
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Whims Of A Goddess

A Mind Control Story

Louis Baker


I was in a mood.

My family calls it my 'goddess mood,' which to be fair to them, is accurate. After all, I am a goddess. And I have moods. It's just that my moods tend to be a lot more focused on using my abilities as I wish.

And how could I not? Being a goddess of change and control, how could I not want to fix people? Just look at them, going back and forth, unaware of how good they could be, of how happy they could be, if they just made a few changes here and there! Of course, some of them could do well by worshiping me a bit more...

But that was for later. For now, I needed to get myself in the right mindset, and then I'd need some people to mold like the wet clay they were. I just needed the right person. The right project-

Suddenly, someone bumped into me, and they kept moving. That certainly wouldn't stand. “Excuse me, come back here.”

Instantly, the woman stopped in her tracks, turned on her heel, and walked back. The dark skinned girl wore an expression of confusion, as her feet moved on their own. After all, most mortals didn't have much experience with mind control from a goddess like myself. She was cute though, with soft features and long, thick hair. Definitely a plus.

“What-”

“Silence.” I placed a finger to her lips, as her mouth shut. “You'll speak when spoken too. Until then, don't move.”

The girl's eyes widened in panic, as she froze completely. Not that this was a big deal to me. Mortals never appreciated what I did for them in the moment. Only after my work was done could they truly appreciate me.

The denim outfit look was certainly one I could appreciate. What was it with mortals and the color blue? Oh well, it fit her fine. At least until I got to work on the rest of her.

“Alright, tell me your name.”

“Marissa.”

“Well, at least I won't have to change that. Tell me, Marissa, do you leave nearby?”

“I do. I was actually just going back there when you-”

“Quiet.” Marissa's mouth shut. “You will take me back there. You're eager. In fact, the most important thing for you to do is to make sure I'm happy, okay?”

Marissa nodded. “Right. Yes. Happy. It's not too far, follow me.”

“Say please. Your manners are important.”

“Right. Please follow me.”

And with that, Marissa began to walk away. Following her was easy, and she seemed to keep a good pace; I suppose I didn't have to make sure she wasn't one to waste time. Her place was an apartment; not too small but not too large either. Enough for her and clearly one other person.

“Do you live alone?”

“No, I live with a roommate, she's-”

“Hey, who's this?”

In from the other room walked a slightly shorter, chubbier girl with long brown hair, a look of confusion on her face.

“Claire, this is-”

“Silence, both of you. Claire, was it? You're going to stand with your back against the wall for me. Marissa, stay put.” I watched with amusement as the pale woman placed her back against the nearest wall, fear playing in her eyes. “Now now, that won't do. We can't have you being afraid like that. After all, I'm a benefit in your life, you'll see.”

I cupped the chubby woman's head in my hands, smiling as I leaned in closer. “You're going to sit right here, and your brain is going to be turned off, just like you're a robot, okay Claire? And while you're off you're going to think about all the ways you like being a good girl and like being obedient, and the more you think about it, the more you'll like it, okay? Now, turn your brain off for me~”

Claire's eyes dilated even as her posture remained stiff. Good, that was done. “Oh, seemed we left the door open. Marissa, close that for me and then come over here.” Stiffly, Marissa obeyed, but I could see the same fear in her eyes. The confusion. “No need to be so worried, dear. Relax. I'm the best thing that ever happened to you.”

Marissa's shoulders slumped slightly as her body relaxed. “Right. Nothing to worry about.”

“Indeed.” I took a seat on their couch, looking over at her. “Come. Kneel before me.”

Marissa complied, placing her hands on her thighs. She seemed confused, like she didn't know what to do. “What do I call you?”

“Mistress will do. You like calling me mistress; saying it makes you feel very submissive and obedient, and you like that, don't you Marissa?”

“Y-yes mistress.” Her face flushed red, her hands fidgeting slightly in her lap.

“Good girl. You like it when I praise you. You like being good for your mistress. And when I praise you, when you call me mistress, you feel pleasure, and that helps you to submit even more. Isn't that right, Marissa?”

“Yes mistress.” Marissa's thighs tensed as she swallowed thickly. Such a cute girl, even if she was clearly in need of some work. Oh well, that was always the fun part!

“Now, I'm sure you're wondering who I am, and all you need to know is that I'm your goddess now. And I'm going to teach you all the ways to worship me. Don't worry, I'll make sure it's good for you too~” I winked, watching the girl flush again. “Such a cute girl you are. Alright then, enough wasting time. Strip for me.”

“Yes mistress.” I wondered if her face could get any redder as she began to slowly unbutton her shirt, before shrugging it off and tossing it to the floor. Such a shapely figure she had! Quite in contrast to her chubby roommate. The bra came next, letting her modest bust hang down.

“Freeze.” I moved forward, placing my hands under her breasts and feeling them. “My touch arouses you, doesn't it? You like when I touch you.”

“Yes mistress-” Her breath hitched as I rubbed my finger across her nipple. She was sensitive. I liked that. “Okay, take the rest off now.”

Marissa swallowed thickly as she obeyed, standing up to take her pants off, and tossing them to the side and out of the way. She had cute green panties on, but those too were discarded, leaving her entirely nude, her eyes searching mine for some direction. She learned quickly to expect the praise; that was good.

“Good girl.” My finger traced up her thigh, watching her tense her muscles and shudder with pleasure. My fingers touched her folds, approving of the squeak of surprise that she let out. “You're getting wet, dear Marissa. Tell me, would you like your mistress to reward you?”

“Yes mistress!”

So eager. That was a good sign. My fingers slipped into her, gently stimulating her. A goddess needn't learn too much technique, when every touch was intense. “You can't cum until your mistress gives you permission, Marissa.”

The dark skinned girl bit her lower lip as she moaned, her hands clenching and unclenching as they lacked anything else to do.

“Tell me, Marissa, are you a good girl?”

“Yes mistress!”

“Are you an obedient girl?”

“Y-yes mistress!”

“And do you swear to submit to your mistress completely and totally? Do you swear to obey my whims and desires?” I leaned in, touching her folds with the tip of my tongue, letting the pleasure shoot through her body like she'd been struck by lightning.

“Yes mistress!”

“Good girl. Now, cum harder than you ever have before.”

Marissa let out a cry, as her body twitched from the sudden explosion of pleasure shooting through her. Her thighs tensed, as her own fluids ran down her legs.

“Again. Cum for mistress.”

Once again, Marissa let out another cry, as she came again from my command. So easy to make a mortal feel pleasure.

“Now then, you're going to do something for me, Marissa. You're going to go into your room, lay on your bed, and masturbate until I come to get you. You're going to repeat a mantra too. You're going to repeat 'Marissa is a good girl for her mistress.' Understand?”

“Yes mistress.” Marissa nodded.

“Good girl. Now go.”

Without another word, Marissa bolted from the room, into what was no doubt her bedroom. It was good that she was going to enjoy herself for a bit, I had some work to do with her roommate.

Claire was still standing with her back against the wall, her eyes entirely cloudy and zoned out. That was just as well, she'd been out of the way while I'd begun my work with Marissa. “Okay Claire, take two steps forward for me.”

The heavy-set girl did exactly that, as I walked around behind her and wrapped my arms around her, resting my head on her shoulder. “Okay Claire, come out of trance for me. Don't move though.”

Claire blinked, shaking her head slightly. “W-what was I doing?”

“Oh come on now, don't tell me you don't remember~” I tickled under her chin with my finger. “Tell me what you were experiencing.”

“I-I was naked. You were making me... eat people out. Like a pig. I was a good piggy for you. People were fucking me too. I was your toy...”

“And do you want to be my toy, Claire?”

“Yes! I mean, no! I would never! I'm not... I'm not...”

“A pig? A plaything? Submissive? Oh come now, I think you're all of those things and more. I think you're just afraid to say so.”

Claire swallowed, taking a deep breath in as though to calm herself. Not easy, when I was around her shoulders.

“Here's what I think. I think you're the responsible one in this apartment. You're the one who's under control. You're the one who does all the stressful things. And you tell yourself you don't want to be those things, when deep down you wish you could be. Isn't that right?”

“How did you-”

“Quiet. I know people like you, you know. It's pretty obvious looking at you. I mean, you're at home, and you dress in business casual. You immediately came to the door to figure out who Marissa was with. You're the controlling type. Which is why you're so hungry to be made into someone without control. Isn't that right?”

“Y-yes.”

“Call me mistress. It will make you feel pleasure.”

“Yes mistress...” Claire shivered.

“Good girl. You really love my praise. You want to be helpful to me. You want to be under my control, but you want to be more than just a fucktoy, don't you Claire?”

“Yes mistress!” There was eagerness there, no matter how she tried to hide it under the guise of pleasure.

“Here's what I'm thinking. You'll get to be your goddess' pig all you want, but you'll be in charge of managing people too. I think you'll enjoy that, won't you, Claire?”

“Yes mistress!” Now the eagerness was more obvious. That was good.

“In fact, I've already created a situation for you. Something to prove yourself to me and be the piggy you are~”

“What are you talking about, mistress?”

I nuzzled against her, nipping playfully at her ear. “I'm going to make you prove yourself to me. I'm going to make use of that pig snout of yours. Now, follow me.” And with that, I walked in front of her, moving into the room that Marissa had entered in previously. She was on the bed, masturbating as instructed, repeating her mantra over and over as her hand worked furiously.

“See her? You're going to eat her out. And Marissa, you want Claire to eat you out. Understand?”

“Yes mistress!” They said in unison.

“Good girls. Now then Claire, show your mistress what your snout is good for~”

“Yes mistress!” Instantly, Claire moved, wasting no time in spreading Marissa's legs. Her face disappeared, as she let her tongue get as deep into her roommate as it possibly could, much to Marissa's delight. It appeared that Claire could actually use that tongue for more than just talking; a good thing in my mind.

As she pleasured her roommate, I gently rubbed her back, watching as her large rear pushed her pants down slightly. I noted her cute underwear, but I had other things to focus on. “You two are good girls for your goddess. You serve me, and you love serving me, don't you?”

“Yes mistress!” They said, in between cries of arousal and pleasure.

“Your roles will be clearer soon, but for now, you will serve me completely and totally, understand?”

“Yes mistress!”

“Good girls. Claire, finish up eating Marissa out, and then Marissa, pleasure her as well. I expect you to use your tongue well, understand?”

“Yes mistress!”

That done, I moved to give them some privacy, while I inspected the rest of the apartment. Honestly, I probably should have made them clean up before I made them eat each other out, but I could deal with that at a later point. There wasn't a hurry. The place wasn't terribly messy, but it wasn't clean either. Well, that would be more for me to work on soon.

As I was looking around the living room, there was a hard knock on the door. Perhaps my next prospective work of art had just come to me! I should take to exploring apartment buildings more often.

Opening the door, I was face to face with a woman who was perhaps in her mid forties, with just the barest wisps of gray hair. She still seemed vibrant though, and she was certainly beautiful. Curious.

“Hello? Are you listening to me?”

“No, I was not. I doubt you were saying much of interest.”

“Excuse me, I-”

“Quiet. Come in and be silent until I tell you otherwise.”

Instantly, the woman's mouth shut, and her legs moved her inside, confusion and horror on her features. That at least, was fairly mundane now. I walked behind her, running a finger down her spine, before giving her rear a playful squeeze. “Now, tell me what it is you wanted to say so badly.”

“You're making a lot of noise and I came here to tell you to-”

“Quiet. Bored now. You're a nag, clearly. My girls are busy rewarding themselves for being good. You, however, clearly need some discipline. So, first things first. Name?”

“Nancy.”

“Well, Nancy, you will address me as mistress. Second, you are very sorry for being a nag. And third, you're now mine. Which means your life is now going to be filled with obedience and submission to me, understand?”

“Y-yes mistress...” Clearly, she wasn't entirely convinced. Oh well, not important.

“You know, I was just thinking that I needed someone to clean this place up. And look at you! Able bodied and here to help. Wonderful. Seeing as you're being punished anyway, I'll let you work it off. Clean this place up. And every action you take, repeat the mantra of 'I want to be a good girl for mistress.'”

“Yes mistress...”

Nancy went off, beginning her cleaning, repeating her mantra each and every time she moved anything, or threw something away, or undertook any task. Little by little, the resistance faded from her eyes, as she internalized her new mantra, as she internalized her desire to serve me. Admittedly, I wasn't as interested in her, but she made a good worker. And you couldn't make everyone into sex slaves or nothing would get done!

“You know Nancy, you're doing a good job. I think I'll keep you after all.”

“Thank you mistress.”

“Oh, that's some enthusiasm I hear. I like that. Well, since you're good at cleaning, I'll leave you to do the cooking too. You can cook, can't you?”

“Yes mistress. Some.”

“Well, you'll learn more. I know for a fact at least one of the girls really likes food. And I'm sure you can train the other one to as well.”

“Yes mistress.”

“Now, then, that's three girls in total. A good start by any metric.”


“Mistress, is this... okay?” Marissa seemed worried. Clearly, she was the worrier of the group.

“Of course it is, because I said it is.” Looking down, Claire was nude and on her hands and knees, eating food out of a bowl like a pig and oinking. “I think she's cute like this.”

“B-but she's not a pig, she's a human-”

“She's a toy, just like you. Now, no more protesting.”

Instantly, Marissa clammed up. “Yes mistress.”

“Good girl. Now, Nancy, how goes your cooking?”

“Good mistress. Though we need more ingredients for some things.”

“Understandable. Marissa, get dressed. You'll be going shopping for everything Nancy needs. Nancy, you write a list for everything you need. Understand?”

“Yes mistress!” They said in unison, before Marissa ran off to clothe herself. I'd have let her go naked, but that would just get her into trouble. As much as I wish I could make the world bend to my whims, that was a bit far off at present.

Claire grunted as she laid down on her side. “So. Full.”

“Good girl. I'm glad to see you live up to your pig name I've given you. I think I'll collar you too. Nancy, when you get a chance, look up and order a collar for Claire.”

“Yes mistress.”

“A-a collar? I don't-”

“You love the idea.”

“I love the idea.” Claire nodded.

“Yes you do. Besides, I won't make you be a pig forever. I'm just indulging myself right now because it amuses me. I'll probably end up putting you on a diet and making Marissa act like this.”

“Make me act like what?” Marissa asked, coming out the room while pulling her pants on.

“Don't worry about it, you have things to be doing.”

“Yes mistress!”

She was so eager. It was going to be fun to find a place for her. “Claire, I'm going to have to take a look at your wardrobe soon. We can look at Marissa's and Nancy's once they're done. Nancy, can you make Claire a pet bed?”

“What?” Claire gasped. “You can't be-”

“You love the idea.”

“I do love the idea, yeah.” Claire nodded.

“Now then girls, the last thing you need to do is give me a list of all your contacts. We need to expand this little gathering of ours, I think...
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