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Prelude

Peter Owens had the sort of voice I could listen to for hours, even if all he was doing was reading the phone book. It was deep, smooth and confident, no matter what subject he chose. That was why there wasn’t even a hint of hesitation when he asked, “George, when’s the last time Nikki here sucked your dick?”

I should have jumped. A small part of me wanted to, but it was easier to just sit quietly on the couch. My brain was sort of foggy, as though I’d had a lot more wine than I remembered drinking with dinner.

My husband George looked similarly mellow. His expression was slack, his big brown eyes glassy and unfocused. He blinked in sleepy confusion and asked dully, “Huh, Pete?” 

“Nikki,” Peter nodded at me and explained patiently, “I want to know the last time this hot piece of ass got on her knees and took your cock in her mouth. And,” he leaned forward and added firmly, “You want to tell me that.”

‹Hot piece of ass.›

I quivered at the description, feeling my cheeks flush. Peter knew better than to talk about me like that, much less to my husband, but it didn’t matter: I wanted him to go on.

George didn’t seem to mind either, although he was usually pretty protective of me. He shifted slightly in his big, comfy chair and said, with a small frown, “Nikki doesn’t suck cock, Pete.”

My cheeks burned at his admission. I couldn’t believe George was telling someone, even such a close friend, something so intimate about our love life.

Peter turned to me. His own wine glass was half full, and still in his hand. He made eye contact, his crystal blue eyes meeting mine as he asked, “Why won’t you suck your poor husband’s cock, Nikki?” 

It took every ounce of willpower to keep my mouth shut. I bit my lip and offered him a tiny, apologetic shake of my head. I wanted to actually say something, but I knew that if I opened my mouth, I’d just answer him.

Peter leaned forward and said firmly, “You want to tell me every intimate detail. We’re such old friends.”

‹Tell me every intimate detail.›

‹Old friends.›

A thrill ran down my spine, and I shuddered. He was right, of course. Maybe the wine really had affected my brain: I’d forgotten what good friends we were, and how much I wanted to talk to him about my sex life.

My blush deepened, but I opened my mouth and said, “… it’s dirty…” I sounded half asleep. More than that, my voice sounded small, far younger than normal.

“What,” Peter sounded amused, “George doesn’t shower? I’ll admit I don’t want to check that closely, but he smells fine to me.” He added, voice going all firm again, “Explain yourself.”

‹Explain yourself.›

That didn’t feel like conversation. It felt like Peter was ordering me to speak. The thought made me feel tingly and moist. I answered dreamily, “… no, blowjobs… are slutty… dirty…” 

Stringing together a sentence was so hard, on nights like these.

Peter turned to George and asked him, “Is that what Nikki told you, Georgie?”

My husband nodded slowly and agreed, “… uh huh…” His voice sounded as sleepy as mine, now.

“How do you feel about that?” Peter asked gently, “Don’t you wish your hot little wife would get on her knees and blow you, George?”

“… yuh huh…” George agreed dully.

‹Hot little wife.›

“I want you to picture that,” Peter continued, “Nikki here, right on the rug. Picture her looking up, holding eye contact as her lips wrap right around your shaft. You can picture that in your mind, can’t you?”

George’s answer was obvious at a glance: his nice gray slacks were tented with an erection. Still, he breathed eagerly, “… yessss…”

‹Picture that in your mind.›

I squirmed in my seat a bit, listening to them talk about me like I wasn’t even there. It was making me wet a lot faster than just the orders and praise.

If Peter noticed my reaction, he didn’t comment on it. Instead, he kept his focus on my husband as he said, “I can help you with that, George. Nikki and I are old friends. I bet I can make her see how wrong she is. You would really love that, wouldn’t you, George?”

My husband nodded, faster this time, and agreed eagerly, “Yesss…”

“In fact, George,” Peter continued, “You really want to watch. The idea of having someone teach your wife to suck dick is the hottest thing you can think of. Try thinking of something hotter. You can’t, can you George?”

George shook his head and moaned, “… nuh-uh…” 

“That’s good,” Peter said, “I’ll tell you what: you have my permission to whip it out, while Nikki and I are working. Go right ahead and jerk off, if you get too turned on. That’s really nice of me. Thank me, George.”

‹Teach your wife to suck dick.›

‹Whip it out.›

Peter’s words were meant for my husband, but they still bounced around in my brain, wiping away anything else on my mind. My heart pounded in my chest, even though my body felt sluggish and heavy, and I could feel moisture trickling down the insides of my thighs.

Watching George’s reaction didn’t help at all. He fumbled with his fly, fingers clumsy and useless. Even as he worked to unbutton his fly, he said dreamily, “… thanks, Pete…”

That was jarring enough that I found my voice. I managed to whisper, “What… are… you… doing?”

Peter rose and stepped toward me. He was already a head taller than I was, so he towered over me while I was sitting down. He looked down at me, smiled indulgently, and said, “Poor girl. You’re having such a hard time thinking. It’s like your head is full of fog, thick as pea soup. It’s wet and slippery and irresistible. The harder you try to fight it, the thicker it gets.”

‹Hard time thinking.›

‹Fog.›

‹Wet.›

‹Slippery.›

‹Irresistible.›

The words seemed to fill my head. I tried to remember what we’d even been talking about, but I couldn’t focus. All I could hear were Peter’s words, echoing in my brain over and over. I wondered hazily if he was talking about me: I was certainly wet and slippery. I opened my mouth to say so, but all I could muster was a soft little groan.

Peter reached down and stroked my hair affectionately, the way he might pet a cat or dog. He said, “Really, all your pretty head has room for are my words. You can think of nothing else. You don’t mind, though. It feels good.”

‹Think of nothing else.›

‹Feels good.›

That was certainly true. I stared forward, taking in absolutely nothing that I saw. All that really mattered was that Peter’s wonderful words were filling my brain. I favored him with a big, vacant smile and leaned into his touch.

“Now, I’m your oldest, dearest friend,” Peter assured me, “Repeat that back for me.”

“… now,” I parroted softly, “… oldest… dearest… friend…”

“But there’s more than that between us,” Peter continued confidently, “We were lovers once, and that was the most intense sexual experience you ever had in your life.” His fingers drifted to my cheek, brushing against my bare skin as he finished, “That’s very true, isn’t it, Nikki?”

“… uh huh,” I agreed, suddenly keenly aware of how close Peter was, and how stiff he looked beneath his slacks. I stared fixedly as he unzipped.


Chapter One

Six Months Earlier

The sound of snapping fingers jolted me to awareness. I felt dazed, like I’d woken from a nap… one where I’d been dreaming about something very good. My eyes and mouth were bone dry, and it felt like every drop of moisture I’d lost there had ended up right between my legs. My stiff nipples rubbed against my blouse, every breath making it feel like someone was rubbing them. My cheeks burned as I rose to consciousness.

Then I opened my eyes, and saw that I was on stage, and my blush deepened furiously. An audience of dozens of people were watching me. I struggled to remember what had happened. The last thing I’d known, I had gone out with my friends Jenny and Carol to see a hypnosis act for our girl’s night out. It had been Jenny’s birthday wish, of course.

Jenny had been eccentric for as long as I’d known her. Every birthday was an exercise in crazy. When she was seven, she’d made her favorite Barbie into a punk rocker with food coloring. Last year, it had been horse riding lessons, and the year before that, a trip to Ecuador for reasons that still eluded me. This year, she just happened to want a stranger inside her head, and I’d come along on a lark. 

I just didn’t understand how I’d ended up on stage too. The last thing I remembered was sitting down to watch the show. Right now, the stage hypnotist had his back to us, facing the crowd, and I realized I didn’t even remember what he looked like.

For a brief moment, I considered making my escape: there was a fire exit beyond the stage, and my purse was on the ground beside me. All I had to do was get up and make a dash for it. The only trouble was that my whole body felt leaden. Exhausted. I couldn’t budge a whole finger, much less stand and move.

The hypnotist asked the audience, “Now that we have our volunteers, you’d like to hear from them, wouldn’t you?”

The audience cheered, but I hardly heard them. It felt as though they were very far away. All that mattered was his voice: it was magic, sending little thrills up and down my spine. The notion of fleeing evaporated like the morning dew, and I stared at him with renewed appreciation.

The hypnotist turned to Jenny, back still toward me, and asked, “How are you doing, Jennifer?”

The petite brunette squirmed at his direct attention in obvious arousal. Her expression was rapt, almost worshipful, doe eyes wide and glassy and blank. She said thickly, “Gooood, Sir.” 

The ‘Sir’ threw me. I turned it over and over in my foggy mind, wondering where that had come from. I could hear the capital ‘s’ in her tone.

He turned to Carol and asked, “What about you, Carol?”

“Nice, Sir,” she sighed happily. The pretty blonde squirmed a bit under his direct attention too, sitting up a little straighter so that her large breasts jutted out. She clearly wanted attention. That was funny to me: Carol didn’t believe in hypnosis, and had balked at coming out tonight, yet here she was on stage…

And she was calling him ‘Sir,’ too.

Finally, he turned to me, and I finally got a good look at him. He was tall and handsome, with crystal blue eyes and a mop of curly black hair. I felt a needy tingle between my legs and wondered if Carol was faking to get his number.

She was the only single member of tonight’s outing, after all.

The hypnotist met my gaze and asked, “How about you, Nikki?”

His beautiful eyes were all I could focus on. My earlier thoughts about Carol and Jenny evaporated like the morning dew, and all I could do was stare back. I heard myself admit breathlessly, “Happy, Sir.”

The ‘Sir’ stirred the barest twinge of a thought from me, like maybe that was strange, but it felt completely natural. 

“Now, all three of you have already helped me out a lot by coming up here and letting these good people watch you go into a deep, deep sleep,” he assured us, “But it would be even better if you were willing to perform for them. You’d all like to help me that way, wouldn’t you?”

‹Deep sleep.›

‹Perform.›

I barely heard myself breathe, “Yessir,” before the world went dark again.

~~~

My entire world was filled with a shiny silver pocket watch. My head felt like it was wrapped in a thick velvet blanket, all thought smothered as I tracked the watch swinging back and forth, and back and forth. 

The emptiness of it was blissful: not only did I not have a care in the world, I couldn’t imagine them.

From somewhere beyond, a Voice said, “Nikki, bark like a puppy for me.” 

‹Bark like a puppy.›

I didn’t know who was speaking, but whoever he was, his voice was magic. The thought filled my foggy head, compulsive and irresistible. The only thing I could think about or want was to bark. I opened my mouth and barked brainlessly, “Woof! Woof, woof, woof!”

“Puppies are very fun,” the Voice said smoothly, “Simple. No thoughts beyond simple animal needs. No cares or worries. You would love to be my puppy. Wouldn’t you, Nikki?”

‹Love to be my puppy.›

I couldn’t imagine something more true. Whomever the Voice belonged to, I was desperate to be his puppy. I wriggled in my seat, my eyes still tracking the watch, and barked eagerly, “Arf! Arf, arf!”

“There’s a good girl,” the Voice assured me, “When I tell you the command ‘Heel, Nikki,’ you will become my puppy. Of course,” the Voice continued, “A puppy is completely loyal and servile to her owner. When you are my puppy, you will be completely loyal and obedient to me. That’s all very true, isn’t it?”

‹Loyal and obedient.›

“Woof!” I agreed eagerly. I couldn’t imagine anything better than that.

“Later on,” the Voice said, “I’m going to snap my fingers, and you will wake with absolutely no memory of these instructions. But that’s just fine, because you will be my puppy whenever I please. That’s very true, isn’t it, Nikki?”

“Arf!” I barked happily, “Arf! Arf!”

“Until then,” the Voice commanded me, “You will think of nothing else. You will hear nothing else. You will float in a pleasant and dreamy haze, mindless until the snap of my fingers unlocks your awareness. The only sign of your obedience I need is your open mouth and wagging tongue, girl.”

I opened my mouth and panted.

~~~

Snapping fingers roused me again, though I still felt sluggish and drowsy. For a split second, I dazedly wondered why George had chosen to wake me up that way. It passed the second I opened my eyes to the rapt crowd below the stage, and I remembered what was happening.

That I was performing. 

The realization sent a thrill of pleasure down my spine and between my legs, and I had to stifle a moan. My cheeks burned at the realization that dozens of strangers could see me so very turned on. Worse, I was worried I’d leave a puddle in the folding chair I was slumped in. I tried to look left and right to see what had become of Peter, Jenny or Carol, but moving my head was entirely too much work. 

Fortunately, Peter didn’t make me wait long. He put a hand on my shoulder and asked me, “Are you a dog person or a cat person, Nikki?”

That raised titters from the audience, but I was only dimly aware of them. I blinked heavily and replied, “Dog, Sir.”

“Do you own one?” Peter squeezed my shoulder affectionately.

“No, Sir,” I replied drowsily. I added, almost as an afterthought, “Allergic.”

It was an understatement, but I couldn’t muster the energy to explain in any more detail. Besides, hearing about that probably wasn’t what the audience was after. I was certain I was supposed to do something else, I just didn’t know what.

Yet.

Peter’s smile was audible as he asked, “So it’s been awhile since you played fetch. Hasn’t it, girl?”

‹Girl.›

The single word made me clench. I stifled a second moan and replied, “Yessir.”

“But,” he continued gently, “You’d really like to tonight. Wouldn’t you?”

“Yessir,” I agreed eagerly. Dull confusion gnawed at the edge of my consciousness: there weren’t any animals allowed in the club. Fun as it would be to play with a dog in front of all those people, we couldn’t possibly do it.

Peter’s hand moved from my shoulder to my cheek, and even that trace of resistance melted. I leaned into his touch as he said, “Good. I think our wonderful audience would love to see that.” His other hand came into view, a rawhide bone dangling from between his fingertips. He began to wag it back and forth.

I stared at it in dull surprise, eyes tracking the toy as though drawn magnetically. I wanted to ask him what he was doing, but I couldn’t string the words together. Instead, my mouth just hung open, still very dry.

The next words out of his mouth should’ve been a surprise, but I could’ve mouthed them with him. Peter said firmly, “Heel, Nikki.”

~~~

My world twisted. It was like losing my train of thought to shocking news. For a moment, all I could do was blink in confusion. It took me a moment to realize what was wrong: somehow, I was sitting in a people chair. I had no idea how that had happened. I knew better than to get onto one of those without permission. Worse, my Owner was watching with a toy in his hand, something I knew I wanted to play with.

I was tempted to get on the floor immediately, but I didn’t want to risk losing the bone for disobedience. I whined in distress, staring at it.

My Owner said, “Down, girl.” His tone was firm, but there wasn’t a hint of impatience. Clearly, I wasn’t in trouble.

I slid off the chair without taking my eyes off the chew toy. The stage floor felt cool and hard beneath my bare flesh. I wished briefly that I’d worn a longer skirt, something that would’ve covered my knees.

‹Puppies don’t wear skirts.›

The thought gnawed at the back of my awareness, a small voice of dissent in the corner of my mind as I turned my hand back and forth to track the rawhide bone. I growled low in the back of my throat and pushed the errant thought down.

My Owner raised the toy and asked, “Everything all right, girl?”

“Arf!” I rose up on my hindquarters and snapped at the toy, despite knowing that I’d come up short. 

He smiled and commanded me, “Fetch!” 

The toy sailed across the stage a moment later, and I gave chase. Nothing else mattered: not the clapping and laughter from the audience, not the sleeping woman on a folding chair to my left. I snatched up the toy and trotted back to my Owner with the bone clamped proudly between my jaws, drool running down my chin.

There was nothing in my head but brainless, joyful excitement. 

When my Owner told me, “Good girl!” even that tiny flickering of thought was wiped away.

~~~

My head felt like it was stuffed full of cotton, all thick and opaque and impossible to think around. I couldn’t remember where I was, or what I was supposed to be doing. All I knew was that I was sitting in a chair, my chin and panties both slick. My eyes were too heavy to open, my body far too heavy to move. My knees felt scraped up, and my jaw was sore. The chair beneath me was hard and uncomfortable.

Dimly, I wondered if I’d fallen asleep in the kitchen after scrubbing the floor or something.

“How are you doing,” Peter’s voice was distant, and I poised to answer until he finished, “Carol?”

I wondered dully if I was supposed to tell him I was waking up, or maybe just try to go back to sleep. I got as far as opening my eyes before I realized the entire train of thought was moot: I wanted to watch at least as much as the audience beyond them did.

Carol was standing beside him, looking extremely animated. She replied perkily, “Very well, thank you!”

She didn’t seem sleepy.

“Now Carol,” Peter continued, “You’ve seen your best friends act like animals. What was that like?”

“So cool!” Carol gushed, “I had no idea you could do that for real! I thought it was just fake, but Nikki would never have pretended!” 

‹Animals.›

I wondered, with faint alarm, what that was supposed to mean. It sounded vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t remember anything since coming onto the stage.

Meanwhile, Carol seemed to realize she’d put her foot in her mouth. She clapped a hand to her cheek and babbled, blushing, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to say that I thought you were a fake, I just-”

“Focus, Carol,” Peter said firmly, putting a hand on her shoulder as he cut her off, “You will not worry about it. Repeat that back for me, Carol.”

‹Focus.›

‹Not worry.›

‹Repeat.›

Even though the commands weren’t aimed at me, I straightened up a little in my chair, lips parting as though to begin parroting the handsome hypnotist’s instructions. He was right, of course: everything was fine.

Carol straightened up too, as though she were coming to attention. She replied with airheaded perkiness, “I will not worry about it, Sir.”

It was like her brain shut right off. I quivered at the thought.

“In fact,” he continued, “We’re alone right now, and you can say anything. Repeat.”

‹Alone.›

‹Repeat.›

I felt a head rush. I could still see the audience seated past the two of them, but it was as though they were in sepia tones. Part of the background, rather than participants in the scene before me.

“In fact,” Carol parroted with the same brainless enthusiasm, “We’re alone right now and I can say anything.”

“Good girl,” Peter let go of her shoulder and Carol’s posture relaxed to something more natural immediately. He asked, “What were you saying, Carol?”

“Sorry,” she blinked rapidly and admitted dazedly, “But I’m not really sure. Um. What were we talking about?”

“That’s all right,” he replied smoothly, “We were just talking about how I made your best friends frolic and play like animals. Do you think I could do that to you, too?”

‹Animals.›

For a fleeting moment, I wondered if he’d made me cluck like a chicken, but the thought faded the second Carol spoke again. 

“Probably,” she blushed and admitted, “But…”

“But?” Peter prompted her with a smile.

She asked hesitantly, “Wouldn’t it make sense to do something else, since you already kinda did that?”

Peter smiled and nodded, “It would, wouldn’t it?” He stroked his chin thoughtfully and asked, “Why don’t you tell me about the last time you got off, Carol?”

Carol put a hand to her mouth and exclaimed, “Sir!?”

“It’s just the two of us here, isn’t it?” he asked, clearly trying not to sound smug, “So there’s no harm in talking about it. Is there?”

My confused blonde friend looked toward the audience, then past me, then back to Peter. She agreed, still sounding shy, “Yeah, guess not.”

Peter tilted his head and asked, “So…?”

“Um,” Carol blushed furiously, “In the shower this morning.”

“So just with your fingers?” Peter sounded very amused. 

“Yeah,” Carol’s voice was getting smaller by the minute. She crossed her arms and shifted her weight a little, like she might be thinking about taking a step back.

“And talking about it,” he continued, “Is making you think about it. Isn’t it, Carol?”

“Well,” she floundered, “Um… yeah. A little.”

Peter snapped his fingers and cocked his head at her. Behind them, I was dimly aware of the crowd’s intent gazes. He asked, “And how ‘bout now?”

Carol moaned, “Yesss…” 

He snapped his fingers two more times, setting her twitching with each sound, then asked, “And now, Carol?”

“Ohh, yesss!” Carol squirmed in obvious delight, and started to reach for her skirt. 

I wished I could move my arms, too.

Peter put his left hand on her forehead and said firmly, “Freeze.”

‹Freeze.›

I felt every body in my muscle stiffen and tense, then watched Carol stand ramrod straight again. The blonde woman gasped helplessly, hands glued to her sides before she could raise her skirt and finish herself off.

Peter continued, in his new and commanding tone, “Three… two… one, cum Carol!” He snapped his fingers again. Carol moaned incoherently through an expression just as rigid as the rest of her body. Peter just said, “And three… two… one… cum again, Carol! And cum again, Carol!”

‹Cum.›

The single word echoed in my head like a bell, leaving my sopping wet pussy tingling madly… but both my body and brain knew it wasn’t meant for me. As Carol continued to moan and quiver, all I could do was languish in torment, almost there but never reaching it.

Finally, mercifully, Peter commanded, “And sleep!”

‹Sleep.›

Maybe he only meant it for Carol, but he wasn’t that specific. I slipped away again without a moment’s hesitation.


Chapter Two

“C’mon,” Carol led me by the hand, “We gotta go have a talk with that guy!”

The rest of the audience for the hypnosis show was filing out, laughing and talking. More than a few aimed lewd stares our way, but neither Jenny nor Carol seemed to even notice them. I replied hesitantly, “I, uh, I don’t know. It’s already pretty late, and George will be back from his conference on Monday, so…”

“So what,” Jenny teased, “You’ve got a curfew? C’mon, what’ll it hurt? You’ve got the whole weekend ahead of you, alone and free.”

‹I want to go backstage.›

“I…” I trailed off, uncertain about how to finish that sentence. The thought of going and talking to Peter was very compelling, but I pushed it aside. Really, that desire was the whole problem: I wanted to go see him badly enough that it felt wrong to do it. I knew how silly that would sound to the others, though. It wasn’t as though they were talking about tearing off his clothes. Worse, it wasn’t like I could tell them that I’d love to, but not until after I had a cold shower and a change of panties. After a moment of floundering, I just protested weakly, “… I dunno.”

“Very compelling,” Carol giggled. Her eyes were still shiny, and her cheeks were still flushed from whatever he’d done. She tugged at me and said, “We came here to talk to a hypnotist, and we’re not leaving until we do. That was Jenny’s birthday wish, and it’s our job to make wishes come true.”

Jenny took my other hand and agreed, “That is a very good point. Anyway, he won’t bite.”

“Besides,” Carol insisted, “It’s not like you’re fooling us. We know you want to go backstage too.”

‹I want to go backstage.›

The thought pulsed in my head insistently, echoing Carol. I tried to push it aside again, but it was like fighting the tide. I heard myself agree hesitantly, “I want to go backstage too.”

Saying it aloud made it easier to accept. I was tempted to repeat it, but that felt too silly.

“Ah, that’s the spirit,” Jenny laughed, “Resignation. Let’s go!”

I let the two of them sweep me away, even as the last of the audience filed out. Moments later, we found ourselves at his door. 

Carol only had to rap on it once before Peter opened it up, regarding the three of us with his beautiful blue eyes. My blonde friend froze, and I wondered if she simply hadn’t thought her plan through. 

He smiled at the three of us and asked, “Something I can help you ladies with?”

“Well,” Jenny said, “We paid good money to see a show, and ended up as props instead of audience members. I thought you might make it up to us.”

Peter blinked, clearly surprised by that. She always was the boldest of the three of us, though. He stepped aside and opened the door wider, then waved us in. He laughed, “I don’t think anybody has ever put it to me in quite that way before. That’s worth a ‘yes’ by itself. Please, come in.”

Carol blushed vibrantly, but she still slipped past him first. Jenny tugged me through behind her, and then Peter shut the door. It clicked closed with a certain finality. He gestured at a couch along the wall and said, “Have a seat, please.”

Under other circumstances, I might have felt confident with three of us and only one of him, but I already knew he had us outnumbered. Still, I wasn’t going to be rude. We were the guests here. I sat in the middle without a peep, flanked by my friends.

“So,” the hypnotist turned to us and said, “You know the old saying about how a good magician never reveals his secrets? There’s something to that. It’s against the code to do a real Q&A. So that’s a problem.”

Jenny cocked her head and asked, “Then why invite us in?”

“Because,” he smiled, “The rules are far less specific about truth or dare. I’ll tell you what: each of you gets to go a round or two with me. Since you’re clearly the ringleader, you can go first. Deal, Jenny?”

“All right,” Jenny asked, “Am I ever going to remember everything you did to me?”

“On your own? That varies from person to person,” Peter loosened his tie and explained, “It’s like how medicine hits everybody a little differently. Your recollection will not be the same as Carol’s, or Nikki’s, or whomever else I might have put under. Of course, I could help you remember if you wanted me to. I’d just have to hypnotize you to do it.”

“Hm,” Jenny leaned forward, “Tempting. But not until everybody else gets a turn.”

Peter took off his tie, set it aside and said, “Agreed.” He turned to Carol and asked, “And what did you want to know, gorgeous?”

Carol blushed and stammered, “I, uh, Um.”

“Relax,” he said firmly, “Just relax and tell me everything that’s on your mind, beautiful.”

‹Relax.›

‹Tell me everything.›

I felt an intense sense of déjà vu as he spoke, along with a deep and abiding calm. The only thing I could compare it to were some prescription tranquilizers I’d taken for a nasty sprain a few years ago. I sat back, feeling pleasantly warm.

“Yessir,” Carol sounded pretty laid back too as she admitted, “I just wanted your number. I was hoping we could go out.”

“Well,” Peter smiled and said, “I don’t know how I could turn that offer down. I’ll make sure you have it before you leave, pretty girl. That sound good?”

“Yuh huh,” Carol nodded slowly, “Thank you, Sir.”

“No trouble,” Peter smiled down at her. Then he turned, fixed me with his crystal blue eyes and asked, “What do you want to know, Nikki?”

I was transfixed by his gaze, unable to blink. My head felt foggy and heavy. I heard myself admit dully, “I wanted to know what animal you made me and why, Sir.” 

There was that ‘sir’ again. He seemed too young to be a ‘sir,’ but it rolled right off my tongue anyway.

The hypnotist tilted his head, clearly a little surprised by that. He asked, “How do you remember that you were an animal at all, Nikki?”

“Woke up,” I felt myself blush as I admitted, “While you were making Carol cum, Sir.” A part of me wanted to ask why he hadn’t made me cum too, but I couldn’t work up the nerve through my drowsy lethargy.

Carol gasped and asked softly, “… cum?”

Peter smiled and said, “Relax, Carol.” The couch shifted subtly as she melted into it beside me. Then he continued, “That’s very clever, Nikki. I’m very glad Jenny brought you here tonight. Good work, Jenny.”

Jenny said blissfully, “Thank you, Sir.”

‹How did he know that?›

The thought tugged at the corner of my awareness insistently. He couldn’t have known Jenny brought us here unless he already knew her, but she hadn’t said anything… I felt a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach.

Peter kept his gaze locked on mine as he said, “I turned you into a puppy for a little bit. You see, puppies are loyal and playful, and I wanted you to be those two things for me tonight. Tell me what puppies are, Nikki.”

‹Tell me.›

“Loyal and playful, Sir,” I heard myself parrot. It seemed like there should be something wrong with that, but I was too foggy to imagine what it might be. Being loyal and playful didn’t sound too bad. As it was, my panties were soaked. 

If nobody played with me, I would definitely have to play with myself later.

As Peter continued unbuttoning his shirt, he said, “All right, I’ve answered one question from each of you. My turn. Of course, I’m going to want you to be more comfortable. Freeze, girls.”

‹Freeze.›

I sat up straighter, body stiffening in response to the command. It didn’t feel so much like I was cooperating with him, willingly or unwillingly, but instead like magic. Like my entire body were bound. I realized dully that I was helpless. In the deepest, darkest corner of my mind I wondered if I should be worried.

“And,” Peter continued, “As your bodies go rigid, you can feel your arms and legs grow heavier, as though weighted down. Your chests are tighter, constrained. Your heads and eyelids are heavy. These sensations feel good. Your hearts are beating faster even as your bodies relax. Your skin is tingling, aching to be touched. Each of you is soaking wet in anticipation of what else I might tell you to do.”

‹Heavier.›

‹Tighter.›

‹Tingling.›

‹Wet.›

The lingering traces of worry evaporated. I wriggled a little, as much as I could with my body so tightly bound. My skin tingled, aching to be touched.

Peter continued firmly, “And you can feel your minds focus on my words and my voice automatically. This is completely natural. You have always been drawn to my words. When I brought you on stage, it only took a couple of minutes to render all three of you blank slates, no thoughts in your minds except for the ones that I put in them. You can feel that power again now, and you love it.”

‹Focus.›

‹Blank slates.›

‹No thoughts.›

The wonderful words bounced around the inside of my brain, making me feel empty except for their powerful echoes. I felt a big, vapid smile spread across my face. I did love it.

Peter opened his shirt, revealing a toned chest with just the right amount of dark curly hair. He turned to Jenny and said, “Tell me what thoughts are in your mind right now, Jenny.”

“… ones you put there…” Jenny sighed blissfully.

“And nothing else,” Peter said firmly, “Repeat that back for me, Jenny.”

Jenny breathed softly, “… an’ nothin’ else…”

“Carol,” our hypnotist continued, “How long did it take to turn the three of you into blank slates?” He hung his shirt over the back of a chair, then put a leg up on it to untie his shoe.

“… couple minutes…” Carol breathed dreamily.

Finally, he turned to me and asked, “How do you feel about being completely obedient to me, Nikki?” Peter took off a shoe.

“… love it…” I heard myself admit softly.

“Now,” Peter said firmly, “The truth is that the three of you came backstage so that I could take complete control of your minds and bodies. You were just too shy to ask until I did so. That’s very true, isn’t it Jenny?”

Jenny agreed dully, “Uh huh.”

“What about you, Carol?” Peter asked, his other shoe finding a spot beneath the chair.

Carol whispered, “…yesss…”

“And you, Nikki?” Peter unfastened his belt.

I stared, mesmerized by the sight. He was gorgeous, and he was going to be naked soon. Something about that dimly struck me as wrong, but I couldn’t put it to words. All I had to say for myself was, “Yessir.”

He smiled at me, sending tingles up and down my spine. Then he turned back to Jenny and asked, “How long before you need to be home, beautiful girl?”

“… soon, Sir…” Jenny answered, still sounding dazed.

She was supposed to spend the evening with us, same as we did every few weeks, but we normally got home by one or two. Her husband Peter would be expecting her. Besides which, she had a traditional birthday party tomorrow afternoon, and it was already after eleven.

“What about you,” Peter met my gaze and asked, “When do you have to be home by, gorgeous?”

‹Gorgeous.›

I looked into his crystal blue eyes and shivered. I heard myself reply, “… any time…”

My hypnotist glanced down, maybe at the wedding band on my hand and asked, “No one waiting up for you at home tonight?”

“…nosir…” I confirmed, feeling lightheaded at the admission. 

“And how long,” Peter asked, a hint of eagerness in his voice, “Does that situation last, Nikki?”

“… Monday…” I breathed.

He turned and said, “Good girl, Jenny. You did a perfect job. On your feet, drop your panties, and tell me how well you did.”

‹Drop your panties.›

The command wasn’t aimed at me, but I tingled with anticipation anyway as I watched my friend rise. She moved unsteadily, looking like she’d had much more to drink than we’d ordered with dinner. 

Jenny hiked up her skirt and dropped a pair of frilly black panties around her ankles. Then she said dully, “… perfect job…”

Peter patted her ass and said, “Get on your hands and knees on the floor, Jenny, and crawl two steps forward.” He turned to Carol, tapped a spot on the floor with his toes and added, “Kneel right there, babe.”

‹Hands and knees.›

‹Kneel.›

The words pulsed in my brain, making me feel even foggier. I squirmed, feeling a twinge of jealousy as I watched Jenny lower herself to the carpeted floor and crawl forward. She lowered her head and raised her ass, offering it up even though it was still covered by her skirt. Then my energetic, bohemian friend simply waited, still as a piece of furniture.

Carol slid off the couch directly to her knees, not standing first. From her awkward motions, I wasn’t sure if she did that because she hadn’t been told to stand up, or because she lacked the coordination right now.

Peter let his slacks drop around his ankles. He had plain black boxers beneath them, already tented by his erection. He lowered those a moment later, revealing his beautiful cock. It was big and thick and veiny, something out of a movie rather than anything I’d seen up close. He asked, “Carol, when’s the last time you sucked cock?”

‹Sucked cock.›

Even in my dazed state, the question made me blush furiously. 

Carol admitted softly, “… months…”

It was strange to hear her admit that. I never had, not even with George.

“You miss it,” Peter took a step closer as he continued, “Don’t you?” It wasn’t really a question.

“Yesss…” Carol let out a soft little moan, swaying in place on the floor.

My cheeks burned even hotter at her admission. 

‹My best friend wants to suck cock.›

The thought was distracting, almost enough to get me to speak. Peter just looked down at Carol and said firmly, “Get me hard babe, but don’t finish. Be a good little fluffer.”

Carol leaned forward without another word, taking as much of his enormous shaft into her mouth as she could. The petite blonde could only fit about two thirds in her mouth, her cheek bulging with it. She closed her eyes in obvious bliss.

Peter twined his fingers in her curly locks possessively, but then he looked back up at me. Maybe he’d seen the look of shock on my face. He locked eyes with me and said, “Relax, Nikki. I am in complete control of you. You have no desire, except to serve me. Tell me the only thing you want to do right now.”

‹Relax.›

‹Complete control.›

‹Serve me.›

The words washed over me, wiping away my embarrassment and replacing it with laser-like focus. I heard myself say, with brainless perkiness, “Serve you, Sir.”

“Good girl, Nikki. Now, the best way you can serve me,” Peter explained helpfully, “Is to hike up your skirt and masturbate while you watch your friends service me, Nikki. Obey me now.”

‹Hike up your skirt.›

‹Masturbate.›

‹Watch.›

‹Obey.›

I broke eye contact with him the instant he told me to, my gaze locking instead on Carol. She hadn’t stopped during our exchange: her head was still bobbing up and down on his enormous cock, which was now glistening from her enthusiastic attention. I fumbled with my skirt and reached beneath it, rubbing myself through my plain white panties. He hadn’t said to take them off, but the sheer fabric only made it hotter.

I loved that I had already soaked them through.

Peter said firmly, “The moment you cum, you will sleep, Nikki. You hear and obey. Repeat that for me.”

‹Cum.›

‹Sleep.›

‹Obey.›

“Mmm,” I moaned, grinding the heel of my hand against my sopping pussy, “I hear and obey, Sir.” It felt like the words were coiled around my awareness, ready to snuff out the last lingering wisps of my awareness… and that only made me want to rub myself harder and faster.

Apparently satisfied, Peter looked back down at Carol. He tightened his grip on her hair and held her head in place. She let out a muffled little noise of surprise, and then he began to thrust into her mouth, fucking it like she was a doll rather than a living partner. She made helpless little squeaking noises as she gagged on the deep, hard thrusts.

My hand pushed my panties aside, completely outside of my control. I penetrated myself with two fingers and began to thrust them inside me. The stimulation was maddening, made even worse by the certainty that I would never cum this way… but deep down, I knew I didn’t want to do it watching Carol suck Peter off.

I wanted to see him fuck Jenny.

Peter continued thrusting into Carol’s mouth for a long moment. She was clearly having a little trouble breathing, but it didn’t seem to bother her. She didn’t struggle or twitch, just let him do what he wanted.

Like me, she just seemed to want more.

Finally, Peter pulled his enormous, veiny cock out of Carol’s mouth, glistening wet and connected to her lips by a thin strand of saliva. She let out a little mewling noise of disappointment, and looked like she might actually speak out of turn. The gorgeous hypnotist cut her off though, placing the palm of his right hand on her forehead and commanding, “Cum, Carol!”

‹Cum.›

Carol’s glassy eyes widened in dull surprise. She moaned and twitched, collapsing in a heap on the floor, a puppet with her strings cut.

Peter stood over her, erect cock sticking straight out, and added firmly, “Sleep, Carol.”

‹Sleep.›

Both commands echoed in my helpless brain too, sending tingling thrills up and down my spine, and making my eyelids feel heavy. Still, I knew they weren’t meant for me. My hand kept working between my legs, teasing and wonderful and awful all at the same time.

Carol stopped twitching, her breathing going slow and deep. 

Peter stepped past her and moved to kneel on the floor behind Jenny. I watched as he pushed her skirt up, revealing her sopping wet pussy. Her thighs were slick with her own juices, and she shuddered when he exposed her. He rubbed her slit with the heel of his hand, grinding it against her lips without penetrating her at all.

I wanted to tell him to hurry, but I couldn’t find the words. Jenny seemed to agree: she ground against his hand, moaning incoherently with need.

Peter pulled his hand back and asked, “Jenny, how old are you?”

“… thirty one…” she half-whispered, arching her back and thrusting her bare sex at the empty air where his hand had been.

Jenny and I were only a year apart.

“Good girl,” he said, drawing his hand further back, “Time for your birthday spanking. Isn’t it, pretty girl?”

‹Spanking.›

My hand sped up inside me, thrusting in and out with abandon, even as my cheeks burned hotter.

Jenny pressed her face to the floor in abject subservience, and agreed, with a little more life in her voice, “Yes, Sir.”

Peter slapped her ass and said, “One.”

‹One.›

“Thank you, Sir,” Jenny panted, “May I have another?” 

“Two,” Peter smacked her again, a loud and meaty sound against her firm backside. His hand already beginning to redden her cheeks.

Jenny squealed and repeated, “Thank you, Sir, may I have another?”

‹Two.›

I stared, my hand slowing down, my mind feeling even more sluggish than before. I blinked slowly, eyelids heavy. When I could keep them open, I stared at Jenny’s pert and increasingly red backside, bouncing just a little with each stroke.

Listening to Peter count was mesmerizing. He only got to ten before I slipped away.

~~~

I floated in silky, warm darkness, feeling completely empty and peaceful. It might have been for hours or days or years: time didn’t mean anything to me at all.

Then, out of nowhere, I heard my best friend Jenny cry out, “Oh, God!”

I blinked awake dazedly. 

Jenny was still on all fours on the floor, but Peter wasn’t spanking her anymore. Now, his slacks were around his knees, his huge cock buried inside Jenny’s sopping pussy. His ass was no less impressive: muscular and toned, not a blemish visible anywhere on it or his legs.

For a moment, I stared at it all in dim confusion, wondering why my happily married friend Jenny was getting fucked on the ground like an animal.

Then, Peter slapped her ass and said, “There’s my good little birthday girl. Cum!” His exertion was plain in his voice. It sounded like he’d been at it for some time.

‹Cum!›

My vision blurred for a moment at the power of Peter’s voice in my head. When it came back into focus, I remembered: we had been hypnotized.

Jenny was just serving him, like we all wanted to do.

My hand returned to my slippery nether lips, rubbing furiously. I could feel pleasure building between my sodden thighs, the anticipation almost electric. My skin tingled with it, my brain fogged with it.

Before I could finish, Peter turned and made eye contact with me, his eyes still shiny and alert. He panted raggedly, “Nikki, cum!”

‹Cum!›

My body responded instantly, completely out of my control. Pleasure exploded from between my legs and washed over my body, setting every nerve tingling. I felt my toes curl in my shoes, and my hands twitched helplessly even though all I wanted to do was keep rubbing myself.

‹Sleep.›

Peter’s earlier command nagged insistently at my pliable, dazed brain. Drowsiness washed over me, my arms hanging limp at my sides, my head drooping. My heart was still doing flips in my chest, but it didn’t matter.

I couldn’t even manage to close my mouth before the world went dark again.

~~~

“Jenny, Carol,” Peter’s rich, powerful voice was back to normal, “Have you ever been hypnotized?”

I blinked awake for… I wasn’t sure how many times it had happened this evening. My mouth felt dry and full of cotton, and I felt drool on my chin. My cheeks burned, but even my embarrassment couldn’t give me the power to move on my own.

I needed permission.

All I could do was open my eyes to try and figure out what was happening. I saw Peter standing in front of Jenny and Carol. Both my friends had straightened up their clothing a little, and were kneeling in front of him, side by side. Their faces were rapt and adoring, eyes glassy as they looked up at him. My friends chorused, sing-song, “No, Sir.” 

I shivered, not sure if I should be jealous or afraid of their mindless look. I did wonder, with what little brainpower I could muster, why I wasn’t on the floor with them though.

Peter continued, “Jenny, Carol, have we ever had sex?”

They chorused again, “No, Sir.”

“Jenny, Carol,” he asked, “What will you do when I call you later, with directions?”

Their blank, vapid smiles widened as they chorused, “I will hear and obey, Sir.”

“Good girls,” Peter’s smile was audible, even though he wasn’t facing me. He asked, “Carol, what are you going to do after I wake you?”

Carol recited obediently, “Take Jenny home. Let her use my shower. Forget. Sleep.”

“Good girl, Carol. Cum for me,” Peter ordered before turning to Jenny, “Jenny, tell me what you are going to do after I wake you up.”

‹Cum.›

Carol moaned and twitched, her eyes rolling back into her head. My own body tingled at the word, in anticipation of the moment he would say it to me again.

He had to say it again soon.

Jenny didn’t even blink, ignoring the display. She kept her eyes fixed on Peter’s face as she replied, “Go to Carol’s house. Clean up. Change. Forget. Go home.”

Peter put a hand on her forehead and said, “Good girl, Jenny. Cum for me.”

‹Cum.›

Jenny squeezed her eyes shut and let out a soft little cry of pleasure, but she didn’t collapse, instead leaning against his hand. Watching her nearly set me off again. My hands twitched, wanting to raise my skirt again.

Peter watched them both recover, much faster than last time, and he said, “Jenny, Carol: rise. Wake. Go.”

My two best friends stiffened, then rose to their feet unsteadily. They still looked tipsy. Fortunately, none of us had planned to drive ourselves home tonight. 

Nobody wanted to be the designated driver on a girls’ night out.

Both of them blinked rapidly, then they turned and filed out of the room without another word, or so much as a glance my way. 

Peter turned to me. He said, clearly a little surprised, “Not a very heavy sleeper, are we, Nikki?”

My brain felt vapor-locked. I knew he wanted an answer, but forming one felt beyond me. I managed to stammer, cheeks burning again, “N-no Sir?”

I sounded ridiculous. Stupid, even.

My gorgeous hypnotist stepped closer, putting a hand beneath my chin and raising my head a bit. Contact with his warm skin felt electric, like we were completing some kind of circuit. He locked eyes with me and said gently, “Relax, Nikki. I would like to apologize for dividing my attention, this evening. It was just very important to me to treat Jenny to a real birthday celebration. We’re good friends, she and I.”

‹Relax.›

My head swam, too foggy to really process everything he was saying. I wasn’t even sure if he needed me to reply, so I just smiled and nodded mutely.

Peter smiled and continued, “It’s okay, pretty girl. We have the whole weekend ahead of us. By the time it’s over, we’re going to be good friends too. You’re very happy about that. Aren’t you, Nikki?”

‹Good friends.›

‹Very happy.›

Blissful warmth washed over me, and I agreed joyfully, “… yessir…”

“Wonderful,” Peter rubbed my cheek lightly, “Time for some marching orders, then. Sleep, Nikki.”

‹Sleep.›

I was gone again.


Chapter Three

“… three,” Peter’s voice slowly came into focus, “… Two… and one. Welcome back, Nikki.”

I blinked heavily, body tingling and sat up with some difficulty. Then I opened my eyes to what looked like a nice hotel room. I was sitting in the room’s only bed in a plain white slip and a pair of panties, while Peter sat beside me at the desk in his boxers. I had no idea what we’d been up to, but whatever it had been, I was pretty turned on: there was a wet spot beneath me. I rubbed my temple, as though I might massage the confusion out of my foggy brain, and I replied, “Um, hi, Petey. What’s… what’s going on?”

I sounded about as dull as I felt.

Peter smiled at me and said firmly, “We’re just having a weekend out of town. You know, to get away from it all. Tell me what we’re doing, Nikki.”

‹Tell me.›

I rubbed my eyes and parroted, “We’re just having a weekend out of town. To get away from it all.” 

Coming up with my own description seemed like too much effort. Fortunately, saying that aloud cleared a lot of the cobwebs: quite suddenly, I remembered everything. I was twenty two, and Peter and I were celebrating my very last Spring Break with a weekend of dirty hotel sex. No loud dorm parties, no roommates, no worries about cleaning up after ourselves. Nothing to get in the way of our fun.

That explained my panties.

As I lowered my hands, I noticed a strange light spot on my ring finger, like I’d been wearing a wedding band. That that didn’t make any sense, though. I didn’t plan to get married for years, not even to Peter. I shook my head and pushed the thought away. Today was no time for worries. I smiled up at my college boyfriend and said brightly, “I remember. This was such a good idea! I don’t know how I forgot.”

Peter smiled and said, “Don’t worry about it. In fact, there’s no need to think about it at all. You will forget it. That’s very true, isn’t it Nikki?”

‹Don’t worry.›

‹Don’t think.›

‹Forget.›

My head felt foggy again, his words echoing inside my sodden brain, leaving very little room for thoughts of my own. I hesitated anyway, wondering if I really should feel that way. Then Peter locked gazes with me, his crystal blue eyes endlessly deep. I stared into them and agreed dully, “Yessir.”

Calling my boyfriend ‘sir’ gave me an intense sense of deja vu, and made my already wet pussy tingle.

“What were we talking about, Nikki?” Peter asked, his voice more commanding than curious.

I felt a twinge of dissonance in the depths of my brain, a nagging sensation that I should know, but it faded under Peter’s piercing gaze. Feeling lightheaded, I admitted, “I forget.”

“That’s okay,” he rose from the chair, his erection tenting his boxers, and walked toward me without breaking eye contact. He said, “Raise your arms, Nikki.”

‹Raise your arms.›

My body moved to comply before I could even think about it. Peter reached down and pulled my slip over my head, then tossed it to the floor. 

As he broke eye contact, I started to ask him a question, but as soon as he reestablished it, the words died on my lips. My mouth just hung open stupidly as I stared up at him.

Peter took me in his hands, pulling me toward his body and said, “Tell me how long we’ve been together, Nikki.”

‹Tell me.›

My brain felt vapor-locked. All I could think about was how warm and strong his grip was. Even so, I heard myself recite, “Six months, two weeks, three days.”

I had no idea how I was talking, but that still sounded about right.

“And,” he continued, “Tell me what you’d do for me, Nikki.”

That one was easier. I heard myself say, “Anything,” and I couldn’t imagine saying anything else.

I loved my boyfriend.

“Good girl,” Peter nodded, not sounding surprised either. Then he leaned in and kissed me on the lips, his mouth hot and wet and hungry. I melted as he nibbled at my bottom lip, his grip still steely. 

It was an eternity before we came up for air, my heart pounding like a frightened rabbit’s. When he finally broke off the kiss, I panted helplessly, cheeks flushed.

Naturally, Peter was less impacted, still completely in control of himself. He wasn’t even breathing hard. He lowered me to the pillows behind us, hands not shaking in the slightest. He nudged my legs apart with his knee, then he splayed my nether lips open with his hard fingers. A moment later, I felt the head of his cock penetrate me, his thick member sliding inside of me with agonizing slowness.

I gasped and moaned, wanted to grind down on it, but I couldn’t move with our gazes locked. I couldn’t even find the words to beg him to go faster. All I could do was lay back, legs spread wide, mouth hanging open, staring up into his crystal blue eyes as he ground inside me with maddening, teasing slowness. 

Peter’s expression was one of utter discipline and focus. He rocked his hips, gyrating slowly, making me feel even more full than I had before. He was so big.

‹Bigger than George.›

‹Better than George.›

The thoughts pulsed in my brain, dull and confusing. I couldn’t recall dating anyone named George, but I had a sudden and vivid memory of uninspired sex. Fast thrusts, a body panting above me with exertion. I remembered cum spilling into me before I’d had a chance to get off, using my fingers to finish… but Peter was my only boyfriend. I couldn’t imagine cheating on him. 

I furrowed my brow, trying to reconcile the two thoughts.

Peter leaned in and kissed my ear, breaking eye contact. For a moment, my thoughts seemed a little clearer. I could see George’s face, open and expressive. Then Peter whispered, “Focus, Nikki. No thoughts. No will. Just my words.”

‹Focus.›

‹No thoughts no will.›

‹My words.›

His words washed over me, enveloping me in fog again. I struggled feebly to hold onto what I’d been wondering about, but it was wrapped in impenetrable, delicious uncertainty. I groaned, helpless against his power.

Then, Peter thrust into me. It wasn’t one of the maddening gyrations he’d been torturing me with, but a sudden and deep plunge into the core of my being, making me feel completely full. The shock of sensation was almost enough to send me over the edge by itself. Every other thought evaporated, instantly gone. My toes curled, and I clutched at the blanket beneath me reflexively.

My mouth hung open uselessly. I couldn’t even find the presence of mind to close it.

Peter shifted over me, locking gazes again, and began to hammer me. The hotel bed creaked beneath his fierce rhythm, shifting beneath us. Every thrust set tingling anticipation building between my thighs, up and down my spine. The sensations were nearly unbearable, made so much more intense by Peter’s crystal blue eyes. 

It felt like they were penetrating me too.

Several long moments passed before I even found the presence of mind to rock my hips and meet his powerful strokes, driving him even deeper inside me. I wanted to beg him to speed up, but try as I might, it was all I could do not to drool. As it was, tears were forming in the corners of my eyes, and I could hear myself making helpless little squeaking noises, like I was less a woman he was fucking, and more a chew toy he was playing with.

Finally, when it seemed like my body could take no more, Peter just said one word, “Cum!”

‹CUM›

The single thought nearly flattened me, roaring in my sodden brain like thunder. White hot pleasure cascaded from the core of my being, where Peter’s cock had penetrated me, and raced along every nerve ending in my body. My form went taut beneath Peter’s, stretched like a bow by the incredible sensation. I heard a short, ragged scream come from my mouth, but I could barely feel it.

Peter came inside of me a moment later, hot and sticky and wet. The force of his ejaculation almost felt like a slap inside me, setting off aftershocks of pleasure. Ecstasy so intense it ached rocked me, even as his seed ran down the insides of my glistening thighs.

“Sleep,” Peter’s voice was just as firm.

‹SLEEP›

My world dissolved to black.

~~~

“Master…” my own whisper roused me to half-awareness. I was laying on my side, too tired to open my eyes. My cheek was damp, and my mouth tasted unaccountably salty. My whole body felt light and heavy at the same time, as though I were sleepily drifting in warm water.

Maybe I was dreaming.

“Tell me whom your Master is,” the Voice was firm but gentle, floating somewhere above me in the velvety dark.

‹Master›

“… you…” the reply fell out my mouth, sending a thrill down my spine. I knew it was the truth: I needed to obey the Voice in all things.

“Tell me how good that feels,” the Voice continued. A warm hand found its way to my thigh, stroking me gently.

‹Good›

I shivered, and heard myself say, “… goooood…” I wanted to lean into His touch, but I couldn’t quite manage.

“You have no will,” the Voice assured me smoothly, “No thoughts. Do you, Nikki?”

‹No will›

‹No thoughts›

The last thought to flicker across my nearly empty brain was simply, “… no…”

~~~

I woke to warm sunshine on my cheek, and the sound of running water. My entire body felt tingly and good. I stretched languidly, pleasantly sore. Last night was something of a blur, but I knew it had been good. I rolled out of bed, a big smile plastered across my face and and padded toward the bathroom. 

The door was ajar, and Peter was standing in front of the mirror, buck naked. He had a toothbrush in hand.

‹Even flaccid, he’s bigger than George.›

The thought tugged at the corner of my awareness for a moment, but I pushed it aside. I didn’t know any George, much less how he was hung.

Peter turned to me, smiling at least as much as I was. He said, “Good morning, love. How are you feeling?”

“Wonderful,” I said, “This was the best idea you ever had.” I craned my neck up and kissed his cheek, then asked, “Anything you want this morning?”

My boyfriend stroked my hair affectionately and said, “Mm… maybe kiss my feet, dear?”

‹Kiss my feet.›

The words felt heavy in my brain, all I could think about. I slid smoothly to my knees on the cool tile floor, then bent forward and pressed my lips to the top of his right foot, then his left. His skin smelled clean, just the natural scent of masculine flesh. I rose to my haunches, looked up at him and asked, “That what you had in mind?”

“It’s a start,” Peter reached down and stroked my hair affectionately. He said, “Bark like a dog, Nikki.”

‹Bark like a dog.›

My head felt pleasantly foggy, like maybe I hadn’t woken all the way up after all. I smiled and replied, “Arf! Arf!” Then I butted his thigh with my cheek, and wagged my rear end.

My boyfriend asked, “Does it feel strange to do whatever I say?”

When he put it like that, it did seem like I should mind. I turned the idea over in my mind though, and I couldn’t really say why. All I did know was that thinking about it was getting me wet all over again. Finally, I shook my head and said, “Nah. It’s kinda nice. Hot.” I blushed at the admission.

“Really,” Peter said, “It’s just easier, having no will of your own right now.”

‹No will.›

I shivered and agreed, “Mmmyeah.”

“Good girl,” Peter ran his fingers through my hair and said, “Tell you what: why don’t you fluff me while I finish brushing my teeth, then I’ll fuck you in the shower. Sounds good, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Sir,” I agreed, rising to take his magnificent cock between my lips.

I knew it would be the best weekend ever.


Chapter Four

Present Day

Peter unzipped his fly and produced his beautiful cock. It was enormous, even semi-erect. I stared at it, feeling a head rush. It was like the rest of the world was very far away now. I was only dimly aware of George looking on, his far less heroic dick in hand.

My best friend had whipped it out, and my husband was masturbating to the scene. The surreal scene made me feel lightheaded, like my head was an empty balloon simply tethered to my body. I couldn’t find the presence of mind to say anything better than a surprised little, “… oh!”

Peter reached down, twining his fingers possessively in my hair. He gripped it firmly and tugged my head up, locking gazes with me. He asked, “What do you remember about the last time we fucked, Nikki?”

I knew I’d been with Peter in the past, before I met George, but the details were hazy. Worse, trying to focus on them made me feel sluggish, like the memory itself was quicksand trying to suck me down. I replied dully, “Nothing, Sir.”

His grip tightened and shifted, and Peter said, “It’s time to remember now, Nikki. Remember blowing me. You will obey.”

‹Remember.›

‹Obey.›

My world twisted, and I felt an intense sense-memory of Peter’s enormous member between my lips. I didn’t remember looking at it so much as the taste, the feel and the scent of it, his throbbing glans pressed against the back of my throat. 

I blinked, eyelids suddenly quite heavy and breathed, “… yessir…”

Calling Peter ‘Sir’ made me juice, worse than I already had. It felt right in a way I could scarcely put into words.

“There was nothing dirty about my cock in your mouth,” Peter asked me smoothly, “Was there?” 

‹Nothing dirty.›

“… no sir…” I whispered obediently. His cock couldn’t be dirty. Nothing about Peter could be wrong at all. His eyes were just too deep, his voice too magical.

He tilted my head back down, breaking eye contact and leaving me facing his semi-erect manhood. He said, “Get me hard, then stop.”

‹Hard.›

I leaned forward and took the head of his cock between my lips gently, careful to keep my teeth away from it. It twitched at the stimulation, growing stiffer immediately. I began to bob my head up and down on it, lips pursed tightly around him.

The act gave me intense deja vu. I knew I’d done it before, maybe a lot of times. I suddenly wondered why I’d ever had a problem with giving head.

Peter stroked my hair lightly and said, “Good girl. Give that, mm, your full attention.”

‹Good girl.›

‹Full attention.›

I quivered at his praise, moaning around him. That just made him harder, throbbing with excitement in my mouth. I didn’t even try to talk: my mouth was full. 

“George,” Peter said firmly, “Come stand over here, arms at your sides.”

I felt a twinge at the edge of my consciousness about that, and wondered if George should really be watching. Maybe something was wrong with that. Peter’s cock tensed in my mouth before I could explore that line of reasoning. Instead of worrying about it, I slowed down to keep him from cumming yet. He’d only wanted to be nice and hard. Maybe he’d fuck me if I did a good enough job for him.

“Sure, Pete,” George replied as casually as if Peter were asking him to pass the mustard. My husband shuffled over. I should see him in my peripheral vision, moving like a sleepwalker, stiff cock wagging as he walked. He stopped within arm’s reach, swaying in place a little.

“Nikki’s training,” Peter said, “Is going pretty well. You’re really glad you had me teach her about sucking dick. Aren’t you, George?”

‹Training.›

The word made me shiver in pleasure, even though I dimly realized that wasn’t quite right either. Training me had definitely been Peter’s idea.

Everything was always Peter’s idea.

“Mm,” George looked down at me and agreed dully, “Uh huh.”

“I think,” Peter’s grip on my hair tightened, stopping my head from moving, “That it’s your turn to take part in training. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, George?”

It wasn’t really a question. But then, I couldn’t imagine George turning it down: he’d wanted me to give him head for years.

“Mmyeah,” George agreed. His hand moved toward me a little, but he let it fall back to his side.

I realized, with another thrill of pleasure, that my own husband was waiting for Peter’s permission to so much as touch me.

This was clearly not lost on Peter. He tugged me firmly off of his erect shaft and looked down, making eye contact again. Then he said firmly, “Nikki, it’s George’s turn to take part in training. You want to suck him until he’s hard, then keep him there.”

‹George’s turn.›

‹Training.›

‹Suck him.›

“Mmmhmmm,” I moaned, trying to nod my head, but restrained by his firm grip. I let him turn my head toward George. My husband’s cock already looked pretty stiff, a single drop of precum on its head. I leaned forward and licked it off, unsurprised that it was sweet rather than salty.

I knew how this was supposed to go.

My husband started to move, to put his hands on my head, but Peter cut in before he could make contact. Peter said firmly, “Freeze, George.”

‹Freeze.›

George went stiff as a board, his eyes looking glassy. The command sent a tingling thrill up and down my whole body too, but I knew it hadn’t been meant for me. 

My orders were still clear. I pursed my lips tightly over George’s shaft and slid down it, rolling my tongue along the underside. He didn’t taste bad either, although it didn’t drive me crazy the way Peter did. I looked up, gazing into his blank eyes. His expression was vacant, and the sight of it had my panties soaked.

“Things are better,” Peter assured George, “When I have complete access to Nikki. Mind and body. She’s so much more fun afterward. That’s very true, isn’t it?”

‹Complete access.›

‹Mind and body.›

‹Fun.›

I sped up on George’s cock, skin aching with need at the wonderful way Peter was talking about me. 

“… yessss…” my husband breathed in agreement, body tense at the attention I was lavishing on him. He couldn’t move, but he felt like he wanted to vibrate out of his skin.

“I’m glad we have an understanding about that,” Peter said, “Now, lay down so that Nikki can stick her ass up in the air for me. I think the best way to celebrate tonight is by splitting her for dessert. You agree completely. Don’t you?”

‹Splitting her.›

“… mmmyeah…” George panted, pulling away from me with an utterly brainless expression. 

I couldn’t help it: as his cock slid from between my lips, I gave Peter a sidelong glance and pleaded, “Please, Sir. I need it.”

“Face down in George’s lap, Nikki,” Peter said firmly, “And put your ass up for me. Obey.”

‹Face down.›

‹Ass up.›

‹Obey.›

The last word gave me another head rush. I turned back to George dazedly. He lowered himself clumsily to the dining room floor in front of me, glistening erection sticking straight up like a flag pole. I crawled forward, between his spread legs, and lowered my head again. I licked his shaft like a lollipop, then pulled back and swirled my tongue around its head. Beneath me, George moaned and tensed, but his arms stayed at his sides.

Behind me, Peter flipped up my skirt and hooked a finger underneath my sodden panties, tugging them down around my knees. I leaned further forward, offering myself to him in the hope that he’d hurry.

Peter didn’t disappoint: a moment later, he put one hand on my left hip to steady himself. He used the other to splay my slippery nether lips open with his fingers, then plunged his stiff manhood deep inside me. He penetrated me with one deep, powerful stroke, his balls slapping against me.

I moaned around George’s cock, and rocked my hips backward to meet Peter’s forceful strokes. Tingling pleasure was already building between my thighs, driving me wild.

Behind me, Peter said firmly, “Things, mm, are better, when you obey me. Both of you. Aren’t they?”

‹Obey.›

‹Both of you.›

My head felt fuzzy again, wrapped in velvety fog. Peter was so right. Everything was good now that both of us obeyed him. I moaned in agreement around George’s cock, “Mmhmm!”

George groaned, “Uh huh!” 

“Mm,” Peter continued, “Focus on that while you near climax. When you cum,” he paused and ground inside me, moving from side to side with maddening skill, “You will sleep and obey. Mindlessly.”

‹Focus.›

‹Cum.›

‹Sleep.›

‹Obey mindlessly.›

The words bounced around my brain, erasing everything else. My entire world shrank to the sensations I was feeling, to pleasuring George, and the certainty that I would be completely mindless in the next few moments. I ached for it.

I squeezed my eyes shut to focus on it more completely and sped up on George’s shaft. Instead of licking and teasing, I began to bob my head up and down on his throbbing member with abandon, lips as tight as I could manage.

The sooner he came, the sooner he’d be mindless too.

Behind me, Peter picked up the pace as well. He leaned forward, shifting his angle so he could penetrate me more deeply, and began to piston in and out with fierce concentration. I could feel his heart racing, hear his ragged breath. 

I lost all sense of time, the moment feeling like it could go on forever. White hot pleasure building between my legs, the feel of my husband’s cock in my mouth. The wonderful feeling of being penetrated from both ends. My brain wrapped in sweet, impenetrable fog. George laying beneath me, eyes glassy, expression one of vacant bliss.

The three of us might have stayed that way for heartbeats or hours.

Finally, Peter’s cock tensed inside me. He was right at the edge. Peter nearly growled, “Cum George!”

‹cum›

The command sent a shiver of pleasure through me, but I had the presence of mind to pull up on my husband’s cock to keep from choking. An instant later, George came with a moan of pleasure, filling my mouth with his hot and sticky seed. I caught it on my tongue and swallowed greedily, feeling another intense sensation of deja vu. It seemed like I’d sucked cock before. 

Maybe a lot.

Beneath me, George’s body went slack, eyes slipping shut. 

Peter came an instant later, his cum filling my sopping inner passage to overflowing, then running down my thighs. The force of it was enough to set me off too, pleasure exploding from the core of my being and washing over me in waves. I could feel tears at the corners of my eyes, my hands gripping the linoleum beneath me helplessly. 

“Cum, Nikki!” Peter gave the order anyway.

‹CUM›

The force of the command set me off again. My entire body spasmed and twitched, and I saw stars. I let out a helpless little cry of pleasure, George’s cock sliding out of my mouth, and then I collapsed on top of my husband’s still form.

A moment later, I was gone.

~~~

The familiar sound of Peter’s snapping fingers woke me from wherever I’d been. As always, I felt good: my sex was pleasantly sore, my entire body tingly with afterglow. My mouth tasted a little salty. I could barely remember anything that had happened tonight, but I didn’t care. I felt much too warm and peaceful to worry about it.

Too docile, really.

I opened my eyes to my living room and looked around sluggishly. I was on the couch with George, while Peter sat across from us in our nice leather recliner. I said, “Mm. Hi, Peter.”

Peter smiled and replied, “Hi, Nikki, George. How are you doing?”

George said sleepily, “Pretty good, thanks.” He put his arm around me, tugging me a little close.

I snuggled against my husband and agreed, “Yeah. I’m great. Tired though.”

“Good,” Peter said, “I know you both want bed soon. I just wanted to do a little scheduling before sending you there. Have I ever hypnotized either of you?”

‹hypnotized›

George and I exchanged a puzzled glance before looking back at Peter. I shook my head, while George said, “Nope. Why?”

“Just wondering what you’d say if I asked to put you under,” Peter smiled confidently, “Maybe get Nikki to service us both after a nice, home cooked dinner.”

‹Service us both.›

I shivered and blushed, then turned to George.

My husband shrugged and said, “Anything you want, Pete.” He reached up and stroked my hair, then added, “But all you really need to do is ask. Right, honey?”

Listening to my husband offer me up to our houseguest made me squirm. I realized I wasn’t wearing any panties, and wondered dimly where they’d gone. Maybe I hadn’t worn them at all, knowing Peter was coming by. I tilted my head and agreed, “Yeah. Anything you want. Should I…?” I trailed off, wondering if I should get on the floor for my boys.

“Oh,” Peter shook his head and raised a hand to stop me, “Not tonight. It’s late. But I do want to borrow you next Saturday, Nikki. Say, seven o’clock until Sunday morning, and we can have brunch when I bring her back?”

“Sure,” George agreed happily, “Sounds good. Nikki?”

“Yeah,” I agreed, “I’ll be there with bells on, Peter.”


Epilogue

Six Months Later

“What about her?” Peter asked. He had one arm around me as I sat in his lap, the other hovering over the glossy screen of my iPad.

I wriggled a little, enjoying the feel of his semi-erect cock against the inside of my thigh. Then I peered at the image he’d settled on in my Facebook. It was a head shot of my lovely friend Wendy, smiling brightly on a pier somewhere during her last vacation. She had green eyes, and curly auburn hair. I thought about it for a moment and said, “I’m not sure she’s your type, Sir.”

At the foot of the bed, Jenny looked up from her own tablet and asked, “Who?” Jenny was still wearing a lacy black bra, but her panties were… somewhere. I was sure they were still in our hotel suite anyway. Peter had taken them off with his teeth, so they couldn’t have gotten too far.

“Wendy Connolly,” I tapped the screen and said, “And she’s divorced, Sir.”

“Ah,” Peter rubbed my tummy and agreed, “Good for her, but probably not appropriate then. Who else do you have?”

Jenny held up her tablet, offering a picture of a gorgeous Asian woman with straight black hair and intense brown eyes. She said, “Maybe Mei here? She’s been married for a year or two now.”

“Mm,” Peter held out his hand and said, “Let me see.”

“If I may,” Jenny passed him the tablet and asked, “Why do you like all your pets married, Sir?”

“Yeah,” I looked up at him and added, “You could keep Carol at your house in a cute little French maid outfit all the time, not a thought in her head. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

Peter tapped the screen to look at more shots. As he did, he shook his head and explained, “You’re more fun when you’re taboo, girls. Besides,” he swiped his finger again, “I’m doing both your husbands a favor too. That’s a lot kinder than taking you out of the dating pool completely. Isn’t it?”

It wasn’t a command exactly, but his voice had that steely tone he used he wanted us to agree. I could feel myself reacting to it instinctively, and see that Jenny was too. Her pretty eyes went a little glassy.

We sighed and chorused, “Yessir.”

Peter’s cock twitched beneath me. He loved it when we spoke in brainless unison, so we’d taken to practicing it when he wasn’t around. Our Master set aside Jenny’s tablet, then took mine and put it on top of hers on the nightstand. He gave my left breast a fond squeeze and said, in that same wonderful tone, “I’ll get you some tickets to take Mei to my next show. Now,” he took my stiff nipple between two fingers, “You’d both like to celebrate your new slave sister properly. Wouldn’t you?”

‹Celebrate›

‹Slave›

“Yes, Sir!” We chorused again.

I loved my new life.

###
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Excerpt:

“Tell your prospective buyer how you feel about getting an entirely new personality put in your helpless brain, so you can be his toy.”

I knew permission when I heard it. I relaxed and moaned, “Good, sir. So good.”

“Show him.” My handler let go of me abruptly, putting me off balance.

I rolled with it, dropping smoothly to my bare knees on the cool floor instead of trying to catch my footing.

Mr. Middleton’s blue eyes went wide and I leaned forward and pressed my cheek against his very expensive Italian loafer. I savored the smell of leather as I nuzzled one foot, then the other. I could feel his hesitation even without looking at him.

I pressed the advantage, just like I’d been taught. I raised my head just a little and began to beg, “May I show you what I’m for, sir? Please?” 

He replied, “I, uh… well…”

Mr. Williams said, “You know what you came here for.” He was keeping a lid on his amusement.

That was thoughtful.

I rubbed Mr. Middleton’s left calf with my cheek like a great cat and continued, “All this talk has me so hot, sir. I need you inside me.”

“Here?” Mr. Middleton asked, “In front of Mr. Williams?” 

I glanced up. Mr. Middleton was blushing, but he wasn’t turned off. He wanted to do it, he just needed a little push. I bit the inside of his right thigh lightly, enjoying him tense. Then I said, “I’ll take you both at once. Please. Just use me. Here on the floor.”

Mr. Middleton shifted. He’d obviously made his decision. He twined his fingers in my hair possessively and tugged my head up so that our gazes met. He said, “No, I think I’d like a little privacy with you.” He looked up at Mr. Williams and asked, “That all right?”

Mr. Williams said, “Just her mouth, ‘til you buy her. I’ll wait just outside the door, and we can finish your tour after.”

I shivered at the two of them talking about me like a piece of meat. I didn’t comment, though. I just looked up at Mr. Middleton, watching his face.

His fingers clutched a little tighter. He nodded and said, “That’ll work.”

Mr. Williams gave me a pat on the cheek and said, “Be a good little fuck doll for Vic, Bambi.”

I moaned, “Yes, sir.”

He swept past me, heading for the door to my showroom.

Mr. Middleton didn’t wait for it to close. Instead, he looked down and asked, “He said all I got to use was your mouth. So… can you unfasten a pair of slacks with your teeth?”

I looked at his fly, and watched a progress bar quickly fill. Instructions opened in my pliant mind. It didn’t look that hard. I smiled and said, “Yes, sir.”

He let go of my hair and said, “Show me.”
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