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1. Rushing
 
September, Freshman Year
Ten Omega Pi’s sat in a line. Well, six were O-Pi’s and four were pledges, but the chapter wasn’t that strict about keeping newbies in their place. Some other sororities wouldn’t let their members buy a jersey until they’d been initiated, but O-Pi actually made their pledges wear the letters at public events...with their pledge pins, of course. There were limits.
Normally, Missy was happy to abide by them, but tonight she’d have given anything to leave her O-Pi trappings at home. She couldn’t possibly go onstage in her pink and white jersey; Bill Bingham might make her do something stupid. Then the whole sorority would look bad and Missy would get chewed out or maybe even put on probation. Okay, the last wasn’t very likely, but Sharla was
pretty strict for a personnel chair, and Missy didn’t want to test her limits.
She sat miserably as Bingham called up his volunteers: sixteen men and women who had no qualms about surrendering their wills to a stranger. The very thought of it made Missy squirm. That should have been her. And look: it really could have been her! There went Sharla herself, right there in her sorority jersey, like she didn’t have a thing to feel embarrassed about! 
Missy folded her arms and hunched deeper in her seat. This was just unfair. She could have gone up there after all, but now Bingham had his sixteen volunteers and she’d have to wait until next year for her turn. She just hoped the hypnotist would come back. She’d never forgive Sharla if he didn’t.
Missy watched Bingham greet his subjects, loosening them up with handshakes and one-liners. She rolled her eyes. Get on with it, she thought. Get to the good stuff. But Bingham was determined to set his subjects at ease. She knew what he was doing: making them less nervous so they’d be more suggestible. Even his bomber jacket and boyish haircut screamed, “Trust me.” Missy wished she had the chance.
At last the volunteers were seated in a semicircle, more or less ready to begin. “All right folks,” said Bingham, “here’s how it works. I can’t hypnotize you if you don’t want me to. I might or might not be able to hypnotize you if you do want me to; not everyone is equally suggestible. And even if I do hypnotize you, I can’t make you do anything you wouldn’t do in waking life. No stealing, no stripping, no having sex with the nerd who’s been lusting after you for years.” The crowd laughed appreciatively. Missy just drummed her fingers.
“If my assistants would come forward, please–” Bingham stretched out his hand, and several student union members came out from behind the stage. “These folks are here to help you.” Bingham directed one assistant to step behind each chair. “When I begin the induction, some of you will go under immediately, some of you will take a little longer, and some of you won’t go under at all. If you’re part of that last group, I’ll point you out to the person behind you. They’ll tap you on the shoulder and lead you offstage. No arguments. Just cross your fingers that you don’t get tapped.” Get on with it, Missy thought again. 
This time Bingham obeyed. He started the group with a relaxation exercise, then took them through a visualization of elevators, escalators, and staircases. Every now and then he pointed volunteers for the assistants to lead offstage. By the time he finished his induction, only nine of the original sixteen were left.
Sharla was one of those nine. Missy stared at her hungrily. She wished she were the one up there with her eyes closed, her head thrown back, and her hands dangling between her legs. The personnel chair looked so blissed out that Missy could almost imagine Sharla was masturbating. Seeing her like that made Missy wanted to masturbate, anyway. Next year, she promised herself, next year.
 
September, Sophomore Year
Twelve Omega Pi’s sat in a line. Missy was one of them, and tonight she’d left her letter jersey at home. She was a full-fledged sister now, and no longer afraid of being called out for misbehaving onstage, but she still didn’t want to embarrass her sorority. Even though Sharla hadn’t done anything sillier than acting like a five-year-old, she’d only been faced with Bill Bingham. This year the hypnotist was someone else. 
The show began with music: atonal flutes and heavy drums. The air in the auditorium seemed to thicken. Then the curtains parted to reveal a tall, trim woman in black pinstripes and impossibly high heels. Her skin was pale caramel, flawless but seemingly devoid of makeup. Her hair was black and slicked back into glassy bun. She was so generically beautiful that Missy couldn’t even guess at her race. Was she the hypnotist? She really didn’t look...masterful...enough.
The woman smiled and spoke into a headset mic. “Ladies and gentlemen, you are about to meet the greatest sorceress our earth has ever known. The Black Pearl of Thailand is twelve hundred and fifty-five years old. She has bedded kings – and queens –advised emperors, and ruled nineteen countries from behind the throne. But not even an immortal sorceress is immune to boredom. Every few centuries she likes to dissolve her holdings and start again from scratch. That’s why she’s here with you tonight. She’s rebuilding her empire.”
The announcer thrust her free hand behind her back. She began to prowl the stage, but she still didn’t look anything like a predator. “It’s an old habit for supernatural beings to hide in plain sight. They seek prey in clubs, brothels, circus sideshows – even college auditoriums. And why? Because that is where they find their most eager victims. Many of you have heard the saying, ‘You can only hypnotize a willing subject.’ That is, unfortunately, true. But if you don’t my Mistress’s claims, maybe you will be willing to submit. You’ll think it’s a game.” 
The announcer chuckled. “She thinks it’s a game, too. But don’t worry. The Black Pearl is a very particular Mistress. Most likely, she’ll just play with you for an hour or two and release you back into the wild. Most likely.”
Missy’s roommate shifted in the seat beside her. “God, could this possibly get any cheesier?”
Missy knew Debra too well to feel much annoyance. “Stop moaning. You’re just jealous because you don’t have the nerve to go up, and I do.”
“Yeah, right. Like I’d trust my mind to some lunatic who likes to pretend she’s a thousand-year-old sorceress.”
“Twelve hundred-year-old sorceress. Anyway, better her than a wannabe comedian with a bad haircut.” 
Missy turned back to the stage just in time to see the announcer drop to her knees. The woman bowed her head and extended her free arm. “Ladies and gentlemen,” she said, “I am pleased to escort you into the presence of my Mistress, the Black Pearl of Thailand.” She swiveled to one side and knee-walked into the wings. 
The moment the announcer disappeared from one side of the stage, the Black Pearl appeared from the other. She was indeed Asian, though Missy had no idea whether she was really from Thailand. She had no idea of the hypnotist’s real age, either, though she looked about thirty. None of that mattered, though, because Black Pearl radiated such power that Missy could almost believe she was an ancient sorceress. Her eyes flashed like mica, and her chin and cheekbones looked sharp enough to crack rock. Even her hair, which was waist length and straight as a plumb line, could almost be seen as a whip. She stalked the stage like a tiger in human guise.
Missy squirmed in her seat. Now, this was what a hypnotist should look like! No skater hair or bomber jackets here, just a strapless dress of jet-black silk, slit almost to impropriety, and a bodice line as razor-straight as her bangs. Black Pearl didn’t even need any jewelry apart from a single ring set with a black pearl the size of a cherry tomato. Oh yes, this was the kind of person who deserved Missy’s submission. She was glad now that she hadn’t wasted herself on Bill Bingham.
“Good evening,” said the Black Pearl. Her voice was just the kind of smoky contralto Missy had expected. She spoke with only a hint of an accent. “I will accept ten volunteers. If you want to be hypnotized, you will be; if you do not, you won’t. Do not approach the stage if you are in any doubt of your intentions.”
Missy rocketed out of her seat, reaching the steps ahead of several people who’d been sitting closer. Black Pearl blocked her path, looking down on her from above. Her eyes bored into Missy’s like diamond drills. “Do you want to be hypnotized?” she said.
Missy didn’t dare look away. “Yes, ma’am.” Her clit had already begun to thump. Here I am, submitting even before the hypnosis starts! And it feels soooo hot.
“Good. Sit.” The Pearl turned toward the next arrival, dismissing Missy like the peon she was. 
Missy started off across the stage, slightly abashed and very much aroused. The chairs were different this year. Bill Bingham had used ordinary fold-ups from the student union, but these looked too nice to belong to the college. They were straight-backed, flawless chrome that glittered beneath the stage lights; and they had wheels. Missy seated herself in the middle of the line where she could see and be seen to maximum effect.
She watched the other aspirants approach. Black Pearl turned away two for lack of commitment, but she filled the remaining seats quickly and returned to center stage. Then she clapped twice. Out of the wings came ten women, identical in almost every respect to the announcer. They wore the same wasp-waisted business suits, the same heels, the same slicked-back hair and generically beautiful faces. But unlike the announcer, these women wore jet-black wraparound sunglasses; and Missy had seen more expression on department store mannequins. She smiled at the woman who took up station behind her, and smiled even wider when she got no response.
“These are my assistants,” said the Pearl, and Missy nodded to herself. Of course they were. “They will take part in the performance. Now we will begin.” She clapped her hands again, and the nearest assistant took hold of the chair in front of her and pushed it toward Black Pearl. The boy in the seat barely managed to raise his feet in time. 
Missy grinned to herself. She’s going to do us one at a time! The boy seemed to have the same idea, but he didn’t look as happy about it as Missy way. I should have taken that first seat, she told herself.
The assistant swung the chair around so that the boy faced Black Pearl head-on, while the volunteers and audience could see them both in profile. Then the assistant stepped back a pace and clasped her hands behind her. She looked more mannequin-like than ever. 
Black Pearl lifted her hand. The boy flinched as if he thought she was going to slap him, but she held her palm before his face and asked him a question. Missy didn’t hear what she said; she just saw the boy swallow and nod.
Black Pearl smiled. She turned her hand around and brought it down ring-first across the boy’s face. His eyes rolled up in his head. Then he fell back into his chair and began to slide out of it onto the floor. The assistant caught him just in time. 
The auditorium swelled with murmurs.
Missy fought to keep her hands away from her crotch. God, that was the hottest thing she’d ever seen! And soon it would be her lying there slack-jawed and white-eyed under the hypnotist’s hand. She could hardly wait.
Black Pearl regarded her subject with an almost clinical detachment. He was limp as a rag doll, with his head thrown backwards and his exposed throat turned toward her. The assistant was still holding him in place, seemingly with no effort. Then the hypnotist barked a command in an unknown tongue. The boy snapped to attention: spine stiff, limbs bent at perfect right angles, eyes wide but sightless. 
Again the crowd murmured, but Black Pearl had already turned away from him; and her assistant, still expressionless, wheeled him back into line. The other nine volunteers gaped at the first of their number. He neither moved nor blinked. “Gotta be a ringer,” said the guy on Missy’s right; but the girl in the tenth position moaned and bolted from the stage.
Black Pearl was unfazed. She gestured to the next assistant, who wheeled her charge to center stage. Again there was the quiet question, the mute nod, and the instantaneous oblivion. As the assistant wheeled her volunteer back into line, Missy stared at the two zombified students and tried to work her inseam against her clit without being obvious about it. Can’t wait, can’t wait, can’t wait!
“Ringer” boy fell next, just as helplessly as his predecessors. Then it was Missy’s turn. Her panties were soaked already. Look at me, she thought, and imagined her sorority sisters staring in horror. Look at me surrendering my will to a twelve-thousand-year-old sorceress (not that she believed it, but the fantasy was exquisite). Look at me creaming myself for the chance to become someone’s thrall.
Then she met that dark gaze again and forgot all about her watchers. Those eyes – they were like black holes sucking in all light and heat and thought. Missy’s clit trembled, and from the quirk on Black Pearl’s lips, she thought the hypnotist sensed it. 
Then Black Pearl spoke. The question she asked was the one Missy had waited her whole life to hear:  “Do you want to submit?”
Missy nodded, already swooning, and the ring drew a curtain of black across her mind.
Darkness. Emptiness. Mind in harness, steered by another. Bonds just loose enough to feel, not loose enough to shift. And orgasm coursing through every black-bound cell of the nothingness that used to be a “me.”
Later, Missy’s sorority sisters refused to tell her what she’d done during the show. They said she must have been in on it the whole time.
 
October 15
“Hey, look, the Black Pearl’s back in town.”
Missy almost spilled her soda at the name. She looked up from her mall bench and saw Debra marching toward her with an entertainment magazine in one hand and shopping bags lined up along both arms. She dropped down on the bench and passed the paper to Missy. “So, did she ever pay you for that performance of yours?”
Missy sighed. “Come on, Deb. I’ve told you a million times–”
“Yeah, enough that I’m almost starting to believe you. So, are you going to see her again? She’s playing at Toast.”
Damn, that was an adults-only club; and while Missy felt like an adult at nineteen, she’d need a fake ID to get into Toast. She had one, but it was only reliable in dark, crowded bars. “Maybe,” she said, but she knew she couldn’t resist.
It had been over a month since whatever-it-was happened at school. Missy still couldn’t remember any details beyond the feeling of those sweet black reins on her mind, but she’d come up with some pretty elaborate fantasies. She just hadn’t told anybody about them. Missy was as straight as they came...well, anyway, straight as she came, which was quite a lot these days. And she was coming without thinking about boys at all. I’ve been enthralled by a sorceress, she thought, and clenched her legs around a shiver.
Debra gave her an odd look, and Missy stared around herself, seeking any way to change the subject. “Hey, let’s go in there,” she said.
Debra looked down a dark side corridor of the mall to a shop faced in dark green marble. It was the only open shop in that part of the mall, and it lurked there smugly, as if it had swallowed all its competitors and was looking for fresh meat. “Dark Forest? You’ve got to be kidding, Missy. That’s a fetish shop.”
“So? We’re not wearing our letters. We won’t get in trouble.”
Debra raised an eyebrow. “Since when did you become the one talking me into stupid stunts?”
Missy grinned and jabbed an elbow into her ribs. “Come on, Deb. You know you want to.”
And she did. Debra always did. She cast a quick glance up and down the concourse, then sighed. “Okay, let’s do it – but quick. If anyone sees us, I swear I’ll drop dead of embarrassment.” She grabbed Missy’s arm and almost dragged her down the corridor.
They were giggling at first, but their laughter faded as they actually approached the entrance to Dark Forest. Maybe it was the music subduing them. The low, fast pulse-beat reminded Missy of Black Pearl’s theme. Trance music, she thought, and smiled silently to herself. She closed her eyes and tipped her head back, pretending to be entranced. Again. Then she matched her footsteps to the beat and stepped inside. Dance, trance, dance, trance. Debra gave her a funny look, but her expression softened once she got a whiff of leather.
The girls drifted through the shop, their eyes growing wider by the second. Missy didn’t know what half the items were for, and wouldn’t admit to knowing about the other half. She paused at a counter filled with balls, clamps, and rings, as much to catch her breath as to examine the wares.
“Would you like to try something on?” said a smoky voice behind the counter.
The sales clerk must have snuck up on her, though Missy, although she couldn’t figure out how anyone dressed like that had escaped her attention. The girl was bound in a skintight corset that rode almost alarmingly low on her chest. Missy didn’t dare look too closely for fear of seeing an areola. Instead she stared at the girl’s eyes and noticed how soft and dark they looked beneath their sleepy lids. Almost like she’s hypnotized, she thought, and like she’s enjoying it as much as I would. Missy crossed her legs and leaned into the glass, letting her thighs massage one another as she moved. 
The clerk raised an eyebrow.
Debra returned suddenly from whatever far galaxy she’d been touring for the last few minutes. “Hey, look,” she said, “Those are the contacts you wore during Black Pearl’s show.”
Missy dragged her eyes over the clerk’s breasts and back down to the display case. Debra must have looked pretty hard to find the lenses in the midst of all those other – other – what were they, anyway? She didn’t dare ask. Instead, she focused hard on the tiny, colorful, infinitely familiar novelty lenses. “Oh, right. The black and white spirals?”
Debra snorted, sounding more like her old self now that she had a chance to one-up her roommate. “Yeah. Bet she got them right here, too.”
Missy stared at the spirals and let her gaze drift out of focus. She pretended she was falling back into trance. Deeper and deeper, under my Mistress’s spell. And wait – those lenses did remind her of something, didn’t they? Maybe she was finally starting to remember something from that night.
The clerk slid the display case open, calling Missy back to the present. “You want to buy them, don’t you,” she said. It didn’t sound like a question.
 
October 16
Missy dreamed of a black dot spinning in the middle of a white field. With typical dream logic, she knew the dot and the field had always been there. They’d just never changed before.
The black circle was lengthening, first into an oblong and then into a pair of long, curving arms that spun like a pinwheel. They moved slowly at first, then faster and faster, until field and spiral both were overtaken by a wash of red. 
Missy’s body shook with orgasm.
 
October 18
The spiral dream was back again, and after it came another dream that was much less enjoyable. Missy was trying to reach Toast so she could see Black Pearl again, but her date drove at a snail’s pace and he kept making wrong turns. Missy was terrified that she’d miss the performance. She knew Black Pearl wanted her there; the wind was full of the hypnotist’s voice, and every rain-slick puddle reflected her eyes.
Now the real night of the performance had arrived; and urged on by Missy, Doug left campus an hour early and drove like a bat out of hell. They arrived forty minutes ahead of time and ended up right in the middle of the front row, which had been Missy’s plan all along.
She whiled away the forty minutes pacifying Doug with beer. He wasn’t a real date, just a casual acquaintance who’d been available on short notice, and who looked old enough to make her fake ID more convincing. She owed him one.
Just before 9:00, the music began: the same slow, steady drumbeats and atonal flutes that Missy had been fantasizing about. Her mind and cunt loosened immediately, both in equal measure. Missy had known she’d been excited, but she hadn’t realized until now just how anxious she’d been to see the hypnotist again. Black Pearl had only been at the college last month, but to Missy it felt like she’d been gone for years.
The houselights dimmed and the announcer strode to center stage. She might have been the same woman Missy saw before, or she might have been someone else. It was impossible to tell, since Black Pearl’s whole entourage looked like they’d been cloned from a single cell. Missy didn’t even know how many of them there were; the hypnotist could have a whole stable of them back home, and she just pulled out the ones she wanted on a given night. She probably kept the rest of them stacked in a cellar, or lined up in a closet like shoes. 
Tonight the announcer was dressed in leather: blood red and cinched so tightly that Missy wondered how she could even breathe. But the new garb had two advantages over the business suit she’d worn before. First, the corset displayed her waist and cleavage to maximum effect. And second, the hot pants let her show off her tattoo: a “garter” of lustrous black pearls.
The announcer rattled off the same spiel she’d given before: word for word, pause for pause, maybe even breath for breath. Then she dropped to her knees and Missy moaned. This was it. She was going to see her “Mistress” again. Her heart banged in her chest like a gong.
The announcer disappeared and there was Black Pearl! She was even more beautiful than Missy remembered, with her free-swinging hair and scarlet cat suit. Just look, Missy thought, at the way her hipbones jut through the vinyl. Look at the taut little cup between her hair and the small of her back. Missy wondered what it would feel like to press her lips there. The fantasy was so powerful that it took her a good five seconds to remember where she was. She flushed and glanced at Doug, but he hadn’t noticed. He was gaping at the stage, seeming only a little less entranced by Black Pearl than Missy was. She went back to staring.
Black Pearl gazed out across the audience, sizing them up as though for a meal. Missy  didn’t expect to be remembered, and it seemed that she wasn’t, because the hypnotist looked right through her.
“Good evening,” she said. “I will accept ten volunteers. If you want to be hypnotized, you will be; if you do not, you won’t. Do not come up if you are in any doubt of your intentions.” Like the announcer, she used exactly the same words as before; but unlike the announcer, she made them sound fresh and commanding.
Missy gripped her seat to hold herself in place. She was dying to volunteer again and experience that sweet hot feeling of control, but the only way to find out what Black Pearl had done to her was to watch her do it to someone else. It wouldn’t be as pleasurable, but it would be pleasurable. Missy had jilled off last year after watching stupid old Bill Bingham go to work on Sharla. Watching Black Pearl work on someone would be a thousand times better than that.
Anyway, something told Missy she’d be back onstage again soon, no matter what happened tonight.
She snuggled up to Doug as the volunteers came forward. These people were submitting willingly, she told herself, to the control of a stranger – a twelve-hundred-year-old “sorceress.” Missy smiled, and fantasized, and let one hand fall to her lap. She’d worn a miniskirt on purpose. It was easy to slip her fingers underneath.
Next came the assistants, almost identical to the announcer just as they’d been before. Missy wondered how hard it was for them to look so expressionless. They must get lots of practice.
She held herself back until Black Pearl began her induction. Then she slid one hand under her skirt. Doug wouldn’t notice because he was watching the show, and neither he nor anyone else could see her hands anyway, thanks to the tablecloth. She’d bought a pair of crotchless panties at Dark Forest, and now she twiddled her way inside. She began to thrust and twirl. Oh yeah, watching from the sidelines definitely had its advantages.
In less than ten minutes, Black Pearl had transformed a group of nervous human beings into a line of blank-eyed zombies. That was me, Missy told herself, and fought not to squirm. She was on the verge of coming already, but it was too soon. She’d hold off so she could pay more attention to the stage – and so she could prove her devotion to her imaginary Mistress.
The hypnotist barked a command in her pseudo spell-tongue, and the inductees leapt from their chairs. Then they began to dance. They moved stiffly at first, almost robotically, although their movements were perfectly synchronized. Then the assistants rolled the chairs offstage and joined them. Suddenly all twenty people became an impromptu classical ballet troupe, leaping and whirling like professionals. Missy gaped. Did I do that? No wonder they thought I was in on it.
The dance grew more complicated. Now the performers were flipping themselves into pyramids and literally throwing one another across the stage. Missy had never seen moves like that outside of a documentary about Cirque du Soleil. But the Cirque was composed of professional acrobats; these were skinny college students and young businesspeople. No mere hypnotist could make them do that, but the Black Pearl had – and she’d done it with a handful of words in a language none of them understood. It’s like she just reaches right into their brains and pulls the strings. Maybe she really is a twelve-thousand-year-old sorceress! Missy grinned and tweaked her clit. And I was her thrall.
The hypnotized acrobats flew higher until they almost brushed the ceiling. Then Black Pearl brought them back to earth and made the assistants circle them like cowgirls herding cattle. 
Missy knew what was about to happen next. She still didn’t remember it firsthand, but Debra had told her about it. It was her “proof” that the whole performance had been staged. The assistants whirled past, one by one, shedding their glasses and throwing them to the crowd. According to Debra, their eyes had been black and white spirals on the night of the college show; but tonight they were red and yellow, matching their costumes.
The line broke apart and the assistants spun offstage, leaving the inductees to dance on their own. Every one of them had spiral contacts, too.
Now, at last, Missy let herself come. She grabbed Doug’s arm and squeezed it so tightly that he actually glanced at her a moment, but she held her face still and he turned back to the stage. Shockwaves of ecstasy rolled over her, like red over black, and Missy moaned aloud. 
The transition had been so smooth that she hadn’t spotted it even though she knew exactly what to look for. The assistants must have passed the contact lenses to the inductees, and the inductees must have inserted them, but Missy hadn’t seen either action. She also hadn’t figured out how Black Pearl or her assistants could guarantee themselves ten volunteers who could wear contacts. Some people must already have prescription lenses in, and Missy didn’t think you could stack them. It probably hurt a lot if you tried. She didn’t know how they’d pulled off the trick; all she knew was that it was the smartest, slickest, balls-to-the-wall hottest trick she’d had ever seen.
Missy was moaning louder now, and Doug finally noticed. He dragged his gaze away from the stage and stared at her.
For some reason, she wasn’t embarrassed at all. She actually leered at him. Think you’re going to get some tonight, don’t you, boy?
Actually, Missy was tempted. She’d never had the nerve to suggest hypno-play with a lover, but a show like this provided her the perfect opportunity. The problem was, did Missy really want to follow up a Black Pearl performance with someone like Doug? He was just so…ordinary. No, she’d have to take pass.
Missy spent the rest of the show in an orgasmic daze. Levitation, transformation, teleportation – every second of the performance was flat-out amazing. What was Black Pearl doing in a little college town like this? She should be an international sensation. 
By the time the show wound down, Missy was so tired and raw that she wondered if she’d be able to handle more sex play even on her own. But some of the final scenes had been almost familiar to her, as if she were remembering her own experience; and the knowledge of that thrilled her. She wanted to remember.
The volunteers woke with no more memory of their performance than Missy had had – and no more contact lenses either. She hadn’t seen the assistants take them back. She’d been watching.
Missy lingered after the end of the show, hoping to speak to Black Pearl in person, but the hypnotist had vanished backstage. On the one hand, it wasn’t surprising; she didn’t seem like the kind to hang around and sign autographs. On the other hand, Missy felt like she was losing her imaginary Mistress all over again. She almost wanted to weep.
When the lights went down and Toast turned back into an ordinary club, Missy slipped onto the stage and crept behind the curtain. The backstage area was dark, but somewhere in the distance a door was cracked open. Enough light leaked in to reveal the silhouette of a woman. Missy saw nothing but a pale arc of shoulder and the glitter of eyes. Was it her? Was it the Black Pearl?
“Hello, Melissa,” said the woman.
 Missy sighed. No, it was just the announcer. But – “How did you know my name?”
“My Mistress remembers you, from the college performance. She knew you would be here tonight.”
She does remember me! Part of Missy wanted to jump up and down. Another part wanted to run away. I didn’t tell her my name, did I? “Yes, I — I loved her show so much I wanted to see it again. From the other side, you know.”
“Yes.” The woman was almost preternaturally still.
Missy struggled to fill the silence. “Is, um, is she still around? Because I’d love to, you know, just talk to her. Awake, I mean.” She laughed shakily. “If I said anything to her before, I don’t remember it.”
“My Mistress does not talk to supplicants of your level. However, if you truly want to see her again, you may.”
“Um, okay. But I picked up a program in the lobby, and it tonight’s performance is the last one listed.”
“Not all of Mistress’s shows are publicized.” The announcer stepped forward. Shadows blotted out the light on her body but failed to dim her eyes. 
Somewhere behind her, Missy heard the thump of dance music, but it sounded impossibly far away. She shuddered.
“The Black Pearl knew you would be here tonight,” said the announcer. “She left something for you.” Her eyes blinked out, and for a moment Missy couldn’t see her at all in the darkness. Then the woman was right in front of her, pressing something into her hands. “If you want her badly enough, this will show you the way.”
She disappeared, and Missy hurried back to the club. Once she had enough light to see what she’d been given, she realized she was holding a CD case. It seemed to pulse in her hands. 
Well, that was probably just because of the dance beat.
 
 



2. Pledging
 
Halloween
Missy stared at her reflection while Black Pearl’s music thumped in the background. She’d heard it often enough to follow the beat now, but she didn’t try to dance. Standing still felt so much better.
The suit looked great, too: pinstripes lengthening her already long legs and accentuating her chest. She’d taken in the waist to give it more of an hourglass look, and she’d dyed her hair, too – not the kind of temporary color that washed out over time, but permanent stuff as black as tar. Missy had spent nineteen years as a strawberry blonde; she thought she could do with a change. Besides, the black just looked so sleek against her head. Yeah, she’d keep it this way for a while, and maybe even cut it. Right now she had too much hair for a really tidy bun, so she’d tucked most of the length under her collar. It itched against her bare back.
Missy wasn’t sure why she hadn’t worn a blouse under the jacket. She didn’t know if the assistants had worn anything under theirs, so as long as Missy wore something that didn’t show, she’d have looked authentic. But somehow nothing felt right except a black rubber corset she’d found in Dark Forest. It pinched her waist even more than the hair scratched her back, but it wasn’t hard to hide her discomfort.
She studied her face, a monochrome mask with no trace of emotion. She studied her eyes, spinning with the same black and white spirals she knew from her dreams. Arousal lanced her like an unexpected thrust from a vibrator, but she made no move. Silently, she congratulated herself. It had taken two weeks to achieve this level of control, even with Black Pearl’s CD.
Missy knew there must be subliminal messages buried under the music. She just didn’t care. Hypnosis required a willing subject, and Missy was willing. She wanted to look and act more like an assistant, and the subliminals would help her achieve that goal. 
Besides, the music scratched an itch she’d been feeling ever since that night at Toast. She was desperate to see Black Pearl again, but until she could find some way to do that, the best she could hope was to listen to Black Pearl’s music. Anyway, the announcer had hinted that the CD would lead her to a secret Black Pearl performance. Missy had searched it for hidden tracks, studied the plan black wrapper under various kinds of light, and even plugged the CD into her computer to hunt for hidden files. Unfortunately, she hadn’t found a thing so far.
She imagined Black Pearl waiting on a hidden stage somewhere, expecting Missy to come to her, and curling her lips in disgust when the supplicant failed her test. That thought was almost too painful for Missy to bear. There must be something on the CD, she told herself. Maybe it was hidden in the subliminal messages. If that were the case, she just had to keep playing it over and over until she felt the beat in her bones. Then the message would just well up out of her subconscious or something.
She stared into her spiraling eyes and thought to herself, I am a slave. I am a thrall. I exist only to serve my Mistress, the Black Pearl of Thailand. Her thoughts kept time with the beat. I am a slave. I am a thrall.... Her clit throbbed, her cunt dripped, her nipples ached to be touched; but she remained motionless even as the orgasms began. They rocked her nerves and scoured her brain with pleasure.
Sometime later, Debra bounced into the room. She was grinning and twirling in her harem costume – a weird choice for someone who claimed to hate cheese. No doubt she’d say she was being ironic, and most people would believe her. Missy knew better.
Debra stopped dead when she saw her roommate’s costume. “Wow, Missy. You look pretty, um, scary.”
The “assistant” turned her head, congratulating herself on the smoothness of the move. She nodded once. “Thank you. But call me Melissa, not Missy.”
She probably shouldn’t have answered at all. As far as she knew Black Pearl’s helpers didn’t speak, aside from the announcer. But Melissa had to let Debra know her new name somehow. She settled for using a flat, robotic voice. She’d figure out something else later on.
“Ooookay. Melissa.” Debra trotted over to the stereo and picked up the CD case. “What’s this you’re listening to? It sounds kind of familiar.”
“It is music from the Black Pearl’s show.”
She was still using the robot voice, but if Debra noticed, she chose not to comment. “Nice stuff. Can I borrow it sometime?”
“No.”
Where did that pang of protectiveness come from? And who or what was she protecting?
 
November 2
She still dreamed of spirals, but now the black lines were almost as thick as the white ones.
 
November 3
Melissa stared at her reflection while Black Pearl’s music thumped in the background. She probably shouldn’t have bought this second costume; Halloween was a whole year away, and no one but Doug would get the reference. But the red leather just looked so hot, and those flaming contacts were impossible to resist.
She twiddled the marker in her hand and thought about drawing a tattoo on her leg, but somehow it seemed presumptuous. She put the marker away.
 
November 4
Melissa jerked upright in bed. Her heart was racing and her body was drenched with sweat. Ohhh, that dream! Black Pearl’s eyes, flashing in her head. Black Pearl’s hand, reaching out across the miles. Black Pearl’s voice, commanding her to come. Melissa had come, right here, in her black leather thong.
She drew spirals around her clit as she blinked into the darkness. Was she here? Was Black Pearl here? 
No, but Melissa could swear she knew which direction the command came from. She imagined the hypnotist’s power pulsing at her like sonar, penetrating flesh and bone and even brain. She could almost feel it stirring the thoughts in her head.
For the first time, Melissa wondered if Black Pearl really was an ancient sorceress turning her into a slave, but of course that was ridiculous.
 
November 5
“‘Morning, everybody,” smiled Melissa. She bounced into the dining room, where a few sorority sisters were having breakfast. 
“What are you doing up so early?” asked Rachel.
Melissa grinned and pointed to the mp3 player bound to her arm. “Power walking. See you later.” She skipped out the door, thrilling secretly at the trick she’d just played on her sisters. Not a one of them could see the contacts she wore beneath her sunglasses.
 
November 7
Melissa didn’t remove her sunglasses or ear buds when class started; because she knew Dr. Conrad wouldn’t care. He had 105 students in this section, three more just like it, and two years left to go before retirement. As long as everyone sat quietly and showed up for tests, he let them do as they pleased.
Melissa was very pleased. She sat quite still, eyes wide, face immobile, cunt squeezing rhythmically around the dildo. If she was a lesbian after all – and by this time she’d decided she must be – she wished she’d figured it out sooner. She’d never had so much fun in her life.
 
November 10
Another wet dream. She woke up panting, and felt an uncontrollable urge to stare at the eastern corner of the bedroom. Yes, that was the way toward Black Pearl. She was out there somewhere, calling.
Melissa tossed and turned for a while. She couldn’t shake the fantasy that Black Pearl was summoning her. She wasn’t sure she even wanted to, but she had an eight o’clock class tomorrow morning, and she couldn’t maintain her GPA on fantasies alone. She’d better try to sleep.
Maybe music would help. Melissa reached for the stereo button, then thought better of it and grabbed her ear buds instead. It was one thing to subject herself to subliminal programming; she was a willing subject. Debra wasn’t.
 
November 15
It must be all that sleeping with ear buds.
The dream started just it always did, with black curves spreading and spinning on a white background. Each night the colors had come closer to equilibrium, and now at last they found it. 
Then the balanced tipped in the opposite direction, and Melissa found herself staring at a white spiral on a black background. The black was still thickening, too. She wondered if it would take over the white completely in the end, and what would happen when it did. In her sleep, she twisted the bed sheets into a rope and sawed them between her legs.
A wave of red washed over the spiral. Melissa shrieked and bucked in her sleep until her bed frame banged against the wall. A bright light woke her from her ecstasy. “Dammit, Missy!” said Debra.
Melissa smiled at her groggy roommate’s face. She wished Debra knew how beautiful she looked with her eyes at half-mast and her face more slack than annoyed. 
Despite herself, Debra smiled too. “That must have been one hell of a wet dream, Missy.”
“It was.” She ground the sheets against her crotch and sighed. “But it’s melissa, not Missy.”
She knew who she was now, oh yes. The dream had shown her.
 
November 20
An hour and forty-five minutes. That was how long she could pose now, moving only to breathe and blink. melissa was prouder of this accomplishment than she’d ever been of her dancing skills, her journalism awards, or even her acceptance into Omega Pi.
she had no more illusions about her situation. Black Pearl really was an ancient sorceress, and melissa really was Her thrall. It had all come clear in that dream where black overtook white. It had changed her perspective on everything. melissa had always known she kinky streak, a hidden dark side. she’d known she was a sub before she even knew what the word meant. And Black Pearl had seen that in her. The sorceress had taken the part of melissa’s mind that wanted to submit, and She’d engorged it with lust and magic and subliminals until, ironically, it became dominant in melissa’s brain. 
The change thrilled her, and so did its added benefits: melissa’s memories included things that Missy’s did not. she remembered her first induction now. she could hear again, in her head, the sweet dark words Black Pearl had whispered on trancing her: “You are chosen.” 
Now that melissa knew who and what her Mistress was, she could serve Her more intentionally. she just wished she could get rid of Missy. That persona wasn’t dominant anymore, but it hadn’t disappeared. melissa could hear her even now, raging in the back of her mind: What the hell are you doing?
How can you just roll over and let this monster steal your mind? Get some help, for fuck’s sake! 
Help from whom? melissa answered. her inner voice was subdued but implacable. The campus psychologist? The police? Our parents? Do you really think any of them can fight against a twelve-thousand-year-old sorceress? Besides, we’ve had more orgasms in the last two months than we’ve had in all our life. You can’t tell me you haven’t enjoyed that.
Missy started to reply. Then something flashed across her eyes and distracted both personalities. “Miss-y!” said Debra, speaking right into melissa’s ear. Her hand waved back and forth across the thrall’s face.
Wow, I didn’t even hear her come in! I didn’t even see her!
“Not Missy,” she said blankly. “melissa.” she knew Debra wouldn’t hear the lack of capitalization, but that didn’t matter. melissa heard it – and felt it, too. her cunt spasmed, and she smiled inwardly when Debra wrinkled her nose. Debra smelled her!
“Whatever. Missy, what the hell are you doing, standing around like a zombie in your stupid Halloween costume? The chapter meeting’s just about to start! You’re supposed to be there!”
melissa had forgotten all about the meeting. she hadn’t expected to be interrupted. And Missy had always been careful about posing, making sure no one was around to see. Now that part of her wanted to crawl under the bed and die of embarrassment. 
Too bad melissa was in control now. She liked nothing more than being exposed for what she was: a mindless, will-less thrall. If she could, she would have climbed to the roof of the sorority house and shouted her status to the world.
White-hot balls of orgasm rolled up and down her spine, but she kept that much to herself, as a sign of her devotion. “i will not attend,” she said. Her voice was utterly flat. Mistress isn’t even here to see me, and still i behave this way. i am hers.
Debra’s mouth opened, closed, opened again. “Everyone’s talking about you, you know. How weird you’ve been lately. They think you’re on drugs.”
“i am not on drugs.”
“Then what is it, Missy? What’s wrong with you?”
Missy clamored inside her skull, begging melissa to speak up. She might think we’re crazy, but hell, maybe we are. Maybe this is all in our head – in your head – in my head. See? We really are crazy! Please, please, please let’s get some help. Before our brain turns completely to mush.
melissa’s clit spasmed at the thought. “Nothing is wrong with me,” she told Debra, and favored Missy with an inward smirk. “i am happier than I have ever been in my life.”
Debra stared at her with pure, incredulous disgust. Then she stormed out of the room.
 
November 24
“Missy, hon, is everything all right?”
“I’m fine, Mom.” It was an effort now, to use her “normal” voice, to talk like a free human being. There was so little left in her that was free.
“We thought you were coming home for fall break. You’re not sick, are you?”
“No...well, maybe just a little. I think it’s an inner ear infection. I feel dizzy, and that’s making it hard for me to get around. I’ve mostly just been sleeping. That’s why I forgot to call, I guess. I hope you weren’t too worried.”
“Well, we were, but I’m glad to know you’re just sick. I just don’t want you to miss Thanksgiving. Your father or I can drive up to the college and get you.”
“No, Mom, really. I’ll be fine. I’m just going to stay here and focus on getting well. Maybe I can catch up on the homework I’ve missed. You guys have fun.”
“I don’t know, Missy. I hate to leave you up there all by yourself.”
“I’ll be fine, Mom. Goodbye.”
she hung up without looking away from her reflection.
 
November 30
At last! melissa had known all along that the announcer wasn’t lying; she just hadn’t known how long it would take to open her mind enough to receive the message. Now here it was, a night-black card with silver script, delivered via dream: “Her Ladyship, the Black Pearl of Thailand, demands your presence at The Uttermost Pit on Friday, December 16, at 12:00 midnight. Come prepared.”
In her sleep, melissa caressed the invitation as if it were Mistress’s own flesh. It seemed like forever since she’d seen Her, and twice forever since she’d felt Her sweet reins on her mind. But melissa had proven herself worthy. Now she’d see Mistress again, and she’d submit more fully than Missy could ever have dreamed.
So...The Uttermost Pit. It was a South Side club that had folded last month after its third and final vice raid. No O-Pi would be caught dead in a place like that.
melissa couldn’t wait to see it.
 
December 9
“Missy, we need to talk.” Sharla slid onto the bench beside melissa, who was staring at nothing in particular.
The thrall turned her head slowly and kept the rest of her body still. She felt the brush of rubber cords against her back and thought, i am plugged into a machine. i am being programmed like a robot.
melissa had bought the smallest, most discreet set of ear buds she could find, and she wore them constantly now. She tucked the cord down the back of her shirt and the iPod into the top of her pants. If she kept the volume low enough, she could still follow most conversations...when she wanted to, anyway. Mostly she just stared through the person in front of her because that person wasn’t Black Pearl. melissa’s slit burned constantly with longing.
“All right,” she said. “Talk.”
Sharla tried to peer through the lenses of melissa’s sunglasses. She didn’t know how lucky she was that she couldn’t do it. “You’ve missed a lot of meetings lately, Melissa, and you’re acting really weird. Is something wrong? Are you depressed about something?”
“i have never been happier in my life.”
Sharla brushed that aside with a snort. “It’s not drugs, is it? Because we can get you help for that.”
“It is not drugs, Sharla. i have simply discovered my true nature. You should be happy for me.”
The personnel chair looked anything but happy. “Your true self. Ooooo-kay, if you say so. But I have to tell you, Missy–”
“melissa.”
“I have to tell you, Melissa, that your true self doesn’t seem very compatible with Omega Pi sisterhood.”
“It is not,” said melissa. A silent orgasm rolled over her, and Sharla sniffed and edged away. melissa came again even harder.
“Well, that’s a – that’s – that’s a shame, Missy. Because we really care about you. We’d hate to lose you as a sister.”
“Yes.”
she could practically see the wheels turning in the personnel chair’s head. Sharla trying to make the “yes” say what Sharla wanted it to say: that melissa cared about staying in the sorority. “Um, well, good. But I still have to warn you, Missy–”
“melissa.”
“Melissa. I have to warn you that you’re this close to being put on probation. I’d hate to have to do that to you, but–”
“i understand.”
“Um, okay, good.” Then, because it was the kind of thing O-Pi’s did, she reached out to hug the slave she thought was her sister. 
 
December 16, 9:45pm
m stared at her reflection while the Black Pearl’s music thumped in the background. she wasn’t free enough even to call herself melissa now, and soon she wouldn’t even be “m.” But the initial would do, for the moment.
m had a whole new look tonight, courtesy of her Dark Forest sisters. she’d gone back to the store today, wearing her red and yellow contacts over her pink and white Omega Pi jersey; and when the sales clerk commented on the clash of colors, m had torn off her shirt, bared her swollen breasts to the store, and begged to be re-dressed. The clerk was happy to oblige. Now m wore a buckle-and-chain contraption that had taken two other people to fasten. she couldn’t undo it by herself even if she wanted to.
her breasts were newly pierced, each with a silver hoop and a jet-black pearl: replicas of her Mistress’s ring. her eyes were new, too. she’d looked hard to find the contacts that best reflected her state of mind, and she’d finally settled on a pair of almost-all-black lenses with two thin spirals of white.
m drew on her trench coat, savoring the coarseness of the fabric against her tender nipples. Next came her sunglasses, despite the lateness of the hour. Then she gathered up her car keys and driver’s license (because the last thing she could afford to night was being pulled over), and she left the chapter house.
 
December 16, 10:30pm
The Uttermost Pit was closed and boarded up, but as m approached, the door swung inward. she couldn’t see any lights inside, but she could see the announcer’s face in the glow of the streetlamps. “Come in, slave,” said the announcer.
m shivered despite herself. That’s the first time anyone else has called me ‘slave.’ It’s all real. It’s all coming true at last. she fought to keep her face immobile and strode past the motionless announcer.
The air rippled, and suddenly there was light around her: blue-white neon. she was in a warm, humid club that was entirely the wrong shape to fit inside The Uttermost Pit. m remembered the teleportation “trick” she’d watched at Toast, and she understood that Black Pearl had swept her away to – well, she had no idea. For all m knew, she might be on the other side of the world now. Once upon a time, the thought would have excited her; but tonight, all she cared about was seeing her Mistress again.
m glanced around, hoping to spot Her; but she didn’t expect Black Pearl to appear before the show; that would be beneath Her. And no, She wasn’t here. m felt a brief pang.
she looked around again, just to see where her Mistress had brought her. This place, she decided, probably wasn’t much different than The Uttermost Pit. A long stage spanned the rear of the hall. It was bounded at end by a stripper pole, and someone had strung a rope of black pearls between them. Attached to that rope – by their nipple rings, no less – were three girls dressed much like m. 
The truth hit her like a brick: i thought Mistress had singled me out, but i’m just one slave among many.
Missy whimpered inside her head, and m whimpered back. All this time, she’d been fantasizing about a life as Mistress’s personal toy. she’d dreamed of licking and kissing Her, submitting to whatever pain or pleasure She saw fit to dole out, even bringing Her more slaves – but always remaining Her one true Chosen. 
The truth was much darker than that. If m didn’t run away (assuming she still could), if she continued to fall deeper under Mistress’s spell, she’d end up lost in a crowd of zombies. she might not even become an assistant. she might never even see her Mistress again, or hear Her voice, or feel Her touch. And she’d be so far gone that she wouldn’t even care.
m’s clit began suddenly to throb. That was what it meant to be a thrall, wasn’t it? To be so thoroughly stripped of will and individuality that you didn’t remember ever possessing them. To be nothing more than one link in an endless chain of slaves.
Either the announcer was reading m’s mind, or it had been so thoroughly conditioned by now that it had no other way to think. “Do you want to be chained?” the announcer whispered. Her breath was warm and damp in m’s ear. 
m’s clit pounded even louder, but she kept her face and voice expressionless. “Yes.” 
Had she spoken out of her own desire, or the desire Mistress had implanted in her?  Well, Missy didn’t want to be chained; she was screaming at the back of m’s brain. But Missy was just a puny captive, growing weaker by the day; and m didn’t care where her wants ended and Mistress’s began. Yes, she answered again, this time silently – to Missy. Yes. Forever yes. i am a slave. i am a thrall. i exist only to serve my Mistress, the Black Pearl of Thailand.
The announcer didn’t even look at her. She just headed toward the stage in the assurance that m would follow. The other slaves kept their gazes fixed blankly on the space above m’s head. They were probably no more or less deeply enslaved than she was, which meant they knew she was there, but they were busy practicing their obedience. Getting off on it. 
Already, we’re all the same, she told herself. But that wasn’t quite true. The girls’ costumes weren’t quite identical, and their faces and skin tones varied wildly. But everyone’s hair was black, and they’d gotten the message about the nipple rings loud and clear.
m climbed onto the stage and stepped to the fourth place in line. The announcer unfastened one end of the rope and threaded it through m’s rings, click, click, zip. It felt even better than a vibrator between her legs, but m didn’t react. she stood still and let the announcer push her along, like a bead on an abacus, until she lined perfectly with the other slaves. 
The announcer walked away without a backwards glance, and m had to lock her knees just to remain upright. She wanted to roll on the floor and moan and dig into her pussy with both hands, as far as she could reach; but neither she nor the other slaves broke pose. Their sex-scent surrounded them like an invisible cloud. These are my sisters, m told herself. my real sisters.
Over the next hour six more girls turned up. Each of them stopped dead in her tracks, just as m had done, when she caught sight of the others. m made no move, but she grew to relish the horror on their faces, the reluctant arousal, and the inevitable robotic “yes.” Then came the click, click, zip; and m’s own significance diminished even further.
By 11:30 their number was complete: ten slaves chained in a line, lost in a fog of arousal. The announcer returned and stood in front of them, demonstrating her own enthrallment by remaining as motionless as they were but with her unique, beautiful, terrifying smile. The minutes ticked by and still she held her pose. Her lips didn’t even twitch. Watching her, m realized that, despite the chants she’d practiced in her mind, she really wasn’t a thrall. The announcer was a thrall; m was just a slave hoping to become something more. Or less.
At 11:45 the music began. m slipped into it like a warm bath.
At 11:59 the announcer dropped to her knees. She spoke much as she had at the previous shows. “slaves,” she said, “you are about to meet the greatest sorceress our earth has ever known. But you know that now, don’t you? The Black Pearl came to you, hiding in plain sight, and openly declared Her intent to make slaves of you. But you took Her truth for lies and surrendered yourselves to Her control. Then you surrendered even further, until at last you saw the truth, but by then it was too late. you love Her because She has conditioned you to love Her, and knowing She has conditioned you only makes you love Her more. The Black Pearl controls your minds. The Black Pearl controls your lusts. And very soon now, the Black Pearl will control every particle of your beings.”
The announcer bowed her head and raised one arm. “slaves,” she intoned, “I am pleased to escort you into the presence of our Mistress, the Black Pearl of Thailand.”
And there She was at last! There was the woman who had captured m’s mind and twisted her body, who had made her love the bondage of chains and piercings and wanton degradation. 
Black Pearl was more stunning than ever. Her hair was braided into a thousand shining whips, and She was almost nude, with Her nipples gilded silver. She wore a chain around Her waist that supported two long, thin strips of silk that brushed the floor but were barely wide enough to conceal the space between Her legs.
m wanted to stay motionless and expressionless as a show of her devotion. But the first glimpse of those mica-chip eyes sent her swooning into the chain. She mewled and twitched and squeezed her thighs together, fighting for even a scrap of self-control, and it was just enough to keep her on her feet. 
The other slaves were just as helpless. One girl’s hand dipped into her cunt, and the scent drove the rest of them into a frenzy. m grabbed her own breasts and thrust them toward her face, licking and sucking as best she could. The pearls clicked against her teeth, but somehow the rope held firm.
Mistress snapped a command. m didn’t understand the words, not consciously, but something in her mind knew how to obey them. she and her sisters jerked to attention, but it was hard standing still when they all had volcanoes between their legs. m pressed her hands tight against her thighs. It was the only way to keep them out of her cunt., i am a slave. i am a thrall (or i will be). i exist only to serve the Black Pearl of Thailand....But how can i keep still in the face of Her magnificence?
Black Pearl’s lips curled into a sneer. “Pathetic.”
i know, i know, thought m, and her stomach curdled. Forgive me, Mistress. i’ve failed You.
Mistress stalked up and down the line, pinching a nipple here, slapping a flank there. Her hand thrust between m’s legs, and m collapsed again, smearing the chain with her drool. Mistress touched me! She touched me!
“Disgusting,” said the hypnotist. “All of you.” She’d reached the end of the line, and She spun around and stalked back to center stage. “All those hours of posing, submitting, imprinting – and still you wilt the moment you see My face? you’re not worthy of serving Me. you don’t have enough control.”
“We don’t, we don’t,” whispered the slaves. “Please, Mistress, help us!” Again m tried to pull erect. they all did.
Black Pearl was unimpressed. “The problem,” She said, “is that you have entirely too much will. You serve Me because you want to serve Me, and even your wanting is flawed.”
It was, oh, it was. Will you fix me, Mistress? i know i don’t deserve it, but will You fix me?
Black Pearl’s eyes flashed down the line of slaves, snaring their gazes one by one. When she caught m’s eye, m felt sure She could see m’s every thought. “I can take the wanting from you; I can take your will itself. But only if you give it to Me. Are you ready to do that? What is it you want most: self control, or My control?”
“Your control! Yours!” they screamed. m collapsed again and felt soft bodies pile on top of her. The chain still didn’t break. Mistress wouldn’t let it break.
Her teeth glittered like diamonds. “Very good,” she said. “I will remake you, though it will be difficult even with subjects as willing as you are. In three days’ time you will as blank and indistinguishable as My assistants here.” She gestured. 
they emerged from backstage, marching in single file. they wore nothing but silver duct tape: one strip covered their slits from front to back, one strip bound their breasts from nipple to nipple, and several strips together bound their hands in useless paddles. 
But none of that was as amazing as what Black Pearl had done to their heads. From throat to crown they were almost solid balls of tape. The only bare skin was a narrow rectangle between each assistant’s eyebrows and the base of her nose. And even then, the inevitable lenses covered their eyes. Tonight they were mirrored contacts: all the better to reflect the slaves’ empty faces back at them.
Black Pearl spoke again. “you have far to go,” she said, “but you are much too...animated...to begin your journey yet. Take out your pleasure on My assistants, and when you are sated, I will lead you forward.”
m looked at the woman in front of her. The assistant was no different from the other nine; right down to the smallest binding. This is my future, m told herself. she embraced it, and the assistant, joyfully.
The woman’s body thrummed with hidden power – Mistress’s control, thought m. she couldn’t move much because of the chain, but she kissed the slave’s wrappings and painted them with her tongue. 
The assistant didn’t react. her gaze was pinned unblinkingly to the wall behind m’s head.
m moved on to the duct-taped breasts. she plunged her tongue between them and tasted hot, salty sweat. Strange to think that she hadn’t kissed a real woman until this moment; she’d fantasized about it often enough. m let herself giggle, knowing Mistress would approve since she was just getting it out of her system.
Black Pearl’s voice rolled over the crowd. “You may remove the strips at breast and crotch.” Feeling like a child at Christmas, m tore into her assistant’s wrappings. The woman’s nipples popped to attention.
m pounced on them. What a shame, she thought, that she could only taste one at a time. she grabbed the left breast in her hand and took the right one into her mouth as far as it would go. she sucked and squeezed and even nibbled – but softly, since she didn’t want to damage Mistress’s property. And then, when she could bear the wait no longer, she dropped to her knees.
It was only possible because the other nine slaves were dropping to their knees, and even then their rope bound cruelly tight. m’s breasts drew up toward either side of her neck. she pressed forward, tearing off the assistant’s crotch-strip with her teeth. Ohh, the smell was heavenly! she buried her face in it, rubbing her nose back and forth along the hot, wet folds of flesh. The assistant’s clit was huge and pounded like a second heart.
You see? m thought at Missy, even without minds, they can still feel pleasure!
Missy managed a single spectral sob. Then the roar of m’s lust drowned her out.
m wrapped her lips around the assistant’s clit and sucked. she’d never felt, or tasted, anything like it. It was magnificent. she quested further with her tongue, and the cunt above her shuddered. Taped hands pressed down on her head. 
m had pleased her assistant! It wasn’t as good as pleasing Mistress herself, but it was the most she could hope for. she was performing well. m wrapped her hands around her partner’s ass-cheeks and pulled closer. The assistant spread her legs. her thigh muscles twitched like plucked bowstrings. 
m imagined herself in the assistant’s place, fighting to stay still – or maybe held so rigidly in her Mistress’s grip that she didn’t have to fight. It would happen. 
she slipped between the assistant’s legs, tilted her head backwards, and tongued her way toward heaven. she’d never done this before, but thanks to Mistress’s CD, she was more than an expert. Yes, there was the spot! The assistant made no sound, but she shuddered and bucked and slapped her taped hands against m’s head. 
she’d come. m had made her come. her own cunt sent trills of victory up her spine and all the way down to her toes. For a moment she was blissfully mindless. Then she felt herself slithering backwards from the assistant, back into the grip of the chain. She sighed.
Mistress’s voice brought her to full alertness. “Much better,” She said. m’s heart glowed in her chest. “you show great promise. Perhaps one day you will please even Me.” The slaves were so spent, now, that even these words could only make them twitch. But, “Stand, my pets,” She said, and they leapt eagerly to attention.
It was easier to hold still this time, even as their Mistress stalked the line and raked Her silver nails across their breasts. “you have learned,” she said. “you are ready for the next step.” She returned to center stage and crossed Her arms. “The assistants before you are completely interchangeable. they have no memories, no personalities – not even any fingerprints. Soon you’ll be just like them, but not tonight. I will hypnotize you again, and I will send you back to your miserable former lives. Then you will demonstrate your readiness to abandon those lives for Me.”
No! screamed m, but only inside her mind. She didn’t dare plead aloud, or even move at all. Don’t make me go back! Not when i’m so close! i’m ready to give You everything right now!

The Black Pearl frowned. “I told you before that, in order to be hypnotized, you must be willing. Now I add this: in order to be enthralled, you must be even more willing. you must prove your devotion beyond all doubt, and you must prove it to yourselves as well as Me. This is how you must earn your thralldom.”
i am willing, i am willing, thought m; but deep in her heart she knew she wasn’t. Missy had crawled out from under the lust and was already wailing again. What do i have to do to get rid of you? m thought at her. What do i have to do to get rid of me?
Black Pearl spoke another command. Her assistants lifted their hands, and the tape around them unwound and spiraled to the floor. The assistants stood poised and patient as their Mistress continued. “I have asked you before, and I will ask you again: do you want to be hypnotized?”
“Yes!” screamed the slaves, all ten of them in perfect unison.
“Good,” said Black Pearl. She’d clearly expected no less. “Then I will reveal a bit of your future.” She turned the back of her hand toward them, revealing her black-pearl ring. “Do you want to submit?” 
Again they chorused their yes’s. The hypnotist smiled. “That is the last word any of you will ever speak.”
She dropped Her hand, the assistants dashed the contacts from their eyes, and m learned a new truth about thralldom.
 
 



3. Initiation
 
December 17, 9:30am
The alarm went off and m jerked upright, still dreaming of the assistants’ eyes. She knew the truth now: Black Pearl wasn’t the only one “hiding in plain sight.” Her slaves’ real eyes were far more remarkable than the novelty lenses they wore for public shows. From corner to corner, they were the same lustrous black as their Mistress’s sigil. Gazing into them had sent m into a trance just as deep as the first one she’d experienced. But this time she remembered it all. she lived in that trance now.
m looked over at Debra’s empty bed. her roommate had gone to class, which was a shame in a way; m would have loved to see Deb’s face when m started today’s route. But her absence was also a blessing, because she’d have certainly have tried to stop m.
The slave rose slowly, enjoying the new, stiffer feel of her body, and moved to the dresser. she’d slept in the bondage gear, so all she needed to do now was straighten her hair and reinsert her contacts. There: she looked almost the same as she had last night, although her face was more rigid than before. she took her lips in both hands, pulled them open (It was the only way she could move them now), and felt her clit come alive.
So that was what it looked like, she thought. Mistress had erected a wall inside m’s mouth: a plane of lustrous black that fused her jaws together and prevented her from speaking. m doubted anyone else could see it, but she knew it was there. Just as she knew all her facial muscles were gone – and her vocal cords, too. she could still blink, but aside from her eyes, her head was just a lump.
And that was only fitting. As Mistress explained it, “From this point on, you have no say in your fate. you have no voice, either literally or figuratively. In fact, you have no way to communicate at all, except by obedience.”
She’d spoken no more than the truth. Black Pearl had taken m’s face, her mouth, her voice – even the memory of that voice. But She hadn’t stopped there, oh no. She’d also removed m’s ability to write or sign or even blink in response to questions. No communication except by obedience. m still lived in the free world, but she could hardly have been more cut off from it.
The thought brought her almost to orgasm, but she resisted. she had to prove her devotion before she could earn her reward. she caressed her cheeks, which still thrummed with the Black Pearl’s touch (Oh, those sweet raking nails!). she ran her hand down her paralyzed throat and tickled her pearl-pierced breasts. Then, satisfied, she pivoted and walked out the door.
m’s room was on the second floor of the chapter house, midway down the hall. At the far end was a bathroom. The door was open, and m could see Rachel inside, brushing her teeth. She looked up at the mirror, saw the blank-faced m behind her, and almost choked on her toothpaste.
m paused a moment, posing, enjoying the creak of leather against her ribs. she wondered what Rachel would do if m grabbed her from behind. Would her nipples rise at the touch of the almost-thrall’s hands? Would her panties dampen if m pressed them into her slit? Or would she just scream and fight against the thing that had been her sister?
m longed to find out, but she had more pressing needs. she pivoted again and started down the stairs, smiling inwardly at the clack of her stilettos on the wood. Everyone downstairs would hear her coming. Even now the heads would be turning, the jaws gaping....
she reached the bottom step and turned toward them. Oh God, this was even better than she’d hoped! Twelve girls she’d once called sisters were staring at her. They looked outraged, embarrassed, horrified, and in a few cases beautifully blank-faced with shock. “Missy, what the hell–” someone began, and the real Missy wailed silently in response. Shut up, cunt, thought m. You have even less right to speak than i do.
she was tempted to go into the lounge and perhaps press her rigid face between someone’s thighs, or seize a rosebud figurine (the room was full of them; they were the sorority’s official symbol) and thrust it between her legs. But the longer she remained in one place, the more she risked being stopped. She had a long way to go, so while her ex-sisters were still gaping in shock, she swung back toward the door and let herself outside. A babble of voices rose behind her.
The Omega Pi house stood at the far end of Greek Row. Between it and campus proper were half-dozen rival sororities, then another half-dozen frats. Already a few girls had noticed her, and they were shouting for their sisters to come look. Soon whole packs of them were hanging out of doors and windows. They all had smart phones. m wondered how many photos and videos of her would end up online before she was finished. 
For once, she was glad she still looked like Missy. Every one of these girls knew who she was. That’s right, look at the little leather slave who used to be one of you. i surrendered my will to a sorceress, and this is the result.
When m reached the frat houses, Missy wailed again – but only for a moment. As soon as the first frat boys came out, whooping and flapping their tongues like dogs, she curled in a silent ball. 
m marched on, her face expressionless, her clit keeping time with the click of her heels. thump, thump, thump. Before long she’d attracted a whole crowd of followers, all of them hooting and cheering, some of them throwing money. A few of the boldest frat rats grabbed her ass, but none of them tried to stop her. Maybe they wanted to see how far she’d go. Maybe Mistress was watching out from her, ensuring that m could finish her mission.
m wouldn’t have banked on that. Mistress had better things to do than follow some puny slave around her provincial Alabama college. Actually, thought m, it was hotter to imagine Her ignoring the scene. Leaving Her slave to fend for herself.
m reached the street that separated Greek Row from campus, and the frat boys spread out around her. More of them were touching her now, all over. she ignored them and just enjoyed her effect on local traffic. She counted four near-accidents before the light changed. 
Then it was on to the long green quad. Exams had just begun, and students were everywhere, cramming in a few last scraps of knowledge before the bell rang. m drove every last bit of it from their heads. she thrilled to the books dropping around her, the phones flying out (“Hey, man, you anywhere near a window? Get over to it right now!”), the men and women screaming.
Since Missy was still playing fetus, m could enjoy herself to the fullest. She reveled in the pinch of the hoops through her nipples, the thump of the pearls bouncing against her breasts, the electric current that ran between her clit and brain. Look at me, she thought, striding down the long, green walk toward the Liberal Arts building. Look at me, mindless and faceless, abasing myself for a Mistress who doesn’t even care enough to watch. Look at me, and know what it means to be a thrall.
The bell rang just as she reached the steps. Those students who still cared about their exams rushed passed her, driving the frat boys out of range. m was caught up in the tide but dawdled on the stairs as much as she could manage. By the time she reached her classroom, Dr. Weathers had begun calling the roll. Oddly enough, he’d just reached her name. m’s presence was all the “here” she could give him.
It was more than enough. The professor turned, gaped, and dropped his pen. 
m smiled inwardly at her dark shape reflected in his glasses. This was her moment. she spread her legs wide and, without moving a muscle, came until her juice dripped onto the carpet.
The whole class, Dr. Weathers included, was paralyzed with shock. Just like the O-Pi’s, thought m. Good. she turned again, more swiftly now, and slipped into the men’s restroom. It was empty. 
she was briefly disappointed. Then Mistress’s hand seized her – just Mistress’s hand, since even if the Black Pearl had deigned to visit m during this ritual, She’d have picked a nicer location than this bathroom. But Her hand was enough. m saw the door begin to open, but by that time the air around her had begun to ripple. she was being teleported again. Where would she end up this time? m didn’t care, as long as she was with her Mistress. she’d passed her test. she’d earned her reward.
Or had she? When her vision cleared, m found herself high above the college campus, on the roof of a gabled building. No! i thought i was done!
But thralls had no right to complain, did they? And after all, this was where Mistress wanted her to be. m ignored her disappointment and looked around. She was on top of the Administration building, and this gable between her legs must be part of the President’s office. Another chance to abase myself – and so publicly! m almost felt like laughing, if only to herself. Instead she creamed again, letting her juices lubricate the shingles. Then she settled onto the puddle and waited for the crowd.
By noon she’d attracted the President, most of the staff and student body, a fire truck, an ambulance, and a television news crew. Snippets of the live report drifted up to her: “...mysteriously disappeared from a school bathroom and then reappeared...stumped as to how she got up there...suspect drugs...psychotic break....”
m sat motionless until the cameras panned up to her. Then Mistress’s will came over her again – no communication but obedience – and she ground herself against the gable, wetting it all over again. 
The reporter’s jaw dropped open. “Are you getting this?” she hissed to her cameraman. He nodded, and m noticed the bulge in his pants.
By 12:30 the ladder was in place, and m allowed herself to be bundled into a fireman’s jacket, returned to earth, and strapped onto a stretcher. Surely she was finished now, she thought. she’d proved her submission beyond all doubt. Mistress’s hand would return at any minute and snatch her away to oblivion.
m thought that all the way to the hospital. she kept thinking it even as they checked her reflexes and vital signs; drew blood; ran their CAT scans, EKG’s and MRI’s; even stripped her of her contacts (by far the cruelest punishment of all). And all the while they kept asking, “Missy, can you hear my voice? Nod if you can hear me. Missy, can you see my hand? How many fingers am I holding up?” The real Missy woke again and begged for a chance to answer, but m cursed her back to silence.
They strapped her to a bed, which m found quite ironic. After all, she hadn’t moved on her own since the firemen first laid hands on her. Then they started the IV and catheter lines; and after several failed attempts to open her mouth, they slid a feeding tube through her nose. m lay quietly through it all, though the novelty of catatonia had worn off hours ago. Now she just wanted Black Pearl.
she remembered telling herself that thralls had no right to complain. she remembered thrilling to the idea that Black Pearl might not even be watching her abase herself. But what if Mistress really wasn’t watching her? What if She’d abandoned her? What if – and this thought terrified m more than any other – she hadn’t passed the test after all? Maybe she’d shown too much free will or failed to humiliate herself enough, or maybe she shouldn’t have let the paramedics take her down from the roof. Maybe she’d proved herself unworthy, and Mistress would leave her here forever, burning, burning....
m fell into a drugged and fitful sleep. There was the spiral again, but now it was all wrong. The black lines were thinning, the white thickening, until they switched places and white was dominant again. Nooooo! shrieked m in her head. Please, Mistress! Help me! i don’t want to fail You!
Too late, sneered Missy. She was in charge again, for the first time in weeks. Now at last she could get some help! She opened her mouth – or, well, tried to open her mouth. Her jaws wouldn’t budge and her lips were glued shut. She tried to scream around them, but her throat was paralyzed, too. Damn m for surrendering her mouth to that bitch! Missy thrashed within her restraints; she could do that much, at least.
Her heart rate rose, and a monitor behind her head started beeping. The door to her private room flew open. Oh, thank God! Now she could get some help!
A nurse rushed to her bedside, checked Missy’s pulse, and laid a hand on her forehead. “What is, honey?” she said.
Missy tried to rattle her bonds again, to show that she was back and meant to fight, but suddenly her arms wouldn’t move. What the hell? She tried to use her legs, but they were paralyzed. No! Don’t do this to me!
Desperately she fixed her gaze on the nurse, willing her to understand everything she couldn’t say. But the harder Missy concentrated, the more her focus drifted. No communication except obedience, she remembered. And no obedience except to Black Pearl. Goddamn that m! Goddamn herself for creating her!
Now Missy couldn’t even toss her head. She tried to scream, even soundlessly, but as soon as the nurse noticed her hitching chest, Missy’s body relaxed. She sobbed inside herself. She raged and wailed, but her eyes were dry as stones. Dammit, there must be some way out of this! There must be some loophole Black Pearl hadn’t closed.
The nurse regarded her sadly. “Poor thing,” she said. “I know you’re trying to tell me something.”
Dammit! Why’d you have to say that?! Like it or not, Missy was programmed to avoid communication; and she’d just overstepped her bounds. Her vision darkened, her ears closed, and her entire body fell limp. Noooo! she screamed, louder than ever, but no one heard her except m, who was smirking in the darkness. Now Missy’s only external sensation was the smell of the nurse’s hand lotion, and it was fading – either because Missy’s nose had abandoned her too, or because the woman had left the room. Missy couldn’t tell which was which.
She cursed m for dragging her into this, cursed herself for not seeing the truth in time to fight back, cursed herself both ways, because after all m was – and always had been – a part of herself. Black Pearl said She could only hypnotize a willing subject, and Missy had been more than willing. Dammit, part of her still was. She could hear m now, chanting at the back of her mind: i am a slave, i am a thrall, i exist only to serve – help me, Mistress! i swear i’ll never disobey You again if You just take me back!
Shut up, Missy thought at her. You’ve failed your Mistress, and she’s abandoned you. Now we both have to suffer the consequences. Unless the hypnotic suggestions wore off over time, Missy would spend her life unable to see or hear or move or communicate in any way at all except by accident. It would be even worse than thralldom.
Oh, fuck. It would be even worse than thralldom.
If Black Pearl took Missy back, She might turn her into a mindless thrall, but at least she’d be a happy mindless thrall. Missy still remembered the arousal she’d noticed in “her” assistant. The woman’s whole body had coursed with pleasure even before m fucked her. And m had felt a shadow of that pleasure when Black Pearl touched her. Even now, if she concentrated, Missy could sense a tingle at her lips and throat. She sighed inside herself.
Then her mouth went dry. Was this what it boiled down to? A life of sentient paralysis or a life of mindless bliss? 
The spirals rose in her head again, but now black and white were balanced so evenly that she could choose her own perspective. Damn you, m, for putting me in this spot. Damn me. Oh shit, damn me.
She chose black, and Mistress’s hand closed instantly around her.
 
December 18
m hung suspended in Black Pearl’s will. This was truer literally than figuratively, since she still had a scrap of independence. But at least Missy had given in.
she hung in midair, suspended by nothing, in a room made entirely of mirrors. Floor, walls, and ceiling – all of them reflected her own image back to her. she could imagine herself as one of thousands of identical slaves, each naked and chained to her reflection by a brand new ring at her clit. 
m guessed she’d been here for hours, but it was difficult to tell with no watch or clock to look at, and with the music pulsing steadily through her brain. It would have been heaven, except for the absence of her Mistress.
m’s longing grew to a real, physical ache. Then suddenly an assistant winked into existence. Mistress must have teleported her into the room just as She’d teleported m. The assistant was bound, literally head to foot, in black electrical tape. her eyes were just depressions in the darkness, and her nose was a lump without the tiniest hole to breathe through. m realized with a shock that Mistress controlled Her thralls so thoroughly, they even lived by Her command! The chain at her clit jingled with excitement.
The assistant knelt in front of m her and closed her bound fingers around the chain. she can’t see it, but she doesn’t need to, does she? she’s just steered by Mistress’s will. Like i’ll be steered. Smooth tape brushed against her clit, and m suppressed a shudder. Maybe i’ll wear that myself one day.
The assistant unhooked her chain, then released it. she stood up and reached between her own legs, peeling back a single strip of tape. Then she reached inside herself and began drawing out a string of pearls as slick and black as her bindings. On and on it spooled, endlessly it seemed. The pearls piled up at the assistant’s feet, and m how wet they were. she wondered how they’d feel sliding out of her cunt.
At last the assistant reached the end of the chain. She paused a moment, weighing the final few feet in her hands. Then she began to drape the pearls over m. Mmmm. Those cool, dark globes slipped up between her legs, over and under her breasts, across her lips (she could smell them now, although sadly she couldn’t taste them), and just below her eyes. The assistant wasn’t binding her completely, not like she herself was bound; m didn’t deserve that honor yet. The assistant was just draping her, like a sacrifice. m suppressed her millionth shudder.
When the assistant was finished, she reattached m’s clit chain and stepped back. Then Mistress’s hand caught them again; and when the air ceased rippling, m found herself in a soundless, pitch-black realm. 
She was still floating, but the assistant’s feet were planted on, well, something; and she pulled m along behind her like a balloon.
There was a light in the distance, perfectly globular. As they approached it, m realized it contained four women. Three of them were standing at attention. their bodies were smooth and perfectly identical, and their eyes gleamed black like pearls; but somehow m recognized them. they’d been chained alongside her last night, back when they’d still been slaves. Now they were full-fledged thralls.
The fourth woman in the tableau was the announcer. she knelt beside the others – not facing them, since no one knelt before a thrall. she had turned toward the center of the globe; and her eyes were the same lustrous, unblinking pearls as the three initates’. A rope of pearls passed through rings in her nipples and clit; it bound her arms tightly behind her. her face, for once, was as expressionless as everyone else’s.
The assistant drew m into the globe, and m stared at the others in mute admiration. Here were five women, formerly free and whole, who could neither move nor speak nor even think without their Mistress’s command. They might have been standing like this forever; they might stand like this forever more. Nothing would change until Black Pearl willed it.
m longed to join them, but to her shame, it was all she could do just to hold herself still. Nothing keeps me here but my will to submit, she reminded herself, and even that will is flawed. Her lust burned in her so fiercely that, if she’d been allowed, she would have torn the chain from the assistant’s hands and frigged herself raw with it. Nothing holds me here but my will to submit – but i will to submit even further. i will. while i can.
Time rolled on.
At last, obeying no cue that m could fathom, the announcer spoke. “slave,” she said, her voice every bit as expressionless as her face, “i am pleased to escort you into the presence of your Mistress, the Black Pearl of Thailand.”
And there She was again, after what felt like aeons. m couldn’t have swooned if she wanted to; she was paralyzed with rapture. she’d been deemed worthy, at last, to see Black Pearl in all Her sorcerous glory; and the sight was almost too much to take. Mistress was nude, not even wearing the ring, which had only been a symbol anyway. The real power lay inside Her. Lightning flashed from Her fierce black eyes. Thunderheads rolled from between her legs. Between them, She could tear the whole world apart…but then what would She have left to play with?
Mistress! thought m. Mistress! At last, my Mistress! her body erupted in violent climax; her thoughts shattered and swirled in her head; but somehow she managed not to move.
The assistant knelt. she presented m’s leash to Black Pearl, and the sorceress took it with a smile. Then She cocked one hand on Her hip and moved closer to study Her new acquisition. m kept her gaze steady, focused on nothing; but her breasts sizzled under Mistress’s touch, her clit spasmed helplessly around Mistress’s fingers. That movement was allowed; it was a sign of devotion.
Black Pearl spoke. “Better,” She said.
m fought to keep her eyes from rolling back in her head. Oh, the pleasure of those two short syllables! i’ve done it! i’ve done it! i passed the test!
“I didn’t follow your progress,” said Black Pearl, “but I felt it when you conquered the last of your self-will. And now you bring that conquered will to Me, so that I may crush it forever. Isn’t that right, puppet?” She ran a finger over m’s lips. “Oh, I know you can’t answer; I made certain of that. But every fiber of your being screams ‘yes.’ And why else would you be here, if not to surrender completely? Why would you hold still for this?” She thrust Her hand suddenly between m’s legs. A strand of pearls slid inside her and ground against her G-spot.
Now rapture alone wasn’t enough to keep m still. i will not move, i will not move, she told herself, even as her juices flowed down Mistress’s hand. i will not move, i will not move, even as fireballs raced up her spine and exploded in her softening brain. i will not move, i will not move, even as her eyes rolled up and she lost sight of that precious sneering face.
Mistress’s hand withdrew. “Very good,” She said. “you have earned your reward.” She traced one finger along the thrall’s thigh, and pinpricks of pain trailed in her wake. “See, I have made you Mine.”
And now that m could move – by her Mistress’s will! – she dipped her head. her breath quickened. Mistress had given her a tattoo: a strand of lustrous black pearls that wound all the way around her thigh. She’s branded me. Like cattle. she orgasmed again.
Mistress spoke a command. m’s bonds twisted, slithered, and tightened; but just before the pain grew unbearable, the pearls burst into liquid. They seeped into her pores and made straight for her white-hot, mindless core. Then they began to remake her. m felt her bones lengthening, her waist narrowing, her features spreading and changing. Every hair on her body stood straight out. Then it sizzled and vanished, all but the hair on her head. her skin sizzled too, and she realized the whorls of her fingerprints were unwinding. i’ve just lost my identity, she thought. Now i really am a nameless, faceless, voiceless thrall. Just like i’ve always wanted.
The thrumming she’d felt before, mostly only on her lips and cheeks, swept through her body and charged every cell with pleasure. What had m done to deserve this ecstasy? Nothing but submit. It had been so simple. Thank You, Mistress, thank You!
Black Pearl curled Her lips. “Oh yes, much better. you’re very close to perfection now, slave. But are you ready to complete the process?”
Yes, Mistress! Of course, Mistress!
“I know what you’re thinking: you’ve never wanted anything more in your life? But what is it, exactly, that you want? Do you ache to please Me, or only yourself?” She barked another command and m’s body jerked in response. she twisted and rolled until she found herself in an upside-down arc, still floating, with her head just below Mistress’s pussy.
“If I freed your tongue for a moment – just your tongue, you understand – and gave you the choice of pleasuring Me now or after I finish enthralling you, which would you chose?” She cocked a hip, and her cunt swung like a pendulum across m’s vision. “What if the choice was not when to pleasure Me, but for how long? How much effort would you expend, if you knew you’d receive the same reward for giving Me one minute of pleasure or one hundred?”
She spoke another command, and m’s jaws creaked open a little. “This is the last choice you will ever make,” said the Black Pearl. “Use it wisely.”
m was ashamed to feel so torn. Of course she wanted to please her Mistress, but she’d been burning for so long now; and every time she thought Black Pearl was ready quench the flames, She threw gas on them instead. Why couldn’t She enthrall m now and take Her pleasure afterwards? Wouldn’t She enjoy it more, with m’s human will out of the way? m had been waiting so long to become a thrall. All her life, really.
But that was precisely why she had to wait again. A gift like this was too precious to be rushed, or to be taken for granted. she owed Mistress all the thanks she could give Her.
The thunderclouds cleared. Mistress’s pussy gleamed in m’s like a rosy-gold sunrise, complete with dew. Slowly, deliberately, m extended her tongue. she could only communicate by obedience, but there were different ways to obey. she eased into the crack, savoring every slick inch of her Mistress’s skin. she found Her clit, and then she began making spirals. Sweet, slow spirals, just like the ones in her head. 
Black Pearl understood. Her fragrance bloomed, and m breathed deep while she still felt the need to breathe. Then she spiraled again, blew gently between her frozen lips, and began working inward. “Yesssss,” murmured the Pearl, and pulled m closer. 
Emboldened, the slave drove deeper: pulsing, twisting, seeking out that one magic spot and then pumping for all she was worth. she pumped until Mistress’s fingers twisted in her hair and Mistress’s dark cunt smacked against her mouth. she pumped until her tongue cramped and her face was slick with honey. she pumped until Mistress’s yes’s came harder and faster and turned at last to shrieks.
m was so engrossed in her work that she hardly noticed when the liquid burst from Mistress’s slit. It was dark and lustrous and utterly implacable. It flowed over m’s head, drove inward through her eyes, ears, nose, and gasping mouth. 
At first she fought to keep going; then she realized she couldn’t fight, not anymore. All she could do now was submit. m’s thoughts and memories, her will, her emotions, her personality – they were all just grit to be bound up in pearls. Mistress’s nacre rolled them into tight, black globes and stilled them for all eternity. 
There went m’s childhood years, her favorite color, the smell of roses, her political views, her first kiss. There went nineteen birthdays and all the faces that accompanied them. There went her mother, her father, her friends, her grandparents, everyone she’d known and loved, even the things she’d hated.
Then the grit was gone. The thrall’s mind was smooth and dark and utterly featureless. A little bit of leftover nacre welled up through her pupils and spread across her eyes. Then she was complete. There was no more Missy, no more melissa, no more m. All that remained was a blank-faced thrall whose every cell pulsed with pleasure.
 
 



4. Sisterhood
 
September, Junior Year
Ten assistants stood in a line. They did not move or speak or even think, though if mindlessness could be considered patient, then they waited very patiently. Before long, Mistress would summon them and they would walk out to the stage in perfect lockstep. For now they merely stood, suspended in Her will. Their ten clits throbbed in perfect synch.
Flick went the reins in one assistant’s head. she did not wonder why Mistress had called her ahead of her sisters. she merely stepped out of line and changed places with another assistant. That one had been called, too.
Flick went the reins again. All ten of them marched forward, looking neither right nor left. Ten volunteers awaited them, innocent mortals who thought they were playing a game. The assistants took up station behind them.
The one whom Mistress had moved was standing behind a blonde girl in a pink-and-white jersey. She glanced back at her and grinned, but the assistant didn’t react. her eyes remained fixed on her Mistress.
Then Black Pearl deigned to communicate with her again. Strange images appeared in the assistant’s mind. The girl in front of her was standing in a shop, dazed by the scent of leather. Then she was fingering a CD and asking a question. Finally, she was screaming in anger and storming out of a bedroom.
These images meant nothing to the assistant. Mistress had seen fit to amuse Herself, but not to explain, and that was enough. The assistant accepted Her gift and awaited her cue. When it came, she pushed the blonde girl to center stage and watched Mistress hurl her into trance. The assistant caught her before she slid out of her seat.
Then Mistress leaned forward, as She sometimes did, and whispered to the volunteer. The girl was too far gone to notice, but she’d remember the message later. For now, only the assistant caught the words that made her pussy erupt: “You are chosen.” Even a thrall knew what that meant. Mistress was expanding Her Empire again, and the thrall’s significance would diminish further. Glory.
Mistress looked up. Her eyes bored through the assistant’s sunglasses and novelty contact lenses, straight to the pearls beneath. Yes, She said. Her words rang like gongs in the thrall’s mind. You should feel especially pleased with this one. You’ll be paired with her again soon, and experience even more pleasure then. But how do you think Debra will feel afterwards, when I tell her whose cunt she kissed? And how would Missy have felt, knowing she’d brought Debra to Me?
The thrall accepted this communication as she’d accepted the other: gratefully, but with no thought or reflection. She didn’t know who Debra and Missy were, and she didn’t care. All that mattered to the assistant was pleasing her Mistress
The roar at her clit told her she’d succeeded.
 
###
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