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Prologue

“A little underfed, isn’t she?” The speaker was an older man, perhaps in his mid-fifties. Despite his age, he was lean and athletic, clearly in better shape than many men half his age. His salt-and-pepper hair made him distinguished, and his ice blue eyes were piercing in their intensity. 

Between his appearance and the bespoke gray suit, he would have intimidated me even I were dressed. As it was, the critical attention made me shiver. I could feel the weight of his thoughts behind it too, something steely and electric brushing lightly against the edges of my awareness. 

I tried not to shiver or speak at his palpable strength. 

Master put a steadying hand on my elbow, and I felt the thought behind it:

‹calm›

It was soft, less a command than a reassuring nudge, but that was exactly what I needed. I relaxed a little, keeping steady and appropriately silent. I had the Gift, but we were not equals, and if I didn’t make a good impression, things could go badly for me.

Master hadn’t said exactly how, nor did I want to know.

Without waiting to see how well that took, Master shook his head at the older man and said, “It’s just an American thing, Uncle. You know what slaves they are to fashion across the ocean, instead of putting their attention where it belongs. At any rate,” he stepped beside me and said, “It doesn’t really matter. She’s healthy. There are no bothersome social diseases, nothing worrisome in her family medical history. That is precisely what the Council sends me to find, and precisely what I have brought back. You’re just being difficult because you wanted a redhead.”

The last bit finally cracked the older man’s stern demeanor. A hint of amusement crept into his voice as he replied, “I didn’t think it was too much to ask, Jeffrey. Surely there are a few to be had, and that’s all we’d need to begin breeding our own.”

“I’ll be certain to make a note of that for posterity,” Master said archly, “Archaeologists will want to know where we went, and I am sure they will be intrigued to know that you simply couldn’t bear to breed with the lovely women that were available.”

‹breed›

Calm or not, wanting to be silent or not, that word did get a soft little gasp out of me. I couldn’t help it.

The older man turned to me and asked, “What do you think? Do you suppose you’re fit for the work ahead?” His thoughts brushed against mine again, but he didn’t probe. Probably didn’t want to influence my answer. Gifts as strong as his were hard to rein in, rather than hard to exercise.

I looked down and replied honestly, “Master explained that it’s for you to decide, Sir.”

“A better attitude than I would have expected,” He looked me up and down, eyes glowing faint green. His touch was far subtler than Master’s, in my head before I realized it. 

Vivid still images of my life began to flash before my eyes, like pages turning in a book. I watched in dazed awe as they came faster and faster.


Chapter One

Three Months Earlier

I opened the door to my apartment and paused at the threshold, blinking in surprise. For the first time since I’d moved in, there were no dirty clothes or discarded towels waiting for me on the floor. In fact, the rug looked freshly vacuumed without my intervention. Beyond that, everything looked tidy: the DVDs were all neatly stacked in the entertainment center beneath the TV, the books in the little Ikea bookshelf were all present and accounted for and there was not a single dirty mug on the coffee table.

The sound of running water came from the place’s small kitchen. I followed it, smelling bleach and lemon before I rounded the corner. My roommate Chloe was in front of the sink in a pair of sweat pants and a t-shirt, bopping her head to whatever she was listening to on her iPod as she washed the dishes.

Chloe and I had become roommates via Craigslist about four months ago, when a bad breakup had left me in desperate need of a new place to stay. In many ways, she was a fine human being. She was kind and caring. She was smart, and always willing to listen. She didn’t have any ego about her stunning good looks. 

She was also the biggest slob I’d ever lived with. I got the impression she usually got a boyfriend to clean up after her, and this was the first time I’d ever seen her do a dish without cajoling. Chores were usually my department, apart from cooking. She knew how to make some pretty good stuff, provided someone else was willing to handle the cleanup.

I waved to get her attention and asked, “Hi, Chloe. What’s the occasion?”

She pulled out an ear bud and paused, a soapy plate in hand. She smiled at me and said happily, “Jeff’s coming over for dinner!”

I cocked my head and asked, “Jeff?” As far as I knew, she wasn’t seeing anybody right now, but she had been bar hopping yesterday.

Chloe nodded and gushed, “I met him at MacGuire’s last night. He’s wonderful! So handsome and smart. I told him I’d cook him dinner tonight. I was just getting ready to make some crab dip.”

“Oh,” I tried not to sound disappointed. I’d had a long day at work, and didn’t want to go out and give her space. All the same, it didn’t seem fair to get in the way of her date: it seemed like one of us should get to have some fun. I said reluctantly, “I can, um, give you two some privacy if you want.”

“Nonsense,” she shook her head and said, “I told him all about you and said there was no way I was asking you for privacy when you had work tomorrow. He said you should just join us for dinner. We’re just going to watch a movie or two after. No need for you to give us space.”

I smiled and said, “Thanks. In that case, I think I want to go take a shower before he gets here.” 

“Okay,” she smiled brightly and said, “I’ll just finish this up. See you in a bit!”

I headed for the shower, wondering just what sort of a man could inspire her to do all that. Whatever he had going for him, I liked him already. I closed the door to my bedroom behind me and peeled out of my clothes, grateful for the piping hot water. It had been a long day, but by the time I’d finished scrubbing myself down, I felt a lot more relaxed. I wrapped up in a big white towel and stepped back out into my room to find a change of clothes… but I heard loud laughter as soon as I did.

I turned to see that the door to my bedroom was open again. Chloe might have needed something and forgotten to shut it. Either way, I had a clear view of her and a man I took to be Jeff sitting on the couch. He was handsome, lean and athletic looking with short-cropped black hair. He had an arm around Chloe, and was gently stroking her curly blond tresses. I could smell the divine scent of dinner wafting in from the kitchen, and saw that she was still dressed for cleaning, not dating. 

Whatever Chloe had said earlier, I felt a bit like I was intruding. I blushed and moved to close the door, but before I could, Jeff made eye contact with me. He had beautiful green eyes, so bright they seemed to glow. I felt a wave of dizziness and grasped at the door frame to keep my feet.

The world dissolved.

~~~

My very first boyfriend and I were sitting in his old Subaru. We were parked at the top of a hill outside of the town I grew up in, a spot we’d been to many times before. On a clear night, I would have been able to see my house from here. Right now, driving rain was pounding on the vehicle, pouring down the windshield in sheets that reduced the rest of the world to a jumbled blur.

I was dimly aware that I was dreaming, but my head was sluggish, and the emotions of the scene were overpowering. This was the night that we had broken up, and while I hadn’t thought about it in years, I’d replayed it over and over again in my mind for a couple of years after. Bill had been my first real relationship, and we’d never even made love.

We weren’t to the breakup part of this yet. He hadn’t brought it up, but I had been able tell it was coming because he was so pensive. Right now, dreaming it, I knew every single word of the conversation. I could’ve mouthed the whole thing along with him. 

Bill turned to me and said, “I got the scholarship. I’m going to school in London. I… I’m sorry, Irene -”

The next line was going to be ‘We can still stay in touch,’ followed by my heartfelt protest that it was too far, and that it wasn’t fair to either of us. The line didn’t happen that way though. Instead, the entire world skipped, like a video file that had to reload. Everything went back a few seconds.

Everything but Bill, that was. My handsome, if a bit gawky first boyfriend had been replaced. I was sitting in the passenger seat beside Jeff. Chloe’s Jeff, whom I hadn’t even exchanged words with yet. 

For a moment, I felt an intense sense of unease. I wondered why I would be dreaming this, how I’d fallen asleep.

‹REMEMBER›

The thought pulsed in my brain, so powerful that my body throbbed with it. I frowned in confusion as new memories warred with old. Bill had auburn hair and soft brown eyes, and his face had been rounder. Maybe. Razor sharp memories of Bill were growing diffuse and slippery, the details of the scene itself starting to soften and fade in my mind.

Jeff said softly, “I… I’m sorry, Irene, but we can still stay in touch.”

‹REMEMBER THIS›

My entire body twitched at the intense command, fingers clutching reflexively at nothing, vision blurring. Jeff’s voice was like the voice of God, directly in my brain. I fought weakly against it anyway. I tried to ask what he was doing here instead of… someone else. Someone whose name might have started with ‘B,’ I thought.

Despite my best efforts, all that came out of my mouth was, “We’ll be, what, nine hours apart?” Tears welled up in the corners of my eyes, and I remembered being so sad about losing Jeff. That was definitely it. I was sad about losing Jeff. I remembered feeling like the rain was entirely too appropriate, Mother Nature echoing my own sentiments. It seemed silly in retrospect, but I had been so young. 

He reached for my cheek, stroking it lightly with his fingertips and said, “It’s not so far.”

“You know it is,” I protested weakly, leaning into his touch. I could remember everything I was going to say next, about how unfair it would be to shackle him like that when he was starting a brand new life.

Thankfully, the memory skipped again, the sad scene replaced by something much better: the two of us were in the same car, but this time the sky was clear. We were facing the setting sun, the seats tilted back so it wasn’t in our eyes. I was holding Jeff’s hand, and he leaned over to kiss me. 

It was my first time, so I didn’t really know what to do, but I looked into his crystal green eyes and pursed my lips. His own soft lips touched mine, and my heart leapt.

As we held the kiss, the world dissolved around us.

~~~

I came to my senses on the couch, my body damp and covered only by a towel. I felt wonderful, but at the same time, thinking took a great deal of effort. The last thing I remembered was being near the door and realizing that both Chloe and Jeff could see me swathed the same towel that covered my body now.

I wasn’t sure how I’d gotten to the couch from there, or about anything that had happened in between. All I could think was that maybe seeing Jeff after all this time had overwhelmed me.

As if in response to that thought, Jeff stroked my cheek lightly and said gently, “It’s a lot like someone poured maple syrup right into your brain, isn’t it Irene? You know, everything is all coated in sugary happiness, but you’re still dazed and sluggish?”

“Yeah,” I giggled at the mental image and agreed, “Just like syrup in my brain.” I was slurring words a little, as though I were drunk. The realization just made me giggle again. I opened my eyes and looked up at him. Jeff was exactly as I remembered him, down to having just a hint of stubble. I smiled up at him and asked, “Jeff! How’d you get here? I thought you was in,” I paused to correct myself, “Were in England?”

He rubbed my cheek firmly, like he was petting a cat or dog and explained, “I came back some time ago, but you moved too.” He fixed me with his beautiful eyes and added firmly, “You remember.”

‹REMEMBER›

It was as though his voice were coming from deep inside my own brain. My entire body twitched with the force of it and I stared up at him in awe. I breathed softly, “I remember.”

“I had no idea you were living with Chloe,” he continued calmly, as though nothing strange were going on at all, “She just told me she had a roommate, and I didn’t want her to kick anybody out on a weeknight. This is just,” he rubbed my bottom lip with his thumb, “A coincidence. Tell me what it is, Irene.”

My entire body still felt strangely twitchy, the sort of sensation I sometimes felt when I was half-asleep and my legs moved of their own accord. Even as I thought that, my whole body jerked slightly on the couch, and the towel slipped. I could feel cool air between my legs, but I was too dazed to care that I was giving both of them a good view of my glistening wet pussy.

Instead of maple syrup, I could picture my brain as a fuse box that had been fried by a lightning strike. Still, I agreed dully, “Co-in-ci-dence…”

“Now,” his hand wandered down my cheek along my neck, and he began to rub my shoulder as he said, “I want to spend time with you. We haven’t seen each other in a long while, and there were a lot of things we wanted to do that we never had time for. That’s very true, isn’t it Irene?”

“Yesss…” I agreed. I’d always regretted never getting a chance to be with him, at least for a little while.

“But,” Jeff continued as his hand caressed my side lightly, “I don’t want to be rude to your friend Chloe, either. I did promise to spend the evening with her. I think the best thing for you both to do is agree to share me tonight. You and Chloe can share, can’t you?”

I stared up into his eyes as he suggested it. They seemed to be glowing again, a soft emerald light that I couldn’t tear my gaze away from. A part of me struggled with that for a moment. On the one hand, I wasn’t sure how I could tell Jeff ‘no’ to anything right now. 

On the other, I was still aware enough to know that while I liked Chloe, we weren’t even to the ‘share a sweater’ stage of friendship. Sharing my long lost first boyfriend seemed pretty extreme. 

I managed to lean on that to ask weakly, “… is Chloe okay with that?”

Jeff broke eye contact with me, his gaze flicking upward. He asked, “What do you think, Chloe? Would you mind spending the evening with us both, instead of just me?”

I turned my head weakly to look at Chloe. She was kneeling on the carpet beside the coffee table with one hand between her legs, a damp spot visible where she was touching herself through her gray sweatpants. Her nipples were visibly stiff through the thin fabric of her pink t-shirt. Her expression was one of utter bliss, a big vacant smile showing off her flawless white teeth, her soft blue eyes wide and glassy. 

If not for the motion of her hand and the slow rise and fall of her chest, I might have mistaken her for a doll rather than a person.

She stared fixedly at Jeff and replied perkily, “No Sir.”

“Sir?” I asked weakly. That was weird enough to rouse me, if only just a little.

“Thank you, Chloe,” Jeff replied smoothly, “Irene’s been kind enough to get naked already. Why don’t you join her? You may stop touching yourself long enough to do so.”

Chloe stopped masturbating and peeled off her t-shirt, revealing her pert breasts. She rose awkwardly and dropped her sweats, revealing that she hadn’t been wearing any panties beneath them. I noticed, with some surprise, that she was clean shaven. As soon as her body was bare, she knelt on the rug again and returned to her slow, robotic masturbation.

I blinked in dull surprise, not even sure what to say. I managed to ask, “… what are you doing to us?”

Jeff gently tilted my head back up so that our gazes met again, and the urge to speak evaporated instantly. I stared up into his beautiful eyes, content to listen and wait. He said, “I’m controlling your minds. You must remember how I used to put suggestions in your pliable brain, Irene. I wasn’t very good at it before I left for London, but I’ve had years to practice.”

‹REMEMBER›

My whole body jerked again, and the towel slid completely off my body, baring my breasts as the world dissolved again.

~~~

I dreamed again, every sensation incredibly vivid.

This time, Jeff and I were sitting across the dining room table from each other, a pile of textbooks and notes between us. Normally, I would have been excited that we had the house all to ourselves. I’d just turned eighteen, but my birthday fell in the middle of finals every year now and as much as I wanted to celebrate properly, both of us wanted to get into good schools. Preferably the same school.

Ever the gentleman, Jeff had insisted that our study date remain all about studying. I appreciated it. All the same, we’d been at it for hours and I was tired and frustrated. I looked down at a sheet of paper in front of me, equations blurring together. I couldn’t tell if it was because this was only a dream, or if I’d really been that exhausted. I heard myself sigh, “I don’t think I can do this anymore. I am so gonna flunk.”

“Resorting to hyperbole, are we?” Jeff asked, raising an eyebrow, “I mean, you might get a B, but that’s hardly failure.”

I sighed and said petulantly, “Might as well be.” In retrospect, I knew how unreasonable I was being, but it had been a long couple of weeks.

“Tell you what,” Jeff said, “I have something else that might help you remember. I didn’t want to tell you until I was sure it would work, but this feels like an emergency.”

I didn’t remember the night in question with the perfect clarity of my first kiss or my first real breakup, but I knew this had never happened. Still, I heard myself ask, “What are you talking about?”

He made eye contact and said, “Just look into my eyes, Irene.”

“What difference would that…” I trailed off as I stared into his beautiful green eyes, now so bright that they seemed to glow with their own inner light. The effect was mesmerizing. I was dimly aware that my mouth was just hanging open now, my question and thought both unfinished.

“You know that they use hypnosis to help people remember things sometimes,” Jeff asked, “Don’t you, Irene?” His tone was gentle but firm.

“Yess…” I sighed, my body relaxing as he spoke. The mechanical pencil slid from between my slack fingers and rolled off the table, but I barely heard it clatter on the floor.

“I can do something like that,” Jeff said, “Something like hypnosis, only more intense. I can soften your mind so that it accepts suggestions easily. You can feel it happening already. You’re very receptive. Tell me what you are, Irene.”

“…re-cep-tive…” I sighed happily. Whatever he was doing to me, it felt wonderful. I didn’t really care if it helped me remember my schoolwork or not. I only wanted him to keep doing it.

“I’m going to make you sleepy in a moment,” Jeff said, his tone soothing, “And then I’m going to read you everything you need to know. It will sink deep into your mind, and you will remember it perfectly for me on the test. Tell me where my words will go, Irene.”

“… deep in my… mind…” I whispered, utterly rapt.

“Good,” Jeff smiled and said, “It’s very nice of me to control your mind. Tell me how you feel about me controlling your mind, Irene.”

“… niiiice…” I breathed, blissfully. That hardly seemed to cover it. Beneath my skirt, I could feel myself getting wet.

“Afterward,” Jeff explained, “You won’t think about it unless I tell you to. Tell me, Irene, will you think about being mind controlled later?”

“… noooo…” I sighed happily. Whatever he wanted was just fine.

He reached across the table to stroke my hand and said, “Relax, Irene. Drowsy. Sleepy.”

‹Relax›

‹Drowsy›

‹Sleepy›

I melted into the chair, half-asleep already. As Jeff droned on, reading formulas and rules, the world slipped away.

~~~

I came to my senses with my head still on Jeff’s lap. I could feel a little trickle of drool from the corner of my mouth, but I didn’t mind. I didn’t care about much. All I could do was stare up into his beautiful eyes in wonder.

He was controlling both of us. Chloe and I were just puppets tonight. Somewhere deep down, I knew there was something off about that. Something that should concern me. I couldn’t imagine what it would be though. Jeff had always been so good to me, helping me with his talent.

“That’s right,” Jeff nodded and agreed with my unspoken thought, “I’ve always been good to you.” He dragged his fingertips along my cheek and said, “You’re so glad to see me again. You were always sorry that you never had a chance to really show me how you felt. Isn’t that right, Irene?”

It wasn’t easy to parse any particular thing he had said. My head still felt full of syrup. I did know that whatever he wanted was just fine, so I agreed dully, “Uh huh.”

“I bet,” his hand wandered to my chest, fondling my right breast firmly as he continued, “You’re sorry you never had a chance to go down on me.”

‹Go Down On Me›

The command pulsed in my brain, a sensation that was growing more familiar by the minute. I had never really been the biggest fan of giving head, but the prospect of doing it for him had me licking my lips. 

“In fact,” Jeff continued, “You’re both ready for that. Aren’t you, girls?”

“Yes Sir!” Chloe’s reply was eager, brainless and without a moment’s hesitation.

“Uh huh.” Mine sounded sleepy instead. 

Jeff gently helped me to a sitting position, and I slid awkwardly to the floor beside Chloe, nearly bumping into her. She didn’t react at all, not even to flinch. She just kept staring at Jeff and rubbing herself. 

My boyfriend rose and unzipped, then dropped both his jeans and his boxers. He was already semi-erect, a drop of precum at the tip of his cock. I hesitated, unsure of what to do. Chloe didn’t make a move either, but I suspected that whatever had happened to my mind, he’d done more to her while I slept.

Jeff didn’t speak. Instead, he looked down at the both of us. I felt a gentle tug and followed it, kissing the head of his cock. Then I took him between my pursed lips and bobbed my head forward. He stiffened at the attention immediately, hot and throbbing in my mouth.

Chloe crawled beside me and took Jeff’s balls in her mouth. With her head so close, I couldn’t go down all the way, but it felt exciting to share. Taboo. I never would’ve considered it before tonight, and the knowledge that the desire wasn’t my own only made it more intense. As I bobbed my head up and down, my hand found its way between my legs, just as Chloe’s had. 

It felt nice, but it was less about the friction and more about the lack of choice.

I couldn’t have said how long we went on like that before I felt Jeff’s power again. I opened my mouth and slid off of his erect cock, while Chloe slumped to the carpet.

“Chloe,” Jeff panted, “Go wash your hands and see about some dinner. I need some one-on-one time with Irene.”

“Yes Sir,” Chloe replied. There wasn’t a hint of frustration or jealousy in her voice, only the same mindless cheer she’d had since I had woken up, She crawled away from us, then rose and headed for the kitchen without so much as a backward glance.

I watched her go, feeling dull surprise at Jeff sending her away after going to so much trouble to get us both into a threesome. I wondered why he would want to.

“Because you’re still pretty aware,” Jeff looked down at me and answered my unspoken question, “And that’s strange. You should be as mindless as Chloe. You’d enjoy that, wouldn’t you?” He locked gazes with me again and continued, “She’s so happy without a thought in her head. Nothing to trouble her, nothing to worry her. All she has to do is obey. You want to be like that too. Tell me how you want to be, Irene.”

‹Mindless›

‹Happy›

‹Obey›

I stared up into his beautiful green eyes, his words sliding into my mind. I could barely understand them, but each one sent thrills of tingling pleasure arcing along my skin. My hand sped up between my legs of its own accord, fingertips working between my slippery folds. I replied breathlessly, “… mind-less…”

“That’s right,” Jeff rubbed my cheek with his slick, hot cock and said, “Your brain should be empty so that I can fill it with my words. Your pussy should be empty so that I can fill it with my cock. Tell me how you should be, Irene.”

‹EMPTY›

His power was more forceful now. The command rang like a bell in my mind, wiping away what little introspection I had left and my body vibrated with it, as though I were a tuning fork that had been struck against the coffee table beside me. More than that, his eyes didn’t merely glow now. I could see soft green light flow from them and into me.

“Emp-ty,” I heard myself parrot, with the same brainless, singsong perkiness that Chloe now possessed. The statement was true. All I wanted was for Jeff to empty me, so that he could fill me. My hand fell away from my pussy. It was only for him now. 

More ribbons of beautiful green light poured from his eyes and his forehead, connecting themselves to my limbs, tugging me where I needed to be. My body shifted on the rug, turning around and bending forward to present him with my rear end.

I was his puppet. His power even felt like strings on my bare skin.

Jeff put a hand on my left hip to steady himself and splayed my nether lips open with his other. Then he penetrated me with his thick member. He was so much bigger than my last boyfriend, forcing him to work his way inside me slowly at first. The experience was an incredible mix of pleasure and frustration. I needed him to go faster, but I couldn’t even rock my hips backward to meet his thrust. I couldn’t even close my mouth, leaving me drooling as he mounted me from behind.

Finally, he was as deep inside me as he could get, and Jeff began to thrust. The friction inside me set tingling ecstasy building at the core of my being, getting more intense the faster he went. Even without his power, I never would’ve been able to think with this going on.

After what felt like ages, Jeff reached between my legs and rubbed the palm of his hand against my slippery wet clit. At the same time, I felt him in my mind again.

‹CUM›

The thought was completely overwhelming, setting off fireworks in my helpless brain. Pleasure exploded from both between my legs and the base of my skull, and raced white-hot along every nerve ending in my body. I bucked and spasmed, and that sent Jeff over the edge too. He came deep inside me, filling me with his hot and sticky seed. 

‹SLEEP›

I was gone, as certainly as if he’d flipped a switch.

~~~

“Oh, Sirrrr!” Chloe moaned from somewhere nearby, loudly enough to rouse me from my slumber. 

Movement took some effort. My entire body felt sluggish and heavy. The only thing I could compare it to was how I’d felt after having my appendix out some years back, except I only had the drowsy lethargy going, rather than any pain. In fact, I still felt pretty good. My body was still warm and tingly with afterglow. I wanted a shower, but it didn’t feel like a pressing need. Not yet, anyway.

When I finally managed to get my eyes open, I saw that I was laying naked on the couch, my head propped up on one of our throw pillows to keep from tweaking my neck. Chloe was laying flat on her back on the carpet in front of the TV, beneath Jeff. He was pumping in and out of her, his cock hard and glistening with their mingled juices. 

Dazed as I was, it seemed like I should be jealous of my roommate and my boyfriend being together at all, much less right in front of me. I furrowed my brow and tried to conjure it up, but I couldn’t muster it. 

The truth was, watching it was turning me on. Rather than interfering, I just stared at the two of them… and that’s when I noticed a thin ribbon of green light extending from Jeff’s eyes, right into Chloe’s head. It was soft and diffuse, barely there. I got the sense it wasn’t really there though, not in a physical manner. If anyone had asked, I would have been willing to bet that no camera could take a picture of what I was seeing.

Jeff gave me a sidelong glance and grunted, “Welcome… mm… back, Irene.” He looked down at Chloe and said, “Cum, slave girl.”

Before I could ponder the ‘slave girl’ thing, green light pulsed from him to her, much brighter this time. The light washed over her naked, sweaty body. Chloe squealed and writhed in pleasure at it, clearly climaxing.

Jeff pulled out of her and rose, leaving Chloe twitching on the floor. He looked down at her and said, “When you’re feeling up to it, be a darling and serve dinner.” That was accompanied by a smaller surge of green light, then the connection broke off.

Chloe’s expression returned to one of vapid mindlessness and she replied brightly, “Yessir!” Despite that, it looked like she wanted to lay there a minute.

Jeff didn’t give that a second thought. Instead he turned to me and asked, “You could see that, couldn’t you?”

Seeing him naked was very distracting. Part of me wanted to crawl in front of him and take his dick in my mouth again, but I managed to push it aside and focus on what he’d asked. I replied, “The glow? Like your eyes were shooting green lasers or something?”

“Yeah,” Jeff nodded slowly, clearly surprised by that, “That glow. You could see it, huh? Without any training or anything?”

“Training?” I asked, baffled. Behind him, Chloe rose and headed for the kitchen, oblivious to our conversation. This time, I barely paid attention to her.

“Mm,” Jeff nodded, “Normally, people like you and I are found pretty young. Coming into contact with me now must have woken a latent gift. Opened your third eye, so to speak.”

I reached for my forehead, but stopped short and asked, “If that’s the case, why didn’t it happen when you hypnotized me before finals? Before you left?”

Jeff smiled at the question and shook his head. He said, “Must not have been enough juice. I’m a lot stronger than I was back then. Well,” he stroked his chin, “This does change things. I was here on business, you see, but if you’re Gifted? That’s more important. I’ll have to see to it right away.”

“I…” I trailed off, unsure of what to make of that. I finally settled on, “… okay.”

Chloe stepped back into the room, wearing nothing but a pair of gloves and an apron and said perkily, “Dinner’s served, Sir.”

Jeff looked her way and said, “After we eat, anyway.” I started to protest, but he fixed me with his beautiful eyes and added, “You just want dinner now.”

‹DINNER›

The command carried nearly physical force, and I almost slipped off the couch. By the time I recovered, I realized he was right: I’d cum, napped and now all I really needed was one of Chloe’s culinary masterpieces.

Everything else could wait.


Chapter Two

Just a day ago, calling in sick to work without being physically unable to drive there would have been unthinkable. I had always been so responsible. This morning, I was busy dismantling my whole life, starting with quitting my job on fifteen minutes of notice. The strangest part was that I just couldn’t care. I wanted to in the abstract, but it just wasn’t in me anymore.

Master had done some fast work while I was sleeping. As I tuned out my former boss lecturing me, I wondered idly what else was different, if I would even notice.

“I’m sorry,” I tried to sound contrite, but just holding onto my phone was difficult with Chloe at my feet. I looked down at her, her pink tongue lapping at the top of my right foot, sending surprisingly intense tingling sensations all the way up my leg. I continued, somehow managing not to giggle, “I wish I could come in and cover one last shift to give you a chance to fix the schedule, but I’m already out of town.”

I tugged my foot away from Chloe’s wet, rough tongue, but she just slid forward relentlessly, her mouth finding the inside of my thigh. Last night’s mindlessness had been replaced by something hungrier, but the source was the same. I could see a thin tether of green stretching from past the bedroom door to the back of her head.

Knowing Chloe hadn’t had a thought of her own in at least 24 hours was getting me going again.

“I’m very disappointed,” my old boss replied, an understatement if ever I’d heard one, “I really expected better of you.”

“I know, but this was once in a lifetime,” I couldn’t help it. I spread my legs and let my roommate continue kissing her way toward my tingling wet sex, “I have to go now. Thanks again for the opportunity you gave me. Goodbye, Sir.” 

“Goodbye,” he replied curtly, disconnecting without another word.

I let the phone drop to the pile of clothes beside my bed. I’d still need it to disconnect a few utilities, but that could wait.

Chloe took that as a sign to push my legs further apart. She made eye contact and nuzzled my crotch, her nose cold against my nether lips. 

“C’mon,” I did laugh at that, “No fair!”

The beam of green light intensified slightly, then split so that a second thread touched me. Quite suddenly, Chloe’s hot, wet tongue was swirling against me, the tip penetrating me lightly and working.

At the same time, Master’s voice touched my mind:

‹This is very fair.›

Master was clearly distracted. I could feel it in the tenuous connection between us, the way he was straddling Chloe’s consciousness tightly, the way the hot water of our shower was distracting him. The end result was that the words were less and command, and more of a firmly worded suggestion.

All the same, the sensation of Chloe going down on me made resistance impossible. Quite suddenly, I knew he had a point: instead of having to get ready and go to work, all I had to do this morning was let someone pleasure me. Better still, I would never have to go to some crummy dead-end job again. I could scarcely remember what I used to do.

I panted in sudden but heartfelt agreement, “Very fair!”

My flagging willpower only egged Master on. His attention shifted subtly away from Chloe to me, exerting greater pressure.

Even as Chloe’s tongue worked at me, the world slipped away.

~~~

“Why do you have to go?” I sat in my bedroom with Master. I clutched at my pink comforter and asked softly, “Or if you have to go, why do you have to go without me? Can’t you just… make them take me?”

I knew I was dreaming about my past, but this felt like new ground. I couldn’t mouth the words ahead, the way that I could about our breakup. Seeing us in my room felt strange too. My parents had never allowed boys in my room unattended.

Of course, Master’s talents worked on them as well as anyone else. A plate of my mother’s homemade chocolate chip cookies sat on my desk, and my parents were downstairs fixing dinner to give us some space to talk. A part of me wondered why Master hadn’t asked them for condoms while he was at it, but he had always been such a gentleman.

He put his hand on mine and said, “It’ll take time to learn how to do what I do properly. I know it seems simple, but that’s because you have such a receptive mind. You’re strong enough to accept my power easily. Normal people… well, I could hurt normal people if I pushed them too hard. Make them stupid or obsessive. That’s why there’s no condom on the nightstand tonight, Irene. I’d have to turn your parents into turnips to get them to accept that.”

“… oh.” I kept my gaze firmly on my feet and added sadly, “It’s not fair.” I could feel tears welling up.

“I know,” Master stroked my hand gently, then moved his hand beneath my chin. He gently tilted my gaze up and said, “That’s why I’m going to help you forget this until I can come back for you.”

“No!” I tried to look away, but it was too late. My boyfriends eyes were glowing, and I couldn’t tear my gaze away. I babbled, “Wait, I want to remember you! I love the way…”

‹OBEY›

The command slid into my mind like an iron rod, weighty and stiff and impossible to ignore. I twitched helplessly on the bed and trailed off brainlessly, “This… feeeeelsss… I o-bey…”

“Mind control,” Master explained, “Is the best feeling in the whole world. It’s wonderful. Tell me the best feeling in the entire world, Irene.”

‹WONDERFUL›

The command itself was laden with bubbly, inchoate happiness. Tears rolled down my cheeks, but they were tears of joy. I replied in awe, “… mind con-trol…”

“You’re going to have to do without it while I study,” Master continued, “I don’t want you to be unhappy, so I’m burying your memories until I come back for you. You will forget until I find you again. You agree with this completely. I have every right to dictate the contents of your mind. Tell me how much you agree with me, Irene.”

There were too many words again, bouncing around my empty, blissful head. I struggled to focus on any one of them, and managed to breathe dazedly, “… com-plete-ly…”

“You want to forget,” Master continued, his eyes glowing brilliantly now, “Tell me what you want to do, Irene.”

My pussy clenched as his power penetrated my mind, and I moaned, “… for-get…”

“Good girl,” Master said, “Cum now.”

~~~

‹CUM›

The dream and reality blurred together: for an instant, I was back in my bedroom years ago, flopped on the covers as my very first orgasm wracked my helpless body. I could feel my fingers clutching at my big pink comforter, feel my toes curl inside my sneakers while my body shuddered with pleasure disconnected entirely from physical contact.

At the same time, I could feel Chloe’s tongue rolling inside me, her steamy breath in my most intimate place. I could feel her hands braced on the insides of my thighs, keeping me pinned to my current bed with my legs spread so very wide apart.

The pleasure of the two simultaneous events was almost overwhelming. Tears rolled down my cheeks, and from how raw my throat was, I knew I must have screamed at some point. Even as the dream slipped away, Chloe’s ardent attention just became more real, and she kept right on working her hot, rough tongue inside my inner passage even as I came, sending electric aftershocks through my entire body.

By the time she finally stopped, my eyes stung with tears and my pussy was overly sensitive. Both my mind and body were utterly exhausted. I panted raggedly, unable to express my gratitude when Chloe pulled back and curled up on the bed beside me.

‹SLEEP›

I was overwhelmed already. The gentlest nudge would’ve set me drifting off after such an intense experience, but the one thing I was aware of as I slipped away was that Master’s power was heavier in my mind than ever.

‹FORGET›

My last, confused thought before the darkness swallowed me was to wonder just what more he needed me to forget.

~~~

For the first time since Master had returned to my life, I woke up feeling relatively normal. My head wasn’t stuffed full of syrup, and I could actually think. 

I couldn’t remember much of what had happened the previous night, but I was sure it had been fun. I even remembered something about a girl going down on me, but wasn’t clear exactly who it had been. Maybe Master had picked one up before coming to see me.

I knew that I had been living alone for a few months now, after dumping my last boyfriend. I wondered dimly whether Master had left a command in my head to do that, to prepare for his return.

Whatever was going on, I didn’t hear any voices in the living room. I was grateful for that: now that I had my wonderful boyfriend back, the thing I wanted most in the world was to get cleaned up after so much sex.

I rolled out of bed and carefully padded out of the bedroom naked. There was an unfamiliar blond girl on her hands and knees in the kitchen, scrubbing the floor. She was in a pair of purple sweats and a matching t-shirt, ear buds in her ears. I supposed she had been Master’s other girl yesterday. It made sense that he’d want to bring one with him. I supposed that if I could have anything I wanted all the time, I’d never be without a personal sex slave either.

The realization almost made me laugh: one day of remembering what being around Master was like, and I was already taking for granted how little free will anybody had around him. I managed to keep quiet though, and she didn’t notice me. I didn’t wave her down. My boyfriend would be back when he was back, and I couldn’t see that we would have anything else to talk about. 

I just continued to the shower and hosed off last night’s debauchery. While I was in there, I struggled to remember what had even happened, but it was a jumbled mishmash of bare bodies. All I was sure of was that Master had shown up unannounced with the strange girl and unlocked the memories he had hidden in my brain after we’d graduated from high school, just like he’d promised to do.

When I finished cleaning up, I stepped out wrapped in a green towel and saw that the blond slave girl was quietly and efficiently packing. The kitchen was already in boxes, and my spare bedroom had a stripped bed with several pieces of unfamiliar luggage sitting on it. I wondered briefly how I had afforded a spare bedroom when I could’ve taken a smaller apartment, but thinking about it just made my head feel fuzzy. 

As I stood between bedrooms with my mouth agape, the slave finally noticed me. She stepped away from the cupboard, where she was boxing everything up and asked, “Are you all right, Miss?”

“Miss?” I blinked at her in confusion, still feeling muddled about all the extra luggage.

The girl peered at me intently, her eyes shining. She paused in thought for a moment before answering, “Master said you might feel a little befuddled after last night. I guess he made a lot of deep adjustments to you. I’m supposed to help. We don’t have a lot of time today.”

“We don’t?” Listening to her talk wasn’t making my head feel any clearer. I couldn’t imagine what she could help me with, nor why my time would be limited. I dimly remembered quitting my job with her mouth between my legs.

Thinking about that made my body get tingly.

“No, Miss,” the girl assured me, “Master is taking us both tonight. You’re to turn off the utilities and pack your luggage in preparation. He’s off making other necessary arrangements. By this time tomorrow, we’ll be far from here.” She sounded pretty happy about that.

That made sense. I couldn’t expect Master to come live here with me. Given his power, he probably had someplace much nicer. I nodded and said, “Right. Um, thanks…” I trailed off with a blush.

She was the first person to ever go down on me, and I didn’t even know her name. I wondered if that was what my life would be like from now on.

“Chloe,” the girl smiled and said, “I’m Chloe. It’s nice to meet you.” She curtsied, rather than offering her hand, then asked, “Master said you were Irene?” She didn’t sound very hesitant about that, but Master probably hadn’t fried her brain quite as much as mine.

Not today, anyway.

Rather than trying to explain all of that, I just nodded and said, “Yeah. Nice to meet you too.” My blush deepened as I added, “Especially since we already, uh…”

“Yes, Miss,” Chloe’s smile widened and she nodded again, “I’m glad you were permitted to remember that.”

“Um,” I swallowed heavily, “Me too. I’ll, uh, I’ll get packing. Thanks for taking care of the kitchen.”

“You’re welcome, Miss.” Chloe put the ear bud back in her ear and returned to her cheerful boxing of dry goods without a further word.

I headed for my bedroom and began to hunt through my closet for something to wear, packing the best of what I passed up in a couple of pieces of luggage that I had. I didn’t have any idea where we were going, but if I needed winter clothes instead of summer ones, it seemed likely Master could just get me some.


Chapter Three

“Tell me what you see,” Master’s voice came from somewhere behind and above me. I could feel his presence, both in my mind and close to my body. Despite the question, I was pretty sure that he could see through my eyes right now. Or at least, see through whatever I was seeing through.

Chloe and I were in her bedroom together. I was sitting on the bed, and she was kneeling in front of me looking dazed. It was hard to think of a time when she didn’t look dazed, but I didn’t mind. It was hot. 

The room around us was very, very pink. The walls were decorated with a shelf of stuffed animals and several posters, a Justin Bieber one most prominent over the bed. The sheets were frilly, giving the bed the appearance of a giant cake. 

The whole place felt right, from the way the bed yielded beneath me to the feel of the soft, thick carpet between my toes. Every tactile detail seemed dead on. The smell was right too, a hint of vanilla in the air. It was Chloe’s favorite. The visual details were a little off though: the colors were too glossy, and nothing had any imperfections. It looked a little like it had been rendered in a fancy 3D software suite for some Hollywood blockbuster.

“This still isn’t right,” I replied, “I can’t get the details perfectly. I mean, I’ve been doing this what, a week?”

“Mm,” Master sounded amused by my doubts as he asked, “Do you really think she knows? If you check, be gentle.”

I didn’t need to probe Chloe’s mind to hear her thoughts. I could feel her calm without touching her or looking at her. Her mind was like still water. I replied, “No, I guess not.”

“Good,” Master said, “Then try not to worry about the details, and just do what you came to do. You must complete your training.”

‹must›

The command was no more than a gentle nudge, but it made my concentration falter for a moment. I moaned softly and the entire room shuddered, the light flickering. Beneath me, Chloe blinked. I struggled to regain my focus and put the heel of my hand on her forehead. I concentrated with all my might and said firmly, “I have been your best friend for years.”

Chloe’s entire body jerked and her eyes went wide. I could feel the thought slide into her brain. She whispered reverently, “… years…” and her mouth hung open.

Listening to her like that made me tingle. I pressed my bare thighs together, keenly aware of how wet I was, then continued, “You’ve always had a crush on me.” I pushed the thought at her, focused on it as completely as I could.

The blond slave girl shivered and whispered, “… crush…” Her thoughts were still incredibly simple, but her desire was palpable now. Her expression grew hungry, eyes focusing a little on my bare body.

Holding my own concentration was getting harder now. Details in the room were getting softer, less distinct. Bieber’s poster shimmered, shifting into a blank white page. The scent of vanilla was replaced with a less appetizing mix of lemon fresh cleaning solvent and female arousal. Chloe’s expression became more intent, her thoughts beginning to flow again, albeit in a jumbled form.

I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment, trying to hold it together. The room’s impending collapse stopped, but I didn’t have the strength to bring it back. Instead of trying, I simply shoved one last thought into Chloe’s confused, slowly waking brain. I said, “You’re glad to be my slave.”

The room dissolved as I gave my all to that single thought. Frilly pink yielded to the beige and dark brown of our hotel room, and the wall with stuffed animals was replaced with a window, the thick curtains drawn to shield me from the sunset’s glare. I panted, my heart racing and my mouth dry. 

Chloe was still kneeling on the floor in front of me, but she blinked dazedly and closed her mouth. Her expression shifted from mindless vapidity to dull confusion.

“That was very good, Irene.” Master put his hand on my shoulder and gave it a reassuring squeeze, then added, “Chloe, how do you feel about being Irene’s slave?”

The slave girl’s confusion yielded to a huge smile and she gushed, “So wonderful! I can’t believe I finally get to be with her and serve her for real.” Chloe leaned forward and kissed the top of my right foot for emphasis, her lips soft against my skin.

“That’s very good,” Master’s smile was audible, “Take a nap, Chloe.”

‹sleep›

Chloe folded like a rag doll on the smooth hardwood floor, out like a light. I felt the command brush me too, and I had to stifle a yawn. I turned on the bed and protested, “I don’t think that counts, Sir. You already turned her brain into cottage cheese, and I could still barely push her where you wanted me to. I’m not going to be able to just go out and do that without help, not for a while.”

Master stroked my thigh lightly and said, “That’s all right. This stage of your training is more about accepting the need to. Can you tell me how you feel about mind controlling your very own slave, Irene?”

“I love it,” the words popped into my head, unquestionably true, “It would be unkind to have this power and not use it to make lesser minds happy in their service, Sir.”

“What about receiving my thoughts into your own mind, Irene?” He smiled and asked, “Including being programmed to think that?”

“Mm,” I shivered in pleasure and replied sincerely, “I belong to you. Your thoughts belong in my mind Sir, the same as mine belong in Chloe’s. Besides,” I licked my lips and asked, “How could I learn anything if you didn’t teach me?”

“Good girl,” Master’s hand wandered between my legs, ever closer to my slick nether lips. He made eye contact and continued, “Time to relax, Irene…”

‹RELAX›

His eyes glowed brilliant emerald for a moment, then the world dissolved.

~~~

When I opened my eyes I was standing on a hardwood balcony overlooking a beach. Though I had a beautiful view of the ocean, I knew it wasn’t exactly real. I was used to the false memories someone like Master or I could produce in the mind’s eye. More than that, as my own powers awakened, it was getting easier to recognize them. I supposed it might be easier to shrug them off too, but I didn’t want to.

Beyond even my desire to please my Master, the truth was that I was genuinely curious about what he wished to show me. All I really knew about our people right now was that we could control minds.

I could feel Master’s presence behind me, and let myself relax so that he could impart today’s lesson. Apparently, he overheard my musings and asked, “So why aren’t we openly ruling the humans?” As he asked it, a crowd of people appeared on the beach below us, men and women all in swimsuits and trunks. He continued, “Why do we let them just run around and do what they want instead of being their kings and queens?”

‹kings and queens›

The idea pulsed in my mind for a moment, and I leaned on the railing feeling myself get wetter. I replied, a little lightheaded, “Too many of them?”

“Mm,” Master stepped beside me, putting a hand on my ass as he agreed, “Too many of them. But we have sex all the time, and we’ve been around for ages. So why are there just two of us up here, and a whole crowd down there?”

I pushed my backside against his ass and replied, “… we don’t have a lot of babies?”

“No,” he squeezed my left cheek and agreed, “We don’t. This is where you come in: finding new women with the Gift is very important because we’re going to need you to breed for us.”

‹Breed›

That thought slid into my mind, powerful and deep. I could almost picture Master’s power as a cock penetrating me. I spread my legs a little further apart and leaned on the railing and replied, “Yes, Master.”

Master put his hand between my legs, his fingers penetrating me lightly. He began to work them in and out, but as he did, he explained, “Not with me, I’m afraid. I’ll fuck you anyway, of course, but our people aren’t fertile with one another. No,” his fingers probed me more deeply, “We’re going to go outside. You’re going to find a good specimen or two, and you’re going to persuade them to help you.”

As he spoke, I saw that one of the women down on the beach looked like me. I felt a head rush as my perspective zoomed in on the two of them. Quite suddenly, the rest of the extras from the scene were gone and I was staring at myself in a bikini, facing a handsome, muscular man with wavy dark hair. My doppelganger fixed him with an intense gaze, extending a green tendril of psychic energy into his forehead. His expression went slack, then very focused, even hungry.

I stared, mouth hanging open as the two of them began to fuck right on the sand in front of me, my perspective zooming in on the stranger’s thick, veiny cock filling my sopping wet pussy again and again.

‹BREED›

‹MATE›

‹SPREAD›

‹BE FILLED›

The thoughts pulsed in my brain as I watched myself get pounded, thunderous and overwhelming. I mouthed the words as each one popped into my head, utterly helpless, before the scene dissolved and I slipped away.

~~~

Much later, after I’d woken up, getting to the beach for real seemed to take forever. I didn’t really want to shower, or eat lunch, or do anything but get out there and find some strapping, handsome men to fill me.

In the end, Master ended up tamping down my thoughts a bit to keep me from going nuts on the ride. Instead of bouncing in my seat in the cab, I spent the drive in a dreamy stupor.

When we hit the sand, he finally released me. I nearly tripped as I regained control of my legs, but Chloe put a steadying hand on my shoulder. I smiled at her and said, “Thank you.” 

Chloe smiled brightly in reply and said, “You’re welcome, Miss.”

Master shook his head and said, “Thank your slave properly, Irene. Like this.” 

‹pleasure›

I felt tingling, blissful pleasure start at the base of my legs and roll down my spine until it came to a tiny explosion between my legs. I inhaled sharply and blushed fiercely, then asked, “That’s properly?”

“It is,” Master said, “Show me you understand.”

“Yes, Sir,” I turned to Chloe, who was still touching me, and pushed the command into her waiting mind:

‹pleasure›

Chloe gasped too, squeezing her eyes shut as her cheeks reddened. Her fingers tightened on my shoulder and she panted softly, her pleasure and happiness tangible to my new senses. She breathed, “Thank you, Miss.”

It was hard to imagine nobody noticing that, but the people around us all seemed to be preoccupied with their own little worlds. I could feel them everywhere, flickering little fires surrounding us. The boardwalk was the biggest crowd I had been in since Master awakened my new powers.

I put all of that aside for one more moment, patted Chloe gently and said, “You’re welcome,” then I turned to Master and asked eagerly, “So… how do we do this? What do I do?”

Master smiled and said, “Pick… let’s say two strapping young men. Compel them to come with you. We’ll take them back to the hotel room and you can use them.”

“Two?” I asked, feeling a mix of embarrassment and excitement, “Won’t they… not want to share?”

“Being able to fix that is part of your training, Irene,” Master reached up and touched my cheek lightly, “You have to be able to create some semblance of discipline in a human mind. The good news is that sexual arousal improves suggestibility, and making someone do something they want to do is easier anyway. Telling someone to eat a cookie is almost always easier than salad, you know?”

“Mm,” I leaned into his touch and asked playfully, “So I’m just trying to get a couple of cute guys to eat my cookie?”

He chuckled and agreed, “That’s the best way to look at it. I’ll mind Chloe and keep an eye on you. If you get into trouble, I’ll bail you out, but it’ll look better back home if you can do this yourself.” He pulled his hand away from my cheek.

“Back home?” I asked, “So we’re going soon?”

“As soon as you’re ready,” Master assured me, “Doing this will be a big step toward proving that. So… go get yourself some stallions. Shoo.” He patted my rear end and added mentally:

‹go›

I turned around without another word and strode to the beach, feeling Master’s eyes on me. That lent me some confidence: if I did have a problem, I wouldn’t need to ask for help, he’d know as soon as I did. I wasn’t sure exactly how far I could wander and still have that, but I probably wouldn’t have to before finding a good prospect.

I could already feel eyes on me. Normal people didn’t exert the sort of force that Master or I could, but their attention was still radiant and perceptible. Dozens of eyes brushed against me. Most of them just slid on by with a stray thought about my body, my hair or something completely unrelated. A few lingered as I walked, warming me with disjointed appraisals of how I looked. I ignored the first round, even some very explicit thoughts from a handsome man who was with another women.

I waited until I felt two men talking about me as they watched. Speech tended to focus thought, the act of organizing it into sentences making the intangible processes behind it a little more coherent and easier to overhear. 

Without turning, I felt one man say to the other, “Damn, she’s got a nice ass.”

The second replied, “And she’s alone. If you don’t talk to her, I will.”

Listening to that made me smile. Master was smiling too: I could feel his gentle touch in the back of my head. He wanted me to reel them in.

I turned around and looked for the pair. The two men were both toned and handsome, late twenties to early thirties. The one on the left was a little taller and bulkier, with short cropped blond hair. The one on the right was slim, with dark brown hair and eyes. Dark hair was a little more conventionally handsome, but they both looked like they would do. Both were dressed for sunning and swimming: just trunks that showed off their bodies.

Dark hair was clearly the instigator, the one telling the blond guy to come over. I could feel a more mischievous energy from him. 

I laid a towel on the sand nearby and sat on it, then sent a thought over to the blond one:

‹come and say hi›

The thought sank into his brain easily enough. Persuading someone to do something they wanted to do was, indeed, pretty trivial. I might have managed it with a smile and a wink. This was better though. His cock twitched visibly beneath his green trunks as he strode toward me. His attention was now focused completely on me. He said confidently, “Hey. My name’s Dustin. What’s yours, beautiful?”

“Irene,” I patted the sand beside me and asked, “Care to join me? I need help with something, and you look like just the guy to lend a hand.” I added gently:

‹kiss my hand›

‹you want to help me›

He took a seat in the fine white sand, then raised my hand to his lips. He made eye contact, kissed me, then said, “I want to help you. What’s the problem, babe?”

I smiled sweetly and locked gazes with him, extending a thick line of translucent green fire into his brain to probe his thoughts. Dustin’s mind was open and pliable, easy to influence. I could tell that his friend’s name was Eli, and that the two of them were roommates. Neither one was in a serious relationship, just hookups. Eli had a regular ‘booty call,’ and that was it.

As I soaked up information like a sponge, I said, “Well, I lost a bet, and now I have a dare on my hands.” After I spoke, I pushed more suggestions at him:

‹I’m hot.›

‹I’m fun.›

‹You want me.›

Master could do that at the same time, but I was still getting the hang of multitasking with telepathy. It took too much focus to keep my thoughts coherent.

Dustin accepted the thoughts, focusing on me. His pretty blue eyes were a little glassy now, and his thoughts were focused entirely on me. Any worry about what his friend was thinking was gone. His world would be taking on soft edges right about now.

He asked dully, “What dare?”

“Oh,” I reached up and touched his taut, muscular arm, “Nothing too complicated. I just need to get double-teamed by a couple of cute guys. Today.”

Dustin’s confusion was palpable. He’d been primed to hear an offer for sex, but including his friend in the mix was weird enough to rouse him a little. He blinked at me in confusion and asked dazedly, “… double-teamed?”

I met his gaze and pushed firmly:

‹You and Eli>

‹Me>

‹MATE>

His pretty blue eyes went wide, pupils dilating as the telepathic order sank deep into his helpless brain. His cock stiffened in his shorts right in front of me, and visions of my body danced in his mind’s eye. He parroted back dully, “… me and Eli… you… mate…”

Listening to that was getting me sopping wet. I couldn’t wait to go back to the hotel. Dustin’s expression must have looked a little too weird though, as his friend’s attention went from proud to concerned. 

Eli walked toward us. As he reached us, the darker haired man asked, “Yo, Dustin, everything okay?”

Dustin couldn’t even hear him, and I couldn’t risk a scene. Panicking a little, I turned to Eli and pushed a single thought as hard as I could:

‹OBEY>

Eli’s expression went utterly slack, his unprepared mind thrown into a helpless fog. His cock went stiff in his tight shorts.

I looked up at him and said gently, “Be a good boy, Eli. Sit.”

He slid to the sand beside me, opposite Dustin. The blond man didn’t even notice.

In that moment, I truly appreciated what Master must feel like all the time. Watching two gorgeous men twice my size completely at my mercy, their brains the consistency of mush and their cocks hard as steel bars was amazing.

All the same, I knew I’d pushed myself too hard. My heart was beating fast, and not just from arousal. I couldn’t stay in either man’s head, and my entire body felt weak and jittery.

If I’d been alone, it might have been dangerous. Eli didn’t need any further pushing: he would remain dazed and compliant for some time. Dustin, on the other hand, was starting to wake up without my direct influence. He blinked rapidly, his attention still palpably focused on me. His thoughts were jumbled, mostly about sex, but he would notice Eli’s dazed state if left to his own devices.

Master was coming, but needed a minute. There were too many people in between the two of us for him to just overwhelm Dustin from where he was. Instead, Master said in the back of my head, “Distract him.”

I leaned in and kissed Dustin to keep his attention focused on me. He responded eagerly, putting a hand on the back of my head and opening his mouth hungrily. I opened mine too, letting Dustin push his tongue against mine. His thoughts never strayed from me, they just became more elaborate as his awareness became sharper. First, it was just raw lust, but by the time he was properly awake, a little movie of Dustin and Eli fucking me was looping in his mind. 

Then Master arrived with Chloe in tow, and I felt his touch in Dustin’s mind, tendrils of Master’s thought wrapping around the larger man’s desires and impulses and skillfully tugging at them. Dustin, now completely a puppet, broke off the kiss and rose. 

Chloe offered me a hand up, which I gratefully took. As I rose shakily to my feet, Eli rose and stood beside Dustin, both of their expressions completely slack, their foreheads connected to Master’s by streamers of translucent jade fire. More of Master’s energy poured into them, commands streaming too fast for me to parse.

After a long moment of that, the two men blinked awake, their erections no longer at an embarrassing full mast. Their minds were duller now, more like Chloe’s.

Master said, “I’d like the two of you to get your things now. It’s time to take this party somewhere more private.”

Dustin nodded and agreed, “Yes, Sir!” He and Eli hurried over to where they’d been sitting. 

Master turned to me, a light sheen of perspiration on his face, and said, “Good work, babe. I know bagging two of them was a bit much to ask, but you did great, and it’s really going to impress the crowd back home.”

“Thank you, Sir,” I smiled up at him.

We made it back to the car soon enough. During the ride back to the hotel, Master made the new guys sleep. Sleeping minds were easier to condition: no need to tamp down conscious thought before adjusting behavior at a deeper level. I ended up taking a nap too, but it was just to rest and recharge - I’d never pushed anyone so hard before.


Chapter Four

I knelt on the floor of the hotel room in front of Dustin and Eli. Both slave men stood at attention in front of the closed curtains. Their dicks were already rock hard. Dustin’s cock was maybe an inch longer than Eli’s, but Eli was a little thicker around the middle when fully erect. Despite their physical arousal, their eyes were glassy and their expressions were vacant. Their minds were sluggish from prolonged exposure to Master’s power, almost as passive as if they were sleeping even though they were on their feet.

They were puppets.

Chloe knelt too, but she was kneeling beside the bed, instead of with me. Her thoughts were intent and focused, little movies playing in her mind about sucking Master’s cock, eating me out, getting rammed by our ‘guests.’ She was keenly aware of everything that was happening, but helpless to move without permission. All she could do for herself without Master’s express direction was blink.

Feeling all of that, their minds so tightly chained was intoxicating. It was a keen reminder that no matter how much power I had, I would never hold a candle to Master, never be the one pulling the strings. I would always be the first among slaves, and knowing that had my wetness sliding down the insides of my thighs.

Master himself was sitting on the bed, letting me soak in the ambiance for a moment. After what must have been moments, but felt much longer, he looked down at Chloe and said, “You may begin, toy.”

Chloe’s thoughts snapped to attention without direct control. She leaned forward and began to lick his semi-erect cock like it was ice cream. I felt a twinge of pride, seeing my slave performing so enthusiastically. A part of me just wanted to join her: no other man could ever really hold a candle to Master. Even with two in front of me, she had the better deal.

Master smiled at me and said, “That remains to be seen. Find out, dear.” His thoughts pushed into my mind at the same time, sliding into my brain:

‹PRESENT›

I twitched with the force of it. My vision swam with green light as I turned around, put my forehead low to the ground and offered my ass up to the mindless slaves behind me. A moment later, I felt a hand on my hip and a pair of fingers splaying me open. It was Dustin, still only half awake as he began to pump in and out of me, his motions jerky and puppet-like.

Meanwhile, Eli stepped in front of me. His movements were stiff and uncoordinated too, as he twined his fingers in my hair and held my head in front of his cock. 

‹OPEN›

‹STILL›

I opened my mouth and held as still as I could. Eli began to face-fuck me, rubbing his cock against my bottom lip as if I were just a rubber sex doll, my only motion coming from Dustin’s rhythmic pounding behind me. He was only dimly aware too, but I could feel his dazed frustration: Master wasn’t letting him cum, just having him stimulated endlessly while he waited for a turn behind me.

Feeling his sweet torture forced me to share it, my body tingling with need. Behind me, Dustin never sped up, never changed rhythm. He just pumped me mindlessly, the same strong, steady strokes over and over again, and I couldn’t even rock my hips backward for more.

We went on like that for long minutes, Eli wriggling weakly in his mental bonds, wanting to move faster. Dustin was starting to too, but then he came, filling me with a torrent of his hot, sticky seed. His awareness faded to nothing. He stepped out of the way and curled up on the floor, asleep in a heartbeat.

Eli let go of my hair and pulled out of my mouth, then moved behind me. As he did that, I managed to gasp, “Please, Master!”

Master smiled and loosened his grip on Eli. Eli almost tripped over his own feet, hurrying to get behind me, then the slave man bent me forward again and plunged into me. Eli fucked me with wild abandon, pounding me against the hardwood floor. I could feel his simple thoughts, focused completely on the view of his stiff shaft thrusting in and out of me. The wet smacking noises he made, fucking my already sopping inner passage, seemed so loud in the otherwise quiet room.

I moaned as tingling pleasure rose between my thighs. I was finally so close.

Eli came when I was still at the brink, moments away from my own pleasure. I felt his hot seed pour into me and nearly snarled in frustration, fingers clawing uselessly at the floor. I reached back without thinking and pushed a single thought into his head:

‹Keep Going›

The slave straightened up again and continued to pound me with his softening cock with a single-minded intensity. I ground backward against him, rocking my hips to meet his thrusts, to feel him deeper inside me.

Moments later, I was rewarded with an explosion of pleasure, spreading from where he filled me down through the rest of my body. Joy flowed through me like water, making my toes curl and my body spasm.

Through it all, Eli continued to pound me brainlessly with his softening member, until Master finally pushed into both of our minds at once:

‹STOP›

‹SLEEP›

Eli pulled out of me. I barely had time to draw a breath before we both folded to the floor.

I was gone in an instant.

~~~

I woke to the sound of running water, body still tingly with afterglow. I was curled up on the top half of the bed, rather than the floor. I could feel Master and Chloe’s presence nearby, in the shower. Dustin and Eli were both asleep across the top of my bed, naked but freshly washed. They reminded me of nothing so much as big dumb dogs. I wondered idly if I was thinking about them that way on my own, or if Master had put the notion in my head. Either way, it was compelling. They were only here for me.

I reached out and rubbed Dustin’s face, pushing a single idea into his head:

‹wake›

His eyes flicked open, his expression one of dull confusion. He looked up at me and breathed, “… whoa. I just had the weirdest dream about you. Or… how much of that was real? Did you slip something in my drink?” His thoughts were coming faster now, though they were still jumbled. He hadn’t noticed Eli still asleep behind him yet.

I touched his cheek and stroked his brain:

‹pleasure›

Dustin’s eyes rolled back for a moment, and he let out a low moan. He took a deep, shuddering breath before asking, “What was that?”

Eli began to stir, but I wasn’t ready for both of them yet. I reached past Dustin and sent a single command:

‹sleep›

Then I continued to stroke Dustin’s cheek and explained, “You weren’t dreaming. You weren’t drugged. You’re here because my Master took control of you and your friend. Crushed each of your wills like an egg, and brought you here to breed with me.” 

Saying it aloud was getting me going. The images Master had planted in my brain flickered at the edge of my awareness, being mounted and filled. If I kept talking about those impulses, they were going to take me over completely, even without Master’s presence. I decided I wanted to drag this out instead of just mindlessly fucking. I was a slave, but I was still a Gifted slave. I could have more fun than that. I pushed the thoughts aside and focused on Dustin. 

My slave was turning the idea over in his head. He realized I was just looking at him and protested weakly, “But that can’t be true. There’s no such thing as mind control.”

“That’s true,” I smiled, stroking his cheek again as I said, “You just like doing what I want. Hell, you love it. Forget I said anything about mind control.”

‹love it›

‹forget›

His brain soaked it up. Pushing him was much easier now that Master had softened him up. He nodded, his concerns forgotten, and agreed dully, “I love it.” 

“Now,” I said, “I’m going to need both you and your buddy stiff and ready soon. I need you both inside me.”

Dustin reached down and began to stroke his cock. At some point, all of us had been washed off in our sleep: he was fresh and clean.

Master was thoughtful. All the same, that wasn’t what I wanted. I touched his arm and said, “Not like that.” After I spoke the words, I reached deeper into his mind, almost the way I had with Chloe. I focused on the vivid memory of having Eli’s dick in my mouth, calling up the details as vividly as I could. I pictured its masculine taste and scent, the feel of his veiny member against my lip and tongue. I imagined the joy I felt. Then I pushed it into Dustin’s soft, pliable mind, as if it were his own memory.

Dustin gasped. He struggled weakly for a moment, but he had so little fight left in him. His expression went soft and glassy, and his cock stiffened as the images played in his mind’s eye, over and over.

I said, with a wicked little smile, “Get your friend hard, but not off. I need that dick.” I added mentally:

‹lick and suck›

Dustin turned over clumsily, his motions almost drunken. He crawled down a little and put his mouth on Eli’s flaccid dick, and began to clumsily bob his head.

Eli began to stiffen and wake. I put a hand on his forehead and pushed the same images into his dreaming mind: the feel and joy of having a cock between my lips, the sensation of being used, giving pleasure. Still asleep, he couldn’t resist the flow of ideas sinking deep into him. I finished by stroking his brain the way I’d stroked Dustin’s:

‹pleasure›

‹wake›

Eli opened his eyes, his sleepy expression replaced by a big, vacant grin. He reached down, running his fingers through Dustin’s hair. He still didn’t quite understand who was blowing him.

I reached out and touched both of them, my hands on their bare skin, my mind touching their addled slave brains. I pushed just a little harder:

‹Pleasure›

‹This Is Good›

Both slaves moaned their agreement. Eli looked down at his friend sucking his dick, but there wasn’t even a flicker of disapproval. He wasn’t aware enough. I touched both their minds more deeply, giving them the memory of my first night with Master. Sucking his cock with Chloe, our brains completely fried. 

Eli nearly came. Dustin pulled off of his saliva-slickened shaft, panting and dazed. Dustin’s own cock was stiff, pushing down against the sheets beneath him.

Getting into my role, I said, “Good boys. On your feet, and keep those dicks hard. I need them.” I nudged them both:

‹obey›

The two men rose off the bed, motions clumsy, almost drunken. They stood at the foot of it and began to stroke themselves, both staring intently at me. I said, “I want you both inside me at once. Not in my mouth: inside me. Have either of you ever done that before?”

Dustin said, “No, Miss.” The ‘Miss’ had to come from Master. I knew I hadn’t done it, and it was all Chloe ever called me.

A moment later, Eli said dazedly, “Yes, Miss.” In his mind’s eye, he was picturing mounting a hot brunette girl from behind, while she was already astride another cock. He and the other man managed to be inside her at the same time without anybody breaking anything.

I’d never even thought about that before, but I had to try it now. I turned to Eli and said, “We’re going to do that right now. Wake up and set it up for me.” I turned to Dustin and said, “Do whatever your friend says.” I pushed them both, harder than before:

‹Obey›

Eli blinked rapidly, his thoughts beginning to flow again. He looked down at Dustin’s slightly less impressive manhood and said, “Uh, I think you should be on the bottom, bro.” He blushed as he explained, “You’re not quite as big. Just sit on the bed.” 

I could hear him thinking about blowing Dustin, feeling a mixture of confusion and desire. 

“Uh huh,” Dustin agreed sleepily. He shuffled to the other side of the bed and sat up, still stroking himself mindlessly. 

Eli turned to me and said, “Then you mount him, Miss. You two will want to hold still. I’m the only one who needs to move.”

“Right,” I tugged Dustin’s hand away and straddled him, carefully impaling myself on his rock-hard cock. The sensation was delicious, but I couldn’t stop thinking about what was about to happen.

That roused Dustin, too. His expression grew more lively, his eyes focusing on me and his thoughts moving toward what was about to happen. He put one hand on my hips to steady me, and braced himself on the bed with the other. He asked, “You sure we shouldn’t be moving?”

Eli put the head of his cock against my pussy lips, above Dustin’s cock. He put a hand on my other hip and said, “Trust me.” 

Without further explanation, he began to push into me, slowly and carefully. The sensation was incredible, pleasure tinged with a hint of pain as he stretched me further than I thought possible. He took his time, working his way into me inch by inch, slick with my wetness and Dustin’s saliva.

Beneath me, Dustin groaned at his own intense stimulation. His cock twitched with it, and he was already near the edge from being so very turned on.

I reached into his mind almost instinctively, clamping down on that:

‹Not Until I Cum›

Dustin’s eyes went wide and glassy, his thoughts smoothing out into nothing but exquisite sexual torture. Then Eli was buried to the hilt inside me, leaving me in the same place, unable to concentrate well enough to do more with either of their minds. The fullness of both cocks inside of me at once was unbelievable. I could feel them throbbing deep inside me, the way they weren’t in sync with each other at all. I could feel both of them panting with need, bodies sweaty and hot. 

The whole thing was wonderful, maybe even better than having Master in my head.

A moment later, things got better. Eli began to thrust, sending waves of pleasure crashing over me. I clutched Dustin so hard that my nails drew blood. Beneath me, Dustin held onto the bed for dear life. Eli’s motions had to be tiny, there just wasn’t room for big, deep hip thrusts, but they still felt like the entire world was moving beneath me.

My climax came soon, so soon, but it was sweet release this time. Pleasure crashed over me in waves, my whole body alight with it. My vision swam, starry and blurred. I moaned and twitched, my slender form pinned between their big, muscular bodies. Dustin and Eli both came a moment after I did, their twin ejaculations hot and sticky and wet inside me, filling me so full that our mixed juices ran down my thighs. 

I slumped against Dustin, panting helplessly, and even that small motion set off aftershocks. Even Eli pulling out of me was intense. 

Dustin put his arms around me, still inside me as he softened. Eli flopped on the bed beside us, his breathing ragged. As the three of us laid there panting helplessly, a sound of clapping came from the bathroom door. I looked that way and saw Master there, Chloe at his feet. 

They’d been watching us.

Master said, “Well done, Irene. That was inspired. I think you’re ready to meet the family.”


Epilogue

I came to my senses on my knees on the smooth tiles of an examination room, mind reeling from watching days of my life unfold. A part of me felt like it had taken real days, but I supposed it was fueled by my rumbling stomach. I hadn’t eaten since we’d gotten to Cousin Godfrey’s house.

The man himself was standing over me. His expensive gray slacks were tented with an erection, but he was obviously a bit strained. Even if I hadn’t felt his ragged aura, I would’ve been able to see it in his face. I felt like I’d known him for ages already: I could name his favorite foods, music, sexual positions, books… it was a heady experience, though subtler than when Master had claimed me.

Putting that in my mind, on top of reliving so much of how I met Master, would’ve taxed anyone. I doubted I would ever be that strong.

The older telepath patted the top of my head and said, “Don’t sell yourself short, darling girl. You’re quite strong for your limited training.” He looked up at Master and said, “You didn’t tell me she was such a firecracker.”

Master ran his fingers through my hair and chuckled, “I thought it might be more fun for you to find out for yourself. Would you like to borrow her before we eat?”

Hungry as I was, that perked me up. I didn’t want to speak out of turn, but I was glad they could both feel my eagerness.

Godfrey shook his head and said, “No. Wonderful as she is, she’s underfed. I think we should see about helping her with that. Afterward,” he rubbed my cheek with the back of his hand, “Perhaps it would be more appropriate to share her, before putting her with the other breeding stock.”

I smiled widely.

Every day with Master was wonderful.

###


Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

About the Author:

Jessie is an unapologetic Internet junkie and an author of everything from essays to erotica and, perhaps most importantly, a freelance bacon ninja. 

Connect with Me Online:

At Amazon

And at my blog

License Notes:

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

For more hot telepathic brainwashing and sex, check out:

Pushed

Excerpt:

I shivered slightly, then lowered the novel and peered over it at the people around me. There were lots of people glancing our way, mostly guys, but I knew it wasn’t them. I kept looking, until I caught sight of my sister Annie a short distance away with a couple of guys. They were nothing special: dark curly hair, average builds, and too pale to be regular beach bums. They were in their early twenties, probably not much older than we were, and they looked like cousins.

Annie was a blonde bombshell, with an annoyingly perfect figure, heart shaped face and not a single blemish anywhere on her body. She was way out of their league, and had a thing for gigantic football players… but she was hanging off the one on the right, arm wrapped around him. She didn’t seem to mind his hand on her ass.

The other one, the one on the left, was checking us out, and he was definitely the source of my chills. 

I couldn’t say how I knew that, though. I just did. I flipped my music off as the three of them approached us, hoping someone would say something that proved I was being silly.

As the group approached us, the one on the right stared fixedly at Charlotte, who was laying face up on a big blue towel. Charlotte’s eyes were shut, but she shifted anyway, her tanned legs spreading just a bit. I watched in fascination as her nipples stood at attention beneath her brief pink bikini top.

The one on the left stared just as intently at Katie’s big, round ass, and even though she was facing away from him, she reacted too. The pretty brunette wriggled a little on her big white towel, subtly shifting a bit to raise her backside for him with a barely audible moan.

Something was very wrong. 

I lowered my book as the trio reached us, trying to figure out how crazy I would look if I bolted… but before I could decide, both guys turned to me at once.

My heart flipped in my chest, and the chills running up and down my spine dissolved to soothing heat. There was nothing special about either guy’s build: no tattoos, no rippling muscle… but their eyes were brilliant green, like glittering emeralds.

I’d never seen anything like those eyes, except in the mirror.

«Nothing is wrong.»

«I should relax.»

The thoughts felt strange in my mind. Like, they weren’t in my ‘voice,’ for lack of a better word. Even so, they felt heavy in my brain. More than just true, so true that it was hard to focus on anything else.

I was just being squirrelly. Antisocial. Paranoid. I really did need to relax.

Annie smiled at the guy on the right and said, “Here they are, just like I said.” She turned to us and said, “Charlotte, Kat, Liv? Meet Jack and Scott.”
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