Shame had buried them, hidden them, but under Clover’s guidance, they bloomed with toxic sweetness.

A whimper escaped Cady’s throat as Clover’s fingers traced her temples. “There’s no need to hide anymore,” she purred. “These desires belong to you. They define you.” The words sank with irresistible certainty into Cady’s susceptible mind, enriching the soil in which she once buried her dirtiest thoughts. Thoughts which now thrived like hardy weeds, thrusting their greedy roots ever deeper into her psyche.

And as they probed and penetrated, reaching inward and wrapping themselves possessively around her very core, the idea blossomed within her mind. She knew what she wanted to do. What she must do. And Clover would teach her how, she realized. 

Yes, she should sleep now, and let Clover take over completely. Clover would teach her what she must do. All she had to do was sleep. Sleep and forget. Forget and sleep.

Forget...

...and sleeep...
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The dorm hallway tilted just slightly as Brooke giggled against Cady’s shoulder, her breath warm with the sweet tang of cheap vodka. “You’re such a weirdo,” she murmured, dragging out the word like it was a compliment. Her fingers tightened around Cady’s arm as she missed a step, sending them both stumbling into the wall with a breathless laugh. “But like... a cute weirdo. The kind that makes me want to say yes to stupid shit.”

Cady’s heart fluttered at the words. The party’s bass still echoed in her temples, but beneath it, something darker and hungrier pulsed louder. Something that eyed the petite figure of her friend as she led the way into Cady's room.

Cady closed the door behind her as Brooke flopped onto Cady’s bed with theatrical grace, kicking off her sandals. 

“Fine, Hypno-Master,” she teased. She stood again, stretching her arms before her like a sleepwalker, eyes dramatically wide. “I am deeply hypnotized,” she intoned, her voice dripping with mock solemnity before bursting into another fit of giggles. “Do I get a lollipop if I’m a good subject?”

Cady’s lips curved as she plucked the pendant that Clover had gifted her from the nightstand, the chain slithering through her fingers like a living thing. “Better.” 

"Ooh!" Brooke's mood shifted, suddenly excited. "Hey, uh...can you make me feel...good under hypnosis? I mean, I saw this video once..."

"Shhh..." Cady replied. "Sit." 

Duly chastened, Brooke sat and looked up as Cady lifted the pendant and let it dangle before Brooke’s face, twisting it just so to catch the light. 

"Shhh...just watch." 

For a long moment, the silver pendant twisted lazily between Cady’s fingers, catching the dim lamplight in fractured flashes. Brooke’s gaze followed it instinctively, her playful smirk softening into something more curious as the chain began to sway in a slow arc. Cady let the silence stretch, counting Brooke’s blinks—three, four, five—each one a fraction slower than the last. 

"You know," Cady murmured, her voice dropping into a rhythm as even as the pendant’s swing, "most people think hypnosis is this big, dramatic change." She twisted the chain just so, sending shards of light twinkling across Brooke’s eyes. "They expect some eerie voice commanding them to sleep." A soft chuckle, timed perfectly with the pendant’s apex. "But the truth is..." She let the chain slow, looping it in smaller circles now, close enough that Brooke’s breath stirred the metal. "The best trances start when you’re already halfway there."

Brooke’s shoulders relaxed imperceptibly, her lashes fluttering as the pendant’s rhythm began to fix her attention. 

"It’s more like..." Cady’s voice gentled slightly "when you’re so absorbed in a book that you forget you’re turning pages. Or when you’re driving home and realize you don’t remember stopping at lights." The pendant tugged Brooke's gaze a little higher as Cady, almost imperceptibly, raised it a fraction. "Your body knows what to do. It’s like it's just waiting for permission... to let go."

Brooke inhaled, exhaled, her breathing slowing, syncing into rhythm with the swing of the pendant, the meter of Cady's words. 

Cady didn’t rush. She let her own breathing deepen, knowing Brooke’s lungs would mirror hers—in, out, in, out—until their rhythms tangled together. "That’s it," she praised, feather-light. "No need to try. No need to think." Cady was sitting beside Brooke on the bed now, but the pendant continued swaying, kept creeping gently upward ever so slightly. "Your mind’s already so good at wandering... Why not let it wander deeper?"

Cady watched Brooke's pupils dilate, black swallowing blue as the pendant swung back and forth...back and forth... 

"You’ve felt it before," Cady continued smoothly, "that delicious blur between awake and asleep. Where thoughts dissolve, and all that’s left is the dreaminess..." Brooke’s nod was sluggish, her eyes nearly crossed, affixed upward on the insistent allure of the swaying motion.

Brooke's lips parted slightly, a thin strand of saliva connecting her top and bottom lip as her gaze grew glassy. The drunken flush on her cheeks deepened, spreading down her neck to where her pulse fluttered visibly beneath her skin. Left...right...left...right... The chain made no sound, but Cady could swear she heard a faint metallic whisper with each pass.

"You're doing so well," Cady cooed, her lips mere inches from Brooke’s ear now. "Doesn't it feel nice to just...let go?" 

The pendant’s arc began subtly to lower now, each swing drawing Brooke’s consciousness ever deeper into its soothing rhythm.

“That’s right... just follow it down. So easy. So good for me.” Brooke’s breathing slowed, deepened, as the words curled around her, sinking into her thoughts. Cady watched, excited, as Brooke’s eyelids fluttered—not in resistance, but in surrender, her body swaying ever so slightly in time with the pendant’s hypnotic dance.

Cady leaned closer, her lips nearly brushing the shell of Brooke’s ear. “Every time you blink,” she murmured, “you let go a little more. You become just a little sleepier.”

Brooke’s lashes trembled, her next blink deliberate, sluggish, as if her eyelids had turned to lead. “Good girl,” Cady purred, the praise sparking a shiver down Brooke’s spine. “Can you feel it? That sweet warmth spreading through you?” Brooke’s nod was barely perceptible. The pendant’s gleam reflected in her glassy eyes, twin pools of silver swallowing her awareness whole.

Brooke's eyelids drooped—once, twice, fluttering slower each time until they stayed shut. Cady watched the subtle tension leave Brooke's shoulders as her chin tipped forward, her breathing deepening into the slow, even rhythm of someone drifting under. Cady let the pendant swing in lazy arcs for a few more moments before her friend's closed lids.

"That's it," Cady whispered, her lips brushing Brooke's ear just enough to make the girl shiver. "Your mind is sinking into the softest pillow you've ever felt. Warm. Safe. Asleep." She emphasized the last word with relish, watching Brooke's slack lips part on a sigh. "Every breath pulls you even deeper. Every heartbeat makes you sleepier. You don't want to fight it, do you?"

Brooke's head lolled slightly, her fingers twitching against her thighs before going still. A faint shake of her head—so small Cady might have imagined it—but she hadn't. The confirmation sent a thrill skittering down her spine. And a flush of heat between her legs.

"Good girl," Cady breathed, letting the chain settle into her lap. "Your thoughts are quiet now. Deep asleep. Sweetly asleep. Gone." She gently placed her hand on Brooke's thigh, delighting in the goosebumps that rose in response. "All that's left is the sound of my voice... and how good it feels to be hypnotized."

Brooke mumbled the word "hypnotized," the sound muffled and dreamy, her body swaying ever so slightly as if caught in an invisible current. Cady's pulse thrummed as Clover's lessons whispered in her mind: Make her crave your approval. Make obedience her oxygen.

"You lost the bet," Cady murmured, her voice smooth and gentle. "You swore you couldn’t be hypnotized, but look at you now." Brooke’s head nodded imperceptibly, sleepily. 

"And doesn’t it feel good to lose?" Cady’s finger grazed Brooke’s chin, tilting her face upward. "To know you’re hypnotized?"

Brooke mewled quietly, a sound that skittered between shame and want, her hips shifting minutely against the bedspread. Cady grinned, sharp as a blade. "You asked me to make you feel good under hypnosis," she reminded her, tracing the shell of Brooke’s ear with her fingertip. "And now you’re realizing just how right that decision was." She leaned in, her breath ghosting over Brooke’s parted lips. "How every time I say good girl, your body betrays your arousal. Doesn't that feel amazing?"

It wasn’t a question. Brooke’s nod was jerky, obedient, her eyelids fluttering as if trying—and failing—to surface from the sweet fog of trance. Cady pressed her advantage, her voice dropping to a whisper. "You’re wet for hypnosis, aren’t you?" Brooke’s cheeks flushed crimson, but her thighs fell open another inch. "Such a good girl," Cady crooned, relishing the way Brooke shuddered at the praise. "You love how this feels. Love how I make you feel."

"You want me to hypnotize you deeper," Cady continued, weaving the words into Brooke’s subconscious like threads through lace. "Want me to arouse you deeper." Brooke’s breath quickened, her sleepy face flush with arousal. "Hypnotize and arouse you, arouse and hypnotize you—round and round, like a puppy chasing its tail." Cady’s laughter was a dark, silken thing. "And oh, god, you love it. Love how stupid it makes you. Love how easy it is to just... give in."

Brooke made a tiny, helpless sound as Cady's suggestion wriggled into her subconscious.  "Puppy," Brooke mumbled, her tongue thick with obedience. The word tasted foreign yet inevitable, as if it had always been waiting on her lips.

"Isn't that what you want?" Cady murmured, her fingers tracing idle circles on Brooke's knee. The touch was casual, possessive. "To be my puppy? My good little pet?"

Brooke's head nodding sluggishly. The movement sent a loose curl tumbling across her forehead. Cady caught it, tucking it behind Brooke's ear with deliberate gentleness before letting her fingers trail down to cradle the girl's jaw. "Say it," Cady urged, her thumb brushing Brooke's lower lip. "Look at me, my good girl and tell me what you are."

"I'm..." Brooke's eyes fluttered open, though remaining heavy-lidded. Her throat worked, her pulse rabbiting beneath Cady's fingertips.  "Your puppy," she whispered. The admission dripped with shame and something darker, sweeter. Her thighs pressing together as if to smother the ache.

Cady's lips curved. "Again."

Brooke inhaled sharply, and for a heartbeat, Cady thought she might resist. "Your puppy," Brooke gasped, the words tumbling out in a rush.

The trembling submission in Brooke's voice sent a bolt of heat straight to Cady's core. She’d craved this—the way Brooke’s bubbly playfulness had unraveled into desperate obedience, how her nipples peaked visibly through her thin top.

"Such a pretty puppy," Cady cooed, her voice syrup-sweet. "But puppies need training, don't they?"

"T-train...ing," Brooke slurred, her tongue thick with the effort of speech. The word curled lazily from her lips, steeped in sleepy hunger.

"That's right," replied Cady, her voice rich with dark amusement. "And puppies don't wear clothes, do they?"

Brooke blinked slowly, her brow creasing for a fraction of a second before smoothing into vacant acceptance. "No... clothes," she repeated dumbly, her fingers already fumbling for the hem of her top. The fabric stretched taut over her ribs as she pulled it upward, her arms crossing awkwardly as she wrestled it over her head. The movement sent her messy blonde curls tumbling into her face. The lamplight gilded the swell of her small, perfect breasts as her bra fell away, her nipples already pert and pebbled. Cady's nostrils flared with excitement, her own nipples pleading for attention beneath her shirt.

"Good girl," Cady purred, watching Brooke shiver at the praise. "Now the rest."

Brooke's fingers fumbled at the button of her shorts, her movements sluggish but determined. They slid down her thighs with a whisper, pooling around her ankles before she kicked them aside with a flick of her foot. Her panties followed—a scrap of pink cotton that clung momentarily to one ankle before fluttering to the floor.

Cady's eyes glistened as Brooke stood gloriously bare in the lamplight. The soft glow traced the delicate curve of her hipbones, the subtle dip of her waist, the pert swell of her breasts that rose and fell with each sleepy breath.

"Silly puppy, why are you on your hind legs?" Cady inquired, her voice thick with arousal.

Brooke blinked slowly as the suggestion took root. With a quiet whimper, she sank to her knees, then lowered herself onto all fours. The carpet fibers pressed into her palms as she adjusted her stance, her back arching unconsciously, presenting the round swell of her ass.

Cady's throat went dry. Brooke looked perfect like this—her blonde curls tumbling forward, the dimples above her ass winking with each slight shift of her weight.

"Come here," Cady commanded, her voice dripping with cool command, fingers tapping against her thigh. Brooke's head jerked up at the sound, eyes glassy but eager, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. Without hesitation, she crawled forward, her movements clumsy yet earnest—hips swaying, knees pressing into the carpet, palms flattening as she shuffled toward Cady like a puppy who'd just heard the crinkle of a treat bag. The sight sent a thrill down Cady's spine, her breath catching as Brooke nuzzled against her knee, warm breath ghosting over her skin.

Cady's lips curled into a smirk as she ran her fingers through Brooke's tangled blonde curls, nails scraping lightly against her scalp. "Good girl," she purred, delighting in the full-body shiver that wracked Brooke at the praise. "Now speak."

Brooke's chest heaved—once, twice—before she let out a soft, breathy "Arf!" that sent her breasts swaying enticingly. Cady's breath caught at the sight, her grip tightening in Brooke's curls as she watched the hypnotized girl's pink nipples stiffen further under her attention. Brooke's tongue lolled slightly between her parted lips, her hips canting forward instinctively, as if begging for more.

"Roll over," Cady commanded, her voice thick with arousal.

Brooke rolled onto her back with a blissful sigh, her arms curling loosely above her head like sleepy paws, her knees bending slightly as her thighs fell open in perfect, unconscious invitation. The lamplight painted her bare skin in warm gold—the delicate dip of her navel, the slight tremble of her abdomen as Cady's shadow fell across her. 

"Such a pretty puppy," Cady murmured, her voice gone husky. She knelt at Brooke's side, running her fingers feather-light up and down Brooke's stomach, her nails scraping just enough to raise goosebumps in their wake.

"Good girls don't squirm," Cady chided, her palm flattening against Brooke's belly to still her. Brooke whimpered but obeyed, her thighs trembling as Cady's touch grew bolder, sliding lower—so close to where Brooke was slick and aching. But Cady denied her, her fingers dancing back up to her pert breasts and tracing slow circles around her areolae. Brooke mewled in frustration, her back arching as Cady's thumbs brushed her nipples—once, twice—each touch sending sparks skittering down her spine. 

Cady's fingers trailed back down, stroking, caressing the flat, soft plane of Brooke's stomach. Brooke looked ruined already, her cheeks flushed, her chest heaving, her thighs spreading wider in silent supplication.

"Good girl," Cady breathed, bringing her face dangerously close to Brooke's. Brooke's body shivered once again at the praise as Cady's fingers slipped slowly down, down down.... 

"Good girrrl..."

—-
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Clover’s fingers traced lazy circles along Cady’s temples as the girl sat motionless on the edge of her bed, her lips slightly parted, her breath slow and even. The only sign of life in her otherwise vacant expression was the occasional flutter of her eyelids as Clover’s voice burrowed deeper into her subconscious.

"Such a fertile mind you have," Clover murmured. "And look how beautifully your darker impulses have bloomed." In the hazy landscape of Cady’s trance, she could almost see them—vines of want twisting around the brittle stems of her old morality, thorns of lust pricking through the petals of her innocence.

"You used to deny these urges, didn’t you?" Clover’s fingers gently grasped Cady’s chin, tilting her face up. The girl’s almond-shaped eyes were glassy and slightly crossed. "All those delicious little fantasies about bending sweet girls to your will... you tucked them away like weeds. But now?" Clover chuckled, low and rich. "Now they’re your most vibrant flowers."

Cady’s chest rose and fell in a slow, hypnotic rhythm, her body pliant as Clover’s words seeped into her. "And Brooke," Clover continued, her voice lilting with approval. "Oh, Cady. You’ve done such good work with her." A faint, dreamy smile ghosted across Cady’s lips at the praise, her fingers twitching in her lap. "That bubbly, trusting persona of yours—let them think you’re harmless until their knees hit the floor.

"Yes," she continued, musing. "I think Dark Cady can still make use of Sweet Cady. What was the line in that play? 'Look like the innocent flower, but be the serpent under it'."

Clover leaned closer, her lips brushing the shell of Cady’s ear. "Who’s next, I wonder?" she mused, her breath hot against Cady’s skin. "Someone a little more challenging, maybe? Someone who thinks she’s safe with you. Someone who you can pervert to your heart's content..."

Mindlessly, obediently, Cady slowly nodded. Then she sighed with exquisite pleasure as, under Clover's continued cultivation, the weeds in her mind began to devour the last delicate flowers of who she once had been.

—-
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The knock came just as Cady was looping the pendant in slow, deliberate circles above Brooke's upturned face—her lips parted, her pupils wide and dark with obedience. Brooke didn't even flinch at the interruption, her gaze locked dutifully on the silver charm as it traced hypnotic arcs through the air.

"Come in," Cady called, her voice sweetly casual, though her fingers never stilled their rhythm. The door creaked open to reveal Ronnie, Cady's former RA. Her smile faltered for half a second as she took in the scene—Brooke lying bonelessly on Cady's bed, her eyes glazed, her chest rising and falling in slow, even breaths.

"Am I interrupting something?" Ronnie asked, though her tone was more amused than concerned. She leaned against the door and folded her arms.

Cady let the pendant swing a few more times before catching it neatly in her palm. "Just practicing relaxation techniques," she explained, tucking the chain into her pocket with practiced ease. Brooke blinked drowsily, her eyes staring blankly through the ceiling. "Brooke had a migraine earlier." The lies flowed so smoothly now.

Ronnie arched a brow, but curiosity won out over skepticism. "And does this actually help?"

"Brooke," Cady asked gently, as if not wanting to wake her. "How do you feel?"

"Goood...." came the sleepy reply.

"And your headache?"

A faint smile touched the corner of the blonde's lips. "Gone..."

"Wow, 'light as a feather, effective as an aspirin'," Ronnie teased, though her warm brown eyes softened as she took in Cady fully for the first time in a while—still the same sweet-faced girl she'd taken under her wing freshman year. The same girl who'd texted her I miss our late-night talks with a string of heart emojis just last night. She stepped in as Cady rose and the two shared a long hug.

"You going to introduce me to your sleepy friend?" Ronnie asked after they finally parted.

In answer, Cady turned to Brooke. "When I count down from three," she intoned, "you will awaken feeling refreshed and relaxed. Three...two...one..."

Brooke blinked—once, twice—then the lights seemed to flicker back on behind her eyes. She sat up slowly, stretching like a cat in a sunbeam before offering Ronnie a drowsy smile. "Oh! Hi," she said, her voice still syrupy with relaxation. "I'm Brooke. Sorry I didn't say hello earlier. When Cady puts me under like that..." She giggled, tucking a stray curl behind her ear. "I kinda just... float. Don't even wanna move unless she tells me to."

"Ronnie," the older woman said with an easy grin, leaning against Cady's desk. "Former RA, occasional bartender at The Tipsy Scholar, and"—she shot Cady a wink—"kind of big sister to this one."

Cady's cheeks warmed at the familiarity, returning Ronnie's smile with one of her own—soft, affectionate, the same one Ronnie had coaxed out of her during those first lonely weeks freshman year. The same one that hid the slow curl of anticipation now tightening in her stomach.

"God, Cady, thank you," Brooke sighed, flopping back onto the pillows with a contented stretch. Her fingers plucked absently at the hem of her tank top. "Headache's totally gone. You're magic."

Ronnie chuckled, crossing her arms. "Damn, maybe I should try this relaxation thing. Sounds better than my usual post-shift vodka."

Brooke sat bolt upright, eyes alight with sudden enthusiasm. "Oh my god, Ronnie, yes! You have to let Cady try it on you!" The words tumbled out in a rush, her hands fluttering between them like excited birds. "It's insane how good it feels—like floating in a warm pool, but better? And when she tells you to wake up, it's like..." She trailed off, biting her lip as she searched for the right words. "Like your brain got a deep-tissue massage."

Ronnie laughed—a rich, warm sound that crinkled the corners of her eyes. "Easy, kid. I believe you." Her gaze flicked to Cady, amused but thoughtful. "Rain check, though. I just swung by to say hi."

From beneath the innocent flower, the serpent leered greedily at Ronnie—the beautiful strength behind her coffee-brown eyes, the defiant angle of her jawline, the taut, firm figure beneath the tie-dye t-shirt—and flicked its tongue in lustful anticipation. Meanwhile, the innocent flower playfully held up the pendant she was using earlier and dangled it in front of Ronnie's eyes.

Cady held it aloft with exaggerated theatricality, her lips quirking in a playful smirk as Ronnie rolled her eyes. "You cannot resist..." Cady intoned, pitching her voice low and mock-sinister, the cadence dripping with faux gravitas.

Ronnie snorted, swatting at the pendant halfheartedly. "Oh nooo," she drawled, playing along with a grin. "The dreaded study stress relief technique! My one weakness!" But her gaze flickered, just once, tracking the sway of the silver charm—a reflexive twitch Dark Cady catalogued with predatory precision.

"Exactly," Cady purred, letting the pendant slow to a hypnotic, rhythmic swing. Ronnie's pupils dilated slightly, her shoulders relaxing almost imperceptibly. "Half an hour," Cady coaxed, sweetening her voice with innocent enthusiasm. "Just to try it. For science."

Brooke, still sprawled on the bed, chimed in with drowsy sincerity: "Ronnie, seriously. It's like... getting rebooted. In the best way." Her fingers stroked the sheets absently, her gaze lingering on the pendulum with dreamy fondness.

Ronnie exhaled, chuckling as she shook her head. "Fine, fine," she at last conceded, holding up her hands in mock surrender. "Half an hour. But if you make me cluck or some shit, remember that I can still cancel your dorm microwave privileges."

Cady smiled and settled onto the floor, patting the space between her and Brook. Ronnie hesitated only a heartbeat before folding her long legs beneath her.

"Watch the pendant," Cady instructed as she set the silver charm into motion. It swung in a lazy, metronomic arc—left, right, left—each pass pulling Ronnie's gaze deeper. Slowly, inexorably, her smirk began to fade as her eyes tracked the pendulum with unconscious obedience.

As she progressed through her slow, gradual induction, Dark Cady thrilled at the first visible cracks in Ronnie's composure: the way her lower lip slackened, the way her shoulders lost their trademark defiance.

"That's it," Cady coaxed, slowing the pendulum's rhythm to match Ronnie's slowing breaths. "Just follow it... down..." Ronnie's eyelids fluttered—once, twice—her long lashes casting shadows across cheeks gone slack with surrender.

"So heavy now," she murmured, delighting in how Ronnie's head drooped slightly while her eyes remained fascinated by the swing of the pendant.

A soft sigh escaped Ronnie's lips, her jaw loosening as she sank further into the trance.

Cady's fingers tightened around the chain, her pulse quickening at the sight of Ronnie's normally sharp brown eyes going soft and unfocused, her pupils dilating as if eager to swallow Cady's suggested sleepiness. The pendant swung hypnotically between them—left, right, left—each pass coaxing another layer of resistance to melt away. Ronnie's eyelids grew heavier, her blinks becoming slower, longer, until her lashes finally fluttered shut and stayed that way.

Dark Cady nearly purred at the sight—Ronnie's proud chin tilted downward in unconscious deference, her mind cocooned in the silken threads of Cady's spell.

"Good," Cady murmured, lowering the chain. "So good for me already."

Ronnie's lips parted on a soft exhale, her breath coming slower now, deeper. She sat still, body limp and mind open and suggestible. Defenseless.

Brooke, too, sat with her head dropped, spellbound, her blonde locks spilling over her downturned face.

Cady leaned in close, her lips brushing Brooke’s ear as she whispered something too low for Ronnie to hear. Brooke’s eyelids fluttered before opening halfway. A slow, dreamy nod was her only response before she rose with the fluid grace of a sleepwalker. Her fingers hooked under the hem of her tank top, lifting it over her head in one languid motion, the fabric catching briefly on her tousled blonde curls before slipping free. The lamplight painted her bare skin in golden hues as she undressed with unhurried obedience.

Naked, she padded to Cady’s closet, where she withdrew a pink dog collar tucked between sweaters, its rhinestones glinting as she brought it to her throat. The clasp clicked shut with a sound that seemed to echo in the quiet room. Brooke exhaled softly, as if the collar’s weight was a comfort, then sank gracefully to her knees before crawling back to Cady’s side. There, she settled on all fours, her cheek nuzzling against Cady’s arm like a pet seeking approval.

Cady absently reached over and stroked Brooke’s bare back in one long, possessive caress—her fingers trailing along the side of her narrow waist before cupping the soft curve of her ass in a silent claim. Brooke shivered but didn’t move as Cady’s fingertips grazed lightly over her skin.

“Brooke,” she said gently. “Why don’t you crawl over there like a good puppy?” She nodded towards the door, where her pink and white sneakers sat. “Maybe you’d like to have a good sniff and play with yourself for a while?”

Brooke’s eyes lit up eagerly and she nodded with a grateful “arf!” before shuffling over to the door and burying her face in the opening of Cady’s used shoe. She took a first long, deep sniff, moaned, then reached back between her legs and began teasing her clit.

Cady watched the pretty blonde jill herself over the scent of her sneakers for a moment, then turned her full attention to Ronnie, who sat slack-jawed and pliant before her. 

"Ronnie," Cady murmured, "when I tell you to open your eyes, you’ll stay deeply asleep, deeply hypnotized. You won’t see anything but my eyes. You won’t hear anything but my voice. Do you understand?" 

Ronnie’s lips parted slightly, her breath escaping in a slow, drowsy sigh. "Yesss..." she slurred, the word thick with surrender. 

Cady licked her lips, her pulse quickening as she leaned in close enough to count the faint freckles dusting Ronnie’s nose. "Open your eyes, Ronnie," she commanded. "And stare deeply into mine." 

Ronnie’s eyelids fluttered open—her gaze unfocused at first before locking onto Cady’s with eerie precision. The sharp wit and protective warmth that usually animated her expression were gone, smoothed into blank, unquestioning obedience. Cady held her stare, savoring the way Ronnie’s breath caught when their eyes met—as if some part of the entranced girl still recognized the danger even as the rest of her mind surrendered to it.

"You love how this feels," Cady murmured, watching Ronnie’s eyelashes flutter at the words, her breathing deepening further. "Every muscle melting, every thought dissolving... nothing matters but my voice." Ronnie’s lips parted slightly—no protest, just slack surrender—and Cady grinned, tracing a fingertip down Ronnie’s cheekbone. "Isn’t it funny?" she mused, "How happy you can be when you’re helpless?"

Ronnie exhaled shakily, her shoulders slumping forward as if the words were weights settling into her bones. Dark Cady catalogued every micro-reaction—the way Ronnie’s breathing quivered when she absorbed a new suggestion, the faint flush creeping up her neck—and filed them away for later.

"You understand now that my hypnosis relaxes you the way nothing else can," she continued, her voice dropping to a silky whisper. Cady knew she had her. The hooks were already sinking in, barbed with pleasure and disguised as relief.

"Every time you hear me call you a good girl," Cady murmured, watching the way Ronnie's breath tripped at the words, "your body remembers this feeling. This warmth. And the more you listen, the deeper it goes... the better it feels." Ronnie exhaled shakily, her lips parting on a soundless sigh as the suggestion slithered past her defenses and set to work on her psyche.

Cady cast a glance over at Brooke, who was now reaching back with both hands–one over, one under–and masturbating furiously, all the while nuzzling the insole of Cady’s sneaker with a crazed grin on her face.

Cady tore her eyes away and returned her attention to Ronnie. She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a near-whisper. "From now on, when you're stressed... when you're tired... your body will ache for this. For my voice. For the way I make you melt." She punctuated the last word with a subtle widening of her own eyes. "You won't know why; you won't remember these suggestions, but you will be utterly compelled by them nonetheless. And when you come back to me—and you will come back—it'll feel even better than before. You will give up more and more of your free will in exchange for the bliss I can offer you. You may try to resist, but you must obey."

Ronnie's lips parted on a soft, shuddering exhale. "Must... obey..." she repeated, her voice slurred and syrupy as the words dripped from her slack mouth. Cady watched, delighted at the sight of her former mentor's sharp brown eyes glazed over with helpless surrender.  "You'll invent reasons to come back to me," Cady murmured, her breath ghosting over Ronnie's parted lips. "A stressful day. A sudden headache. A craving for...this." She brushed her thumb over Ronnie's lower lip, smearing the gloss there. "Your brilliant mind will weave excuses so convincing, even you won't recognize them as lies." Ronnie whimpered, her body swaying slightly as if buffeted by the force of Cady's words.

"Now watch," Cady commanded, gesturing towards the eagerly naked girl on all fours at her side. Ronnie's glazed eyes flickered toward Brooke, as Cady hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and, catching her panties along the way, slid them down her thighs and she stepped free.  

"This is what you'll dream of tonight," Cady promised, settling back against the bedside behind her. "You'll see yourself here—on your knees, eager and dripping, just like my good little puppy. You will masturbate when you awaken, and after you cum, you will be possessed with the irresistible urge to text me and ask me for another hypnosis session. You must obey."

"I must obey..."

Her eyes hungrily watching the sleepy, dazed expression on Ronnie's face, Cady spread her legs, positioning her bare feet outward and spreading her knees. Brooke didn't need instruction. She crawled forward with a hungry noise, her tongue already lolling between parted lips. Ronnie made a choked sound as Brooke nuzzled between Cady's thighs, her wagging ass and soft whimpers the picture of canine eagerness. Cady arched into the first hot swipe of Brooke's tongue, her fingers tightening in blonde curls as the depraved, sapphic, and oh-so-erotic display burned itself indelibly into Ronnie's subconscious memory.

—-
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The phone buzzed against Cady's thigh just as Brooke's lips closed around her nipple with a sleepy, worshipful sigh. She stretched lazily, dislodging Brooke's head from her breast, and reached for her phone with a predator's patience. The screen illuminated with Ronnie's name—and the message sent Dark Cady's pulse thrumming: That was fun—let's do it again sometime!

Brooke whined softly at the loss of contact, nuzzling into Cady's shoulder like a love-starved puppy.

Cady didn't answer immediately. Instead, she trailed her fingers absently up and down the soft bare skin of Brooke's back. Eventually she typed a deliberately casual reply: Anytime you want. You know I always have time for you. She hit send, then set the phone facedown on the nightstand, her lips curling as she imagined Ronnie's fingers trembling around her own phone—her body already aching for the next hit of Cady's control.

By the third text—sent barely an hour later—Ronnie's tone had shifted from playful to pleading: Actually...could we do it tonight? I've got this killer stress headache. Cady arched a brow at the transparent lie, exhaling a soft laugh against Brooke's forehead. Of course, she replied, adding a heart emoji for good measure. Bring wine.

She turned and looked into the worshipful blue eyes staring back at her and let her fingers drift down to the cleft between Brooke's legs, casually relishing the silky soft smoothness against her fingertips, then dragging upwards to lubricate her petgirls' eager clit.

"I think it's time for another trip to the pet store," she mused.

—-
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Ronnie knocked three times—quick, hesitant raps that barely disturbed the dorm room's quiet before the door swung open. Cady's smile was sunlight through storm clouds, warm enough to make Ronnie forget why she'd been fidgeting in the hallway for five minutes. She'd been coming over a lot over the last several days, and she worried that maybe she had been pushing it. It was just that...well, she needed this.

"Hey, you," Cady greeted her, stepping aside to let her in.

"You just missed Brooke," Cady lied smoothly, shutting the door behind them with a soft click. The pink collar was still warm on her nightstand where Brooke had reluctantly unclasped it ten minutes prior. Ronnie's gaze flicked to Cady's rumpled bedsheets, then away just as quickly—but not before Dark Cady caught the way her throat worked.

"You do look tense," she chuckled. "Here, sit down."

The pendant was already swinging before Ronnie realized Cady had picked it up—left, right, left—its silver arc carving hypnotic trenches in her resolve. "Just... just a short one today," Ronnie managed, even as her eyelids grew heavy. "It's just been a rough couple of—" Her excuse died mid-syllable as Cady's free hand cupped her chin, tilting her face up toward the swaying charm.

Ronnie's thoughts simply evaporated—gone before she could even register their absence. Her eyelids fluttered as the pendulum's silver arc carved deeper into her willpower. "You're such a hypno-addict now, aren't you?" Cady murmured. "You fall so deep now, so quickly. Back and forth—that's right—just watch the pendulum. Back and forth. Back and forth. Each sweep of the pendant wiping your thoughts. Back and forth. Back and forth. So thoughtless, so empty, so blank.

Cady watched with satisfaction as the light behind Ronnie's eyes dimmed and went out. It took very little to return her to trance now, now that she had willingly given away more and more of her free will each time Cady had hypnotized her. Ronnie simply couldn't help it, the compulsion—the reward—of submission was far too strong to resist.

"When I first met you, you were so strong. Fierce, even." She let the pendant drop onto the nightstand with a soft clink. "Nod if you understand how far you've fallen. How weak you really are."

Ronnie nodded blankly, obediently, her eyes glassy.

"There really isn't much of your free will left to give away, is there?"

Ronnie shook her head slowly, obediently, her eyes fixed on a spot far off in the distance.

"Doesn't that make you sad, Ronnie? The thought that there's nothing left of your mind to give?"

A slow tear trickled down Ronnie's cheek as she nodded once again.

Cady leaned in, her lips brushing Ronnie’s ear as she whispered, "What’s left for you to offer, Ronnie? What are you willing to exchange for the precious gift of my hypnotic control?" 

Ronnie’s voice quivered, tears spilling over her cheeks in silent rivulets. Her lips trembled around the words, "I don’t know..." as if even forming them took effort. Cady grinned, slow and wicked. 

"Hmm," she mused, tilting her head as if pondering some grand philosophical quandary. "There is one thing... something precious. Something no one else can take from you unless you give it willingly." She paused, letting the tension coil tight in Ronnie’s gut before purring, "Your soul."  

Ronnie’s expression flickered—something raw and desperate flashing behind the glassy sheen of her trance. Her lips parted on a shaky inhale, and for a heartbeat, Cady wondered if she’d pushed too far. But then Ronnie’s chin dipped in a slow, eager nod, her voice barely a whisper: "My soul..."  

"Isn’t that what you want, Ronnie? To hand over your very soul to me? To be mine to hypnotize? Forever?"

"Please..." came the reply, hoarse with need. "I want you to hypnotize me forever..."

Cady smiled and moved to the nightstand to retrieve her phone. She thumbed a short message, and less than a minute later the door opened and Clover and Brooke entered the room. Brooke closed and locked the door behind her while Clover grinned at the sight of Ronnie sitting on the edge of Cady's bed and  staring blankly off into space. She shot Cady a glance of approval before seating herself in the chair in the far corner of the room and crossing her legs.

"Ronnie, I want you to stand up." Ronnie stood as commanded, her arms dangling limply at her side. 

"Brooke is here to help, and Clover...well, she's here to oversee the ceremony."

"Ceremony...?" A faint quizzical crease appeared between Ronnie's eyebrows. 

"Of course," Cady replied soothingly. She stood beside Ronnie and slid her hand beneath the hypnotized girl's shirt, gliding upwards along her taut belly and caressing her braless breasts. Ronnie's eyelids half closed and she swayed slightly with pleasure as she stood there, allowing herself to be fondled by her hypnotist. "Your soul dedication ceremony," Cady continued. "You see, without your soul, you won't be a person any more, you'll just be a toy, an animal—my bitch, like Brooke." Ronnie gasped as Cady suddenly, cruelly twisted her nipple. "And so we'll need to perform a collaring ceremony."

The crease between Ronnie's eyebrows deepened into a furrow as something deep within her warred against this. 

"Cady, I..." she began. "I can't..." she pleaded weakly, turning her head to face Cady. "Not in front of others..."

Cady withdrew her hand and pouted playfully. "Oh, don't be such a big baby," she teased gently. "Especially when you're not wearing a diaper, Ronnie. You never know what might happen."

"Wait...what...?" but Ronnie's question was cut off as a look of surprise overtook her face. Cady could smell it before she could see the damp patch spread out from the crotch of Ronnie's blue jeans and darken the inner thighs of the denim. 

"Uh oh!" Cady singsonged with a wicked grin. "You'd better get those off quick!" Her cheeks bright red with shame, Ronnie obediently unbuttoned her jeans and slid them off, along with her soaked panties, while Cady nodded meaningfully at Brooke, who stepped up and took the soaked bundle from Ronnie's hands and carried it into the bathroom. Ronnie simply stood there bottomless, her toned legs and well-trimmed delta gleaming still with wetness, until Brooke returned momentarily and cleaned her off with a damp cloth, then patted her dry. All the while, Ronnie stood helpless to act on her own behalf, her eyes pleading with Cady. 

"Tsk tsk!" Cady admonished with mock consternation. "You've been a very bad girl, Ronnie. I think you deserve a spanking." She sat herself primply in her desk chair and motioned towards Ronnie. 

Tears of humiliation streamed down Ronnie's cheeks, but she had traded her will away, piece by piece, and she now had no will to resist. Her halting steps brought her to Cady despite herself, and Clover's dark laughter from across the room burned within her as she lay face down, ass up on Cady's lap.

Cady sat for a moment, simply caressing the firm roundness of Ronnie's exposed and vulnerable bottom before suddenly smacking it with surprising ferocity. Ronnie yelped and her body jerked, and Cady once again set her hand roaming across the soft—now visibly red—skin of her behind. Her fingers dipped gently, teasingly, between Ronnie's upper thighs for a moment, caressing the skin that was almost—before her hand came down again, even harder this time, with a smack that drew a wince, then a grin, from Clover.

Ronnie was sobbing now, wordlessly, plaintively. Cady merely set her fingers adrift one more time. They roamed, they soothed, and before long they slipped down to the lips of Ronnie's sex. She slid her slender middle finger in between her outer labia and delighted at the wetness she found there.

"Mm...looks like someone's enjoying this more than she's letting on," Cady taunted. 

Ronnie's sobbing softened as Cady's fingers explored a little more. Brooke was kneeling now at her mistress' side, her own clothes discarded and her pink collar fastened around her pretty neck. She looked on excitedly as Cady gently circled and pressed against the opening of another woman's sex while she lay helplessly across her lap. 

Now Ronnie's sobs became low moans as Cady's fingers slipped inside—but only for a moment. Giving her ass one last peremptory slap, Cady ordered Ronnie to stand at attention. 

Without hesitation, Ronnie obeyed, straightening up and facing Cady with her shoulders back, hands pressed against her sides. Cady looked her up and down for a moment and casually reached out her fingers for Brooke to lap clean. Then she stood.

"Are you going to be a good girl for me now?" She arched an eyebrow.

"Cady, please don’t—" Ronnie whispered, her voice cracking around the edges.

Cady didn’t even look at her. "Shhh," she soothed, pressing a single fingertip to Ronnie’s parted lips. "You must obey."

The effect was instant. Ronnie’s spine stiffened, her face going slack—blank as a wiped slate—even as a single tear trembled on her lashes. "I must obey," she recited, her voice hollow. "I must obey. I must obey."

Cady turned to Brooke. "Fetch," Cady commanded. The blonde rose and moved to the closet, her movements fluid and practiced, returning momentarily holding a black leather collar, its metal studs glinting in the lamplight.

"Good girl," Cady told her as she took the proffered strap. "Now get ready." 

"Yes, Mistress," Brooke replied, and disappeared into the bathroom once again.

Cady lifted the black collar in front of Ronnie's eyes, its polished studs catching the lamplight like tiny, merciless stars. 

"Tonight," she murmured, "you're going to choose to be my bitch. Really choose it." She dangled the collar just beyond Ronnie's trembling fingertips. "All you have to do is take it and put it on. You will be a good girl."

Ronnie's breath quivered—a wet, shuddering gasp—as her hands twitched towards the collar. Clover exhaled a soft, delighted laugh from the corner, while Brooke emerged from the bathroom, a black strap-on girded firmly in place.

Slowly, as if pulled by invisible strings, Ronnie's fingers closed around the leather. A tear splashed onto the back of her hand. Then another. Her knuckles whitened around the collar, her entire body shaking with the effort of resisting—or perhaps surrendering.

"I... must... obey..." Ronnie whispered. Her hands moved with dreamlike precision, the leather whispering against her throat as she placed it around her neck. The click of the clasp settling into place seemed to echo through the room, sealing her fate.

Cady's lips curled into a victorious smile. She reached out, adjusting the collar with possessive fingers, her thumb brushing the racing pulse beneath it. "There," she cooed. "Now everyone can see what you are." She tilted Ronnie's chin up with two fingers, forcing their eyes to meet. "Say it."

Ronnie's lips parted, her breath coming in shallow hitches as the collar's weight settled against her skin. The words stuck in her throat—not from resistance, but from the sheer, dizzying rightness of it all. "I'm..." she tried, then swallowed hard, her pulse fluttering under Cady's fingertips. "I'm your bitch."

Cady's laugh was a dark, delighted thing. "Again. Louder this time."

"I'm your bitch," Ronnie gasped, the declaration tearing free like something primal. Her knees nearly buckled as she said it, her whole body flushing with a shameful, electric thrill. 

"Yes you are. And not only that–you're a bitch in heat, aren't you? So horny and so hypnotized that you’ve given away your very soul for this. Aren’t you?”

Cady's mocking tone was excruciating pleasure to Ronnie as she sank to her knees and placed her hands on the floor, her breasts dangling enticingly. She thrust her ass upwards, presenting. Needing.

"I'm your bitch..." Ronnie prayed as Brooke crawled into position behind her. "Hypnotized and in heat..." she moaned as the little blonde mounted her from behind. 

She closed her eyes and pressed her face against the carpet as Brooke’s strap-on thrust into her eager sex over and over. 

Cady watched in triumph as her pretty puppy fucked her new pet with eager abandon. Brooke was lost in ecstasy, her eyes rolled up into her head as she humped, humped, humped Ronnie, her blonde hair flying with wild abandon. Ronnie met her energy, grinding her hips in rhythm, fucking the strap-on as feverishly as it was fucking her, while her steady groan–”Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!”—echoed in the room. 

Cady looked at Clover, who sat regally in the chair like a queen on her throne, taking it all in. Amusement sparkled in her blue-green eyes, and the single, slow nod of approval made Cady’s heart overflow with joy. Clover gently lifted her skirt upwards, lifting her hips briefly off the chair to pull the skirt fully to her waist and revealing her lack of panties to Cady’s hungry view. 

Cady knew what she must do. What she had earned. 

She approached and knelt deferentially before the throne.

Clover slowly spread her legs and gave Cady a privileged glimpse of the center of her universe. 

Behind her, the sound of skin slapping against skin and Ronnie’s insatiable moans went on unheard. 

And Cady leaned forward and worshiped her creator.
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