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    “So, what do you even do at that place?” 
 
      
 
    Such a simple, basic question. I had no idea how much it would change my life. 
 
      
 
    “I dunno,” I said around a mouthful of chop suey. “Data entry type stuff. It's super boring, honestly I feel like I'm sleepwalking half the time I'm there.” 
 
      
 
    My roommate Donna took a big sip of her beer and leaned back, shooting me a sideways glance. Through the apartment windows, the warm glow of evening cooled over the city. 
 
      
 
    “I mean, like, specifically,” she insisted. “I still don't understand it. Name one thing you actually do there.” 
 
      
 
    “Hell, Donna,” I said, hiding my face with another bite of Chinese food. “I've only been there a week.” 
 
      
 
    “It just doesn't make any sense to me,” she said, in that know-it-all tone she employed whenever she dug in her heels on an argument. (I'd heard it enough when her boyfriend came over.) “How can you work at a place for forty hours a week and not have one concrete memory of what it is you actually do?” 
 
      
 
    “Like I said, it's really boring. I sit and stare at a screen most of the day, in-between coffee breaks. Sometimes I get a little work done. Honestly, I'm shocked they haven't fired me already.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, whatever.” Donna shook her head, then smiled wickedly, obviously already on another tack. “What are the people like? Are there any cute boys in the office?” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. “Well...” 
 
      
 
    The silence stretched out for a long, uncomfortable moment. Finally, Donna gave me a confused glance. “Well what?” 
 
      
 
    “I don't really know,” I realized, furrowing my brow. “They're just people I guess.” 
 
      
 
    Donna gave an exasperated sigh. “Just people? No hot older guys with smoldering eyes and hard muscles in business suits?” 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said slowly. “Definitely not.” 
 
      
 
    She pouted. “I thought you said it was a law office.” 
 
      
 
    “It is. Well, an auxiliary office, anyway. I think.” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head, frustrated. “Well, what's your cube mate's name? What's she like?” 
 
      
 
    “My what?” My mouth worked silently. I was beginning to realize that something was very wrong. “I...I don't know.” 
 
      
 
    Donna was looking at me very strangely. “Alison? Are you okay?  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I said thickly. “I'm just really confused all of a sudden.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll say.” Donna set her beer down on the table and picked up her General Tso's. “You've been working at this place a week, but you don't know anyone's name. You don't know what they look like, and you don't even really know what you do all day. That doesn't sound like the Alison I know.” 
 
      
 
    “I know,” I said, shaking my head. I thought about my place of employment, the law office that had hired me as a data-entry clerk a week ago. I pictured my workspace, then my supervisor coming over to talk to me. His face was almost clear, but everything was...fuzzy. Why had I never thought about it before? 
 
      
 
    “It's like I'm on autopilot the second I clock in,” I finally said. “It's bizarre.” 
 
      
 
    “Why don't you, I don't know, take some notes or something while you're there? That's seriously fucking weird, Alison.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and told her that I would. And I did. But, when I went to work the next day, notebook in the pocket of my jacket, I forgot it. Or at least I thought I did. It was only then, at her prompting, that I started to actually think about what happened to me at work every day.  
 
      
 
    My memories of arriving and leaving were clear. I'd step inside, past the front desk with its guard and wall of cameras, into the office. Then I pushed my finger against the little biometric punch clock on the wall. 
 
      
 
    Everything else was a blur. Not even a blur; at least when you can't remember something you know you can't remember it. My workday was like face-blindness: I walked out convinced I had spent a full, boring day at work. I could remember the whole thing – until I actually tried hard to remember. As soon as I tried to recall specific details, everything fell apart. For a few days I was confused, and more than a little frightened. I considered quitting. But the money was so good: so much, in fact, that I'd lied to Donna about it, sure that she wouldn't believe that I was making nearly three times as much as she did tending bar. What could I do? 
 
      
 
    Slowly, in between days of hazy work and restless nights, I came up with a plan. The cameras were the key – I saw them every day when I entered the building. Hell, they were one of the only things I could remember clearly. The security desk filmed everything; even the interior of the law offices. They'd told me at my orientation it was for security purposes, but now I wondered. 
 
      
 
    It was dangerous. If I got caught, I'd almost assuredly lose my job. But I had to know. I had to sneak in after hours and review the tapes. I was 99% sure they'd show me nothing other than zombie-Alison hard at work, zoning out during another boring day – but that 1% niggled at the back of my brain. It drove me nuts, one day at a time.  
 
      
 
    So that Friday, after work, I didn't go home. I was going to learn the truth about what I did all day. Either way, I'd be able to give Donna the specifics. 
 
      
 
    I thought I knew what I was going to see – I thought I was ready. I was wrong on both counts. 
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
    The afternoon after leaving work, I didn't go home. Instead, I drove a few miles away, grabbed a burger and sat in my car, eating in an empty parking lot and watching the clock tick over. I could have gone home, but something deep inside me was sure that if I did, I would've made up some excuse not to go back.  
 
      
 
    As I ate, I rifled through my memories of the previous work day. Doing so was like trying to dance underwater; it took all my concentration to bring up the barest fragments of my day. The freaky thing was how completely un-freaked out I was about all this – as soon as I stopped trying to think about my day, everything snapped back into place. I started telling myself my day had been fine, just a little boring, and that nothing weird had happened – until I tried to remember the specifics.  
 
      
 
    But after a half an hour, I had a vague catalog of recollections. I thought I had been in a meeting most of the day; after that, I'd done...something in my cubicle for most of the afternoon. My bank statement showed a small charge for the cafe across the street, so I must have had lunch there – it was a meal I told myself I remembered perfectly until I tried to actually picture it. 
 
      
 
    Finally, the sun dipped below the horizon and night fell over the city. I cut on the headlights, tossed my fast food bag in the store's trash can as I drove past, and retraced my steps back to the office. 
 
      
 
    When I got there, the parking lot was empty. Half the streetlights were on – the other half were flickering dimly, in that transitional state between fully off and fully on. To my surprise, I was able to get into the front door without incident: there were neither locks or guards to stop me. 
 
      
 
    My hands shook as I fumbled open the door to the security office. What if there was a late-night guard, just off for a moment taking a snack break? What if I tripped some kind of alarm? But the place was silent. A bank of cameras along the wall showed every corner of the building, from the mailroom to the boardroom. 
 
      
 
    Now, I thought, how do I get it to show me this morning? 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, there was a setting for just that, as well as a few others. I flipped the setting to just before nine AM and sat down in the plush chair, fiddling with the… volume controls? 
 
      
 
    Security cameras didn't have volume controls. Did they have the office mic-ed up? That seemed like a tremendous violation of privacy – and a massive cost besides. 
 
      
 
    But I didn't have any time to think about it; just then I saw what I'd been looking for. Me, fresh-faced and a little nervous, walking through the front door. I could see the notebook I'd stuffed haphazardly in my back pocket. 
 
      
 
    I watched as I strode through security, unable to keep from critiquing my posture. The clock-in box was a beige box on the wall just inside the entrance to the offices; I watched myself on the camera punch a few buttons and press my thumb to the scanner. 
 
      
 
    That was the last thing I'd remembered doing this morning with any clarity. Now, through the harsh glare of the closed-circuit camera system, I was able to see things I hadn't noticed before: the way my boss perked up at the sight of me and came up behind me as I clocked in, almost uncomfortably close. The way the other employees stared at me with hungry gazes, looking over me like a lion might look at an injured gazelle. 
 
      
 
    Something was very wrong. 
 
      
 
    I thumbed the button...and froze. As I watched, brain reeling in horror, the me on the camera swayed gently, eyes rolling back in her head. My boss grinned and set his cup of coffee down on an adjacent cubicle. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Alison,” I heard him say. “Are you ready to get to work?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I was so confused – what had happened to me? It was like the second I touched the scanner, I had fallen into a trance. I stood there, eyes half-closed, head bowed like some kind of...zombie. 
 
      
 
    Then I nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” he said brightly, reaching for his zipper. 
 
      
 
    Wait, what is he doing. Oh no, he couldn't...oh my GOD- 
 
      
 
    The tranced-out me dropped to my knees in one smooth motion, hitting the carpeted floor with a little bounce. That looked like it hurt… 
 
      
 
    With mounting horror I slid my own skirt up, in the here and now. There were twin bruises on my knees. 
 
      
 
    I covered my mouth with a hand, stifling a cry. 
 
      
 
    On the screen, my boss had unzipped his fly and slid out his cock. It hung half-erect, the fat purple head bobbing gently with his movements. I wanted to scream at myself: No, don't do it!, but it was no use. Everything I was about to see had already happened. Had been happening, every day, while I thought I was moving on autopilot. 
 
      
 
    Oh God. 
 
      
 
    Without a word, I engulfed my boss' cock in my mouth, sliding him into my throat without so much as a word of complaint. As I bobbed my head on him, working my lips in a perfect 'o' around his shaft, he grabbed the back of my head gently and pressed me to him. With his free hand, he picked his cup of coffee back up and took a sip. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah,” he groaned. “That's good.” Whether he was talking about me or the coffee, I didn't know. 
 
      
 
    As all this was going on, the rest of the floor looked on with gazes from outright lust to boredom. They all know about this, I realized. They were all in on it. 
 
      
 
    On the screen, my boss was thrusting gently into my open mouth, giving my hair a series of hard tugs as he fucked my face. Suddenly, I could feel them – watching the action was making things clearer, the same way looking through an old photo album can trigger long-forgotten memories. I could feel my hair being pulled, and I could remember the taste of my boss' cock in my mouth, salty and musky and throbbing with warmth. I had never shied away from giving blowjobs in my romantic life (as long as the oral pleasure was reciprocal, of course), but I had never given head like that before – no gag reflex, no choking, hell no hands. As soon as I went into trance, I turned into a skilled blowjob machine – and all of a sudden I was certain that was exactly how my boss wanted it. 
 
      
 
    As if responding to my thoughts. My boss gave a strangled cry of pleasure and abruptly stopped his thrusting. He let out a deep mmmh of satisfaction and sipped his coffee. I took his come the same way I'd taken his cock: robotically, without gagging or showing any signs of discomfort. A dribble of his seed trickled down my chin as he pulled out of me; I scooped it up and ate it like it was a delicious treat. 
 
      
 
    “God, you're so good,” he remarked, zipping himself up. “So much better than the last girl. All right, I'm good.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Master,” I heard myself mutter. 
 
      
 
    My mouth dropped open. Master!? What sort of sick shit was this? All this time, I'd thought I had the most boring job in the world...how could this have been going on without me knowing? 
 
      
 
    Past me was still on the floor, on my knees in a posture of perfect submission. I wanted to switch the screens off, to run screaming from the building, but sick fascination kept me watching. What was going to happen next? Would I be dismissed now that I had blown the boss, sent to do menial work? Would I be told to leave? 
 
      
 
    The boss looked around the office. “All right. Who had her first today?” 
 
      
 
    A hand shot up from one of the neighboring cubicles. “I did, sir. Marcus won the straw pull, but he's out sick and I was second.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened in shock. 
 
      
 
    “Hmm,” the boss said dismissively. “I need you on those accounts. You can have her when you're done.” 
 
      
 
    The man didn't look pleased at this. “I was really hoping-” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, come off it. Everyone gets a turn. Who was next?” 
 
      
 
    This can't be happening. This can't have already happened. 
 
      
 
    From somewhere off camera, a young man walked into the frame, practically rubbing his hands together with glee. “That's me, boss.” 
 
      
 
    “All right,” the boss said, already over the conversation and walking away. “You've got her for the next thirty minutes.” 
 
      
 
    I recognized him – just barely. It was the guy who worked in the mailroom, Peter or Paul or some P-name. He was just a kid – barely old enough to drink! 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Alison,” the boy said, licking his lips. “Come with me.” 
 
      
 
    No! Don't I screamed inside. But it was no use. I stood up meekly, following a step or two behind him.  
 
      
 
    “Where did we go? Where did he take me?” I was babbling, talking to no one. I fiddled madly with the camera system, trying to find some sign of myself, to figure out where I had gone during my missing workday. After a couple of guesses, I realized the obvious answer: the mail room. He'd obviously want to do whatever he was going to do to me where he felt comfortable. 
 
      
 
    I was already there when I flipped to the mailroom camera, sitting on a table as the boy looked me over hungrily. 
 
      
 
    He leaned forward and gently stroked my hair, his fingers tracing the nape of my neck. “I want to do something a little different today, Alison.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Master.” My voice was dazed, faraway sounding. “I'll do whatever you want.” 
 
      
 
    His fingers moved lower, caressing my breasts through the thin fabric of my blouse. Watching in the control room, I gasped at his forwardness. “You know, Roger, the CFO? You look almost exactly like his wife, Melissa.” His fingers gripped my nipple and twisted, making past-me cry out in surprise.  
 
      
 
    “I want you to be Melissa for me,” he said with grin. “And I want these.” 
 
      
 
    There was no way. Blowing my boss was one thing – not a thing I could ever see myself doing, but at least something that the dark, success-obsessed part of my brain could understand. But the mailboy? 
 
      
 
    The woman on the screen stretched languidly – and in an instant, she changed. Physically, I was exactly the same, but it was like I was looking at a different person – everything from my posture to the way I smiled belonged to someone I had never met. 
 
      
 
    The woman who was me cast a furtive glance around the room before shooting the mailboy a naughty look. “Are you sure my husband won't catch us in here?” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely.” He was already unbuckling his belt. “He's in a meeting. He'll be there all morning long.” 
 
      
 
    “God, this makes me so hot.” I wriggled in place, hands fidgeting, caressing my curves while the man watched. “Fucking around on Roger right under his nose, taking his employee's cock while he sits in that stuffy old boardroom. I love it!” 
 
      
 
    I believed it. The transformation was total – I looked like I was having the time of my life. And in the control room, something unbelievable was happening… 
 
      
 
    No, I said, quietly inside my head. No no no no. No way. But it was true – I could feel my core radiating heat. I was getting wet – turned on by the sight of my body hypnotized and controlled by my coworkers. 
 
      
 
    I mean, on a logical level, I could sort of understand that. I was basically watching a porno that starred me; of course I was going to enjoy watching it. On an emotional level, though? Shock and horror.  
 
      
 
    So why was I getting so aroused? 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, the mailboy had gotten my blouse off (it hadn't been fastened very well after the boss had gotten his hands on it, I could see) and was pawing at my breasts. I had my back arched and was moaning as I ground against him, delirious with lust.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I heard myself say, “you love my big tits, don't you? They're always your favorite!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck yes,” he moaned. “Hang on...” 
 
      
 
    As I watched, spellbound, he slid down his pants and thumped my nipples with his cock, smacking first my one breast than the other.  
 
      
 
    “You wanna fuck my titties?” I asked, voice thick with lust. “The next time you see Roger, you'll know you fucked the tits he snuggles up against every night.” 
 
      
 
    With that, the mailboy buried his cock inbetween my breasts, moaning as the fat head slid from the top of my cleavage. Shameless, I licked the tip as it emerged, then gave it a kiss as it dove back. 
 
      
 
    Back in the control room, my breathing had gone ragged. I did look hot, I thought. I do have big, gorgeous, fuckable tits. No wonder he wants to slide his big dick between them. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, aware that I was committing an offense there might not be any backing down from, I undid the zipper of my jeans and reached inside… 
 
      
 
    I wasn't wearing any panties. Wait – I had been wearing them when I left for work this morning, right? 
 
      
 
    “Preston!” The voice snapped me out of my reverie. So that was his name, I realized. 
 
      
 
    Preston withdrew from my cleavage with a frustrated groan. “What!?” 
 
      
 
    The mailroom door opened and a man's head appeared from the doorway. He looked at me and gave a little jerk of his neck. “She's needed.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at the intruder like he couldn't believe his ears. “Now? It can't wait five more minutes?” 
 
      
 
    “She should've been there five minutes ago. Some kind of presentation.” 
 
      
 
    “Shit. Fine.” He buttoned his pants up, looking down at me with a mixture of frustration and lust. “You go with him. I'll see you after lunch.” 
 
      
 
    “All right baby, I guess so. I hope they won't punish me for being such a bad girl.” 
 
      
 
    The man shot Preston a confused look. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, shit – yeah. Uh, go back to being neutral, Alison.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes fluttered and I zombie-walked out the door. Preston stomped his foot, looking pissed – and although I hated to admit it – I was pissed. I had wanted to see the fun – wanted to see just how he'd use me. 
 
      
 
    What was wrong with me? 
 
      
 
    “Where am I? Come on, come on...” I muttered in frustration, flipping through the cameras. My fingers were back beneath my jeans, giving my clit slow but steady stimulation, and I was craving a glimpse of my submission. Somewhere in the back of my head, I was beginning to freak out, but this felt too good – it was better than sex. I had to keep going – I needed to know what happened. 
 
      
 
    Finally I found it – and what I saw made my jaw hit the floor. 
 
      
 
    I was standing in a crowded boardroom, stared at by strangers. My clothes were gone, somewhere outside of the room – except for my floral print panties, the same ones I was missing now. As a group of men in business suits watched, I slid my panties to the side and dug two fingers into my asshole. 
 
      
 
    I was shocked. I had never...would never do anything down there. It was filthy. And yet, here I was – and suddenly, oh god, I remembered doing it. And it felt so good… 
 
      
 
    “A little more lube, Alison,” a man – Roger, I realized – said. Unlike most of the men there, he seemed completely at ease, even putting his feet up. I nodded and squeezed more lubricant into my hand before sliding my fingers back inside my pucker, massaging it for the crowd. 
 
      
 
    “As you can see, she's completely pliant,” Roger said. “No hesitation, no questions, just perfect submission. You can have those once the demonstration is done, by the way,” he said, meaning my panties. He gave my panties away to strangers, I realized, after getting them absolutely filthy with lube and come. Oh wow, that made me hotter than I could've believed possible. 
 
      
 
    One of the men in attendance piped up. “And she remembers nothing?” 
 
      
 
    She does now, I thought, moaning as my fingers brought me closer to climax. 
 
      
 
    “Not a thing. From punch in to punch out, Alison is our girl – and we use her for just about whatever we want, don't we Alison?” 
 
      
 
    I could feel them. All the cocks I was about to take. I remembered everything – lubing myself up, taking them in my ass, my pussy, my mouth – memory threatened to overwhelm me. I was about to come! 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master,” I said, digging my fingers inside myself to the hilt. 
 
      
 
    “Yes! Yes! Oh fucking-a goddamnit yesss!” I cried, wetness engulfing my fingers as I came in great heaving spasms, writhing in the chair. I sobbed, feeling at once lost and found, the barrier between my memories tearing like cheesecloth. I remembered every second of submission, every moment I'd spent being fucked, used and abused by my new employer. What I'd learned shocked me to my very core. 
 
      
 
    I loved it. 
 
      
 
    So of course I took the tapes home for further viewing. 
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Well hello Alison, how are you doing today?” Roger asked. 
 
      
 
    “Fantastic, boss.” I said with a smile. “Ready for another wonderful day at the office.” 
 
      
 
    “Great.” He sipped his coffee and watched me with a sly gaze. “I have something for you to do right away – once you clock in, of course.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled like a cat and, biting my lip ever so suggestively, pressed my thumb to the scanner. My lashes fluttered, my back went rigid, my eyes rolled back in my head. 
 
      
 
    Everything was perfect. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning slave,” Roger said, taking me by the arm. “I have a new client from overseas I'd like you to meet. He's interested in the program...” 
 
      
 
    I followed him, only half paying attention, arms crossed behind my back. When he wasn't looking, I peeled off the tape I'd stuck over my thumb and stuck it in my pocket. Unlike every other day on the job, I was awake, alert, and in control – but I had no intention of giving the game away. I was a good little office slut, and from now own I wanted to remember every moment of it. 
 
      
 
    Good pay, great benefits, I thought, heading to meet my newest Master. I think I'm in love with this place. 
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    “Oh my god Rachel, they have Pumpkin Spice Lattes now!” Kate said, tugging on her supple leather knee-high boots as she sat on the steps of her brownstone Brooklyn apartment.  “We have GOT to get some, like, right now.  I’ve been DYING for one all summer!  And that new coffee place just opened up, too!”  
 
      
 
    “Perfect timing!” chimed Rachel.   
 
      
 
    It was the first week of September, and Kate hadn’t tasted her favorite drink in what seemed like a lifetime.  Of course, the new coffeeshop was conveniently just down the street because at this point there was barely a street left without one in the city.  
 
      
 
    When she and Rachel entered the store, Kate was initially taken aback.  Something felt...odd.  Off, maybe.  Was it the scent of the coffee beans?  Maybe they were brewing a different roast the the other shops she’d frequented lately.  But then, Rachel elbowed her, and together they looked towards the coffee bar.   
 
      
 
    “He’s cute,” she mouthed, nodding her head in the direction of the barista behind the counter.  His long chestnut hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail, and geometric tattoos swirled around his forearms up until they disappeared under his t-shirt sleeves.  If there was one thing Kate got turned on by instantly, it was a hot guy with built arms covered in tattoos.  Add in long hair, and she was a total goner. 
 
      
 
    The problem was, so was Rachel. 
 
      
 
    “Hey,” Kate said, sliding up to the counter and flashing her best “I’m so cute” smile.  Thank god she’d remembered to put on her lipstick before she left the apartment!  And it was her favorite shade too, the perfect pink that suggested she was flirty, but with a harder edge, a “I’m so cute, and I’ll suck your dick and like it too,” shade.  Lipstick, as Kate understood well, was like a language -- every shade had its meaning, and she knew exactly which one to pick for the message she wanted to send.  Now she just had to hope this hottie hunk would pick up on it.  He was so hot, she felt her knees become a little wobbly.   
 
      
 
    “What can I get you?” the tattooed barista asked, all business.   
 
      
 
    “I dunno...something hot,” Kate replied, looking him up and down pointedly.   
 
      
 
    Rachel giggled, but he ignored her.  ‘Good,’ thought Kate. ‘Let me have him.  Rachel got the last cute guy we liked, it’s my turn.’ 
 
      
 
    “You’re cute,” said Rachel, bitch that she was, trying to horn in on Kate’s claim.  “What’s your name?” 
 
      
 
    “Blake,” he replied, pointing to the nametag on his chest.  The nametag said Dave in big block letters.  “So when they complain, it’s about Dave,” he added with a wink to Kate, completely looking past Rachel, which had to infuriate her, Kate knew.  Rachel had always been the jealous type, even with guys who were fair game.  If she saw a guy and liked him, she considered him hers.  And this guy?  This guy was going to start a war between them, Kate could tell.   
 
      
 
    “You know you want a taste of something hot...why not give me a chance?” Blake said, leaning in close.  “I’ll bet nobody’s made you really scream before.” 
 
      
 
    Kate shivered.  She’d never thought about it until that day, but it was true, even though she didn’t like to admit it.  She could feel Rachel’s jealousy growing, as though her emotions were taking a physical form.  Kate didn’t care. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll pick you up at 6.” 
 
      
 
    Blake grabbed a pen from the counter and scribbled his phone number, then pushed the napkin towards her, along with the pen.  “Now give me yours,” he instructed.   
 
      
 
    Kate liked that -- he was direct, he didn’t ask her, he told her.  She liked that a lot, actually.  Like, way more than she even normally would.  What was different about today? 
 
      
 
    She wasn’t sure, and she scrawled her own number and pushed it back to him and he read off her name. 
 
      
 
    “Kate.  I like that.  So Kate, you want something good and hot tonight?”  That wink again.  God, how could something as vanilla as a wink drive her wild like that?   
 
      
 
    Kate nodded, biting her lip a little.  One, because she was eager and nervous rolled into one, and two, because she knew from experience how a little lip bite could drive a guy wild.  Rachel, meanwhile, scowled, knitting her brow as she ordered with a sullen expression.  She was so obviously jealous of Kate’s landing Blake it was almost comical.   
 
      
 
    It didn’t help that when they got their Pumpkin Spice Lattes, Kate’s name was neatly printed, while Rachel’s was misspelled as Racket.  “Like, how hard is Rachel?” she asked, grimacing at the cup she held in her hands.  “God, I just can’t even.”  She crinkled her nose in visible disgust.   
 
      
 
    Kate knew that as far as Rachel was concerned, her cup might as well have had “Reject” scrawled on it -- but instead Kate shrugged and looked down at her name, and then noticed the tiny words written underneath, so small she hadn’t seen them at first glance.  Below her name Blake had written, “Hot.  No strings.  No vanilla.  6.” 
 
      
 
    Yes, this was exactly what she needed.  A good, proper fucking, no strings attached.  She shivered involuntarily.  6:00 couldn’t come fast enough! 
 
      
 
    As for no vanilla...  Well, ever since she’d walked through the doorway of the coffee shop, she’d had way-dirtier-than-vanilla thoughts racing through her brain.  She wanted something the opposite of vanilla.  And she wanted it bad.  Blake seemed like a good place to start! 
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
    At 6:05, the knock came on her door.  When she opened it to find him standing there, she was about to smile and welcome him in properly, but Blake pushed past her into her apartment so fast, she didn’t have time to react.  He was carrying a cup of iced coffee, and she was a little annoyed he’d been late, but without a word of apology he set the cup down and suddenly his hands were around her wrists, and he was pushing her -- really pushing her, with his real manly weight! -- towards the bed, backing her up until she felt the cold iron of her bedframe meet the backs of her knees, right where her soft leather boots ended.   
 
      
 
    “Blake!” she exclaimed, but with a quick hand he clapped her mouth shut.  She gave a sharp intake of breath as he did so, it unnerved her so. 
 
      
 
    “I told you -- you wanted something hot, I’m here to give it to you.  And that’s the last I’m going to hear from you until you’re screaming while I make you cum,” he said, every trace of the charming boy gone and replaced with a brisk, business-like manner.   
 
      
 
    Kate wasn’t sure whether to squeal with delight or wet herself.  He was doing it!  He was really going to take her the way she’d fantasized!  She’d never thought any guy would actually do the things she wanted, and now, here he was, pressing her body against the bed and lowering her down with all his weight against her, gripping her wrists tight as she wriggled against him. 
 
      
 
    “You know why you want this, don’t you?” he breathed into her ear, his breath hot and his stubble scratchy against her smooth skin. 
 
      
 
    She shook her head.  God, she wanted him inside her already.  She squirmed involuntarily. 
 
      
 
    “Because I made you want it.” 
 
      
 
    She cocked her head, not wanting to ask, but curious.  She thought she knew but... 
 
      
 
    “You didn’t feel like something was different about the coffee shop?” he asked, raising an eyebrow in amusement. 
 
      
 
    Kate thought back.  There had been a whiteboard, plush chairs, hipsters typing out their novels on laptops...and that stranger scent of the coffee itself.  Yes!  She had noticed!  She nodded her head excitedly.  It was like something out of a movie!   
 
      
 
    “I mixed it up myself,” he explained.  “It’s a special dark roast I called Dark Desire.  You know what it does?” 
 
      
 
    Kate shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “It makes your innermost desires come alive.  And clearly,” he said, looking her over with approval, “it did the trick with you.” 
 
      
 
    Kate felt her cheeks redden a little.  It was true -- she had felt desires she didn’t even know she had rise to the surface as she entered the shop, and they’d only increased in intensity throughout the day.  It was like...she had been lulled into revealing what she really wanted to herself.  Fuck, and it was making her hot as hell.  She could feel her whole body warming in anticipation as he gripped her body.  She squirmed again, writhing -- she couldn’t help it, the thought of him bedding her right there, knowing how bad she wanted it...it turned her on in ways she’d never experienced before. 
 
      
 
    “You’re a wiggler, aren’t you,” Blake mused, straddling her to keep her still and assessing the work cut out for him.  “Well, we can fix that.”  He reached for the nightstand and made an expression of annoyance as he rummaged in the drawer, as though he were looking for something he thought should be there.   
 
      
 
    “You really are a vanilla girl, aren’t you?” he asked and without waiting for an answer, he moved from the bed to the closet, leaving Kate on the bed with a look that said if she moved, she’d be sorry.  “Stay.”  Like she was a dog...like she was his bitch. 
 
      
 
    “Here we go,” he said, turning and walking back to the bed with a long cord -- was it a rope? -- of something in his hand, which Kate quickly recognized as one of her favorite leather belts.  Kate couldn’t help herself as she let out a small moan of anticipation as Blake began wrapping the belt expertly around her wrists and around the bedposts at the head of the bed. 
 
      
 
    “There,” Blake announced, surveying Kate as she looked up at him, hands above her head, as she lay before him, like a succulent juicy treat ripe for the tasting.  Blake leaned over her until his stubbly chin grazed her cheek and his breath was hot in her ear.  A hank of his hair had loosened from its ponytail and it brushed her face, tickling her skin.  “I’m going to make you scream real soon.” 
 
      
 
    “Blake I--” Kate started to say.  She wanted to tell him to fuck her, fuck her good, she wanted to moan to him just how bad she wanted his cock already, but his fingers touched her lips ever so gently. 
 
      
 
    “Shhhhh.  Now, I told you not to say anything else unless you were climaxing, didn’t I?  Now I’m going to have to shush you properly.”  He grinned slowly, letting the smile work its way onto his face, letting his words and what they meant really sink in.   
 
      
 
    Kate had gotten dressed for their date in a short skirt and button-down blouse, lacy thong -- classic, cute, and just a little bit naughty.  Now though, she was more than cute or classic -- she was fuckable.  Blake moved a hand to her calf, working his way up her leg until he was at her skirt, and then he pushed the fabric upwards, guiding it out of the way so that his fingers could find purchase with her panties.  The look on his face when he realized just how slutty her underwear choice was made her pussy clench involuntarily. 
 
      
 
    Kate couldn’t help but let out a small moan as Blake eased down her thong inch by inch.  Why was he taking so long?!  It took every ounce of control she could muster not to grip him by the shoulders and beg Blake to rip them off of her fast hard.  Instead she sealed her lips tight, willing herself not to let another gasp escape, lest he decide she needed a proper gagging.   
 
      
 
    “Now, I remember,” Blake said, trailing one finger up from her hip to her nipple, agonizingly slow…  “I remember you ordered an iced latte this morning.  So you like things cold, don’t you Kate?”   
 
      
 
    Kate nodded, unsure where he was going with this. 
 
      
 
    “I thought maybe we could play a little game I like to call A Thong of Ice and Fire,” he said, shaking the clear plastic coffee cup he’d brought with him so Kate could hear the crack of ice cubes knocking against each other.  “Do you want to know why I call it that, Kate?" 
 
      
 
    Kate wasn’t sure she wanted to know, but she nodded obediently.   
 
      
 
    “So I’m going to take an ice cube out of this cup here.  Then, I’m going to place it on your skin, maybe right at the top of your panties there, or maybe I’ll make you hold it tight between your legs until it melts.  But wherever I put it, I promise -- all that writhing and wriggling around you’re going to do while it’s melting is going to be very, very hot.”   
 
      
 
    He chuckled, almost to himself.  “Of course, if you make any noise, we’ll have to start the game over.  The good news is, I’ve got a whole cup full of ice, so if we’re here all night, that’s just fine.  I’ve got all the time in the world.  And all the ice.” 
 
      
 
    Blake reached out with one hand quickly, snapping it quickly under the lace of Kate’s panties so quickly she didn’t even anticipate his fingers in the flash it took for them to find her pussy.  “You’re all warm and wet down there already.  Good.  This shouldn’t take long at all.  But then,” he added, throwing her a lopsided grin.  “The game has a way of going in ways you don’t expect.” 
 
      
 
    Kate wanted to reach out and stop him as his fingers found the first ice cube from the cup and moved it ever so slowly over her body, as if he just couldn’t quite decide where he wanted to watch it melt against her warm, glowing skin.   
 
      
 
    It was agony.  Pure, complete exhilarating agony to watch those muscular hands wander, hovering over her skin so tantalizingly close with the ice, so close Kate could almost feel it, could almost sense the dripping cold drops on her taut tummy, but it was only when Blake gently set the cube down on her belly that she let out a gasp.  It was cold! 
 
      
 
    Of course it was cold, she scolded herself, but it was COLD!   
 
      
 
    She wanted to give out a little yelp, but she restrained herself by gripping the sheets between her curled fingers.   
 
      
 
    “Shhh,” purred Blake, leaning over her with a hungry expression on his face.  “This is only the first one!” 
 
      
 
    There were more?!  Oh god, how many ice cubes was he going to tease her with?   
 
      
 
    Katie strained against the brushed copper-colored leather belt holding her wrists in place, but it held fast.  Damn.  That’s what she got from shopping at Anthro -- quality goods, but now they were turning on her!  She shivered, though -- did she really want the belt to break, anyway?   
 
      
 
    Maybe, just maybe, she was a little excited that she truly couldn’t just break it by pulling against it.  Maybe this is what she’d wanted deep down all along.  Maybe it’s what she’d been wanting for a long, long time.  She’d just never had the guts to act on it before now.  But now, here with Blake, it was like he was giving her the permission she needed to be the dirty little freak she knew she was deep down. 
 
      
 
    Because that was the thing with Kate.  She was such a prim little princess -- cute blouses, short skirts, the perfect shade of lipstick, the right fawn-colored boots for fall, the curated Instagram posts of her lunches and morning coffee...but Kate didn’t really want all that.   
 
      
 
    She did those things, and wore the right stuff, and snapped pics of the right moments, but deep down she didn’t give a fuck.  Kate didn’t want the perfect boyfriend and the perfect effortlessly cool job and the perfect cute little dog.  She didn’t want to go apple picking in fall, tramping along in her boots and an on-fleek wide-brimmed straw hat, chic, careless, cute. 
 
      
 
    What Kate really wanted was to be fucked, hard.   
 
      
 
    Kate wanted to orgasm so hard the neighbors downstairs would bang on their ceiling to make her shut up. 
 
      
 
    Kate wanted to explode from coming.  Kate wanted to be used, ordered around.  All her life, Kate had been give control over her life, over her choices, over everything.  But now -- Kate wanted to be told what to do.  Kate wanted to be his little fucktoy.  That’s what Kate wanted. 
 
      
 
    She looked down at the ice cube still melting slowly, horribly painfully slowly, on her tummy.  She looked at Blake with pleading eyes.  It was so cold!  She never knew melting an ice cube could take so long!  As if he read her mind, Blake chuckled and reached down to the cup again that sat on the floor by the bed. 
 
      
 
    “You’re almost there -- see that one wasn’t so bad.  Not nearly as bad as this one will be.”  Deftly, his fingers pushed a sudden second ice cube up into her panties, which conveniently held it in place against her throbbing, hot slit.   
 
      
 
    Kate’s eyes widened in shock as the surge of ice quickly numbed her pussy, sending little twinges of maddening cold through her whole body in waves. 
 
      
 
    “Mmmm!” Kate hummed, trying not to let a cry technically escape her lips, trying to obey Blake’s order, but it was hard!  So hard!  She shimmied and twisted her body in an effort to dislodge the ice cube, but her panties held it there fast and cold against her bare skin, her most sensitive bits!  This is what she wanted -- to be forced to take whatever he decided she needed.  Ice cubes.  And more, if he wanted. 
 
      
 
    She could feel Blake’s cock hard against her as he straddled her once more, expertly making it completely impossible for her to do anything about the ice cube’s position.  His cock pushed into her pussy with nothing but his jeans and her panties between them, and she could feel how turned on he was.  He wanted her, and he wanted her bad.  Clearly, watching her writhe about had gotten him just as hot as the ice cube in her panties had gotten Kate!   
 
      
 
    Kate wanted to beg him to fuck her, if only because it would dislodge the very-slowly-melting ice cube lodged in her thong.  But she wanted to beg him too because she could feel how rock-hard he was, and it was making her frantic with desire herself.   
 
      
 
    As if sensing her lust, Blake pushed his body against hers, pinning her down to the bed.  Slowly, the ice cube kept melting, bit by bit, drop by drop, forming a soggy patch in her panties.  Blake reached down between her legs to inspect her, and Kate could tell he was pleased. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so wet,” he said with approval in his voice.  “The ice cubes always do it,” he added. 
 
      
 
    Blake began working at the buttons of his jeans and for a second Kate wondered if he was going to somehow make her suck his cock, as he was freeing it with a satisfying POP from his pants.  But with her all trussed up like that, how could he? 
 
      
 
    “Come on,” he said, shifting so he sat on the edge of the bed, as though reading her mind again.  “Let’s warm you up a little more, shall we?”   
 
      
 
    His hands were on the leather belt, loosening her wrists from the top of the bed, and then he was lifting her whole body to lower her down the bed until she was kneeling beside it, looking up at him. She felt so bare with her panties off, kneeling there, looking at his cock.  That big, beautiful cock.   
 
      
 
    Again, Blake narrated what he expected her to do.   
 
      
 
    “You’re going to suck my cock until I come in your mouth,” he explained methodically.  “Then I’m going to bend you over the bed and I’m going to fuck that pretty little sopping wet pussy because you’re clearly begging for it, as soaking wet as you are.  You can make noise when I say you can, and you’ll come when I say.  Understand?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded and murmured a short “Mmhmm,” which she knew wouldn’t get her in trouble, and licked her lips expectantly, tucking one strand of loose hair behind her ear. 
 
      
 
    It made Kate feel so...secure, knowing exactly what it was Blake expected her to do, and her to feel, and her to perform.  It was so freeing, somehow.  It made her horny as hell, knowing exactly what Blake wanted, like a job performance checklist.  Except this checklist was going to get her way hornier than most checklists did. 
 
      
 
    Obediently, Kate grabbed his cock and slid it into her mouth, wrapping her lips firmly around the base of his shaft and taking him in as deep as she could.  She’d given her fair share of blowjobs before of course, but Blake -- god, Blake was a whole new experience.  He was thick and meaty, and the way he grabbed her head and tangled his fists in her hair made her go wild on his dick, sucking and slurping away like it was her sole purpose in life.   
 
      
 
    Slowly Kate worked her way up and down his shaft with her tongue, licking in long swoops and loops, playing with the tip and teasing him, even reaching her hands around to grab a bit of his ass from over the edge of the bed where he sat.  Kate gobbled up his dick and when Blake thrust deeper down her throat, she pushed aside her gag instinct and instead opened up her jaw, unhinging the way she imagined a python might in order to allow itself to swallow an antelope.   
 
      
 
    Blake’s fingers curled around tendrils of her hair, then wrapped around her head, bobbing her on his cock faster, harder, the way he wanted her to suck his dick, moving her rhythmically with a practiced motion.  God, the way he was fucking her down her throat made Kate so horny she nearly came right then and there.  She gripped his knees, steadying herself as she sucked his cock, reveling in the small, greedy slurping sounds she could hear herself making. 
 
      
 
     The exacting way Blake said it made Kate’s pussy clench with anticipation: “I’m gonna come -- fuck -- and then I’m gonna fuck you hard, Kate.” 
 
      
 
    She could feel his cock getting ready to explode, and everything in her tensed.  “Now!” she wanted to urge him, she was so ready, she wanted him to erupt inside her, she wanted to taste him!  But she didn’t, with her mouth full of his dick as it was.  And there was that whole “no talking” rule she had to remember.   
 
      
 
    “Unnnngh!” Blake grunted, and suddenly his dick was shooting into her mouth, pumping hard like a fire hose.  Kate imagined what it must feel like to clamp your mouth around a gushing fire hydrant spewing everywhere, the force of his come shooting down her throat was so strong. 
 
      
 
    Finally, the last drop of cum shot down her throat and she let his cock slide from her mouth, licking her lips one last time to enjoy every last taste of him that she could.  “Good girl,” Blake said with an approving nod.  “Now bend over the way I told you.” 
 
      
 
    Kate obeyed, feeling a rush of heat and adrenaline and desire shoot through her all at once, like a wave rising up over her body.  She positioned her long, lean body in a bent form over the edge of the bed, almost as if she were praying like a good little girl.  Except she was anything from a good girl, it seemed.  She was the picture of the submissive slut, but still Blake had corrections to make.  With his foot he moved her legs wider apart, guiding her more open and ready for his cock.   
 
      
 
    “I knew you were a slut the second you walked into the shop,” Blake confided from behind her.  “I knew you’d want me to fill you up so bad.  I knew I could make you beg for it.”   
 
      
 
    He paused. 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to bed for it, Kate?  I want to hear how much you want my cock in that slutty pussy of yours.” 
 
      
 
    Was he letting her talk now, or was it a trap?  For a second Kate wasn’t sure, and in her uncertainty she felt a whole new wave of hot red desire rip through her.  Was he going to punish her if she begged?  Or if she didn’t beg? 
 
      
 
    She couldn’t help it though, she wanted him so bad she was squirming on her knees as she bent over the bed, her pussy wanted his cock like she was starving.   
 
      
 
    “Fuck me Blake, please god fuck me,” she moaned, finally letting herself beg.  “I’m a dirty little slut and I -- oh god!” she exclaimed as Blake’s cock thrust inside her, cutting her pleading short.   
 
      
 
    “Don’t stop,” commanded Blake, grabbing her shoulder and pressing against her as he pulled out then plunged his cock deeper inside her greedy, wet hole.  God, he was huge, so huge it felt like he was stretching her pussy wider with each stroke.   
 
      
 
    Then his rough hands were on her hips, pulling her body back onto his cock, impaling her like his dick was a harpoon.  With each thrust of his horny member she was pulled back onto his cock, bounced against his body so her breasts jiggled and bounced with each jerk.  The swirling black tattoos on his arms bulged as he held her in his grip against him. 
 
      
 
    “Oh god, oh god!” squealed Kate, barely able to hang onto her words at all, much less be coherent with them.  Her nipples ached as they bounced and she could feel her nipples hardening against her blouse.  Meanwhile his cock was turning her into a babbling idiot but she didn’t care.  All she wanted was for him to fuck her deeper and harder, to reach that point inside her body even she could rarely hit, that elusive fucking button that would cause her to explode.   
 
      
 
    He grabbed her breasts next, moving his grip from her hips to those two perfect orbs of sensitive flesh.  Kate jerked her head up as soon as his hands found her pert nipples, as they were so erect and hard that they sent shooting waves of pleasure and pain through her body as Blake squeezed them tight, still thrusting his cock into her from behind.   
 
      
 
    “Fuck me like I’m your fucktoy, deeper dammit, harder, oh my god oh my god ohmygod!” she begged, then trailed off into babbling again as Blake complied, ramming his cock so deep it felt like he was drilling for goddamn oil, frakking her instead of fucking her.  Fucking frakking. 
 
      
 
    Katy could feel her pussy throbbing, pulsing as though it was a ticking time bomb ready to explode at any second.  Blake’s fingers squeezed her nipple hard, so hard it felt like he might pull it straight off her body if that were possible.   
 
      
 
    “I haven’t heard you scream yet, little bitch,” Blake prompted, grunting as he thrust his cock deep into her pussy and gave a sharp twist of her nipple between his thumb and forefinger.  “You can come now, if you beg,” he added. 
 
      
 
    That was all she needed.  The pain that shot from her nipple was exquisite. It was as if her whole nipple was suddenly on fire, and the sensation traveled on a seemingly direct route from her breast to her cunt, and suddenly her mouth was jerked open by her own need for release, forming a perfect pink lipsticked O. 
 
      
 
     “Goddammit Blake, make me come!” Kate screamed as his cock plunged into her hole, sending a rush through her body as though the wave she’d been riding had finally crashed over her.  She realized she’d never let a guy come inside her like that before, just straight into her, no rules, no protection, nothing.  She knew it should frighten her, but she found that instead she felt strangely exhilarated.   
 
      
 
    She buried her face in the bedspread, muffling her scream so that it came out as “MMmmmmmphhhhhhh!” as Blake’s cock pumped into her hard and fast, filling her pussy with his cum, pumping it into her like she was a car in need of a fill-up. 
 
      
 
    Wave after wave of ecstasy rolled over her, pulling her under so she could barely breathe.  She could feel her pussy filling up, and imagined the way it would leak out of her when he was done, the way it would drip in gooey droplets onto her hardwood floor.  She really was a slut, begging for this.  Slowly, her pussy throbbed slower and slower as Blake finished pumping her full of his creamy cum, and Kate breathed heavily, trying to catch her breath.   
 
      
 
    With a final pat to her bottom, Blake stepped back, letting her breathe for a moment as she was still bent over the edge of the bed.  Just as she’d imagined, she moved her legs and instantly felt her pussy leak some of his jizz down her thigh in a sticky trail.   
 
      
 
    The old Kate might have been grossed out by it, but now, all Kate could do was lick her lips.  He’d tasted so good the first time, she couldn’t pass up the opportunity to have another little lick.  With one finger she wiped at the smear and, lifting her eyes to see Blake standing over watching her approvingly, moved her finger to her mouth and sucked.   
 
      
 
    “Good girl,” Blake said, buttoning his jeans and grinning at her with that lopsided smile that he first gave to her back in the coffee shop.  Had it only been that morning that they’d met?  It felt like forever ago.   
 
      
 
    “Blake?” Kate asked, standing and smoothing her skirt.  But Blake didn’t answer, and was already walking towards the door with a long stride.  “Blake!” she called again, a little more frantic.  They’d said no strings, but she hadn’t meant she wanted him out as soon as she came!   
 
      
 
    Briefly, Blake turned back towards her.  “Remember, we said no strings,” he said.  “And my name’s not Blake.” 
 
      
 
    Kate felt her face flush.  She’d never fucked someone anonymously before.  She wasn’t that kind of girl.  But why did she feel so turned on by this new fact, then?  
 
      
 
    “What’s your name then?” 
 
      
 
    “Blake today.  Tomorrow I’ll be Matt.  Or Kurt.  Or maybe Dave.  It doesn’t matter.” 
 
      
 
    “But--” Kate started to interject, but Blake -- or Matt, or Kurt, or maybe Dave -- cut her off. 
 
      
 
    “It.  Doesn’t.  Matter,” he repeated firmly.   
 
      
 
    For a second, Kate didn’t know what to say.  But then came that little wink, thrown over his shoulder as he twirled his keys around one long finger.  “Maybe you’ll fuck Matt tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    A grin bloomed on Kate’s face.   
 
      
 
    “Or Kurt?” she called down the stairs as she watched the top of his head circle around the winding steps. 
 
      
 
    “Or maybe Dave,” he shot back up. 
 
      
 
    A thrill tickled Kate’s spine and traveled down to her panties.   
 
      
 
    Whoever he was, she was going to see him again.  And who knew what Matt or Kurt or Dave had in store for her tomorrow.  Kate couldn’t wait to find out. 
 
      
 
    Rachel was going to be so jealous.   
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Hacking The Teacher


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Oh shit. How was I supposed to go to school looking like this? 
 
      
 
    I stood in front of the mirror, looking at my reflection with confusion and annoyance. My hair was still soaking wet from the shower, trailing rivulets from my collarbone and breasts to the towel wrapped around my waist. 
 
      
 
    Those breasts… 
 
      
 
    I gave the left one a tiny pinch, as if assuring myself it was real. My breasts were the problem – when I went to bed, I was a solid, firm b-cup. Nothing spectacular, but a nice handful. Today, half-asleep, I had bumped into half the things in my bathroom before I realized I'd ballooned into a double-d. 
 
      
 
    There has to be some sort of glitch, I thought, grabbing my cell phone off the sink. I pulled up my xCollar app and checked it for updates, expecting to see a request for a breast enlargement that I had either forgotten about or fat-fingered into my phone. Nothing. The change log was blank – no updates in the last thirty days. 
 
      
 
    “My tits beg to differ,” I muttered. 
 
      
 
    Setting the phone back on the edge of the sink, I checked over my xCollar, searching for defects. It was a middle-of-the-road model, a little more than I should've budgeted on a teacher's salary but hey, you only live once. Mine was a slender band of blue and black stripes, the color of the high school football team (go Panthers!), with a small, ice-blue crystal at the nape of the neck. I knew a few of my students had nicknamed me “Ice Princess” because of that; also because unlike most women I didn't do things like decide on the spur of the moment to make my tits three times bigger. 
 
      
 
    After all, I have to have some standards – I'm a schoolteacher, after all. 
 
      
 
    As far as I could tell, there was nothing wrong with my xCollar. But then again, it wasn't like I was an expert on them or anything, and there was a lot going on under the surface. Had I broken it, somehow? I shook my head as I let it go; that was impossible. There were safety features. Things like this didn't happen, goddamnit. 
 
      
 
    Sigh. I gave the mirror a lopsided smile and shrugged, watching my brand-new tits sway seductively with the motion. At least they were nice tits, I thought. I had the rack of an over-endowed eighteen year-old, firm and high without a hint of sag. I felt my new nipples harden as I ran a finger gently over them. Jesus, they were sensitive! 
 
      
 
    Of course, the rest of me didn't look too bad, either. I might've been pushing forty (a secret I scrupulously guarded from students and faculty alike), but the rest of my body didn't look a day over twenty-five, thanks to the xCollar's anti-aging module. I was secretly a little jealous of the girls graduating in my class who were just starting to turn theirs on over the summer (imagine getting to stay a barely-legal coed for the next decade, rawr!)  
 
      
 
    I pulled back my hair, wiping water from my forehead. “Carolyn Childs,” I said, mocking myself, “you get a new set of tits and all of a sudden all you can think about is sex.” 
 
      
 
    It was funny, but I reminded myself that was the problem – one look at these puppies and I knew exactly what every boy in my class was going to be thinking about – Ice Princess finally decided to slut it up. Worse, I had no way of hiding them – I didn't have a bra big enough to fit them, not that they really needed one.  
 
      
 
    I briefly considered grabbing a white t-shirt and writing “I didn't choose to have these!” on the front in magic marker, before discarding the idea as silly. All I wanted to do was set my xCollar to give me a normal-sized bust and go back to bed, but I had taken too much time off this semester already. I was just going to have to tough it out. 
 
      
 
    “God, they are all going to be staring at you, girl,” I said, letting the towel slip from my waist. I could picture it now – for the first time all year, I'd have the whole room's complete attention. Me, in some too-tight shirt, trying and failing to hide my huge tits, my stiff, aching nipples… 
 
      
 
    I had a hand at my breasts before I knew what I was doing, gently twisting and pinching my nipple.  
 
      
 
    “Oh,” I groaned. Oh. That felt good. Goddamn that was just the best! 
 
      
 
    I kept going, watching my cheeks redden with arousal. These tits were super-sensitive – I'd heard about modifications like this, that enhanced stimulation and blood flow, that made you hornier quicker, that increased your pleasure. Supposedly they were extremely popular among the more modern girls. I could see why! 
 
      
 
    As my hand stroked my nipples, my other traced between my thighs, where I was already wet and throbbing with warmth. Like most women, I used the xCollar to keep myself hairless below the neck – no more cutting my legs shaving! - and kept my snatch bare except for a thin, rectangular strip just above my clit. My fingers found it easily and began to rub. 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes, imagining all those boys watching me, their cocks stiff at attention and tenting their pants. The men's equivalent of the xCollar was a watch for some reason, and it was a running joke that the first thing every teenage boy did with his was use it to make his cock bigger. Well, in my fantasies it was no joke – they were hung, hulking, pornstar-huge and dripping with precum. How would those cocks feel sliding between my tits, grinding against the oh-so-sensitive flesh of my new breasts until they shot their thick, hot loads all over my waiting skin? 
 
      
 
    My eyes were shut tight; my pussy throbbed. My climax was coming on fast, but it felt strange – Christ, I'd swear more pleasure was coming from my tits than my cunt… 
 
      
 
    My leg gave way as I came with a cry, my eyes jerking open as I tottered. I grabbed at the shower curtain and just barely managed to stay on the shower, my ass hanging onto the edge. My cries of passion turned to laughter as I caught my breath. 
 
      
 
    God, that had felt amazing. I barely remembered the last time I had touched myself, I'd been so busy...but I knew it was nothing like that. That was savage, primal, exhilarating… 
 
      
 
    “Well, that certainly took the edge off,” I said to no one in particular. I stifled a giggle as I regained my footing, shocked at how close I'd come to looking very, very stupid. 
 
      
 
    My phone was flashing an alarm when I picked it back up. Shit! I was going to be late for class unless I hustled.  
 
      
 
    I grabbed the first thing I could find that would fit me, snatched my half-toasted bagel out of the toaster and headed out the door, promising myself I wouldn't pay any attention to the stares I was sure to get from my students. All I had to do was keep my head down, make it through the day, then come home to a margarita and an xCollar reprogramming. Just another day at the office, Carolyn. 
 
      
 
    It's just a glitch, I assured myself, looking down at my tits as I started the car. Nothing to worry about. 
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
    I lied. I payed attention. 
 
      
 
    The day was a blur. I remembered getting to class in the nick of time, starting to greet the class – and abruptly realizing every pair of eyes in the room was staring right at my tits. I must have done a terrible job drying myself off, thanks to my little solo adventure, and the gray sweater I'd hoped would give me a sedate look had gotten wet, shrinking and clinging to every curve. Worst of all, it did nothing to hide the fact of my nipples stiffening under the gaze of my students. 
 
      
 
    I tried to focus on the lesson, but it proved to be nearly impossible. Calling anyone to the front of the room would have been an obvious mistake, given how many boners were being hidden beneath desks, and every movement I made to write on the whiteboard caused the fabric of my sweater to rub achingly against my tits. I tried my best, but occasional little moans of pleasure escaped my lips – a fact which was not lost on my overstimulated students. 
 
      
 
    I made it an hour before I had to hand over the lesson plan to one of my best students (a young woman who looked absolutely disgusted at me) and run to the bathroom, sealing myself inside a stall and rubbing myself furiously to climax while shoving a hand in my mouth to keep quiet. I had thought it would help, but after that I was making trips every half-hour: I was insatiable. 
 
      
 
    Finally after what felt like an entire semester's worth of awkward glances and red-faced sighs, the bell rang for lunch. 
 
      
 
    “Have a good lunch, class,” I said, trying to keep the husky tone of lust out of my voice. “I'm probably going to have Mr. Cedric come in and give you some worksheets for the afternoon...I'm not feeling well...” 
 
      
 
    There were several audible snickers at this statement. Even so, the class filed out to lunch, some of them sitting at their desks a little longer than usual. Were they trying to calm themselves down, I wondered, or were they trying to get one more glance at my gorgeous, heaving tits? Picturing how good that mound of warm tit-flesh would feel in their mouths as I rode them… 
 
      
 
    Oh God. I had to get out of here. What was wrong with me? 
 
      
 
    I was packing up my things to leave when I heard a small cough. Turning mid-stride, I saw two students standing in front of my desk – the last two I'd ever expect to be in the same place willingly. I couldn't miss Joel Mathers; after all, he was linebacker for the school football team, a six-foot slab of muscle (no doubt enhanced by his xWatch). But next to him was Nolan Clarke, the biggest nerd in school, leering at me under his mop of strawberry-blonde hair with a look I did not like. 
 
      
 
    I looked from one to the other, praying I could get whatever this was over with quickly. “Everything alright, boys?” 
 
      
 
    Nolan spoke first. “I told you, Joel. You owe me a hundred bucks, dude.” 
 
      
 
    Scratch that: Now that I was really looking at them, it was Joel's look I was really worried about. Nolan looked at me like I was the punchline of some joke only nerds could understand, but Joel was staring at me like a… a piece of meat. A slut. A cum dumpster he desperately wanted to make a deposit into. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. I never had thoughts like that about my students. This was wrong. “Boys, you're going to have to excuse me...” 
 
      
 
    “Ice Princess,” Joel whispered. 
 
      
 
    I froze, eyes rolling back into my head. I felt my mouth drop open, momentarily outside of my control. It was like someone burst a pinata in my brain, and sweet delicious candy came raining down. Warm candy that coated me from the tips of my tits down to my cunt. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my….gawd,” I managed. 
 
      
 
    Joel snickered. “I told you! Didn't I tell you? Come on command, man. There's so much shit they could be doing with these collars and aren't.” 
 
      
 
    I slid backwards, sitting on the edge of my desk. The pleasure abated, but the world didn't feel the same. It was like I had been wrapped in a warm blanket and injected with some outrageously expensive drugs – everything felt wonderful. The air filling my nostrils, the edge of the desk under my ass – I wanted nothing more than to do whatever it took to keep this feeling going forever. 
 
      
 
    “That felt good, didn't it Ice Princess?” Joel asked. 
 
      
 
    Oh god oh jesus oh fuck! My whole body tensed up as another explosion of pleasure rocked my frame, radiating from my brand-new breasts. I gripped the edge of the desk with white knuckles, riding the wave of ecstasy that threatened to destroy my brain. It would be so easy to give in to this, a little voice inside me said.  
 
      
 
    “Wow, I think that was even stronger the second time,” Nolan said. “Bitch is horny as hell.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Said Joel. “Naughty little Ice-” 
 
      
 
    “Let's give that a rest for the moment,” Nolan said, cutting him off. “She can have more in a bit. Lock the door.” 
 
      
 
    Wait, I wanted to cry, don't… 
 
      
 
    Joel slid the door closed and locked the heavy bolt, then put a chair underneath the door handle for good measure. “No one's coming in here for a while,” he said with a sneer. 
 
      
 
    “Good, good.” Now that we were in private, Nolan's leer was starting to look a lot more like Joel's: like he wanted to do things to me, things no teacher should ever do with their student. The scary thing was how bad I wanted him to do them. 
 
      
 
    “What did you do to me?” I asked, struggling to calm down. “How did you…?” 
 
      
 
    Nolan laughed. “Make you come?” 
 
      
 
    Ashamed, I nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that was the easy part. A little post-hypnotic suggestion, triggered by our pet name for you.” 
 
      
 
    Yours and two thirds of the other boys in the class', I thought but managed not to say. 
 
      
 
    “What you really should be asking,” he said, coming very close to me indeed, “is how you got these.” 
 
      
 
    His hand slid under my sweater and I moaned, the tiny bit of me resisting not strong enough to fight how good it felt. He slid up my taut belly and gave my tit a gentle squeeze.  
 
      
 
    I bit my teeth together to keep from crying out – even after two orgasms that felt amazing.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I bet you like these puppies,” Nolan said, twisting my nipple between his fingers. “Usually the xCollar enhancements are capped at a five on the Hedonia Pleasure Scale; these babies go all the way to eleven. I bet this feels better than eating your pussy, doesn't it?” 
 
      
 
    I wanted to tell him no, stop, this isn't right for us to talk about, but the part of my brain responsible for higher decision making was paralyzed by lust. I leaned into his touch, craving it, using my body to beg for more. 
 
      
 
    “I don't understand,” I managed to gasp. “You hacked me?” 
 
      
 
    This time his laughter was loud and long, almost triumphant. “Miss C, I hacked the most complicated piece of hardware on the planet. I turned off all the safeties on your xCollar. Without them, anyone with a laptop and a wi-fi connection can do anything they want to it – and by extension, you.” 
 
      
 
    “No,” I whispered. “That can't be true. They're programmed to shut down if tampered with...” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, the promises of corporate America,” Nolan said, pinching my nipple with a playful smile. “Buy this – its totally safe. Don't worry about what it can do to you – we've taken all the proper precautions. Heh, I spent all year figuring out how to hack the xCollar – and Joel bankrolled the whole thing. Now we're going to sell the hack to the highest bidder and the richest motherfuckers on the planet.” 
 
      
 
    His hand moved to my other breast. “And you're our first test subject, Miss C. We both chose you. You know why?” 
 
      
 
    My body was as taut as a bowstring, ready to fire. “I'm pretty sure I know why,” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    “Because we both wanted you so bad,” he said, stroking my hair. “You're the hottest teacher at this school, Ice Princess.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuuuuuuuck….” 
 
      
 
    “That's right,” he whispered softly into my ear, holding me as I came. “There's going to be lots more girls like you waking up to surprises soon, Miss C. They're going to be treating guys like us like real men.” He grabbed my chin and held his lips against my ear. “Treat us like a porn bitch, Miss C.” 
 
      
 
    At the words porn bitch, another trigger went off my brain – one I hadn't even known was there. I had a moment to wonder how many of these Nolan and Joel had installed when the craving came over me. I fought, writhing against the desk, struggling...all for nothing. 
 
      
 
    All of a sudden, more than anything else in the world, I wanted cock in my mouth. Not just any cocks – Joel and Nolan's. I wanted to be on my knees for them, like a real porn bitch.  
 
      
 
    Joel's mouth hit the floor around the same time as my knees. “Holy shit, she's really doing it,” he said in amazement. “She's going to suck our dicks!” 
 
      
 
    Nolan didn't respond; just guided my chin towards his crotch. I popped open the fly of his jeans and pulled the zipper down...oh my.  
 
      
 
    Nolan had the biggest cock I'd ever seen. My mouth watered at the sight of it, even as I wondered how I'd fit it all inside of me. 
 
      
 
    I started stroking him, looking up and making eye contact the way a real porn bitch would. “Somebody's nice and hard,” I said seductively. “Did you hack your xWatch, too?” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck yeah I did,” he said, groaning as my fingers slid up and down his shaft. “Unlocked the safeties on that, too. You wouldn't believe how much come I can shoot...” 
 
      
 
    “Show me,” I said, and took him in my mouth. 
 
      
 
    My next wonderful discovery was that I could take Nolan's cock, driving it inch by incredible inch down my throat, untroubled by anything so much as resembling a gag reflex. Nolan must've highlighted it and clicked 'delete', I thought with glee. 
 
      
 
    I sucked his shaft like a true pro, chasing the taste of his salty-sweet pre-cum. His hands tangled in my hair, forcing me down on him, guiding my throat with sweet, gentle pressure. God, I was in love. I could get so used to this, I realized. 
 
      
 
    Before I knew what was happening, all the angles changed. I felt my body lift off the floor, my brain going all disoriented for an instant before I realized what had happened – Joel picked me up from behind and deposited me on my desk, so that my ass and legs hung off the back while I blew Nolan from the front. 
 
      
 
    “Dude, what are you doing?” Nolan asked. 
 
      
 
    “I'm not taking your sloppy seconds,” Joel said. “I want to fuck this bitch right in the pussy.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. I started to wriggle, trying to pull away. Sucking cock was one thing – ever since Nolan had called me a porn bitch, I couldn't imagine why I'd ever had a problem with it – but there was no way I was letting Joel fuck me… 
 
      
 
    “Calm down, Miss C,” Nolan said with a grin. “It's going to be amazing. Why don't you be a good little slut for Joel?” 
 
      
 
    The trigger hit my brain like a shot of heroin. My head popped of Nolan's cock, my lips moving a mile a minute: “please fuck my pussy I need your cock inside me my cunt needs your cock master please fuck my tight little pussy I need it so bad...” 
 
      
 
    Nolan grabbed the back of my head and forced my mouth back down on his cock. I didn't care; I needed Joel's dick in my cunt. I was so cock-thirsty it was going to take a firehose to calm me down. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, Joel's member was just as enhanced as his nerd buddy's – if not moreso! He stretched my legs apart, effortlessly splitting my skirt against my thighs. My panties were next – he was so desperate to fuck, so full of animal lust that he couldn't be bothered to rip them off – he pulled them to the side with a harsh yank as he entered me. 
 
      
 
    I let loose a cry loud enough that the entire school could almost certainly hear – but what did it matter now? If Nolan was right, the tools to do this to any woman were out there – and every woman had an xCollar. Everyone wanted to be young, and calm, and self-assured. Now all I wanted was to be Nolan and Joel's porn bitch, their good little slut. I had gone from Ice Princess to fuck slave in a few easy commands, and I could already feel I wasn't going to need a trigger to come this time.  
 
      
 
    They pounded me from both ends until I was sobbing, crying with joy and pleasure, unsure where I began and they ended. They pulled out of me in unison, and at once I felt the hot spurt of come, coating my face, streaking across my tits, shooting over the curve of my ass and landing in the small of my back like a tramp stamp.  
 
      
 
    Those boys, I thought, my world throbbing with pleasure. They don't like to come inside – they like it like they've seen in porn. They like coming all over a naughty little porn bitch…. 
 
      
 
    With that thought, and the feel of sticky come shooting all over me, I came, grinding into the desk like I was trying to climb a mountain, screaming at the top of my lungs with pleasure, my limbs reaching out for my new masters. 
 
      
 
    The world was bliss. How had I been upset about my tits? I wanted every inch of me to feel like this, forever… 
 
      
 
    Finally, the sounds faded. Nolan cocked his head, as if waiting for some hidden signal, then grinned. “You hear that?” 
 
      
 
    I frowned...then suddenly I could hear it. Down the hall, like it was coming from several rooms over...moaning. The good kind of moaning. 
 
      
 
    “We put a bug in the school's server,” he said with pleasure. “All the girls here are about to become like you.” 
 
      
 
    “It's happening,” Joel said, his voice dazed with pleasure. “We really did it.” 
 
      
 
    “We're going to change the world,” Nolan said with a smile, patting me gently on the head. “And it's all thanks to you...Ice Princess.” 
 
      
 
    My orgasm was all the thanks they needed. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Dare You


 
   
 
  



 
 
    “Oh my god Emily, this is so cheesy,” Raina said, rolling her eyes across the dimly-lit table to her best friend. 
 
      
 
    “Shhh, he’s calling up the next girl!” Emily hissed. 
 
      
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, let’s welcome Carrie to the stage!” Hunter the Master Hypnotist boomed as a petite college girl made her way up to the stage.  “Carrie, we’re going to play a little game.”   
 
      
 
    Hunter’s voice was silky as he began to guide her into a relaxed state, convincing her to fall under his spell in a matter of seconds.  “You’re under a waterfall, Carrie -- think of the water crashing over you, the thundering sound it makes as it pounds around your body....”  On and on he went for several minutes and soon Carrie’s fawn eyes glazed over into a glassy stare.   
 
      
 
    “Tell me Carrie, what is your deepest, sexiest desire?” he asked, leaning over so his mouth was close to Carrie’s ear, intimately hushed even as the microphone pumped everything out to the wider audience. 
 
      
 
    Carrie bit her lip.  Then she smiled and gave a naughty little giggle.  “I...I really want to be spanked.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone in the crowd gave a collective gasp of delight at her easy confession.  Everyone, that is, except Raina.  “This is ridiculous,” Raina scoffed.  “She’s obviously a plant.” 
 
      
 
    “Even if she is a plant, it’s the idea of telling everyone your dirty little secrets -- that’s the whole point, people losing their inhibitions, giving in to what they really want,” Emily explained.  Raina only rolled her eyes again.  Some people might have dirty secrets, but she sure didn’t.  If she got pulled up there, Raina wasn’t sure what she’d do.  She definitely wouldn’t be begging anyone to spank her, that was certain!  Up on the stage, she watched with disinterest as Carrie’s boyfriend was called up, eager and obviously sporting a hard-on due to the secret Carrie divulged. 
 
      
 
    “But he can pull people’s deepest desires out from them.  Stuff they didn’t even know they wanted!” Emily insisted.   
 
      
 
    Back on stage, Carrie was bent over one of the stools, her ass pointed up.  A little squeal escaped her lips as the boyfriend’s tentative hand landed on her round, raised bottom.  The crowd let out a collective gasp of pleasure and Hunter leaned over, suggesting, “Why not try a harder smack?  See if she likes it?” as Carrie squirmed in place. 
 
      
 
    If there was one thing Raina thought she knew about herself, it was that her idea of a good time involved less risky behavior.  She was a shy girl who was comfortable being alone with a book and a glass of wine. 
 
      
 
    But Emily was so insistent the day of the show.  “You can say no to everybody else, but you can’t say no to me.  Come o-on, it’ll be fun!  You canNOT flake out on me.  I bought these tickets especially for us to go together.” 
 
      
 
    Emily had her there -- Raina couldn’t say no to her, and she knew it.  That’s how Raina found herself with Emily at the “Secrets Unveiled!” hypnotism show.  Once Hunter arrived on stage, Raina could see why Emily was so over the moon about him.  His eyes were flint colored and his hair was dark and fell to his shoulders in a perfect tangled mess.  He was hot in that jet lagged rock star sort of way, effortlessly cool.   
 
      
 
    Raina yawned, bored, and fiddled idly with her napkin, hoping this would all be over soon so she could go back to her apartment and get back to her book.  She was just getting to the really juicy part of her novel where -- 
 
      
 
    “Come on up, Raina!” 
 
      
 
    Raina froze mid-daydream.  Why was Hunter calling her name?  She met Emily’s look with wild eyes.   
 
      
 
    “How’d he know my name?” she hissed to her friend, eyes wide and peering around the packed club like a frantic, caged animal.   
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, I definitely didn’t have anything to do with it -- oh my god, you’ve gotta go!” 
 
      
 
    “No!” Raina hissed back to Emily, practically spitting the word out of her mouth.   
 
      
 
    “Oh, do it!  I dare you.  No, I double-dare you.  You have to go up.  He called your name!” 
 
      
 
    “What is this, high school, you’re daring me?” Raina asked, her voice rising in pitch as she realized everyone in the venue was staring at her.  Including Hunter.   
 
      
 
    Suddenly Hunter was jumping down from the stage and tugging her away from her table and up onto the stage where she shifted uncomfortably from one foot to the other.  What was he going to make her do?  What was he going to make her say?  Raina’s heart was pounding so hard she feared it might beat right out of her chest.  She hadn’t even wanted to take Emily’s stupid dare, and yet here she was anyway, practically dragged on stage.  And now she was stuck.  Her pulse raced and she felt a hot rush of adrenaline and fear rush through her body. 
 
      
 
    “Sit down right here, it’s okay.  Christ, I’m not going to bite.  You look like you’re scared out of your mind,” Hunter said, to a light smattering of laughter in the crowd.  He patted the wooden stool on the stage.  His voice was soothing, and Raina perched herself on the stool as her mind was racing.   
 
      
 
    “Now.  I’m just going to ask you a few questions and then we’ll get started.  It’s all preliminary baseline stuff, okay?”  Hunter asked, locking eyes with Raina.  Those grey eyes penetrated her and held her fast.   
 
      
 
    “So what is your deepest, sexiest desire?” Hunter asked. 
 
      
 
    Raina could feel her face growing hot.  She shifted on the stool, feeling the stares of the crowd on her. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” she said.  “I don’t even have a boyfriend.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll bet you want one though, don’t you?” Hunter asked, a lopsided grin on his face. 
 
      
 
    “No, I...” Raina trailed off.  “Not really.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay.  We’ll mark your baseline down as decidedly uninterested, then,” Hunter said, jotting something down on a small pad of paper he produced.  “Next question -- what turns you on most?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know.  Can I skip this question?” 
 
      
 
    Hunter gave a short nod.  “We’ll mark you down as no-comment.  One more, Raina, and then we’ll get started.  What’s the one secret you don’t want anyone to know?” 
 
      
 
    Raina bit her lip.  No, she couldn’t tell him that.  “I...had a crush on everyone in Hanson until like last year?” she said, though it was really more of a question.  At least it got a small laugh from the audience.  Hunter nodded, and scribbled down her answer in his notebook, then flipped it shut to slide back into his pocket.   
 
      
 
    When he looked back up at her, everything changed.  It was as though he had slipped off a pair of contact lenses that had been hiding his real eyes, though how that could be Raina didn’t know.  All she knew was that now when his gaze met hers, she couldn’t turn away, and she felt light-headed, almost as though she was floating.  His eyes were grey and cool and they were pulling her under. 
 
      
 
    “You’re not going to feel anything uncomfortable,” Hunter said coolly, just as he had to Carrie, placing one hand lightly on her thigh.  “We’re going to play a little game.  Just relax and let everything around you turn to water.  Think about a waterfall, the way the water would cascade around you.  Think about standing underneath it, the water pounding against your body, crashing and churning and thundering.  Think of the thundering sound, think of the way it would feel pounding and crashing around you.  Are you thinking about that, Raina?”   
 
      
 
    Raina nodded slightly.  She felt like she was swimming and the only thing she could hear was Hunter’s calm voice, like hearing a whale thousands of miles away underwater, except instead of water flowing around her, it was a sea of urges.  Urges to do whatever Hunter told her to do, urges to relax and let him do whatever he wanted to do with her, urges to let go completely.  At first Raina let the flow over her in waves, but as they continued, they became more and more specific.   
 
      
 
    There was the urge, almost like a physical push, to tell Hunter how she did want to be with someone, that she had needs.   
 
      
 
    But that was only the start.   
 
      
 
    “When I snap my fingers, you’re going to be under my control,” Hunter said evenly, his voice smooth and velvety and piercing through her trance like a spear.  “And when I snap them a second time, you’ll snap out of it -- literally,” he chuckled, laughing at his own play on words.  It was a practiced joke, one he’d clearly made many times before.   
 
      
 
    Snap! 
 
      
 
    Raina blinked her eyes and let them fall on Hunter, still sitting on the stool across from her.  He was hot, she had to admit.  Why hadn’t she noticed before how his taut middle was visible through his thin, stretched cotton tee?   
 
      
 
    “I’m going to ask you the same questions I asked before.  Do you understand, Raina?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded, still feeling as though she were underwater.   
 
      
 
    “Remember, this is a question game, so I’m going to ask you questions about your desires, and you’ll answer like an obedient, sick little girl.  Now, what is your deepest, sexiest desire?” Hunter asked.  “Is there anything naughty you’d like to do?  You’d like to do something dirty, wouldn’t you.” 
 
      
 
    It was as if Hunter had taken a key and unlocked her brain.  She couldn’t even help the words that tumbled from her mouth.  
 
      
 
    “I want to suck your cock,” she said, firmly, without any hesitation.  “I want to be a naughty, dirty girl.” 
 
      
 
    It was true.  Deep down, Raina couldn’t hide it any longer.  The more she looked at Hunter sitting across from her, all casually sexy with his long shaggy hair and ripped jeans, all she wanted to do was kneel in front of him and take his cock in her mouth.   
 
      
 
    A lopsided grin tugged at the corner of Hunter’s mouth.  Was he expecting this?  “Well, Raina, I think we could arrange that.  What do you think everyone?”  He turned to the crowd and the applause was nearly deafening.  “I know that’s why you’re all really here tonight, isn’t it.  You didn’t come for the onion-apple trick?  You dirty sluts, the lot of you!”  Amused, he turned back to Raina. 
 
      
 
    “Here, right now, you want to suck my cock, don’t you Raina.”  It sounded like a question, but the way Hunter said it, Raina knew it was a statement, a command.  “You’re a dirty little girl who wants to have her mouth full of my fat, hard dick.  Is that it?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Hunter,” Raina said obediently.  She could feel her mouth watering just thinking about how it would feel to have his cock fill her mouth, to be there in front of everyone,  
 
      
 
    “Well, what’s stopping you?” 
 
      
 
    Nothing, Raina realized.  Absolutely nothing. 
 
      
 
    She knelt in front of him like she was in a trance.  All she wanted was his cock in her mouth, and she was going to get it.  Working at the buttons of his jeans, Raina couldn’t help but feel her pussy twitch with excitement at the thought of what she was going to do.  It was as though Hunter lifted every inhibition she’d ever had and replaced it with a hunger that made her whole body ache.   
 
      
 
    She released his cock with a satisfying pop! and stared at it, mesmerized.  It was so big, so hard, and so delicious looking.  Raina ran her fingers up and down the shaft, teasing him, liking the way the bright white spotlight on the stage made her whole body extra hot from the heat.  Hunter was erect and throbbing.  She couldn’t help it -- Raina grabbed his ass, pulling him into her deeper, thrusting his cock further down her throat.   
 
      
 
    At first she thought she might gag, but no -- she’d never managed to take a guy all the way down her throat like that, but now Hunter pumped his cock in her mouth like he was trying to fuck her all the way to her pussy from there.  Raina just kept sucking and swallowing, her mouth a wet, warm O that welcomed his shaft with abandon.  She wanted him to fill her up with his driving flesh. 
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm!” she moaned, rocking on my heels.  She could feel everyone’s eyes on me, and it sent waves of excitement through her body.  She liked that everyone was watching her suck Hunter’s cock!  She wanted them to see the way she took him deep in my mouth, and the way she moaned as he pumped inside her.  She was a good little cocksucker, and she wanted them to watch!   
 
      
 
    “When I come you’re going to swallow like the little slut you are,” Hunter said.  “You’re going to like it, and you’re going to swallow every last drop.” 
 
      
 
    Raina wanted to agree, to tell him how much she wanted her mouth full of his sticky juices, but all she could manage was an enthusiastic, muffled “Mmmmmmph!” with her mouth so full of his cock.   
 
      
 
    Hunter was rocking a little on the balls of his feet, his eyes half-lidded in pleasure, and Raina grabbed a knee to steady herself.  Then his hands were in her hair, tangling with her long brown tresses, pulling her into his cock.  Rhythmically, he began to bob her mouth on his cock, pumping his dick into her as he pumped her head up and down.   
 
      
 
    Dimly, Raina was aware of her pussy growing wet between her legs -- fuck, she wanted him to bend her over and take her.  She needed him inside her, not just in her mouth, but thrusting into her wet honey hole.  Heat from her damp sex seemed to be radiating out from deep inside her, from her very core.  It was building with each thrust of Hunter’s cock in her mouth, and soon she began to moan around him. 
 
      
 
    This drove Hunter wild.  His fists curled around her hair as she moaned.  “You want me to fuck you here, don’t you,” Hunter said, that same strong, smooth voice falling over her like a blanket.   
 
      
 
    “Mmmmmm!” moaned Raina.  Yes.  Oh god, yes, she did -- she wanted him to bend her over one of the stools and fuck her pussy until she came screaming for everyone to watch. 
 
      
 
    “You’re going to swallow my cum soon, Raina,” Hunter said, looking down at her momentarily, then resuming his pumping of her head on his cock.   
 
      
 
    ‘Oh god, he’s going to make you swallow in front of everyone!’ Raina thought and for a moment, she had the feeling of wanting to run away.  But the same fear that spiked also simultaneously drove her wild with desire.  The two emotions were so linked it was beginning to be difficult to tell one from the other.  Raina could feel her nipples going hard as he pumped in her mouth. 
 
      
 
    When Hunter erupted inside her, it was like a fire hose going off in her mouth.  His heavy cum was hot and sticky as it hit the back of her mouth and slid down her throat.  Raina sucked hard, gobbling up his pink cock and swiping her tongue over the tip and around his shaft, milking him, squeezing more and more out of his length and down her throat. She wanted to empty him.  The little suckling sounds she made, small grunts of pleasure, seemed to fuel her desire, and as Hunter gave one last grunt of release, she felt her pussy blossom with hunger.  She needed more.  She was ready. 
 
      
 
    “What turns you on the most?” Hunter asked, stroking her hair like she was a good pet. 
 
      
 
    “This -- being in front of everyone,” she said, looking up at Hunter with wide, round eyes.  A small dribble of his cum slid from the corner of her mouth and Hunter moved to swipe it away with one finger, which he held out to her. 
 
      
 
    “Lick it off like a good girl,” he said smoothly.  Obediently, Raina offered her tongue, smiling in gratification at Hunter let her lick off his proffered digit.   
 
      
 
    “So you’re a sick little exhibitionist, is that it?  Emily told me you were shy, but I guess she was wrong!” Hunter said. 
 
      
 
    At the mention of her best friend Emily’s name, Raina felt a dim flame of indignation.  Emily had told him!  Had she planned all of this in advance?  But it was a fleeting feeling that was quickly overpowered with the fire between her legs that was driving her mad.   
 
      
 
    “Raina, you’re going to bend over this stool here and you’re going to let me fuck your pussy.”  Raina nodded hungrily.  “Are you ready?” 
 
      
 
    Raina scrambled up, practically flinging herself over the stool.  It was tall and the base was just wide enough for her full breasts to press against the cool, hard wood.  She gripped the sides, bending her knees over one of the rails for support, and stole a glance behind her to see what Hunter was doing.  Everything in her body was pumping with heat, and she could smell her throbbing pussy -- she was wet and turned on and desperate for Hunter’s cock inside her.  She couldn’t wait -- eagerly she reached a finger down between her legs, and gave a soft moan as her own fingers felt her lips around the fabric of her panties. 
 
      
 
    “Patience, Raina,” Hunter said with a chuckle, and she could hear the sound of his belt falling to the floor of the stage with a clatter. 
 
      
 
    But she wanted his cock now!  Raina squirmed, and then relaxed as she felt Hunter’s warm hand on her round ass.  Yes.  This is what she wanted.  This is what she had been needing for so long.  Slowly, Hunter pulled her skirt up and let his fingers find the waistband of her panties.  With a firm tug, he pulled them down so they fell around Raina’s ankles, stretched between her legs.   
 
      
 
    One of his feet touched her ankle.  He gave a firm nudge, then another, pushing her legs out further apart as she bent over the stool.  Each nudge sent a thrill down her spine straight to her pussy.  She could hear him positioning himself behind her, and then his warm finger was pushing up inside her pussy, firmly exploring inside her. 
 
      
 
    “You’re a dirty little slut who likes to be fucked in front of other people,” Hunter said, leaning over so his mouth was next to her ear, but she could hear his voice reverberating around the club.  He had to have been wearing a mic.  The thought of his voice saying those soft things to her filling the ears of everyone in the club sent a new wave of excitement through her body and she gave a quivering nod. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me what you are, Raina,” Hunter commanded. 
 
      
 
    “I’m a dirty little slut who wants to be fucked here, please,” Raina begged, her voice rising in pitch with each passing second.  Inside her, Hunter wiggled his fingers deeper, probing her, making her squirm.  Raina wrapped her fingers tight around the wooden post of the stool.  Hard, she wanted him harder.  She could feel her pussy expanding and contracting, hungry for a cock to fill it up.   
 
      
 
    “God, ple-ease,” moaned Raina as Hunter slowly -- achingly, agonizingly slowly -- pulled his fingers out.   
 
      
 
    “You’re a wet little slut,” Hunter observed. 
 
      
 
    When his cock pushed against her pussy lips, Raina gave a short intake of breath.  His was larger than any guy she’d been fucked by before, and for a second, she feared he wouldn’t even fit!  But as he thrust inside her harder, she felt her pussy expand, stretching to meet his fat, bulbous girth.   
 
      
 
    “Oh god!” Raina breathed as his cock plunged inside her to the hilt of his shaft.  She had never been so full before!  She wiggled her ass, rocking her hips against his cock as he worked his cock inside her, deeper and longer with each subsequent push.  Every time he filled her pussy, she felt her pussy expand and contract around him, pulling him further, as though her very physical body were begging for more. 
 
      
 
    “Make her come!” someone from the audience called, but Raina didn’t care.  She wanted to come.  She wanted to come so hard, it was making her whole body quiver.   
 
      
 
    “I’ll make you come,” Hunter grunted, thrusting inside her again, then speaking in that husky, smooth tone that made her insides feel like jelly.  “I’m going to make you come in front of all these people -- you’d like that, wouldn’t you?  You’ll like it -- you’ll love it.  Your pussy is going to be seeping my cum in a minute, it’s going to drip from your cunt to the stage floor for everyone to see.  You’re going to squirt all over this stage, wet and dripping, and you’re going to love it because that’s what you’ve been aching for, isn’t it?  You’ve been longing to be humiliated like that -- it turns you on.” 
 
      
 
    Raina could feel her orgasm rising in her body, lifting up from her core like a flame.  It was going to consume her any moment, she knew it.  She thought about Hunter’s cock, the way she must look bent over there with the stage lights on her, her ass bare for everyone to see as he plunged his cock inside her, fucking her on display.   
 
      
 
    “We have one more question still to ask,” Hunter said between thrusts, his mouth near her ear, though she knew everyone in the club could still hear through his microphone.  “What’s the one secret you don’t want anyone to know?”  His cock pulled out and then instead of thrusting it back in, he held back, keeping her balanced on that precarious place between orgasm and denial.  Oh god, he wasn’t going to let her come!  She let out a low, animal groan. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhhhhhh,” 
 
      
 
    “Come on Raina, just tell us all your one secret, and I can let you finish.” 
 
      
 
    Raina shook her head, trying to keep herself from letting her secret spill.  Because of course she had a secret.  Everyone has a secret. 
 
      
 
    Hunter pushed the tip of his cock around her tender asshole, tantalizingly close without pushing into her tight opening.  “I’d hate to have to start trying more severe questioning tactics,” he quipped.  Raina let out a longer groan as she tightening her grip around the wooden stool’s rungs.   
 
      
 
    “Tell us everything, Raina.  What have you wanted so bad but could never tell anyone?  What’s your secret, little slut?” 
 
      
 
    He rubbed a finger around her asshole, then pushing with his cock again, as though testing her limits.  Raina tilted her head back, letting out a long, hot breath, as though she were willing herself to let it out.   
 
      
 
    “Emily,” she breathed.  Instantly she felt her face redden, as though she were standing too close to a fire.  A hush fell over the crowd, as though she had lit the fuse to a bomb.   
 
      
 
    “What do you want from Emily?” Hunter breathed in her ear.  His breath was hot and tickled her sensitive skin.  Raina couldn’t help but squirm, still desperate as she was for release, but she wanted what she wanted, and now there was no going back.  She had let everyone in the room know.  Now there was nothing to do but keep going, getting what she wanted once and for all.  It was now or never. 
 
      
 
    “I...want to be spanked,” she whispered, wiggling her bare ass a little as she did.  She couldn’t help it.  All of her most base, animal urges were taking over her, making her let go of all her inhibitions.  She’d wanted Emily to do naughty, dirty things to her for so long, but she’d never had the nerve to say so...until now.  And now that she’d let go, she felt...strangely powerful.  Saying what she wanted -- needed -- was making her bolder. 
 
      
 
    “I want Emily to spank me,” she said again, louder this time, for the first time not caring that everyone in the room heard.  It turned her on, and it emboldened her.   
 
      
 
    “I think I can arrange that,” said Hunter.  He beckoned to where Emily sat alone in the front row, up until now a spectator of Raina’s humination.  Now, she stood to make her way to where Raina was bent over.  Raina felt her cheeks flush pink with shame and heat.  Her pussy clenched involuntarily as Emily took a step towards her, just enough in her line of sight to make her face seen.  She looked strangely...hungry.  As though this were not a shock. 
 
      
 
    She leaned over Raina’s prostrate body.  “I know,” she whispered, her voice warm against Raina’s skin. 
 
      
 
    Her hand was quick, she didn’t even hesitate. 
 
      
 
    Smack! 
 
      
 
    The pain that shot through Raina’s body from her spanked ass was like a cannon ball ripping through her flesh.  It stung, then stung some more, and heat blossomed there and between her legs.  She could feel herself clenching and dripping, a drop of her own juice running wet down her leg.   
 
      
 
    “More,” she moaned, closing her eyes and gripping the stool.  She was a very bad girl.  She wanted to be humiliated in public by her best friend, and now her friend knew everything.  She deserved to be spanked.  She needed to be punished for her slutty desires. 
 
      
 
    Crack! 
 
      
 
    Emily’s hand came down a second time, slapping Raina’s tender cheeks with greater force, and this time Raina let out a small yelp of pain and pleasure rolled together. 
 
      
 
    “Oh god!” she cried.   
 
      
 
    “You’re feeling a lot of pleasure from this, Raina,” Hunter said, his cock still out and stepping in behind her once more.   
 
      
 
    Raina gulped in air and nodded wordlessly.  The pleasure she was experiencing was exquisite.  It was undulating through her body, and she could barely breath -- she was teetering on the edge of orgasm, and anything could tip her over that edge.  She thought she had to come before, but now she was desperate, her pussy was throbbing for relief. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” she begged.  “Please let me come.” 
 
      
 
    “You’ll come when I say you can come.  Are you ready to come?” Hunter said.  His cock pushed inside her pussy, and out of the corner of her eye Raina could see Emily was still standing on stage, watching her get harpooned by Hunter’s greedy driving length.  Raina looked up at Emily, and locked eyes with her.  A hungry smile touched the corner of Emily’s perfect rosy mouth, that mouth Raina had wanted to kiss for so long it made her whole body ache.   
 
      
 
    “Emily, kiss her, touch her, caress her with your mouth,” Hunter instructed.  “Make her come with your tongue.” 
 
      
 
    Everything in Raina exploded with Emily’s touch.  As her mouth was enveloped by Emily’s it was as if every nerve in her body came alive for the first time.  From behind her, Hunter plunged his cock in hard, and Emily’s tongue wrapped around her own.   
 
      
 
    Everything swam in Raina’s eyes as she began to fall beneath the wave of orgasm that fell over her, crashing with all its weight as Hunter gave one final thrust that skewered her just as Emily’s hands entwined in her hair, twisting her tendrils and tugging until Raina gave a small cry.  Her tongue was warm and wet and she was coming hard and fast with little greedy sighs. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god, oh my god, I’m coming, EmilyI’mcomingfuck!” she babbled, then cut herself off with a louder wail as her orgasm reached its peak.  “Ahhhhhhhhhhh!” 
 
      
 
    From behind her, Hunter pumped hard, filling her efficiently with his sticky seed.  Raina didn’t care.  She loved the feeling of being filled to the brim, loved the way his cum dribbled between her thighs and stuck to her skin, loved the way Emily’s hands were in her hair.  Everything was a sea of pain and pleasure and warm sticky juices.  Her pussy gobbled up Hunter’s member like it was hungry for his cum.   
 
      
 
    Finally, Raina’s body was spent, and she fell limp.  Her lips still quivered with the last of her orgasm, and slowly she worked to breathe normally again.   
 
      
 
    Snap! 
 
      
 
    Somewhere on stage, Hunter snapped his fingers, and Raina instantly blinked as though she had been awakened from a Snow White sleep.  A fog seemed to lift, but left in its wake a new feeling, one of confusion. 
 
      
 
    Where was she? 
 
      
 
    Raina blinked, looking around the club.  Why was she up on the stage with Hunter...and why were her panties bunched around her ankles.  Panic filled her for an instant, along with the blind urge to run back to her apartment where a book and a glass of wine waited for her.  She shouldn’t be here!  It had to be a bad dream! 
 
      
 
    And that was when she looked up and found Emily’s eyes staring at her, locking with her own. 
 
      
 
    “This is what you wanted, wasn’t it Raina?” Emily asked, tilting her head and wearing a small smile of satisfaction on her lips. 
 
      
 
    “What did I do?” she mouthed to Emily. 
 
      
 
    Hunter stepped closer to the two women, zipping up his cock as he did so, then put a hand on Raina’s shoulder.  “You did exactly what you wanted to do deep down all along,” he said.  He paused for effect.  “Ladies and gentlemen, thank you all, it’s been a great evening.” 
 
      
 
    The applause shook the club, and for a moment, Raina wasn’t sure what she should do.   
 
      
 
    “Let’s go home,” Emily suggested, leaning in close enough so only Raina could hear.  “I’ll bet you have more to tell me, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    Raina nodded wordlessly.  A smile grew on her lips though as she pulled up her panties, noting the wetness between her legs.  A fleeting memory appeared in her mind -- her body, bent over a stool, Emily’s warm hand on her ass, Emily’s wet tongue on hers. 
 
      
 
    “I might,” said Raina.  She smiled a hungry little smile and took Emily’s hand.  “I definitely might.” 
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    “Emily, there's something I've got to tell you.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned and picked at my appetizer. The restaurant was in the middle of its Friday-night rush, and we'd been waiting forever for our entrees – not that it really mattered. It had been ages since I'd seen Mark, and the wait gave us time to catch up and have a few drinks. I had been having more fun than I could remember in months until this odd, whispered declaration. 
 
      
 
    “What's the matter?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    He ran a hand through his hair and polished off his mug of beer in a single gulp. Something was obviously bothering him. “It's hard to say. I've been meaning to tell you for a while, actually – you're my best friend, and all...” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I am,” I said quickly. “What, is it something to do with Jennifer?” 
 
      
 
    Jennifer was Mark's girlfriend, and the reason we hadn't had time to get together in months was that they'd been spending nearly every waking hour together. It was disgusting in that way that only perfect, romantic-comedy level couples can achieve.  
 
      
 
    Mark looked as if he was unsure of what to say. What the hell? He is never like this. 
 
      
 
    “We broke up, actually,” he stammered. 
 
      
 
    “What? No way – oh, I'm so sorry.” Ever the courteous friend, I flagged down a waitress and let her know via hand signals to bring him another beer – and a third glass of wine for me. “What happened?” 
 
      
 
    “I broke it off,” he said, snapping a french fry in half and popping it in his mouth. “I just can't do that to her anymore.” 
 
      
 
    “Do what?” I was flabbergasted. “Wait a minute: you broke up with her?” 
 
      
 
    He looked at me gravely and nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Why? I mean, the two of you seemed so perfect together. And she's smart, funny, and...” I trailed off, trying to think of a way to say the last part without being insulting. 
 
      
 
    “You can say it,” Mark said with a low chuckle. “She's better looking than me.” 
 
      
 
    “No! I mean...” 
 
      
 
    He looked at my discomfort and broke into a laugh. That was more like the Mark I knew. “Really, it's okay. You can be honest with me. She was way out of my league.” 
 
      
 
    “Out of your planet,” I said before I could stop myself. Still, it was true – Jennifer was one of the most gorgeous women I had ever met. She looked like she'd walked right off a runway in Paris or Milan into Mark's life. I should clarify that Mark is no straggler in the looks department; he's an alright-looking man. Not too fat, good head of hair, great smile. Just...kind of average. Not the sort of guy you see with a woman like Jennifer on his arm – unless that guy has a house in the Caymans somewhere. 
 
      
 
    Mark smiled a lopsided grin. “So hard to believe I was the one who broke it off?” 
 
      
 
    “I just don't get it. I mean, you and her, it was like...” I smacked my hands together, drawing the stares of the couple at the next booth down. “Wow.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” he said wistfully. “It was perfect. That was the problem.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh? What's wrong with perfect?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. He opened his mouth to speak, but just then the waitress arrived with our drinks. 
 
      
 
    “Your food will be out in a moment,” she said, flashing Mark a beaming smile. She didn't so much as look at me. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
      
 
    “Anything for you, baby.” She strutted away, rolling her hips. My jaw dropped – she was flirting with him! Shamelessly! 
 
      
 
    “Well, if you're looking to go on the rebound, you could do worse,” I said, turning back to him. 
 
      
 
    He rolled his eyes. “I have that effect on people.” 
 
      
 
    Taking a sip of his beer, he made an appreciative little noise and continued speaking. “Anyway: it was perfect, but...not because it was perfect, if you understand.” 
 
      
 
    I took a sip of wine and shook my head. “Nope. Enlighten me.” 
 
      
 
    He sighed, searching the table as if looking for clues. “How do I explain it to you...do you remember when I switched majors a few years ago?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah.” Back in college, Mark had been on track for a law degree – his grades were off the chart, compared to mine (which were nice, but nothing special). Then, out of nowhere with three semesters to go, he tossed the whole thing overboard and went for a degree in social work instead. Drove his parents crazy – they just about cut him off entirely. Now Mark's a social worker for real, putting troubled families back together – and the crazy thing is, he's good at it - really, really good. Like, “gets random gifts from old clients thanking him nearly every week” good. The decision was bad for his wallet, but good for his soul. 
 
      
 
    He narrowed his eyes. “Why do you think I did that? One week, just decide to throw the whole course of my life off-track?” 
 
      
 
    “We've never really talked about it,” I said slowly, sipping my wine. It was really starting to go to my head – where was our food. “I guess I assumed the obvious: you wanted to help people, you wanted to make a difference, you wanted a clean conscience...” 
 
      
 
    “All true. But that wasn't the main reason. The main reason is...” He stopped, glancing back down at the table, then chuckled. “The real reason is way more complicated.” 
 
      
 
    “Try me.” 
 
      
 
    He looked straight at me. His gray eyes gleamed in the light above the booth. “I have a gift,” he said. “An...ability that lets me help people.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded slowly, drawing my lips together. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    “That week where everything changed, a few years back...that was when I discovered it. I don't know if its something I've always been able to do and only just then became aware of it, or if I came into contact with something at college that gave me the ability. Believe me, if the second option is true I've been wracking my brains trying to figure out what might have done it.” 
 
      
 
    He was talking quickly, frantically, obviously feeling very conflicted about how much to tell me. “Mark,” I said. “It's me. Emily. We've known each other since the third grade. Your mom and my mom used to do bake sales together, for God's sake. You don't have to be so freaked out.” 
 
      
 
    He smiled and wiped his brow. “I'm sorry. I just don't know how to explain. You're the first person I've ever told about this – I guess I've been afraid if people found out, they might lock me away.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I'm definitely not locking you into anything other than another round of drinks,” I said, slapping the table gently. “So tell me – what's this mystery ability?” 
 
      
 
    He leaned in close, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Empathy.” 
 
      
 
    I guess my reaction wasn't what he expected; he shot back like a rocket as I erupted into laughter. After a few seconds, I saw the way he was looking at me and calmed down, holding a napkin over my mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Empathy?” I asked. “That's not exactly a unique ability – well, maybe in this day and age...” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but most people's is internal,” he said gravely. “Mine isn't – it's all over the fucking place.” 
 
      
 
    I could feel my brows furrowing in confusion. “I don't get it.” 
 
      
 
    His mouth moved silently as he sought a better way to explain. Finally, he seized on it. “You've seen our waitress?” 
 
      
 
    I snorted. “How could I miss her? She's been giving you the fuck-me eyes ever since we walked in the door. 'Anything you want, baby', I mean, get real!” 
 
      
 
    “It's not her fault,” he said. “I'm attracted to her.” 
 
      
 
    “Uh huh,” I retorted. “I bet. And this is your fault...how?” 
 
      
 
    “Empathy,” he repeated. “Projected empathy.” 
 
      
 
    I looked from him to the waitress – who was leaning over the wood of the bar, thrusting her tits out and making a 'come hither' face – then back to Mark. He looked at me gravely and nodded. 
 
      
 
    I could feel my eyes widening with shock and horror. “You're kidding,” I said. “She's feeling what you're feeling?” 
 
      
 
    “I think its something we all do, to an extent,” he said, staring into the distance like he was talking to himself. “It's just more...pronounced in me.” His eyes slid to mine and his vision cleared, like he was just remembering I was there. “It's why I'm so good at my job,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I was aghast. “Because you make waitresses horny?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head, clearly frustrated. “Because whatever I'm feeling, the people around me feel, Emily. When I stay calm, the people I'm talking to are able to stay calm – even when discussing their fucked-up home lives. When I'm calm, and assured, I can make them feel like everything is okay, especially when it isn't. Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    I sat there for a moment, pondering – then nodded. “I think so. You can't control it, can you?” 
 
      
 
    A wry little grin split his face. “Not a bit. When I met Jennifer for the first time – God, I wanted her like I'd never wanted any woman before. You saw how beautiful she is.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “I mean, who wouldn't want to fuck her? Those long, tanned legs, those cheekbones to die for – god, just looking at her made me wonder how that pretty face looked all flushed and sweaty while she rode you...” 
 
      
 
    I trailed off, gradually realizing what I had said. I clapped a hand over my mouth. “Oh God! Did you just do that to me?” 
 
      
 
    “It's leaking a bit. Mentioning Jennifer did it, I think.” He shrugged. “Anyway, that's why I had to break it off with her. It wasn't real, what we had between us. Honestly, she was starting to feel more like my slave than my girlfriend!” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah...” I said dreamily. I couldn't stop thinking about it – the way things must've been between them. How every moment she spent with him, his lust burned through her brain like a beam of light refracted through a mirror to scorching heat. I bet she did everything for him, I thought. Even stuff she'd never done for a boy before. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head and took another sip of wine. Those thoughts weren't mine – they were part of Mark's power. His empathy. But that was okay – now that I knew about it, I just wouldn't let it get the better of me. It would be simple. 
 
      
 
    I had to get my mind on something else. “Have you ever considered going to a doctor, or something?” 
 
      
 
    He snorted. “Why? Even if I found one who believed me, what good would it do?” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe you could learn to control it a little better,” I said, harsher than I had intended. My first encounter with Mark's powers had left me a little shaken. “I mean, I'm your best friend and the furthest thing in the world from a lesbian, and you've got me over here...fantasizing about your ex-girlfriend. Against my will, I might add.” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a wry little grin. “I had wondered about that...” 
 
      
 
    “What, whether or not I'm gay? When have I ever given you cause to think...” 
 
      
 
    “No, no,” he said, waving his hands. “Calm down. I just thought – I don't know, whether my powers of persuasion were so overwhelming that they could even override someone's sexual orientation. Or whether they were just amplifying something inside you.” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” I said coldly, “now you know.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmh hmm.” He sipped his beer and glanced across the room. “That waitress does look good, though.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, definitely.” The words were out of my mouth before my brain could catch up. 
 
      
 
    “Usually I don't like girls with overlarge breasts, but hers...” He grinned. “Well, they're quite a sight, no?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded mutely. How did he know that was the first thing I'd noticed about her? Unless that was him in my mind, pressing against me, making me feel the attraction he felt for her.  But goddamn, she did have some fantastic tits… 
 
      
 
    “And those thighs, mmh,” he said, puckering his lips. “Prime meat, all the way from her ass to the floor. Couldn't you just imagine those wet, dripping thighs wrapped around your head, Emily?” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I could. I could see it in my mind, like a memory I'd forgotten – the gorgeous waitress, riding my mouth as she squealed with passion. Her wet, juicy pussy underneath my tongue, clit slick with saliva as I tasted her over and over again… 
 
      
 
    As if in response to my thoughts, the waitress appeared, bearing two trays and another round of drinks I didn't remember asking for. I didn't even care: my eyes were glued to her breasts, straining against the fabric of her low cut top. God, they looked amazing – fuck the food, there were only two things at this table I wanted a mouthful of… 
 
      
 
    “Here y'all go,” the waitress said with a wink. “Club sandwich for you, miss, and for you a nice, fat, juicy steak.”  
 
      
 
    The waitress placed Mark's steak on the table, leaning extra far and jutting out her tits. Any further and we would've had a wardrobe malfunction on our hands. I knew I should have been horrified, but I was busy fighting the urge to slide a hand under her skirt and see if those thighs were as warm and wet as Mark had described. 
 
      
 
    “Now if there's anything the two of y'all need, you just call – I'll be there with bells on!” She gave Mark a naughty wink that seemed to say: and not much else. 
 
      
 
    He put his hand on top of hers. “Thanks,” he said. “In fact, why don't you come sit next to me?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh sug, I would love to,” the waitress cooed. She slid in beside Mark, her hands going everywhere: under his shirt, across his shoulders, under the table to god-knows-where. “I have been on my feet all day; feels good to sit down for a bit.” 
 
      
 
    “I know just how to treat a girl,” Mark said with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    The waitress leaned in, raising one of her legs into Mark's lap. “Oh, I'll just bet you do, sug.” 
 
      
 
    Unhurriedly, Mark cut into his steak and took a bite. He chewed slowly, savoring the look on my face. “God damn, that's delicious,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He took a sip of beer and leaned back, running his fingers over the waitress' leg. “Now do you understand what I mean when I say 'projected empathy', Emily?” 
 
      
 
    My mouth was dry. The thoughts that filled my head didn't belong there; they belonged in some porno so dirty you had to subscribe to an Internet mailing list to see it. “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “I want to fuck this waitress; I look at her and all sorts of primal shit lights up in my brain – I want to take her like a caveman, pound her into the bed until she can't walk the next day – and she responds to that. Just like you respond to it; you can't help yourself from becoming attracted to her, too. Straight or no, you want this girl, don't you? Admit it.” 
 
      
 
    “God yes I do,” I whispered. Please let her want me too, I thought. Please let Mark make her want me. 
 
      
 
    “I want to see you and this girl together, did you know that?” 
 
      
 
    My heart leapt with joy. “I...I had an inkling of that, yes.” 
 
      
 
    Mark traced his fingers up the waitress' leg...and kept on going, moving up until he was under her skirt. With a quick motion he moved her panties aside, and then he was inside her. The waitress' mouth dropped open and her eyes rolled back as she clamped her mouth shut, struggling not to cry out with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know why I really asked you here, Emily?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn't stop myself anymore – I had no control. “I hope its for me to fuck your new friend because honestly, I'm so hot for her and I've never felt horny like this before...” 
 
      
 
    He chuckled darkly. “That's part of it, yes. But the main reason is simple: because of who you are, and what you mean to me. Do you want to know why I really haven't been to any doctors? Why I've kept this a closely guarded secret, so much so that I broke it off with Jennifer rather than risk being found out?” 
 
      
 
    My mind was spinning with so much lust it was an effort to respond. “Why?” 
 
      
 
    “Trust,” he said, leaning forward. “I don't know any of these people, I don't trust them. Who knows what might happen if the wrong person found out about my ability? But you, Emily – you and I have been friends forever. I trust you with my secrets. You're the only person I've told.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” I whispered. “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course. And the more I thought about confiding in you, the more I began to realize – you're a very beautiful woman, Emily. Even Jennifer didn't have legs half as nice as yours.” 
 
      
 
    Oh God, he likes my legs! My mind exploded with joy. He likes my legs! What I was feeling wasn't true self-esteem – it was just the reflection off Mark – but that didn't make it any less real. I was starting to feel things for Mark, serious things. I was going through in a matter of seconds what most couples took years to achieve – a level of intimacy, caring...love. 
 
      
 
    I love Mark, I realized. The shock of it took my breath away. 
 
      
 
    “I...I think I love you, Emily,” Mark finally said. “I know that might freak you out right this instant, but maybe with a little time-” 
 
      
 
    “I love you too,” I blurted, a huge grin splitting my face. “I love you so fucking much, Mark. You have no idea, ohmigod I just...I've never felt this way about any one before. I've never loved anyone as much as I do you right this moment.” 
 
      
 
    He smiled. “I'm so happy to hear that.” 
 
      
 
    “I want to love you, Mark. Right now.” 
 
      
 
    He arched an eyebrow. “Right now?” 
 
      
 
    “I've got to have you. I need you inside me right now – I can't wait another minute. Oh, we've wasted so much time, Mark!” 
 
      
 
    He glanced over at the waitress, who was lost in her own world as Mark's fingers worked within her. “I think it would be hot if she came along,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, baby,” I said huskily. “You know I'll do whatever you want. I...I want her, too.” 
 
      
 
    “Even though you're straight?” His tone was mocking. 
 
      
 
    “For you, Mark, maybe I could bend just a little bit.” 
 
      
 
    He slid to the side, depositing the waitress back on her feet. “Come with us,” he told her. 
 
      
 
    In an instant, we were heading to the back of the restaurant, where the bathrooms and the kitchen were. I was someone was going to stop us – two guests absolutely reeking of sex and a half-fucked waitress with no panties – but everyone carried on as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Abruptly, I realized I knew why: because Mark was telling them not to worry. Mark was going to take care of everything from now on. 
 
      
 
    Just the thought of it made my panties wet. 
 
      
 
    He opened the door of the ladies' room and checked inside – empty. “In here,” he said.  
 
      
 
    As soon as we were inside and the door was closed, he picked up our waitress and set her on the edge of the countertop, looking over her approvingly. She spread her legs and leaned back, flashing the pair of us a naughty smile. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” he said, looking at me, “you want to be a bad girl for me, don't you? You want to do every naughty thing I tell you to, no matter how wild or degrading it is.” 
 
      
 
    “I...I do,” I said, flushing. He was right – the moment he said it, all I could think about was how happy I would be to make his wildest, sickest fantasies come true. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” he said, and laughed. “Honestly, I'd never tried using my powers like this before Jennifer – the results are beyond anything I could have dreamed!” He stroked the side of my face with a finger. “You're so beautiful, Emily.” 
 
      
 
    “I am,” I said, and believed it. “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    He leaned forward and whispered in my ear: “I want to watch you taste her.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the counter, where the waitress sat ready, legs spread with a naughty smile on her face. What was left of her skirt just barely covered what I knew was hot and wet underneath. The desire to eat her out, to do exactly what Mark wanted me to do, filled me like an exotic drug. I was compelled, but I also really, really wanted to taste that fucking cunt. 
 
      
 
    So I did. 
 
      
 
    Bent forward like a bow. Face buried between her warm, golden thighs. Feeling Mark's eyes on me, the waiting moans and cries of the waitress as my face tickled the entrance to her most sensitive areas. 
 
      
 
    Then I found her clit, and it was like magic.  
 
      
 
    She was so wet, I couldn't believe a grown woman could be so horny. Of course, I realized, that's exactly what Mark wanted – so it was exactly what he got. As I began to work my tongue around her clit she pulled up her skit, tearing it in her zeal to show off what I was doing. To give Mark a show. 
 
      
 
    “Oh God, I can't believe you're really doing this,” I heard Mark say behind me. “Eating out a girl you've only just met...you really are a bad girl.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm your bad girl, Mark,” I said, pulling my head up from the waitress' cunt only to dive right back in again. 
 
      
 
    “I've got to have you,” he whispered. “You want me. You want me even more than you want to keep doing what you're doing.” 
 
      
 
    I did. Oh fuck how I did. My body started writhing uncontrollably, barely able to contain my horniness. 
 
      
 
    My pleas came out in a rush. “Fuck yes Mark please I need you inside me right now I want you I need you my cunt needs your cock please complete me Mark...” 
 
      
 
    I felt him working at me from behind, unzipping my pants, yanking them down. I helped as much as I was able, wriggling out of the skintight denim and kicking it off my legs when it got low enough. 
 
      
 
    “I'm not wearing a condom,” Mark teased. “Do you have anything you want to say about that?” 
 
      
 
    I was about to tell him to stop, to say I was right on my fertile period, but then the combination of his empathy and his cock pressing against my entrance changed my mind completely. 
 
      
 
    “Good! I want it in me, unprotected! I want to feel you blow your load in me and know it's the absolute best feeling I could give you, not into some shitty rubber! God, I'm so fertile Mark, you could probably knock me up the first time you fuck me! Would you like that? Knocking me up, showing the world what a good little bitch I am for you?” 
 
      
 
    Apparently that was all the coaxing he needed. As the words left my lips, I felt him slide inside me, stretching my walls with his fat, throbbing prick. I don't know if it was Mark's empathy telling me this or what, but I'd swear I'd never had anything this size inside of me before – and I loved it.  
 
      
 
    “Oh God baby, oh fuck please pound me,” I cried, gripping the waitress' thighs white-knuckle tight as he fucked me. I had forgotten her pleasure entirely, but from the flushed, drugged look in her eyes I could tell she didn't mind – Mark's pleasure was rolling off him like radiation, trickling into our psyches. It was a high like nothing I'd ever felt, and all I wanted was more of it. 
 
      
 
    “You want me to come inside of you,” Mark said, his hips locking into a harsh, primal rhythm.  
 
      
 
    “Yes! Please come in me, Master!” I was gone, far past logic, reason, barely able to form a coherent thought. 
 
      
 
    “You love me,” he said. “You want to spend the rest of your life with me.” 
 
      
 
    “I love you so much, baby! So fucking much it hurts! I love you so much I want to marry and you and be your little slut wife and do everything you want me to do...” 
 
      
 
    “God, you were always the one for me, Emily,” he said in amazement, shaking his head. “I want you to come when I do. I want to feel you clench around me as I shoot my load inside your wet, willing pussy. That is what I want most.” 
 
      
 
    The cry tore from my throat – it had to be loud enough for the entire restaurant to hear. “I want that too! Please, please, I'm so close to coming, I want to come just for you, please come in me Master...” 
 
      
 
    With a harsh cry, Mark grabbed me by the hips and slammed me down on his cock as hard as he could, reaching a part of my cunt I had never thought could be pleasured before. The contact was electric; even as I felt his cock erupt with spurt after spurt of hot, sticky come I felt my mind give way like a cheap card table. I came with a cry, riding his cock, clenching around him in just the way he'd demanded of me, milking his pleasure for every inch I could. 
 
      
 
    I made it perfect for him, and that made it perfect for me. 
 
      
 
    As I came back to the world, I saw our waitress on her knees cleaning Mark's cock. I eagerly joined her, the two of us licking him clean and sharing every drop of come that oozed from his slowly-softening shaft. 
 
      
 
    “Was I good for you, Mark?” I asked as the waitress moved away and began reapplying her lipstick. “Was I worth waiting for?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Emily,” Mark said, helping me to my feet. “You are a wonder. It feels so good to finally have a partner I can trust, someone I can share my life with and not worry about my ability. You've made me so happy, Emily.” 
 
      
 
    I knew – I could feel the happiness, radiating from him like sunlight. It filled me up, pushing away any doubts or misgivings I might have had about becoming Mark's whore. All I wanted to do was bask in that light, now and for the rest of my life. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Owned By The Billionaire


 
   
 
  



 
 
    I never expected to be a personal plaything for Royce Collier, the fabulously wealthy mogul I’m sure you’ve heard of.  Never in a million years would I have thought you’d find me bobbing hungrily on his cock, or put on display in his club for everyone’s pleasure.  One day I was a waitress just getting by, and the next...I was his newest toy. 
 
      
 
    Doritos.  Ramen.  That was my dinner the last night before it all happened.  Of course, it hadn’t always been this way.  I had dreams of graduating magna cum laude, landing a job with a sweet salary, then kicking back and waiting for my stock to vest.   
 
      
 
    But jobs were scarce, and stock...hah!  The honors I’d hoped to graduate with disappeared when my mom got sick and I had to quit school to take care of her.  Now I was working as a waitress to pay for the medicine my mom needed, which kept skyrocketing in price.  
 
      
 
    I still dreamed sometimes of Dolce & Gabbana while I shopped the Old Navy clearance racks.  I wanted Hermès bags and instead all I got were bags under my eyes.  I hadn’t been sleeping well for weeks, ever since my mom’s last appointment where the doctor said things were looking grim. 
 
      
 
    The insomnia is really what started everything... 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god!” I yelped, flailing in a vain attempt to catch the bowl of hot soup that slid off my tray too fast for me to react -- insomnia has its side effects, and chronic clumsiness was the worst.  My eyes grew wide.  It was going to land directly on Royce Collier’s obsidian-black shoes.  The Royce Collier -- the fabulously, filthy rich womanizer known the world over. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” I babbled, dropping to my knees to mop up the mess, frantically attempting to clean up the wetness that had soaked his legs.  I patted at them, working my way up his pants with red-faced embarrassment.  God, why didn’t he say something?  He just stared at me between his legs.  “I’m so sor-” 
 
      
 
    “Stop,” he said, and reached out a hand to cup my chin, tilting my face up.  “Look at me.  No more I’m-sorrys,” Royce said. 
 
      
 
    For a moment, my hands stopped patting at his pants, and Royce ran his eyes up and down my body, as though he were appraising every curve. 
 
      
 
    “What’s your name?” Royce asked, looked down at me with a pensive expression.   
 
      
 
    “Melinda.” 
 
      
 
    “Well Melinda -- I do think you need to make this up to me somehow, don’t you agree?” 
 
      
 
    “Just tell me where to buy new pants and I’ll get them for you, I swear, Mr. Collier,” I said, feeling a flush of embarrassment. 
 
      
 
    “I was thinking something a little more...long-term.  How would you like to work for me?” 
 
      
 
    I blinked.  “Work for you?”   
 
      
 
    He gave my head a little pat, like I was a sweet, if simple, pet.  “I think I have just the position for you.” 
 
      
 
    A flush of excitement ran through my body and I bit my lip, not wanting to give away how desperate I was.  I would do anything. 
 
      
 
    “Stand up, stop groveling,” he said.  I stood obediently and watched as his eyes traveled the length of my body, assessing me for...what?  “Yes, I think you’ll do, Melinda.  You’ll do very well indeed.” 
 
      
 
    “Do very well for what, Mr. Collier?” I asked, unsure of myself but smiling tentatively, not wanting to ruin my chances at whatever good luck lay ahead.  Maybe dumping soup on Royce Collier was going to be the best mistake I ever made! 
 
      
 
    “To be my new display girl,” he said matter-of-factly.   
 
      
 
    I must have blanched because he gave a chuckle at my expression.   
 
      
 
    “You won’t mind, trust me -- by the time you’re ready to start your duties, you’ll be begging to begin.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think --” I began to say, but he cut me off with a wave of his hand. 
 
      
 
    “Now, now Melinda, I’m not going to be paying you to think.  I don’t want to hear another peep out of you that isn’t you begging me to let you come.  You’ll be paid handsomely, understand?” 
 
      
 
    I shut my mouth and nodded prettily.  I needed this.  The logical part of my brain knew this was beyond insane, that no good girl with professional aspirations would take a job as some ‘display girl’ slut.  But this was THE Royce Collier.  He could make my career, or break it even worse than it was already broken. 
 
      
 
    I had to take it.  A handsome paycheck from Royce Collier could be -- gosh, it could be huge!  Larger than I could even dare to dream.  I’d seen the pictures of his mansions in the magazines.  I dreamed of private jets, but Mr. Collier owned whole private islands.  I had to say yes.  Nobody said no to Royce Collier. 
 
      
 
    “Now let’s get you to the car -- I think you’re ready to leave this job, aren’t you?”   
 
      
 
    I nodded again, eagerly this time. 
 
      
 
    “Good.” 
 
      
 
    By the time we made it to the shiny black car, my legs were wobbly and I felt dizzy, as though I were experiencing vertigo.  His driver shut the door behind me, and I settled onto the plush leather seat, looking around with deer eyes.  Everything was dark and lush and smelled like cigar smoke.  I inhaled deeply, letting it fill my lungs. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god,” I breathed, letting out the air from my lungs slowly. 
 
      
 
    “Nervous?  No need to be,” said Royce as he settled himself next to me.  I’d never realized how large he was.  He wasn’t fat -- far from it.  But he was a mass.  Where other men were like floating wisps, Royce was like an iceberg, solid and heavy, a man whose body was just another piece of evidence showing his power.  His gold cufflinks, the tie I knew cost more than my rent, those perfect white square teeth -- everything about him screamed power and total control.   
 
      
 
    I breathed in deeply again.  I was nervous, it was true, but I wasn’t sure what to do.  What did I do with my hands?  They felt awkward and I folded them self-consciously on my lap like a little schoolgirl. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to tell you a secret, Melinda,” said Royce. 
 
      
 
    I nodded with pursed lips, remembering his command earlier about not saying anything that wasn’t begging. 
 
      
 
    “You might not feel like you’re begging for me yet, is that true?”  He paused, waiting for my reaction, which I quickly gave in the form of a nervous shrug.  “I’m going to help you with that.  Melinda, do you know what it’s like to have people watch you as you experience pleasure?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head.   
 
      
 
    “Would you like to?” 
 
      
 
    He paused a beat. 
 
      
 
    “Good.  Now, Melinda, very soon you’re going to start feeling excited.  You might feel some wetness between your legs -- don’t be nervous, that’s completely natural.  Do you like the smell of my car?  Yes?  You seem to be enjoying it.” 
 
      
 
    Another pause.  Another obedient nod of my head, bouncing my curls against my shoulders.  I was enjoying it -- I’d never liked the smell of cigars before, but something must have changed because now I couldn’t inhale deeply enough.  I wanted the heady scent to fill my body. 
 
      
 
    I took another breath, deeper this time, letting the thick, earthy aroma fill my senses.  It made me feel lighter with each inhalation.  I’d heard about silly stuff like aromatherapy but had never experienced anything like this.  Maybe it wasn’t so silly after all!  I felt like my whole body was sliding into a warm pool or a vat of hot melted chocolate.   
 
      
 
    “Are you feeling a little better, Melinda?” he asked, his hand tightening on my calf just a little.  “A little less nervous, perhaps?” 
 
      
 
    Something clicked inside me, like a switch had been flipped.  “Yes, Sir,” I said, the words bubbling out of me before I could stop them.  I flinched, expecting him to admonish me for disobeying his rule, but instead, a smile appeared at the corner of his mouth, showing those big, square white teeth again, shiny and perfect. 
 
      
 
    “Good girl.  You’re feeling wet, aren’t you?  My methods are a little unorthodox, but they’ve proven to be very effective when it comes to...calming the nerves, shall we say.” 
 
      
 
    A blush bloomed on my face as I realized suddenly that yes -- I was feeling damp between my legs.  My nerves, too, were smoothing over -- choppy waves of unease were turning into calm lapping water ripples. 
 
      
 
    “My patented system of aromahypnosis is very effective, wouldn’t you agree?” 
 
      
 
    I scrunched up my eyes, confused for a second.  A little knot of fear in my belly seemed to tighten up, then blissfully unwound itself just as fast.  “Aroma...hypnosis?” I asked tentatively. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Collier looked at me fondly and gave a little pat to my thigh.  “I told you -- you’ll be begging for me in no time.  I suspect any moment now you’ll begin to feel a tingling between those long legs of yours, like a small tongue of fire licking at your thighs.  Don’t worry -- that’s all as I’ve planned.  By the time we get to my club, you’ll be slick as a seal and begging for my cock in that pretty pussy.”   
 
      
 
    He paused, a hungry look flickering in his steely eyes.  “It’s all very safe.  I made my millions off of it, you know.”  He cocked his head, looking at me harder when I shook my head, eyes wide and confused.   
 
      
 
    He chuckled.  “Well, I suppose it would be more well known in my circles than yours.  Don’t worry your pretty little head.  It’s enough to know it’s very effective, and it won’t hurt a bit.  It’s already working, I can see it.  Now, be a good girl and think of all the ways I might exhibit you once we get there.  What do you think I’m going to do with you?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip.  “I don’t know, Sir.” 
 
      
 
    “Now, you must have some ideas in that pretty little head of yours, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    A wave of heady bliss seemed to envelop my body and the words left my lips full formed, as though they were being said by some other girl.  “You don’t pay me to think, Sir.” 
 
      
 
    Then Royce smiled -- really smiled, a greedy, hungry smile of a raptor -- and gave my thigh a squeeze.  “Good girl.  I’m glad to see you’re so receptive to my methods.” 
 
      
 
    At the firm squeeze to my thigh, I felt a rush of blood through my veins.  I couldn’t help it -- the thought of what he might do to me was beginning to turn me on, making me come to a rapid boil like a pot of water simmering on a stove.  I felt emboldened by his touch and his approval, and couldn’t help but squeeze my thighs together, hoping to stave off the feelings of desire that were beginning to burn hotly there. 
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do to me, Sir?” I asked, my voice small and meek and full of desire that I could no longer hide. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Melinda,” Royce chuckled approvingly.  “There are all sorts of things I plan to do with you once we arrive.  Would it turn you on the hear about my plans for you?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head vigorously.  I was like a bitch in heat and I wanted to hear everything. 
 
      
 
    “You’re a dirty little girl, aren’t you?  Well, dirty is as dirty does.  I’ll tell you.”   
 
      
 
    He patted my thigh again, in what would have been a reassuring gesture but for the hungry look in his eyes.  It was a gesture more of ownership than reassurance and we both knew it.  It was like he was soothing a skittish horse or a jumpy dog. 
 
      
 
    “When we get there, I’m going to lead you to the stage I had built for just such this reason.  There are all sorts of toys there, Melinda, but we don’t get to those right away.  You’ll be stripped, of course, so you’ll be exposed and vulnerable, your nipples will harden from the way everyone will stare, and your pussy will begin to drip and clench with desire as I let everyone remove your clothes for you.” 
 
      
 
    Every word from his lips was said with the precision of a master.  My eyes were wide and my pussy clenched as I realized, oh god, I wasn’t just going to be displayed for him.  I was going to be displayed for everyone there.  I was his pet.  I was his doll.  I was his plaything, his new trophy.  I squeezed my thighs tightly together, suppressing a little moan of desire as he continued to stroke my leg and speak. 
 
      
 
    “They’ll be allowed to touch you, caress you, bite your tender nipples, squeeze your flesh, but they won’t be allowed to penetrate you.  You’ll be on display only, not to be played with too much.  I hate to let my playthings get worn out before I get a chance to play with them myself, you see.”   
 
      
 
    His hand ran over my thigh and I bit back a sigh.  His lips moved close to my ear, his breath was hot on my skin as he added, “I like my toys to stay new and tight.” 
 
      
 
    His hands slid from my thigh to the warm place between my legs and up under my skirt.  He worked steadily, methodically kneading my pussy, pushing his fingers against my hot skin with expert precision.  He had done this before -- he was all business. 
 
      
 
    “Open up now Melinda, we need to see if you’re wet enough to be taken inside when we get there,” he said. 
 
      
 
    His fingers slid past my panties to the hot wet center of me, and I gave a soft moan as he pushed his digits further, exploring my folds, fingering me steadily as I arched my back against the leather seat.   
 
      
 
    “Of course--”  Royce continued, his fingers pushing inside me all the while as he spoke, “--you’ll be there a while, and they’ll get you nice and wet for me over the course of the evening.  Would you like that?  Being theirs for the teasing and taking, standing there to be fondled until you’re given your next instructions?”  
 
      
 
    I could feel my pussy clenching against his fingers. If I wasn’t careful I was going to come all over his car, before we even got to the club!  “Yes, Sir, oh god, yes,” I moaned.  Everything was whirling around me and I writhed as his fingers fucked me harder, pushing past my folds to my wet, hot center.   
 
      
 
    “When you’re wet and throbbing and begging for me on that stage, I might come save you.  Maybe I’ll come up and thrust my cock inside you, right there in front of everyone.  Or maybe I’ll make you wait, or maybe I’ll fill your mouth with my cock -- would you like that, to suck my cock in front of everyone, a little slut on a stage?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help it -- my mouth watered at the thought, as though I’d been hungry for it all my life and had just never realized.   
 
      
 
    “You’d like my cock thrust down your throat, wouldn’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Ye-es,” I said.  The image of his fat cock filling my mouth made my pussy pulse. 
 
      
 
    “There’s plenty of time -- here, let’s get you a little practice, shall we?” Royce said, tugging me down until I knelt between his legs on the floor of the car.  Was this why all the richest men had such luxuriously huge cars -- so there was ample room for cocksucking?   
 
      
 
    An overwhelming need for his cock in my mouth made me paw at his pants, releasing his giant member with a flourish.  I began to run my fingers up and down the shaft, liking the way he became more rigid as I worked.  Sliding his wide girth into my mouth made my whole body shudder.   
 
      
 
    The car turned without warning -- the familiar click of the blinker was absent in the secluded passenger half of the car, and I was propelled forward onto his cock fast and hard.  For a second I thought he might slide all the way down my throat too fast for me to ease into it -- but I caught myself, steadying my body against the seat with a muffled “Mmmph!” before I kept going.   
 
      
 
    I bobbed my head on his cock with enthusiasm, loving the way the car shifted my weight at unexpected moments, forcing his cock down my throat harder than I’d anticipate.  His length would slide over my flattened tongue and down my throat and I’d grip his knees for support as the car turned this corner then that.   
 
      
 
    I imagined people from other cars peering in through the windows to see my head bent low over his crotch, busily bobbing away.  His hands tangled in my hair, steadily moving my head at precisely the angle he wished, guiding me like a captain guides a ship. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t expect him to warn me when he was going to explode, but even so a surprised thrill shot through my body as his warm come burst from his cock and oozed down my throat.  My pussy was soaking wet, and I ached for his cock to slide into my slit. 
 
      
 
    Instead his hands held my head steady as he shot the rest of his load down my throat, keeping me stuck there on his dick until he was finished.  I took him down in gulps, one after the other, until he let me slurp up the last of his come with a greedy swipe of my tongue to the tip of his emptied cock.   
 
      
 
    Slowly I let his cock slide from my mouth.  Wiping my lips and brushing a fallen strand of hair away from my eyes, I looked up at him for approval.   
 
      
 
    “Good girl,” he said, patting the seat next to him where I’d been sitting before.  Dutifully, I climbed back up to sit next to him, folding my hands primly on my lap.   
 
      
 
    “Now, once you’ve finished sucking my cock, what do you think I’ll do to you then?” 
 
      
 
    “When, Sir?” I asked, not sure whether he meant now, or on the club’s stage later. 
 
      
 
    “Whenever I please, Melinda.”  He moved a hand and cupped my chin, looking at me sternly.  “After you finish your job with my cock at any time, what do you think I should do to you?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help it -- everything in my body was begging for it.  “Fuck me with your cock, Sir,” I offered.   
 
      
 
    He smiled and gave a curt nod.  “Perhaps.  Maybe at my club I’d bend you over a table and fuck your pretty little ass.  Have you ever been taken in the ass, Melinda?” 
 
      
 
    Eyes wide, I shook my head.  Royce smiled that vulture smile again.  Why did it turn me on so much, to see him look at me so greedily? 
 
      
 
    “Yes, maybe I’d stretch your pretty asshole to fit my cock.  Maybe I’d play with your pussy.  Imagine everyone there watching as I stretch your pussy wider than it’s ever been stretched before.  Or everyone watching your face as I thrust my cock into your ass -- you’d like that, my little pet, wouldn’t you?  You’d like to see everyone watching you, I’ll bet.  Maybe I’d turn you around so instead of your ass, everyone would see your face, the way your mouth would open and gasp with each thrust of my cock.” 
 
      
 
    My pussy was begging for his cock -- each word that came out of his mouth made me squirm with anticipation.  We had to be getting close to his club soon.  How much longer could he dangle all the possibilities in front of me like this?  He was slowly torturing me this way!  All I wanted was his cock inside me, plunging into my wet pussy with enough force to make me come hard and fast. 
 
      
 
    “Please Sir,” I begged, just as he promised I would.  I was almost embarrassed by my lack of patience and lack of shame, but I was also teetering on the brink of insanity.  I needed his cock and I needed now, or I would go mad with desire!  I moved closer to him, pressing my body against his, feeling his hard cock, wrapping my fingers around it.  I wanted him, and I was going to have him.  “Plee-ease.”   
 
      
 
    I don’t know if it was the way he had me under his spell, or whether it was my deeper, dirtier urges taking over, but I straddled him faster than I’d ever climbed onto a cock in my life.  I moved my hips like I was riding a horse, urging him to go faster -- faster, oh god -- pushing my needy hole up on his cock and grinding hard and steady.   
 
      
 
    I slid onto his cock easily, grinding my hips against him, pushing my body onto him with abandon.  I rocked against him, and then his hands were tangled in my hair again, then wound around my hips, heaving me against him in quick, sharp thrusts.  I rocked my body on his cock, and his hands on my hips bobbed me fast.  He was a solid rock of a man, and it showed in the strength of his thrusts, the way he lifted me and bounced me on his dick like I was a toy.   
 
      
 
    “Oh god!” I moaned, feeling him slide into me deeper, rocking my hips with wild, animal need.  I was ready, I was more than ready -- I was ravenous.   
 
      
 
    It was all too much -- I knew I should wait, that I should let him do what he wanted with me all night in his club, but I needed to come, I needed to feel that release, now, and then my back was arching and everything in me was throbbing and clenching and exploding.  I closed my eyes, rocking on his cock.  I felt like I was suspended in the air, floating above everything, hovering in a timeless, empty moment.  There was only me, his cock, and pulsing pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” I breathed.  My eyes were closed, my head was tilted back, and everything swam before my eyes.  My pussy trembled, full of his cock and pushed to its limits.  My whole body tingled, and as Royce’s hands ran down my back, I let out a long shudder.  Like a leaf falling from a tree to the ground, I floated down, until I was breathing low and shallow, exhausted and utterly spent. 
 
      
 
    “Very well done, Melinda.  Brava,” Royce said, patting my back almost gently, like a man patting his prized thoroughbred horse for a ride completed well.  I shook my head, letting my curls bounce a little around my shoulders and offered him a shy smile. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you sir,” I said, sliding off him to settle myself back in the seat.  “Only -- can I ask a question?” 
 
      
 
    “You may,” Royce conceded. 
 
      
 
    “When will we get to your club?  I...I think I’m ready.”  I licked my lips, thinking about my primed, wet pussy and the myriad ways Royce had detailed my intimate itinerary.  A little thrill pulsed through my body at the memory.   
 
      
 
    “Soon,” he said with a reassuring pat to my thigh.  “Soon.”  He reached into his pocket, producing a roll of fat, green bills and pressed them into my pocket.  “By the way, I think this is what we agreed on for your new position, yes?” 
 
      
 
    My eyes grew wide as I fingered the fat roll.  This was more money than I’d ever touched in my life.   
 
      
 
    I settled back in my seat.  I couldn’t wait.  I was ready -- ready to be his, ready to be filthy rich, and ready to be filthy for him.  Not just for him -- for everyone he wanted me to be filthy for. 
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    Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses 
 
    When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 


Return of The Magic Glasses 
 
    When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses 
 
    With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses 
 
    Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines!  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Cheat Code 
 
      
 
    Cheat Code: Volume One 
 
      
 
    Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning?  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Roommate Control 
 
      
 
    Roommate Control: A Novel 
 
      
 
    For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothingwhenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night!  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Roommate Corruption 
 
      
 
    Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella 
 
      
 
    Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 


Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Demon Prince 
 
      
 
    Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One 
 
      
 
    Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail?  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Free Use Bimbos 
 
      
 
    Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series 
 
      
 
    The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes! 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Corrupter 
 
      
 
    The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy 
 
      
 
    Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past tocorrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page!  
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