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   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
   “So, I was thinking you should hypnotize me.”
 
    
 
   I glanced up from the book I was reading. Casey sat on the other end of the couch wearing a sweatshirt and yoga pants, looking at me expectantly. I waited for her to laugh, to smile, to roll her eyes and tell me she was just joking.
 
    
 
   After a moment, a confused look passed over her face. “What?”
 
    
 
   “I'm just waiting for the punchline,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Not kidding,” she said. “Honest. I'm in trouble, Craig. You can do that kind of stuff, right? Psychoanalyze me or whatever?”
 
    
 
   Psychoanalyze? “It doesn't really work that way,” I said. “What's the problem, exactly?”
 
    
 
   In general, Casey wasn't the kind of girl who had problems. Gorgeous, bubbly and intelligent, she was one of the most focused people I had ever met. Her discipline had put her at the top of the heap at our tiny college – not content with just being one of the top students at the school, she was also the football team's star cheerleader – a fact she never let us forget.
 
    
 
   She cocked her head to the side and scooted a little closer, giving me the impression that she was confiding a secret to me. “It's Seth,” she said with a sigh. “He's going to leave me unless I make a change.”
 
    
 
   Oh. So that was it.
 
    
 
   “Seth is an idiot if he's even entertained the idea of leaving you,” I said, causing a grateful smile to cross her face. “You're way better than anything else he's going to get.”
 
    
 
   “I know.” She gave a little sigh and examined her nails. “But he doesn't see it that way. It's the smoking, Craig. I have to quit. He won't even get near me anymore – he says he's going to get second-hand off me and it's going to wreck his lungs and ruin his chances at the NFL.”
 
    
 
   Seth Putnam was Casey's boyfriend, the star running back of the school's football team. He was two hundred and fifty-five pounds of grade-a, alpha male asshole, but Casey was over the moon for him. It didn't make any sense, unless you knew Casey like I did. Not only was Seth a constant target for football scouts, his Dad was a partner at one of the most prestigious law firms in the country. You see for Casey, everything in her life was about being the best: the most athletic, the cutest of our peers, the queen of the popular kids. So naturally, nothing would do to complete her college life except getting engaged to the wealthiest, hottest hunk with the best prospects for future fame. Casey had every intention of making it official before the two of them graduated, and she wasn't shy about doing anything necessary, sexual or otherwise, to achieve her goals. Sometimes Alexa joked that there was a shark underneath Casey's happy exterior, and I couldn't say she was wrong.
 
    
 
   Casey had just one problem: she smoked like a chimney.
 
    
 
   “Oh, come on,” I said. “He did not really say that. No actual human being says something like that.”
 
    
 
   Casey frowned. Christ, even a frown looked good on her – it wasn't fair. “I really think he means it, Craig. Every time he kisses me, his face screws up in disgust and he tells me he can smell it on me.” Her shoulders hunched, then she perked up. “But you can fix that, right?”
 
    
 
   I sighed. “You think just because I'm a psychology wonk, I can hypnotize people?”
 
    
 
   Her eyes grew narrow and sly. “You didn't say no.”
 
    
 
   This time it was my turn to roll my eyes. “I didn't say yes, either.”
 
    
 
   She gently punched my shoulder, giving me a satisfied look. “See, what was I talking about? You're the best, Craig. I always see you with your nose in a book – I mean, look at this.”
 
    
 
   She picked one of my textbooks up off the coffee table and leafed through it. “Unearthing the Subconscious: Experimental Psychology and You. By a 'Doctor Bimbeau'. Come on. This is totally about hypnotizing people.”
 
    
 
   I snatched the book away from her. “Just stop. You're being mean.”
 
    
 
   “I need your help, Craig.” Suddenly there was something very serious in Casey's tone. “You're so cool – I bet you could totally 'unleash my subconscious' or whatever and save my relationship with Seth.”
 
    
 
   “'Unearth',” I said, correcting her before I could stop myself. God, I was so uncool that way. “And if Seth was okay with you living in a townhouse with another guy and a girl, I don't see why something like smoking would be a dealbreaker.”
 
    
 
   She sighed again and lay back against the couch, her long blonde hair going over the back. “I don't know, either. Boys are weird that way. Are you going to help me or not?”
 
    
 
   There was a little bit of that shark behind her eyes. I was a little terrified of what she might do if I said know, so I waffled.
 
    
 
   “You know what Alexa would say.”
 
    
 
   “Alexa is a dork,” Casey snapped. “I love her, but it's true. And she's a total prude on top of that. She doesn't understand me and Seth like you do.”
 
    
 
   She was only half-correct. Alexa, the third member of our little apartment trio was certainly not a prude. But she was one of the dorkiest girls either of us had ever known – one of the only students in school to consistently trounce Casey in overall GPA, even though her subjects were way more scientific and esoteric. Neither of us could understand half of the references she made in everyday conversation: a remark had an equal chance of being a quote from a famous mathematician or from an obscure Japanese cartoon.
 
    
 
   How people as different as the three of us ended up sharing a three-bedroom townhouse on campus was something I would never fully understand, but we worked well together. Besides, between Casey's mammoth social calendar and Alexa's practically living in the lab, I had the place to myself most of the time. Except when someone needed something.
 
    
 
   Which brought me uncomfortably back to the present.
 
    
 
   I knew I could do what Casey was asking for. Contrary to what you might have seen on TV or in movies, hypnosis is not as simple as “stare at this watch for five seconds, now you're my slave,” but there's still a great deal you can do once you've gotten someone to relax and open up their subconscious mind to you. I had even practiced hypnosis a little bit in some of my advanced psychology classes – although always with strict supervision. Having a test subject in my own home would allow me to try out some things I knew my teachers would frown on if they knew about. 
 
    
 
   But the temptation was why I was worried. I have to admit, you're probably thinking I'm crazy. What kind of guy lives with two sexy college co-eds and never makes a move on them? I have to admit, when Casey (because it was her, of course) originally sketched out the idea of the three of us living together, the thought of the possibilities had filled me nights with a few hot and heavy fantasies. But reality had quickly shattered that – as it turned out, we were just three busy college students with very little time to even consider fooling around. If we hadn't banded together and split the rent, we'd each have been living in our parents' houses and commuting to campus, which would have been a drag. So I'd accepted that Casey and Alexa were just my friends, and eventually the fantasy had faded.
 
    
 
   But throwing the word 'hypnosis' in the mix made it flare up with a vengeance. I wasn't saying no because I was worried about Casey – far from it. I was saying no because I was worried about myself.
 
    
 
   “Hello? Earth to Craig?”
 
    
 
   Casey was staring at me. I'd let myself drift off, lost in thought. Now she was looking at me like I'd started to drool or something.
 
    
 
   I recovered quickly. “Look, Casey. I...”
 
    
 
   I was about to say no – but then an odd thought occurred, out of nowhere.
 
    
 
   God, she looks good, I thought, my eyes quickly roaming over her body. She could stand to show a little more skin around the house.
 
    
 
   It was true. Casey was a gorgeous babe, a lithe little cheerleader, but that frumpy sweatshirt wasn't doing her any favors in the townhouse. I thought of the way she looked when she was getting ready to go out on the town with Seth: short skirts, tight dresses, lots of lipstick and cleavage. Life around here would be much improved if she looked like that more often.
 
    
 
   I could do that, I thought. I could give myself that much and no more. I'd have earned it, after all – right? It would be my payment for fixing her smoking.
 
    
 
   Slowly, I closed my mouth and nodded. A surprised look came over Casey's features, and only then did I realize she had been expecting me to say no all along.
 
    
 
   Her face lit up. “Really?”
 
    
 
   I nodded again, less wearily this time. “I'll give it a shot. But no promises. Hypnosis doesn't really work on everyone, Case – there's no guarantee it'll work on you. And you can't be hypnotized into doing something you don't want to do, so I don't know how useful it'll be in curbing your cravings.”
 
    
 
   But Casey was barely listening. She took me by the shoulders and pulled me into a hug, then planted a kiss on my cheek. “Oh, Craig, you're the best. Thank you so much! Don't worry – I'm sure I'll be a perfect subject. I want this a whole lot.”
 
    
 
   I couldn't help sneaking a glance at her chest – her movements had tightened her sweatshirt against her front, and the soft flesh pressed against the fabric in a very pleasing way.
 
    
 
   “I hope so,” I said. “I'll do my best.”
 
    
 
   “Can we do it now? Alexa will be home in a couple of hours, and I'd prefer she not know about any of this. It isn't her business anyway. Wait...how long is this even going to take?” Now that she knew she was getting her way, her voice was bubbly with relief. She laughed as she asked me questions, hoping that the answers were good ones.
 
    
 
   “It shouldn't take that long,” I said, doing a bit of mental math. “We can start today, sure – but like I said, it might not take the first time. We're probably going to have to have several sessions before you start to notice anything.”
 
    
 
   “Ooh, sessions,” she said with a smile. “That sounds so official. Like you're really my therapist or something.”
 
    
 
   “Well,” I said, “I want you to take this seriously. Hypnosis isn't something to be joked about.”
 
    
 
   She nodded, suddenly all mock-seriousness. “Gotcha. So where are you going to do this?”
 
    
 
   I thought about it for a moment. “Hmm. Some place you can lie down, would be easiest. How about your bedroom?”
 
    
 
   She flashed a naughty grin. “Oh, really? Are you sure you're not just trying to get me in there so you can brainwash me into getting naked for you?”
 
    
 
   I could tell she wasn't serious and laughed it off. “Like I'd need hypnosis for that.”
 
    
 
   Her mouth formed an 'o' of mock surprise. “How dare you! I think I want a second opinion, Dr. Craig!”
 
    
 
   “Get up there before I change my mind,” I said. “I'll grab some stuff and meet you there in ten minutes.”
 
    
 
   “Okay.” She stood up and went to the stairs, taking them two at a time in that way that drove Alexa nuts but always made me laugh. “But you'd better not take advantage of me!”
 
    
 
   “I told you,” yelling up the stairs, barely able to keep from laughing, “it doesn't work that way!”
 
    
 
   That's what I thought.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   “You sure took long enough,” Casey said.
 
    
 
   I looked around, sizing up the room for how suitable it was for my purposes. Casey's bedroom was the smallest of the three in our townhouse, a fact that was strange enough for the girl with the most money of any of us. She claimed she liked it because it felt “cozy,” but I suspected it was because unlike the other two bedrooms, this one was located in the back of the house, far enough away that neither Alexa or I would hear anything when she brought her boyfriends over.
 
    
 
   So far that had held true: I hadn't heard a peep from this room, even on nights I knew Seth was sleeping over. Dimly, I wondered just how sound-resistant these walls were.
 
    
 
   Casey lay spread out on her bed, her feet against the wall over the headboard and her head almost hanging over the foot, reading a magazine. She'd changed out of her yoga pants and into a baggy pair of sweatpants, a change that filled me with a tang of anxiety. Had she seen me staring at her earlier?
 
    
 
   “Just getting everything ready,” I said. “I've never done this before, outside of a lab exercise.”
 
    
 
   If she had noticed the way my eyes clung to her, she certainly didn't show it in any other way. Maybe she was just used to male attention.
 
    
 
   “No problem,” she said with a smile. “So, how do we do this? Do you use a pocket watch, or a spiral, or…?”
 
    
 
   I chuckled. “No. God, what the hell kind of TV shows have you been watching?”
 
    
 
   She rolled her eyes. “Hey, at least I'm not all about Game of Dragons or whatever.”
 
    
 
   This time I bit down on the urge to correct her. I'm really bad about that, it's like a reflex.
 
    
 
   “Pocket watches and spirals are just in the movies,” I said. “There's a couple of different ways to induce a hypnotic trance in someone. The easiest way would be to give you a load of MDMA...”
 
    
 
   “That sounds like fun,” she said with a wide-eyed innocent look.
 
    
 
   “...but obviously I don't have any. Plus, you know, illegal. So this session will be made up of a couple different elements. Can I use your stereo?”
 
    
 
   “Hmm?” She glanced over to her vanity, where a massive boombox and speakers lay against the wall, gathering dust. “Sure. I haven't used that thing since I got Spotify, anyway.”
 
    
 
   “Awesome.” I turned the thing on (after a few seconds of staring at it until I figured out how it worked) and slipped a CD in the changer. Immediately, a pulsing bass beat filled the room.
 
    
 
   “Woah,” Casey said. “Drone-y. I can feel my teeth vibrating.”
 
    
 
   “You have a nice system,” I said approvingly. “You should use it more often.”
 
    
 
   She nodded.
 
    
 
   “The first element is sound,” I said, lapsing without realizing into the studied, measured tones of one of my professors during a lecture. “Some senses have to be dulled, the others have to be stimulated – over-stimulated, even.”
 
    
 
   “Okay,” she said. “So this does that?”
 
    
 
   “Correct. It's a deep, repetitive bassline, designed to filter out any ambient noise that would break you out of a trance state. Speaking of which-”
 
    
 
   I reached over and flicked off the lights.
 
    
 
   “Hey!” She protested. “I can barely see!”
 
    
 
   “Exactly. I want you focused on a particular set of stimuli during the hypnosis – glancing around the room, looking out the window, or checking your phone are all things that could ruin the experience.”
 
    
 
   She chuckled. “I'm in a dark room with a boy, listening to loud music. What would Seth think?”
 
    
 
   I hadn't thought of that until just now. “Obviously,” I said in a tone that I hoped didn't have any of the anxiety I suddenly felt, “you're not going to tell him about this, right?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, duh.” I saw her eyes roll in the darkness. “He'd kill me. This is just between us.”
 
    
 
   Just between us, I thought. It sounded so much more intimate that way. 
 
    
 
   “Alright, glad that's cleared up.” I breathed an internal sigh of relief before moving on. “For the last element of the tableau, we need a focusing element – something not overly stimulating, but changing enough to keep your attention.”
 
    
 
   “Like a spiral?”
 
    
 
   “I prefer this,” I said, pulling the lighter out of my pocket and flicking it on.
 
    
 
   “Woah,” Casey said, moving back an inch at the small flame roared to life. “Be careful with that.”
 
    
 
   “I am,” I said, unable to keep from sounding a little bit smug. “I've had plenty of practice.”
 
    
 
   “Won't you burn your hand?”
 
    
 
   “Nope. This isn't one of those cheap convenience store lighters – I can hold this all day without getting burned.”
 
    
 
   “Well, okay.” She didn't sound reassured. “Just be careful.”
 
    
 
   “Sure. In fact, why don't you help me be careful, Casey. Why don't you keep your eyes right on that flame for me. Make sure it doesn't go anywhere it's not supposed to.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” Casey said, a little slowly. “Make sure you don't burn the house down.”
 
    
 
   “Just relax,” I said. “Listen to the music. Look at the flame. Look at the way it flickers, bright in one place then in another, always in the same place but always moving, too. Isn't it fun just to watch the flame, Casey?”
 
    
 
   This time there was an audible pause before she responded. “Yeah. It is fun.”
 
    
 
   “Lay back and watch the flame, Casey. Relax.”
 
    
 
   Casey's eyes glazed over slowly as the flickering flame filled her vision. I pulled a chair to the edge of the bed and sat down, holding the flame between myself and Casey. Her left foot kicked a bit, moving one of her pillows to the side. I couldn't help thinking of a dog chasing a car in its sleep.
 
    
 
   I would have preferred Casey to be lying the other way, but this was just as good.
 
    
 
   Other than the pulsing backbeat of the CD, there was no sound in the room. I slowly counted to thirty in my head as I watched her stare unblinking, letting her mind slip further and deeper into trance.
 
    
 
   “Watch the flame,” I finally whispered, although at this point I didn't need to instruct her. “Listen to the music. And listen to the sound of my voice. Do you hear those things, Casey?”
 
    
 
   Her voice was all the confirmation I needed that she was slipping into trance – she sounded drugged, half-awake, like a zombie.
 
    
 
   “Yes. I hear them.”
 
    
 
   “What do you hear, Casey?”
 
    
 
   “I hear the music. I hear your voice.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “And what do you see?”
 
    
 
   “I see the flame.” It took a good ten seconds for her to reply, and she instantly fell silent again.
 
    
 
   “Good. There is nothing other than the flame, Casey. There is nothing in the whole world to see, nothing that can be seen, other than the flame. Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “And there is nothing in the world to hear, nothing that can be heard, other than the music and the sound of my voice. Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   “Yes...I understand.”
 
    
 
   My cock throbbed to life in my pants. I was unable to control it – the rush of power, of being in control of another person's psyche, never failed to make me hard as a rock.
 
    
 
   “Now, as you look at the flame and hear my voice, Casey, I want you to hear the music fade away. It's getting quieter now, Casey – the song is fading, like it's getting further and further away. Listen to it as it gets quieter and quieter, Casey.”
 
    
 
   In reality, no such thing was happening – the volume on the stereo was untouched, the repetitive and boring bassline thumping on in the background. Inside Casey's head, however, was a different story.
 
    
 
   “It's going to fade down until you have to strain to hear it, but you're not even going to bother because it's gone now, Casey, it's gone now and you can't hear it anymore. What do you hear now, Casey?”
 
    
 
   Her voice was thick. “I hear your voice, Craig.”
 
    
 
   “What else?”
 
    
 
   “Nothing. There is nothing else.”
 
    
 
   God, that made me so hot. I could feel a bead of wetness forming in my boxers. Thoughts about Casey, fantasies I had repressed for years were bursting to the surface. “Good. Now, look at the flame, Casey. Let it fill your eyes until it's the only thing in the world.”
 
    
 
   I gave it another silent twenty count to make sure she was still following me, then continued.
 
    
 
   “The flame is starting to fade, Casey. I want to you to watch it. It's flickering is dying down, becoming pale and wan. There's hardly any light left; you have to squint just to make it out in the darkness.”
 
    
 
   True to my words, Casey began to squint and screw her face up, even though I hadn't done anything to the lighter.
 
    
 
   “That's right, it's going,” I said. “Where is it going, Casey?”
 
    
 
   There was a pause. “I...I don't know.”
 
    
 
   “The flame is going deep down, Casey, it's going deep down into the darkness. And as it does, the darkness is swallowing it all up, until you can't see the flame anymore. Can you see it?”
 
    
 
   “Just barely,” Casey whispered.
 
    
 
   “It's so pale now,” I said. “You're just like that flame, Casey – fading and flickering out, fading deep down into the darkness. Feel yourself fade along with the flame, Casey, Sink deep down until there's no light left. Are you sinking for me?”
 
    
 
   “Yes...” Her voice was fully tranced out now. “It's so dark.”
 
    
 
   “In just a minute, the flame is going to go out,” I told her. “When it does, there won't be anything in the world except the sound of my voice. Just my voice and you, so deep down, so far into the darkness, so for that there's no light anywhere to disturb you, no noise to distract you from the sound of my voice. I'm going to count down from five and it's going to be gone forever, Casey. Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “Five – the flame is flickering now. Four – just barely able to see it now. Three – no light at all, just quiet and dark. Two – fading deep down now, so far down, so far...One.”
 
    
 
   She let out a long, contented sigh and lay still.
 
    
 
   God damn, I thought. I really did it. I had never hypnotized someone before outside of a classroom, and even those times had been with volunteers specially chosen for their susceptibility to trance. This had gone better than any of them; I couldn't believe what a good subject Casey was.
 
    
 
   I collected myself and got ready to begin the next phase of the hypnosis.
 
    
 
   “Can you hear me, Casey?” I asked, affecting a neutral tone.
 
    
 
   It took a few seconds for her to respond; when she did, her voice sounded like it was coming up from a deep, dark well. “Yes, Craig. I hear you.”
 
    
 
   “That's very good, Casey. Now, before we do anything else, I want you to really think about the way you feel right now. I want you to fix it in your mind; how deep down you are, how perfectly relaxed you feel, how there's nothing in the world except darkness and my voice. Are you thinking about that for me?”
 
    
 
   Another pause. “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “Good. From now on, whenever you hear me and only me say the words 'sleepy time,' you're going to come right back to this moment. You're going to feel yourself fall right back down where you are now, where it's quiet and dark and you don't have to think at all. Because you really, really want to be just like this, and my words are like a permission slip that lets you shut off the outside world and sink down where you belong. Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   She nodded in slow-motion. “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “Tell me.”
 
    
 
   “When I hear you say 'sleepy time,' I get to be just like this, wherever I am.”
 
    
 
   I couldn't stop myself from grinning. “Exactly.”
 
    
 
   I did it! Just like that, she was mine.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
   Okay Craig, I thought, looking down at the body of my roommate Casey as she lay in a trance, get a hold of yourself. I was getting so carried away, I had almost forgotten the reason I was supposed to be doing this in the first place. Before I could do anything else, I had something to take care of.
 
    
 
   And I wasn't going to do anything else. I was a good guy – I might make Casey dress a little sluttier around the house, but it's not like that would hurt anyone, right?
 
    
 
   “Casey, I want you to think of the last time you had a craving for a cigarette,” I said, getting down to business.
 
    
 
   I took care of Casey's cravings with an almost frightening ease. Removing a cigarette addiction is pretty much Hypnosis 101 – it's practically a cliche at this point, and one of the first things I learned in experimental psychology. I created a box in her mind, stuffed all of her cravings for cigarettes into it, and had her lower it into the darkness and let go.
 
    
 
   I figured that would be good enough for now – some hypnotists also put in an aversion to cigarettes just to be on the safe side, but I didn't think Casey had that much of a problem. Besides, if it caused her to have trouble kicking the cigs, it would be a good excuse for another session.
 
    
 
   Once she let it go, she lay back with a happy sigh and stared up at the ceiling, her eyes glassy in trance.
 
    
 
   How to do this, I thought. Maybe I shouldn't do it. It's too risky.
 
    
 
   “In a few moments, Casey, I'm going to wake you up. You'll emerge from your trance refreshed and with no conscious memory of anything that happened after you went under...”
 
    
 
   Fuck it. I was totally going to do it.
 
    
 
   “...but first there's one other thing I want you to focus on for me. Can you do that?”
 
    
 
   “Yes.” God, her voice was so submissive. So drained. I could make her spread her legs for me right now, I realized. And I wanted her to.
 
    
 
   “I want you to imagine yourself, Casey. I want you to picture yourself the way you are right before you go out on a date with Seth. Are you doing that for me, Casey?”
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “How do you look?”
 
    
 
   The ghost of a smile crossed her face. “I look amazing,” she said with a bit more emotion than usual. “I'm dressed to the nines and ready for a night on the town.”
 
    
 
   Perfect. “Tell me more. Describe yourself.”
 
    
 
   “I'm wearing my tight little black dress, the one that I know Seth loves the most because he can't keep his eyes off me whenever I'm wearing it. It makes my tits look amazing. I don't have any panties on underneath it, and he knows it, and it drives him insane. I'm all trimmed and shaved for him because I know I'm going to have his mouth on my pussy later, then his big dick splitting me open. I'm wearing tall, black fuck-me heels that make my legs look amazing. Seth loves for me to keep them on when we fuck.”
 
    
 
   Her face had grown flushed with arousal as she described herself, talking about her own body like she was a madam showing off a whore.
 
    
 
   My erection was tenting my pants, so hard it hurt. “And how do you feel when you look that way?”
 
    
 
   She took a moment to think about it. “Really, really good. Sexy. Desirable. In control.”
 
    
 
   Other than that last bit, we were in business. “You love feeling that way, don't you Casey?”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “You want to feel that way all the time, don't you? Wouldn't that be wonderful?”
 
    
 
   She nodded, this time without saying anything.
 
    
 
   “You feel that way because there's a man looking at you,” I said. “Desiring you. Wanting you. Appreciating your body and the way you take care of it. Isn't there a man at home?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she said. “You.”
 
    
 
   “You will dress the way you dress for Seth when you're at home,” I told her. “You will dress that way because subconsciously, you know I'm watching – sneaking a peek at you whenever I get the opportunity. And that makes you feel just the way you feel when you're getting ready to go out with Seth. Sexy. Desirable. Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “Then say it.”
 
    
 
   “I will dress up at home,” she repeated, the words coming thick and slow. “I will wear my tight dresses and my fuck-me heels with no panties whenever I'm home. It will make me feel sexy and desirable. It will make me feel so good.”
 
    
 
   “That's right,” I said. “You'll know, deep down, that I'm looking, but you won't care. After all, it's just a bit of harmless fun. And fun never hurt anyone. Say it.”
 
    
 
   “I know you're watching me,” she repeated, “and I don't care. It's...fun. It's fun to have you watching.”
 
    
 
   A twisted little smile was plastered on her gorgeous face. My balls ached for release; without thinking I reached down and gave them a gentle squeeze. Another fat bead of precum dribbled down my boxers. 
 
    
 
   I should have stopped there. I ought to have just woken her up, accepted her thanks, and blown a load the second I was alone back in my own room. But something about the way she looked – lying there, helpless, completely entranced, utterly under my spell – made me not want to. I needed to come, and there was no sexier visual aid than the sight of Casey, affirming my complete power over her.
 
    
 
   She won't know, I told myself as I unbuckled my pants. I'll just do it the one time, then never again.
 
    
 
   Just the feel of my fingers on my cock was like a balm – sweet pleasure trickled through my body as I gave myself a stroke, the slick precum acting as lube.
 
    
 
   “God, you look so good lying there,” I said.
 
    
 
   A flush came to her cheeks, even as deep as she was. “Thank you.”
 
    
 
   “I want you to feel the way you do when you're getting ready for Seth, right now,” I told her. “I want you to feel it very strongly, over your entire body, right now.”
 
    
 
   As I watched, Casey gently began to writhe on the bed. Her hands trailed down her sides, moving over her hips, coming back up to cup her heaving breasts.
 
    
 
   “He's right here in the room, Casey,” I said, unable to stop myself from masturbating. I stroked my cock, eyes moving all over her luscious body. “He wants to see that pretty body before he fucks you. Show it to him.”
 
    
 
   Obediently, Casey stripped off her sweatshirt. She hadn't bothered to put on anything underneath, and her breasts dripped with sweat from her body's heat. Her nipples were hard, aching little nubs – I longed to slide them into my mouth, to lick them slowly, to treat them like I owned them.
 
    
 
   “Stop,” I said. “That's enough.” My mind was feverish – any sense of morality I had was out the window. “Touch yourself for me. Right now.”
 
    
 
   She knew exactly what I meant. In a flash, her hand disappeared beneath the waistline of her pants, moving up and down gently as she found her clit and began to stroke. Her free hand groped her breast, pinching the nipple as she bit her lip in mingled pain and pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Is that how you do it for Seth?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Yes!” she gasped.
 
    
 
   I could feel my balls tightening up. Christ I felt good.
 
    
 
   “Do you stroke Seth?” I asked “Do you give him a handjob when he asks for it?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she moaned, her hand picking up speed. “I stroke him off whenever he wants.”
 
    
 
   “You're such a slut,” I said. I leaned forward until my cock was perched above Casey's big tits. “Here's his cock, right now. He wants you to stroke him off, Casey. I want you to do it for him, better than you've ever done before.”
 
    
 
   It was insane. It was so wrong. But as Casey's hand left her breast and gripped my cock, moving up and down my cock in hard, slow strokes, I couldn't remember ever being more turned on.
 
    
 
   “That's right, stroke it,” I commanded. I was going to blow any second now. “Come for me, Casey. Come for me right now.”
 
    
 
   It was like she'd been struck by lightning. Casey let out a muffled cry and tensed up, her body bending and hips rising up from the bed. Her face and chest flushed red as she came with a guttural grunt, only her trance keeping her from thrashing right off the bed. Her fingers didn't stop for one second.
 
    
 
   The sight of her was too much – she looked so sexy, so hot. Before I knew what I was doing I was coming, spraying her hand with burst after burst of hot come, streaks landing on her tits, coating her taut little belly, pooling in the hollow of her throat.
 
    
 
   She kept stroking me gently as I came down from my peak; it took a second to realize she wouldn't stop without being told. “You can stop that now,” I said.
 
    
 
   Her hand left my cock and went right back to her side.
 
    
 
   I looked down at her come-covered body, glazed with my seed. Part of me wanted to run from the room in shame; part of me wanted to get out my camera and take pictures. But slowly, the more horrified part of myself began to take over.
 
    
 
   Oh, fuck, I thought. What have I done?
 
    
 
   With a series of commands, I got Casey to get up out of bed and follow me down to the bathroom, where she cleaned her body of my seed. Afterward, I had her wash up and dried her off with a towel.
 
    
 
   A few minutes later she was back in bed, her sweatshirt back on, lying peacefully as if nothing had ever happened. Only the pleasing feeling of relief in my balls kept me from telling myself it hadn't happened.
 
    
 
   What had I done? I had exploited my friend – used her like a sex toy. Thank God I hadn't taken it any further than that – I didn't even know if she was on the pill or any other form of birth control.
 
    
 
   It occurred to me I could ask her (I could ask her anything now, a little voice said) but I stifled that thought.
 
    
 
   “Alright, I'm going to count down from five, and when I reach one you're going to wake up, aware and alert, feeling completely refreshed, with no conscious memory of anything that occurred while you were under. Five, four, three, two...one.”
 
    
 
   It was that no conscious memory part that worried me. What if she remembered something, a flash of horrifying insight like a patient waking up mid-way though a surgery? I told myself I could convince her it was just her subconscious playing tricks on her, just a dream, but honestly I wasn't sure.
 
    
 
   I needn’t have worried. Casey snapped back to reality with a big grin, raising herself up on her elbows to look me over.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” she said after a second. “That felt...great! I feel so calm, so centered. How long was I out?”
 
    
 
   I glanced at my phone. “About forty-five minutes.”
 
    
 
   “Wow,” she said again, looking around the room. “That was a while. Did you do it? Did it work?”
 
    
 
   Oh I did it, I thought, biting my tongue. “Yeah. I don't think you'll have any problems with cigarettes from now on – but if you do, just let me know. We might need another session or two to make sure it takes.”
 
    
 
   She sat up and put her feet over the bed, cracking her neck. “Well, if they all feel like that, I wouldn't mind having another session or two. Seriously, that felt awesome, dude. You could probably sell that shit on its own as 'guided meditation' or something like that and make a fortune.”
 
    
 
   I fought to keep a blush off my face. I had just realized that part of the reason Casey felt so good was that she'd just had one of the strongest orgasms of her life and didn't know it. Now I'd have to give her one every time she went under, or she'd get suspicious.
 
    
 
   “Haha, maybe,” I said. “Anyway, just let me know. We won't need all the bells and whistles next time – I set up a trigger that should help you go into trance easier.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, cool.” Then her eyes grew sly. “Hey, that doesn't mean you're going to be able to just, like, snap your fingers and have me fall asleep, is it? I can see you embarrassing the shit out of me with that.”
 
    
 
   I chuckled. “It doesn't work that way.”
 
    
 
   “Didn't think so. Anyway, I have to get ready – I have a big date with Seth tonight, so...”
 
    
 
   Of course. I wished her luck and made my exit. Once I was back in my room, my hands started to shake from all the anxiety I had been repressing.
 
    
 
   I can't believe I did that, I thought. Then: I can never do that again. I promised myself I would never exploit my friend like that again, no matter what.
 
    
 
   Then, unable to stop myself (not even really wanting to), I crawled into bed to jerk off again, the image of Casey spread submissively beneath me filling my mind.
 
    
 
   “Master...” she whispered...


 
   
  
 




 
   Part II: Therapy


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   It started off small.
 
    
 
   For a few days after my initial “therapy” session with Casey, life continued on without a lot of fuss. I kept working on my experimental psychiatry thesis, Alexa spent most of her time in the lab working on some new chemical I couldn't pronounce, and Casey cheered a football game, went out with Seth, and looked better than all of us while doing it. To an outside observer, it would have looked like nothing had changed – but to me, two very important things had.
 
    
 
   The first was that the packets of cigarettes Casey left around the house disappeared, along with her desire to smoke. This was wonderful, a sign that our hypnotic therapy session had worked perfectly to curb her cravings. The second was that Casey started dressing like she was trying to fuck me.
 
    
 
   I shouldn't have done it. But I had – along with removing Casey's cravings for cigarettes, I had slid a post-hypnotic suggestion into her head that she should dress sexier around the house; specifically the way she would look right before a hot date with her boyfriend Seth. Every morning, I heard her come down the stairs from her bedroom and glanced up from my bowl of cereal, expecting to see a long t-shirt and a pair of sweatpants. Instead, Casey looked like she had gone clubbing all night and hadn't bothered to change: her wardrobe had become tight dresses with plunging necklines, accentuating her ample cleavage. Instead of going barefoot, she wore heels all the time. And I knew from experience that she didn't have a stitch on underneath – no panties for Seth, not when she knew he was going to have his tongue, fingers and cock down there after the date.
 
    
 
   It was enough to make any straight man with blood in his veins go mad, watching a cute little thing like her tart around the townhouse the three of us shared all day, looking like she was begging for my dick. Worst of all was the knowledge that with just a few words, the right trigger would put her right back in that blissful, suggestive state she'd been in a few days ago – one where she'd obey my every command as if she was the one who thought of them, one where she'd gladly strip her top off and give me a messy, devoted handjob until I blew my load all over her tits…
 
    
 
   Stop it, I thought, shaking my head. Nothing good will come of that.
 
    
 
   I managed to hold back for four days; after that, the temptation was too overwhelming. I had to do something – anything to remind myself that I was in control, holding all the cards, that I could stop whenever I wanted to.
 
    
 
   Like I said, it started out small.
 
    
 
   “I don't know how you walk in those,” I said one morning as she sashayed into the kitchen and began cutting herself up some fruit. “I would fall right over.”
 
    
 
   She grinned and glanced down. “Oh, these old things? I'm used to them.”
 
    
 
   I couldn't resist poking her a little. “Why are you wearing those? You know it's like eight thirty in the morning, right?”
 
    
 
   If I had expected this to cause her the slightest bit of confusion, I was wrong. The brain is an amazing organ; it has the ability to rationalize just about anything. “Balance practice,” she said simply.
 
    
 
   “Balance practice?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, for cheerleading.” She lifted a leg and flexed her calf. “Builds up leg strength, helps me not fall over when we're doing formations...really, it's like exercise I don't even have to think about.”
 
    
 
   “Huh.” I took another bite of my waffle and nodded thoughtfully. “That's pretty cool, Case.”
 
    
 
   She beamed, a slight blush filling her cheeks. “Thanks, Craig.”
 
    
 
   She finished cutting up her fruit – a handful of mixed berries and a banana – and made a bowl of cereal, dumping the fruit on top. Taking care with each step, she made her way across the kitchen and sat down across from me, her hips wiggling with every step.
 
    
 
   “You look great by the way,” I said, wanting to see what justification she'd come up with for her clothes. “Why are you dressed like that, though?”
 
    
 
   “Huh?” She looked down into her cleavage, as if she hadn't even considered what she was doing wasn't normal. “What do you mean? Are you saying I can't look nice for a change?”
 
    
 
   “No, of course not,” I said quickly.
 
    
 
   “Anyway, this dress is new,” she said, twisting at the waist. “I need to break it in before I wear it this weekend. Seth is taking me to that new nightclub that's opening up in the city.”
 
    
 
   “Uh huh.” A smirk crossed my face. “I wasn't aware that you needed to break in dresses.”
 
    
 
   “Well that's why you're a boy,” she said with good humor. “And why I'm the fashionista.”
 
    
 
   “Fair enough,” I said, lapsing into silence as she began to eat.
 
    
 
   Now or never, I thought.
 
    
 
   “So hey,” I said nonchalantly, catching her eye as she looked up over her cereal. “I was thinking about sleepy time?”
 
    
 
   Casey's spoon clattered to the floor. The effect was immediate and shocking: her eyes glazed over, her face assumed a slack, neutral expression, her body froze in place like a marionette. She swallowed heavily, but otherwise made no noise as she sat there, waiting for my commands.
 
    
 
   I was hard instantly.
 
    
 
   “Can you hear me, Casey?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Her voice came out thick and slow, like it was being broadcast from the bottom of a well: “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “Are you deep down for me, Casey?”
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “What do you hear? What do you see?”
 
    
 
   “Nothing,” she said, shaking her head gently. “Nothing except your voice.”
 
    
 
   God, this was intoxicating. I could so get used to this. 
 
    
 
   “That's very good,” I said, taking a moment to slow down and enjoy the feeling. “That pleases me. In fact, that pleases me so much that why don't you go ahead and come for me right now?”
 
    
 
   Casey gripped the table until her knuckles went white. A flush came over her cheeks as she puffed them out and blew a huge, gasping breath. Her entire body shook as she came, biting down on her lip hard to keep from crying out.
 
    
 
   This was the second time I'd seen my roommate come – and both were caused by nothing other than my own hypnotic power. I was starting to really, really like the sight of her quaking for me, losing control of her body at my command. I slid my chair forward another inch or two to ensure my throbbing erection stayed under the table.
 
    
 
   “That's very good,” I said as she came down from her peak. She had a perfect post-orgasm look: beads of sweat trickling down her neck, hair and clothes disheveled. Any guy looking at her would subconsciously imagine the sex she'd had. “Did that feel good?”
 
    
 
   The answer was obvious, but she didn't have a choice in whether or not to respond. “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “What do you say when someone does something nice and makes you feel good?”
 
    
 
   Her mouth pursed in a tiny smile. “Thank you, Craig.”
 
    
 
   As she said it, a bolt of inspiration struck me. That wasn't what I wanted to hear; well, they weren't the words I really wanted to hear tumble from her pouty lips.
 
    
 
   “Casey,” I began, “I want you to think about the interactions you and I have had in the past. Specifically, the conversations we've had. Like the conversation we had right before I put you under with your trigger phrase.”
 
    
 
   She paused for a moment, brows pursed in thought. “Yes?”
 
    
 
   “How do you refer to me when we're talking, Casey?”
 
    
 
   A tiny sigh of relief exited her lips. This was an easy answer. “I call you Craig, of course.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “From now on, Casey, whenever you're having a conversation with me, I want a tiny part of your mind to be focusing on the presence of other people. I want you to be sure at all times whether the two of us are alone or not, do you understand me? Completely alone.”
 
    
 
   “Alone,” she repeated. “Yes. I will make sure I know when we're alone.”
 
    
 
   “And when we're alone, I want you to use a different word to refer to me. I want you to call me 'Master'. When you hear yourself say this word in casual conversation, your brain will hear you say 'Craig' – but your lips will say 'Master.' Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   She nodded slowly. “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “We're alone right now, Casey. It's just you and me. Tell me what my name is.”
 
    
 
   A flicker of confusion showed on her face. “Your name is Master, Master,” she said, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.
 
    
 
   “We're not alone anymore, Casey,” I said quickly. We were still alone, of course, but I just wanted to test. “Tell me what my name is.”
 
    
 
   The same confusion this time. “Your name is Craig.”
 
    
 
   “Perfect.”
 
    
 
   I patted myself on the back for my ingenuity. This was a perfect way to exercise my power: I wasn't hurting Casey or doing anything inappropriate, but every time we were alone and I heard the word 'Master' leave her lips, you could bet I was going to get a hard-on like nothing else. I was looking forward to it.
 
    
 
   In fact, I could test it right that instant. “Alright, Casey. I'm going to count backwards from five, and when I get to one you're going to wake up alert and refreshed, with no conscious memory of anything that happened while you were under. You also won't remember the sentence that contained your trigger phrase.”
 
    
 
   She nodded, her body already priming itself to leave trance.
 
    
 
   “Five...four...three...two...one, open your eyes,” I said, trailing off into a whisper as Casey's eyes shot open.
 
    
 
   She looked around the room, naked confusion on her face. Her mouth dropped open in shock as she checked the time on her phone.
 
    
 
   “Uh...Master?”
 
    
 
   Holy shit, I thought. It worked. “Yeah, Case?”
 
    
 
   “What have I been doing for the last...” she glanced back at the phone, “eight minutes?”
 
    
 
   I took another bite of my waffle and feigned disinterest. “I don't know. You've just been staring into space, I guess.” I put down my fork and looked her over. “Kind of weird, actually.”
 
    
 
   For an instant, her eyes grew unfocused and I began to worry if she knew more than she was letting on. Then they cleared up and her lips made an awkward smile.
 
    
 
   “Wow, okay. I guess I need some coffee this morning. Damn.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it couldn't hurt. Hey, what did you call me just a second ago?”
 
    
 
   She frowned in confusion. “Uh, Master. That is still your name, right? I didn't slip into a parallel dimension or something like that?”
 
    
 
   I laughed. “Not unless I went there with you, I guess.”
 
    
 
   “God, listen to me. I sound like one of your nerd shows.” Casey got up and dumped the now-soggy cereal in the garbage disposal, then ran some water in the bowl and left it. “Anyway, I've got to get going, Master. Got a busy day ahead of me. Nice talking to you!”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, totally,” I said, raising an arm as she left the kitchen. “We should hang out more often, you know?”
 
    
 
   “Totally!” Her voice was muffled through the kitchen door.
 
    
 
   “She called me Master.” I whispered it, like the words frightened me. “God, that felt amazing.”
 
    
 
   I finished off the rest of my breakfast with relish, flush with power. The feeling of brainwashing Casey into serving me without her even realizing it had left me high, and it suddenly felt as if the day stretched before me, full of promise.
 
    
 
   It was a little change, not enough to hurt anybody. And it felt good.
 
    
 
   Like I said, I started small. But I wasn't satisfied with small for long.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   “Have you ever let a man come on your face?”
 
    
 
   “Yes. All the time.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” I was intrigued. “Do you enjoy it?”
 
    
 
   Casey thought for a moment, her eyes glassy and entranced, then shrugged. “Yes. It doesn't bring me physical pleasure, but...there's something about the feeling of it splashing on my skin. The symbolism of what it means excites me; the idea that a guy is so turned on by my face that he needs to mark it, like an animal claiming its territory? Rawr. Total turn-on. Know what I mean?”
 
    
 
   I didn't know what she meant, but I was excited to find out more. We were in the bedroom, sequestered from the rest of the world, and I was interrogating Casey about her sexual preferences. Alexa had left for the day almost immediately, claiming she had a ton of work to do, and almost as soon as Casey and I were alone in the house, I'd come up to her and whispered her trigger. Now she was under my control.
 
    
 
   I was still playing the gentleman – no touching, no inappropriate behavior – but I had no idea how long I could keep it up.
 
    
 
   “Very interesting. You're a good girl,” I said, watching with pleasure as a flush crept over Casey's face. As if that wasn't enough proof my words were giving her pleasure, she shuddered gently. At some point – I couldn't even remember when, all our sessions blended together into a fever dream of power at this point – I had slipped that belief into her subconscious, that being praised brought pleasure. I'd watched as Casey reacted to it without thinking, becoming the house's go-to person for chores. A week ago, you couldn't pay her to do the dishes, now she'd be doing them before dinner was digested, trying to get compliments from the two of us. She didn't even understand why, and that excited me most of all.
 
    
 
   “What about being tied up? Have you ever let a man tie you to the bed before fucking you? What about handcuffs?”
 
    
 
   These sorts of questions would have made the Casey I knew burn with shame; but under my power, she answered without hesitation.
 
    
 
   “Yes to both. Many times. I own a pair of handcuffs, actually – they're under the bed.”
 
    
 
   I glanced beneath the bed, and sure enough there was a tiny box at the foot. Opening it up, I found a gleaming pair of handcuffs – the real kind, too, not the cheap sort for couples' play that had a little latch to open them up at any time.
 
    
 
   “These are pretty hardcore,” I said. “When did you get these?”
 
    
 
   “They were a gift,” Casey said without hesitation. “From an old boyfriend.”
 
    
 
   “Was that the first time you'd used them?”
 
    
 
   Her leg quivered gently. “Oh yeah. That was my first.”
 
    
 
   “You must have liked it enough to do it again.”
 
    
 
   “I'd never come so hard in my life,” she said with a pleased sigh. “At least not before I met you, Master.”
 
    
 
   Hearing that made me so hard. My cock throbbed in my pants, aching for release. It was a constant struggle not to take it out of my pants, knowing I could command Casey to do whatever I wanted with it.
 
    
 
   Instead, I changed the subject. “Have you ever had a threesome?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She shook her head. “No.”
 
    
 
   “Really? I'm shocked.”
 
    
 
   “I don't share my men,” she said crisply.
 
    
 
   I smirked. “You would if I commanded you to.”
 
    
 
   “I would do anything you commanded me to, Master.”
 
    
 
   Anything… I shoved the thought back down. This was about learning – about exercising my power in ways that got me off but didn't involve violating my roommate. And, to be honest, I was curious to learn more about Casey's sex habits, and by extension those of the other girls her age I knew. Maybe it'd make me better with the ladies.
 
    
 
   “That's interesting,” I said, leaning back. “Have you ever had sex with another woman?”
 
    
 
   My words had an effect I didn't expect. Casey shuddered; but not with pleasure. More like someone in a horror film backing away from something dark and scary.
 
    
 
   “What's wrong?” I asked. “I just wanted to know if you'd been with a woman.”
 
    
 
   “That...that's wrong,” she said, her voice audibly shaking. “It's not allowed for woman to lie with woman… it's an abomination.”
 
    
 
   “What?” I blurted. For something to effect her so deeply, in a trance state, no less, it had to be deeply entrenched in her psyche.
 
    
 
   “I said, it's not right for-”
 
    
 
   “Stop.” I said, cutting her off. 'Abomination' was a strong word – one I normally associated with shady preachers, not a college student. Casey was far from a prude, so what was going on.
 
    
 
   “Are you a christian?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “No.” She shook her head.
 
    
 
   So that wasn't it. I had an idea. “What about your parents? Are they?”
 
    
 
   She paused, and I swore I could see her face visibly whiten. “Oh yes. Very much so.”
 
    
 
   So that was it. I didn't know much about Casey's parents, since they never seemed to be very present in her life. If they were religious nuts, that might explain why she had this horribly repressed fear of homosexuality. I wondered if there was more to it – had Casey maybe had some bi-curious leanings in the past, and her parents had thrown the (good) book at her? Fixing that would be a good deed, so I filed it away mentally for later.
 
    
 
   Right now, though, I was still burning with questions.
 
    
 
   “What about...” I said, thinking of what to ask next, “sex in public? Have you ever fooled around in a public place.”
 
    
 
   Her reaction was no less surprising. Her hand went to her mouth, and a storm of giggles came out. I could tell that only the pressing of her palm kept it from spilling into full-blown laughter.
 
    
 
   “What's so funny?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “It's just an odd coincidence, Master,” she said, her giggling fading away. “Any other time I would have said no, but I have – yesterday, in fact.”
 
    
 
   Yesterday? My mind immediately went crazy with fantasy, trying to picture Casey's lithe, nimble body being fucked by her boyfriend in a public place. I wanted to know every dirty detail.
 
    
 
   “Huh,” I said. “I thought Seth was going to that football clinic upstate with the rest of the team yesterday.”
 
    
 
   “He did, Master.”
 
    
 
   I was confused. “When did he get back, then?”
 
    
 
   “He hasn't. The team stayed overnight; he'll be back in town this evening.”
 
    
 
   Slowly it dawned on me; my mouth opened wide in a delighted gasp. “You cheated on Seth?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master.”
 
    
 
   “Was it the first time?” The question came out as I thought of it.
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “Wow.” I was tempted to ask her more about her feelings on that matter – what had made her be unfaithful to Seth after all this time? - but decided to skip it for now. Right now, I was thinking with my dick - and my dick wanted to hear every muffled moan, walk Casey through every phase of her adulterous affair.
 
    
 
   “Where did this happen? Start at the beginning. Tell me everything about it; tell me like I was your very best girlfriend who you can confide every filthy detail to. Hold nothing back. You are completely safe here.”
 
    
 
   “I am completely safe here,” she repeated, smiling blandly. “Alright. I'll tell you all about it, of course.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “What was his name?”
 
    
 
   She shrugged. “Would you believe I don't know?”
 
    
 
   “You fucked a stranger!? Wait, start at the beginning. I didn't mean to interrupt – I've got to hear this.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, Master. I'll tell you everything. I was in the library...”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   “I was in the library,” Casey said. “It was just after sundown, and I was studying for my big chemistry exam – I hate chemistry.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” I asked, unable to stop myself. “You always ace chemistry.”
 
    
 
   “Because I work my ass off,” she said, using the same tone and inflection she'd have used with any of her besties. “I still hate it. It's garbage.”
 
    
 
   That was an interesting tidbit to know, but ultimately useless. “Okay, go on. Who was this guy?”
 
    
 
   A slow, teasing smile crossed her face. “I don't know. I was sitting at one of the computers, staring at this long list of formulas for figuring out the number of electrons in a quark or whatever, and I glanced over and there was this guy staring at me.”
 
    
 
   “How was he staring at you? Like, in a creepy way?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, no,” Casey said, flushing slightly. “It was like his eyes were able to say so much more than his mouth could. He looked at me in a way that said 'I know exactly what you want, and I'm just the man to give it to you.'”
 
    
 
   I ran a hand over my forehead, disbelieving. “And that worked? Really?”
 
    
 
   “It wasn't so much that,” she said. “It was just – his attitude, the way he carried himself, everything. It's intangible, you know? Like animal magnetism.”
 
    
 
   Considering that I was currently holding her will in a trance that would have been called “animal magnetism” a couple of hundred years ago, I could definitely understand.
 
    
 
   “Also it was such perfect timing,” she continued. “I had literally just been thinking about how long it had been since I last got laid.” She let out an unladylike laugh; it startled me. 
 
    
 
   “So he talked you into it,” I said, regaining my focus.
 
    
 
   “Well, there wasn't a lot of talking involved, if that's what you mean...”
 
    
 
   “Alright, fast forward a bit,” I said. My cock didn't want to hear about assignments or glances – I wanted the pornographic details. “Where did you fuck?”
 
    
 
   “Well, it started in the aisle,” she said with a little giggle.
 
    
 
   “Right in front of everyone?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, hell no. You know that section on the third floor where there's all those old reference books in like Russian or whatever? No one ever goes there. He took me up the elevator and led me down into a corner over there, and then...”
 
    
 
   “And then?”
 
    
 
   “Well, he put his hands on me. He was everywhere: under my shirt, up my legs, underneath my chin. God, his touch was like cold fire all over me.”
 
    
 
   “So you were turned on.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah.”
 
    
 
   “What happened next?”
 
    
 
   “He put his hand behind my neck, and I thought 'here we, go, he wants me to blow him.' I mean, I was ready to – I was so horny I would've gobbled up any cock you put in front of me right then. But instead he pushed me against the nearest shelf and turned me around, then started to finger me.”
 
    
 
   “Just like that?”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “I was wearing my best pair of yoga pants, those ones with the little ribbon on the front, and his fingers just went whoop and there he was!” She laughed at the memory. “I had such a wet spot by the time he was finished – I was sure everybody was staring at it.”
 
    
 
   “So he just got you off, then? No reciprocation?”
 
    
 
   “Well, first he got me off. And it was incredible – I'm a loud girl, usually, so trying to stay quiet in a library where you can hear a pin drop was such a turn-on. When I got close, he shoved his hand over my mouth to shut me up – I was so glad, because otherwise the whole place would have heard me come.”
 
    
 
   This was insane. I couldn't believe Casey would do this – cheat on a whim, let some stranger finger her into the stratosphere a few feet away from studying students. You think you know somebody, I thought, but until you get them in a trance, you have no idea what kind of life they might be hiding.
 
    
 
   And then, in the back of my mind, another thought: she cheated for the first time yesterday. Had my 'therapy' had something to do with it?
 
    
 
   “What happened then?” I asked. “Did he fuck you?”
 
    
 
   “After I came, he stuck his fingers in my mouth and let me suck them clean. It was so hot to taste myself on a stranger's fingers. Then he told me I had to be very quiet; 'like a good girl', he said. Fuck, that makes me so hot to be treated like that.”
 
    
 
   “Do you have daddy issues?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She nodded, accepting the truth in a way only possible while under trance. “Like you wouldn't believe.”
 
    
 
   I suppressed a laugh. “Describe the fucking.”
 
    
 
   She groaned. “May I touch myself, Master?”
 
    
 
   How could I turn down an offer to watch that? “Yes, Casey. You may.”
 
    
 
   With a relieved sigh, Casey slid her panties aside and began to finger her soaking slit. Her voice rose in pitch as she spoke, pleasure coursing within her.
 
    
 
   “He spread my legs apart with his hand, after I came. Then he was behind me, and then he was in me and ohhh….shit, that feels good.”
 
    
 
   “No condom?”
 
    
 
   “No condom,” she agreed. “It all happened so fast. There was no time to think. I was already right on the edge, thank god, because if we'd gone more than a minute or two there was no way the whole library wouldn't have heard us. He fucked me so hard the shelves shook. He pounded me over, and over, and over...until...until...”
 
    
 
   A cry broke from her lips as she came, gasping and sobbing, her eyes still open and glassy. Her body quaked with climax as she rode it out, putting herself on display for me to see. I wanted to come like that, so bad.
 
    
 
   I waited a minute or two for her color to return and her breathing to quiet back down, then resumed the session.
 
    
 
   “I think I get the idea,” I said, shaking my head. “I just...I don't get it. Why did you cheat on Seth?”
 
    
 
   She thought about it for a moment. “I don't know. I...I wanted to. It felt right.”
 
    
 
   I chuckled darkly. “So you'll sleep with another man in the middle of a crowded library, but heaven forbid you fool around with another woman?”
 
    
 
   Her expression hardened. “That's not allowed,” she said. “I don't feel that way...”
 
    
 
   “Okay, forget about that for right now,” I said. Hearing her go back to the religion thing had given me a different idea. I'd heard all the old jokes about Christian girls who didn't believe in pre-marital sex, so they let their boyfriends fuck them in the ass instead. I was curious if Casey had ever done that – the mental image was delectable.
 
    
 
   “Have you ever had anal sex? Let a man come inside you from the back?”
 
    
 
   She shook her head again. “No.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” I was surprised – I was sure a guy like Seth would have insisted on that. “Have you ever done anything in that area?”
 
    
 
   'In that area' was a pretty generic term, but Casey knew exactly what I meant. “Yes. A couple of times, I've taken my vibrator – my larger one, that's shaped like a cock – and slipped it in there with a lot of lube. Then I fingered myself while I thrust it inside my ass until I came.”
 
    
 
   Oh my god. The mental image of that had me primed and ready to fuck. “That's very...adventurous. Why did you do that, but not the whole thing?”
 
    
 
   She took a moment to collect herself before answering. “I just wanted to make sure that it fit, Master – that I could take it.”
 
    
 
   “Why?”
 
    
 
   “Because I'm planning on saving it for my husband, Master. The boy who marries me is going to be the first and only person to fuck me in the ass.”
 
    
 
   There was a long pause. “Master?”
 
    
 
   “Casey,” I said, my throat suddenly dry, “that is one of the hottest things I've ever heard.”
 
    
 
   She grinned, oblivious to the effect she was having on me. “Thank you, Master!”
 
    
 
   God, I couldn't hold back much longer. I was aching for it – my whole body felt like a spring that had been coiled too tight, full of energy just waiting to be unleashed.
 
    
 
   “Would you...” I stumbled over the words, then started again. “Would you show me you can take it? While we talk?”
 
    
 
   There was a momentary pause. I couldn't help but think of a computer searching its data banks whenever she did that. “Of course, Master. I'd be happy to show you.”
 
    
 
   “Wonderful. Where, uh, where is the dildo? And your lube?”
 
    
 
   Without looking, she lifted her arm and pointed to the bottom drawer of her dresser. “In there, under the clothes.”
 
    
 
   Searching the drawer, I did indeed find what I was looking for. Underneath of some old shirts I don't think I'd ever seen Sandra wear was a half-empty bottle of lubricant and a big, flesh-colored dildo, about eight inches in length. I took both of them and put them on the bed.
 
    
 
   “Go right ahead,” I said, gesturing at them.
 
    
 
   As I watched, Casey stripped off the remains of her clothes and spread her legs wide, lifting her pert little ass up off the bed and sliding a pillow underneath. She uncapped the bottle of lube and coated two of her fingers, then slid them around her tight pucker. After a few seconds, her fingers dove inside, stretching the walls of her ass. Her face screwed up in concentration, but she was otherwise fine.
 
    
 
   As I watched, she removed her fingers and picked up the dildo, coating in it a thin but generous layer of lube. Then, spreading her asshole with two fingers, she pointed the fat head of the shaft at her innermost folds and gently pressed it in.
 
    
 
   The thick dildo stretched the lips of her pucker and disappeared inch by incredible inch inside of her ass. She spread her legs wider and lifted her ass gently, giving it more room to penetrate her. She let out a low groan as it filled her depths.
 
    
 
   Finally there was more dildo inside of her than out – only the flared base of the shaft remained outside. The five or six inches of the phallus were inside her, stretching her out. I watched, fascinated, as she grit her teeth and began to pump the dildo in and out of her ass, slowly at first then at a pace that better resembled fucking.
 
    
 
   “That's good,” I said, wanting to say so much more. My own shaft ached, imagining how good it would feel to be in that dildo's place, gripped tightly by the walls of her ass.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Master,” she whimpered.
 
    
 
   “You're so tight – I can tell. Are you able to take all of that?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she said, shuddering as another inch slid inside her. “I'm still tight and ready. When the time comes, I'll be able to take my husband's cock deep inside my ass. He'll love it so much.”
 
    
 
   I won't sugarcoat what happened next; it was awful of me. But I think that while staring at Casey's body, watching the dildo penetrate her ass while she sweated and shuddered and called me Master that I started to go a little bit insane. There's such a thing as too much temptation for any guy to bear – and that's before handing someone the keys to hypnotic power. I had crossed that line without realizing it, and now I couldn't stop until I had Casey just the way I wanted her.
 
    
 
   “I'm not entirely sure you're ready,” I said.
 
    
 
   She frowned. “No?”
 
    
 
   “No. I want to make sure. I mean, the last thing you'd want is for your husband to be disappointed, wouldn't you?”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “Of course. Certainly better to be safe than sorry.”
 
    
 
   “I'm glad you feel that way. There's so many girls out there who wouldn't go the extra mile for their man that way. You're a really amazing girl, Casey. You're going to make some man very happy.”
 
    
 
   She beamed. “Thank you, Master.”
 
    
 
   She had no way of knowing that man was about to be me.
 
    
 
   “Take the dildo out,” I said. “I have a different one I want you to try.”
 
    
 
   Without hesitation, she drew the dildo out, letting it slide by inches from her ass. It flopped onto the bed and rolled onto the floor. I already had my pants around my waist and my boxers halfway down, my erect cock throbbing and dripping precum.
 
    
 
   “Where is it?” She asked.
 
    
 
   “I'll put it in,” I assured you. “And I'll take care of moving it around, too – I want to make sure you'll be able to take it in a real situation.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, of course,” she said. “You're so thoughtful, Master.”
 
    
 
   I gripped her hips and pulled her to the end of the bed. “Let me just move you over here, to make it easier.” When I was done, her pert ass hung just over the edge of the bed – her legs were spread wide, my hands around her ankles.
 
    
 
   “Here it comes,” I said. “Get ready.”
 
    
 
   She gave a happy sigh and relaxed, readying her body for another dildo. I pressed the head of my cock against her pucker – it was still nice and lubed up from the preliminaries. It slid inside easily. I worked it in, inch by inch, the walls of her ass stretching around me.
 
    
 
   “Oh, that is much thicker than the last dildo,” she said, her voice raising by a hair. “It's really stretching me.”
 
    
 
   Oh my God! I was delirious with bliss. I'd never had anal sex before – none of my previous girlfriends had ever let me fuck them like this. Casey was my first, and it felt incredible.
 
    
 
   “There we go,” I said, giving a little cry of pleasure as I sunk into her to the hilt. “There...we...go. It's all the way in.”
 
    
 
   She smiled broadly. “I took it just fine – it only hurts a little, Master.”
 
    
 
   Just hearing her call me that made my cock throb inside her, shooting a tiny spurt of precum.
 
    
 
   “I'm going to move it around now,” I said, trying to mask the pleasure in my voice. “I'm going to be a little bit rough – you want to be sure you'll be able to take a real cock when it's your husband, right?”
 
    
 
   She bit her lip and nodded. “Of course. Be as rough as you need to be, Master.”
 
    
 
   That was all the encouragement I needed. I drew her legs to me and fucked her, hard, sliding my cock in and out of her ass in smooth, fast strokes. My legs shook as I pounded her. I'd never felt anything so tight, so warm, so utterly ready for me. 
 
    
 
   “That dildo is really moving,” Casey said. “Am I doing alright, Master?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes,” I groaned, pounding her asshole with jackhammer force. “You're such a good girl, Casey. Such a good little girl...”
 
    
 
   I could feel my orgasm approaching. I considered pulling out for about two seconds, before the thought of coming inside her sweet ass made me realize there was no way I was passing up a chance like this.
 
    
 
   “Okay Casey, I'm about to add some...um...some lube to the dildo,” I said between strokes. “Just to make sure it'll slide easily.”
 
    
 
   “Are you going to take it out first, Master?”
 
    
 
   “No,” I said, feeling my balls tighten against her ass cheeks. “I'm just going to squirt it right up in there!”
 
    
 
   I tossed my head back and buried my cock inside her. “Here it comes!”
 
    
 
   It was heaven. I came like an explosion, draining my balls inside of her ass, filling her cavity with burst after burst of sweet, sticky seed. I kept fucking her gently, riding every crest of the pleasure, milking each and every drop of come from my cock. She was so tight and snug around me, I knew she was going to be dripping.
 
    
 
   “Oh my,” Casey said. “That's a lot of lube, Master.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” I said, gasping. “I, uh, I think I got a little carried away. Used a bit too much.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, that's quite alright,” she said. “I can clean it up after.”
 
    
 
   I pulled out and stared at her body as I came down from my peak, still hard but satisfied. A thin ooze of come dripped from her asshole, like proof of ownership.
 
    
 
   “That was...” I said, running a hand through my hair, “amazing. You did such a good job with that dildo, Casey.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Master,” she said – and started to pull herself into a sitting position. “Should I-”
 
    
 
   “Wait wait wait, one other thing,” I said teasingly. Taking a step forward, I angled my cock so that it was right in front of her face.
 
    
 
   “You forgot to clean off the dildo,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Oh. One sec,” she said, reaching for a cloth.
 
    
 
   “No – that's not how you do it,” I corrected her. “Boys like it when you clean it off with your mouth.”
 
    
 
   She looked surprised. “They do?”
 
    
 
   “Trust me. I'm a guy, I know.”
 
    
 
   She shrugged. “Well, alright.” Leaning forward, she took me into her mouth, sucking the head and base of my shaft.
 
    
 
   “You've really got to get in there,” I said, instructing her. “Like this.”
 
    
 
   I put my hand on the back of her head and gently eased my cock down her throat. A muffled 'thank you' passed her lips as she continued to suck. To my surprise, I was still pretty much on a hair-trigger – it only took a minute or two of sucking before I felt myself about to come.
 
    
 
   “Keep going,” I said. “Don't stop. There's a big patch of lube you're about to reach – once you get that all sucked up, it'll be clean. Here it comes...”
 
    
 
   For the second time, I drained my balls inside of Casey: this time coming inside her sweet, wet little mouth. She continued sucking, not even breaking a sweat as she slurped up my come – after all, she didn't know I was coming, this was all just busywork to her.
 
    
 
   “Alright,” I said after she'd sucked my cock clean of come. “That's good. That's so fucking good, Casey, you're such a good girl.”
 
    
 
   She leaned back, satisfied. “Thank you, Master.”
 
    
 
   God damn, that was incredible. On top of that, I felt no guilt – the thrill of power, the pleasure of taking Casey in a way no man ever had before overrode any moral qualms I might have had.
 
    
 
   I had her clean up the room, then put her through the usual commands, instructing her to have no conscious memory of anything she'd done while under. Then I made a slight change to my normal spiel:
 
    
 
   “And when I reach one, you'll fall into a deep, natural sleep. When you wake up, you won't remember anything except deciding to head to bed early last night because you weren't feeling well, but now you feel better than ever. Five, four, three, two...one.”
 
    
 
   Casey's eyes closed. Her body relaxed, going from rigid obedience to sleepy submission. She rolled onto her side and began to gently snore.
 
    
 
   I let myself out. I had crossed a line tonight. I should have felt horrible, but all I could think was – when could I do it again? And what other games could I play with Casey's mind?
 
    
 
   Somebody should really let Alexa know about this, I thought, the wheels in my head already beginning to turn. Maybe tomorrow...


 
   
  
 




 
   Part III: Driving Lesson


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   “What can I do for you, Master?”
 
    
 
   Casey stood in the doorway to the kitchen, still rubbing the sleep from her eyes. I took another sip of my coffee and let my eyes wander over her body, taking in every inch of her. As I'd instructed her during last night's session, she was still wearing the outfit she'd gone to bed in – a pair of garters and high heels, a lacy pair of pink panties, and nothing else. Her breasts were high and firm, the nipples still covered with the dried remnants of my seed. She was a post-coital vision, and just looking at her made my cock twitch in my pants and begin to harden.
 
    
 
   I sort of wished I'd fucked her first thing this morning, but I had other plans. Plans that were much more fun.
 
    
 
   “Good morning,” I said by way of introduction. “How'd you sleep?”
 
    
 
   She yawned and stretched, a wide smile on her face. “Wonderfully. I swear, since you started hypnotizing me or whatever, I've never felt so rested. I usually sleep like shit, but I've been a log lately. It's pretty great.”
 
    
 
   She walked into the kitchen and poured herself a cup of coffee, oblivious to the fact that she was half-naked or that I was staring at her body. 
 
    
 
   “So what's up?” she asked, taking a little sip and sighing happily at the taste. “You called me in here.”
 
    
 
   I had. And the reason was simple. Ever since I had broken through and taken her a few nights ago, becoming the first man to blow his load inside her tight, perfect little ass, it was all I could think about. Since then, I'd played a few games with Casey, letting myself get off on her hands or her tits – but I had never repeated the original performance.
 
    
 
   I wanted to change that – more than that, I wanted to start taking our hypnotic relationship to the next level. I had some ideas of how best to do that.
 
    
 
   I nodded in the direction of the sink. A small pile of plates and silverware peeked over the top of the counter. “Last night was your night to do the dishes,” I said. “You forgot.”
 
    
 
   She rolled her eyes. “Really? You're calling me out on that? I'm not your maid, you now.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I know,” I said with a smirk. “If you were, Alexa and I would have fired your ass already.”
 
    
 
   That brought a genuine laugh out of her. “Well, I'm not going to have time to do them tonight – I'm leaving with Seth.”
 
    
 
   That was news – I didn't know anything about that. “What do you mean, leaving? Where are you two headed?”
 
    
 
   She shot me an irritated look that said none of your business, but her lips pursed up in a crooked smile that let me know she didn't mean it. “Not that it's any of your business,” she said, “but we have a date tonight. Then we're going to Miami.”
 
    
 
   “Miami?” It was so far from what I had expected, it took me a moment for my thoughts to catch up. “What the fuck is in Miami?”
 
    
 
   She paused, looking like she wished she hadn't mentioned it – like she wasn't supposed to. “A training camp,” she said quickly.
 
    
 
   “So? Seth goes to a training camp like every week – you've never gone with him before.”
 
    
 
   “Look, I didn't want to say anything until it was official official, but...” A broad smile broke through her features. “It's the Miami Dolphins' training camp.”
 
    
 
   “Oh. Oh.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” she said, nodding. “Some scouts have been courting him for the last couple of months, really hush-hush. And, well...Seth might not be finishing his college degree at this rate. They're extending an offer. As long as he says yes, after this semester he's going to be a starting running back in the NFL.”
 
    
 
   My jaw hit the floor. “That's...that's amazing, Casey.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks.” She sounded bashful. “We're both really, really proud – just please don't tell anyone until it's official, okay? I don't want anything to fuck it up. And for God's sake, don't let Alexa know.”
 
    
 
   I chuckled. “Yeah, of course. Jesus, that's huge, Case. Major.”
 
    
 
   I was happy for her, of course: this was the culmination of a long, focused path in Casey's life, after all. She was going to be the wife of an NFL superstar, rich and famous and with everything she wanted out of the world. But at the same time, an icy feeling was working its way through my stomach. If she left at the end of the semester, I would probably never see her again – and I'd never hypnotize her again, either.
 
    
 
   I had just begun to enjoy the sheer bliss of hypnotic power. I was days away from making her my submissive slave. Deep down I realized I had already been thinking of mu future plans: convincing her to break up with Seth, talking her into a real-life date with me, turning her into a fusion of devoted girlfriend and hypnotic slut. Now that future was receding from view, about to go to Miami of all places.
 
    
 
   It made me angry. And horny. Any second thoughts I had about taking her again were gone in an instant; I only had a short time left, after all. I wanted her, and I wanted her now.
 
    
 
   “Don't think that's going to get you out of doing the dishes,” I said. “You're not Mrs. Putnam yet, Case.”
 
    
 
   She sighed and rolled her eyes again. She really was an adept at that look. “Fine. Whatever. I'll get them knocked out now, and you clean up anything that ends up in there the rest of the day. Deal?”
 
    
 
   I was more than happy to accept.
 
    
 
   Casey bent over the sink and entered the position I had convinced her during our last session was the best one to be in when doing the dishes: legs spread, pert ass thrust behind her like she was presenting it, tits hanging over the sink. I let her run the water for a minute then stepped behind her.
 
    
 
   “You know,” I said, speaking quietly into her ear, “this means Seth's probably going to pop the question sooner rather than later. Maybe even this weekend.”
 
    
 
   She reddened, and I knew immediately she'd been thinking the same thing. “I know. I'm really, really excited.”
 
    
 
   I placed a hand on her warm thigh, getting a little closer. “Have you given any thought to what we talked about a few days ago?”
 
    
 
   I was referring, of course, to the conversation she'd had during a previous trance about marriage – specifically, about how she was saving anal sex for her husband, intending him to be the first and only man to claim her back there. She confessed to me she had once slid a vibrator in there while masturbating, “just to make sure she could take him when it was time,” and I'd demanded she show me. Then I added a second 'dildo' to the performance – but this one was attached to me.
 
    
 
   Naturally, she had a very different, less explicit recollection of these events, put in her head during the next session.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” she said, blushing a little.
 
    
 
   “Do you think you're going to give it to him once he pops the question, or you're going to wait until you walk down the aisle?”
 
    
 
   She looked away, but I could tell just thinking about it turned her on a little. The thought of doing something so wrong, so incredibly intimate with her future husband for the very first time must have been a massive turn-on for her. “I don't know. I might spring it on him after I say yes, just to seal the deal, you know?”
 
    
 
   I chuckled, running my fingers over her hips. “I'm sure he won't be able to say no. I want to make sure that you're ready for that, though, Case.”
 
    
 
   “Oh sure,” she said breezily, then started. “Wait, now?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Uh huh.”
 
    
 
   “Geez...” she blushed, taking the sponge and running it half-heartedly over a dish. “I mean, would you be okay doing that for me again? It's kind of weird, asking you to, but you're such a good guy.”
 
    
 
   “I don't mind one bit,” I said. “In fact, I've got the tools right here.”
 
    
 
   “God, you think of everything,” she said with a relieved smile. “Thanks so much, Master. You're a real friend.”
 
    
 
   “No problem,” I said, pulling her panties to the side. “I know it's really important to you for your first time to be good for him. I've got the dildo right here, feel it?”
 
    
 
   The head of my cock pressed gently against her pucker, stretching it around the tip.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” she said. “Oh, it's the thick one, isn't it? That's good – I want to be sure I can take something nice and big in there. Seth isn't exactly a little guy, if you know what I mean.”
 
    
 
   “Ew, gross,” I said with a chuckle, pressing the head of my cock inside her ass. “We shouldn't talk about shit like that.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” she said. “I'm such a perv. Um, are you going to lube that up first?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, of course,” I said. “Sorry.” I pulled myself free and gave my cock a few quick, hard strokes, until the fat purple head was coated in precum.
 
    
 
   “Here we go,” I said, sliding inside her.
 
    
 
   I went in an inch at a time, slowly spreading the inside of her ass around me. She grunted and pressed against me, using the counter for leverage as she filled the sink with hot, soapy water.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you're really taking it well,” I said, my voice tinged with pleasure. “Have you been practicing without me?”
 
    
 
   “No, not at all,” she gasped. “You...you won't tell any body about this, will you? I'm just worried, you know – I'm about to be a married woman, and I don't want people knowing I had one of my guy friends getting me ready for my husband, even if he didn't do anything except give me instructions.”
 
    
 
   “Don't worry,” I said, beginning to thrust within her. “This is just between us.”
 
    
 
   The words seemed to relax her – she turned back to the sink and began to clean, washing the dishes with a distracted, methodical air. It certainly didn't help that she kept dropping them into the water as I thrust harder inside of her.
 
    
 
   “You're doing so well,” I whispered in her ear, feeling my balls tighten as they primed to release my seed inside her. “I think we're just...about...done...ohshithereitcomes…!”
 
    
 
   I came with a muffled cry, taking her by the neck and gently squeezing as I shot my load. Her ass was a snug, perfect receptacle for my seed and I filled it up completely, shooting the first load of the day in the place where it would feel the best. After the first two or three bursts, I pulled out and let my hot seed splash across her cheeks, glazing her ass with thick streaks of come.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” she said, legs shaking. “You spilled the lube again, Master – how many times are you going to do that?”
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” I said, rubbing the head of my cock against her ass as the last warm shocks of pleasure tingled through me. “I just get carried away sometimes.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, whatever.” She took two fingers and rubbed them over her ass, coating them in sticky seed, then brought them to her mouth. “At least you got this nice edible lube – it even tastes awesome.”
 
    
 
   As I watched, she sucked her fingers clean, getting my semen all over her lips and tongue.
 
    
 
   “I'm even thinking of buying some this weekend for Seth,” she said. “Know where I can get some?”
 
    
 
   “I'll take care of it for you,” I said, leading her to her knees as she slid my dripping cock into her mouth. “For now, just clean everything up.”
 
    
 
   She slurped and sucked my shaft, bobbing on it until I was shooting my second load of the day, filling her pouty little mouth with another thick load. 
 
    
 
   After she cleaned me up, she went back to the dishes, finishing them up without a word of protest. I wiped up the remains of my come off the floor and went back to the table, finishing my coffee and taking in the view.
 
    
 
   “Thanks, by the way,” Casey said as she finished up the dishes. “I really appreciate what you're doing for me and Seth. I mean, he'll never know about it, but I'm sure he'd thank you too.”
 
    
 
   “No problem,” I said. Christ, I felt stoned. “Thanks for getting those dishes knocked out.”
 
    
 
   “You're welcome. I'm going to go take another shower,” she said, flashing a mischievous grin. “I need to get nice and clean before I see Seth tonight. I hope he's bringing a ring with him on our date.”
 
    
 
   “You go, girl,” I said, watching her pert ass wiggle as she left.
 
    
 
   When she was gone, I stared down into my coffee, thinking about how funny life is. Just as my life was about to achieve absolute perfection, it was snatched away – and by the happiest of coincidences, the fulfillment of Casey's dream. I didn't know what to do. I didn't have the heart to fuck her engagement up – I knew that much. But I couldn't live any more without hypnotizing someone, filling them with my will, using them as my personal fuck toy. What was I going to do?
 
    
 
   I thought of Alexa – in some ways, she was the perfect replacement. She was certainly hot, and smart, and lived in the same townhouse as me. But she was never here. I despaired, thinking that I would never have a chance to do to her what I'd done to Casey.
 
    
 
   Fate, however, was just about to intervene.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “I need your help, Craig.”
 
    
 
   I glanced over from the laptop, a bit confused – it had been days since anyone had called me anything but 'Master', and the sound of my own name had a strange ring to it.
 
    
 
   I hastily closed the window of my browser (I'd been looking for inspiration, already planning my last big weekend with Casey) and sat at attention. Alexa shut the front door behind her and stepped inside in a rush, depositing two heavy bags bulging with books onto the floor. She sighed heavily and put her hands against the small of her back, stretching.
 
    
 
   “Long time no see,” I said, a little irritated at the way she greeted me. I mean, not even a hello, just jumping straight to I need your help, Craig? It pissed me off.
 
    
 
   It must have reflected on my face, because Alexa looked me over and blanched. “I was just rude, wasn't I?”
 
    
 
   It never failed – she was so disarming, I couldn't stay made. “Yeah,” I said with a little laugh. “It's okay though.”
 
    
 
   Despite having lived together for the better part of a year and a half, Alexa was still a bit of a mystery to me – not in the least because she was barely ever home. She was majoring in a subject I couldn't quite pronounce, and every time she explained it to me I got a headache from trying to follow her, but apparently it involved lots of lab time and heavy books. It left her very little time for a social life, so you would think she'd be a stranger to male attention – but she was fending off guys constantly. They called the house all the time, trying to get her on the phone to proposition her. It wasn't hard to understand why: Alexa was a total dork, but she had the body of a fertility goddess. She made well-endowed girls look flat – her tits were the stuff of legend, gorgeous mouth-watering orbs any man with a pulse couldn't help but imagine wrapped around his cock. But unlike Casey, who used sex as a tool to get what she wanted (and me, who just wanted sex all the time), Alexa seemed indifferent to physical pleasure. As far as everyone around her knew, she'd given that side of her up in the pursuit of knowledge; and so I'd eventually given up any hope of dating her and finding out what those beautiful breasts looked like outside of a lab coat.
 
    
 
   Also, since she was unused to social graces, she had a tendency to be blunt (rude as hell, Casey would say) without meaning to sometimes. Like right now.
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” she said briskly, plopping onto the couch and putting her feet up. “I know I haven't been around much lately. And by lately, I mean 'since we've lived here'.”
 
    
 
   That brought another laugh.
 
    
 
   “How are you?” she added. “How is Casey? How is, well, everything here lately?”
 
    
 
   “Everything's fine,” I said, shaking my head, “and you couldn't be more transparent if you tried. It's really okay – we both know you're busy as hell. Casey is getting ready for her big date weekend with Seth, and I'm sitting here chilling. What can I do for you?”
 
    
 
   She smoothed down the front of her lab coat, gathering her thoughts. Fuck, she looked so good. If she wore some more makeup, did more with that long, sultry black hair than put it in a ponytail, she'd be even hotter than Casey.
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. Hotter than Casey? She would be, wouldn't she? If only there was some way…
 
    
 
   Alexa cleared her throat. “I need you to provide vehicular transportation to a symposium,” she said.
 
    
 
   I stared at her for a long second, until she frowned at me. “What?”
 
    
 
   “English, please,” I said. “I think you asked me to give you a ride somewhere?”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “Yes. There's a symposium – kind of like a science convention, I suppose – at Buford College this weekend. Dr. Herbert called and asked me to present my findings on the effects of galvanometric waves on n-dimensional phase space...”
 
    
 
   “Wait a second - Buford College?” I asked, disbelievingly. “That's like a four hour drive from here!”
 
    
 
   “Four hours, twelve minutes according to my GPS,” she said. “Which could change with variations in traffic or weather...”
 
    
 
   “Hold up,” I said, holding up a hand. “You want me to drive you four hours to Buford, then presumably drive you four hours back the next day, right?”
 
    
 
   She nodded.
 
    
 
   “Buford is in the middle of nowhere. I wouldn't even have anything to do.”
 
    
 
   She looked nonplussed. “You could always bring a book or something.”
 
    
 
   “Look, Alexa...” I frowned, trying to come up with the best way of saying 'no'. “We're friends. I know we don't get to spend a lot of time together, but I'd like to think we are. Why don't I just let you borrow my car, and you can bring it back on Sunday?”
 
    
 
   She flushed crimson. “Um...that won't work,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Why not?”
 
    
 
   “Because...I don't have a driver's license.”
 
    
 
   My mouth dropped open. “Wait, really? How are you an adult woman and never passed a driving test. I mean, it's not even hard.”
 
    
 
   “It's not the difficulty,” she said, shaking her head. “I just...I've always been so busy, and I've never really needed additional transportation options, so in terms of return on time investment, it's always been at the bottom of the pile. Plus, I think your car has a manual transmission and I've heard those things are difficult to manage.”
 
    
 
   “Nah, they're fine once you get used to them,” I said. “In fact...”
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   My face broke out in a delighted smile. I had a brilliant idea – morally, an awful idea, but cleverness-wise an amazing one. “In fact,” I said, “I'll show you.”
 
    
 
   “Show me?” She cocked her head. “As in, instruct me prior to departure? I'm afraid I won't have enough time...”
 
    
 
   “No, I'll teach you as we go,” I said. “I'll drive you to Buford, and give you some tips on driving a stick shift on the way. Then before we leave, I'll let you get in some practice. You'll have your license in no time.” I looked up at her. “What do you say?”
 
    
 
   She put a hand to her chin and hummed. “Well, it would be advantageous to acquire a driver's license, especially if I'm planning future visits...alright, that would be fine. Thank you Craig – I really appreciate this.”
 
    
 
   “No problem,” I said with a grin, “the pleasure is all mine. So when do we leave?”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Are you sure we're going the right way?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Alexa tapped her GPS and glanced over her glasses at me. “Absolutely.”
 
    
 
   She looked out the window, watching trees pass by with a nervous expression.  “I mean, I think so. How many other roads are there out here, anyway?”
 
    
 
   I knew what she meant. This was the country, alright – in the last half hour we hadn't passed anything resembling a town, just endless forests and fields. Fortunately I'd stopped for gas right as we'd left, I had no idea how long it would be until we reemerged in civilization.
 
    
 
   “This really is the boonies,” I said. “They're going to have a science fair out here?”
 
    
 
   Alexa took a big sip from the soda she'd bought at the gas station and fiddled with the air conditioning. “There's a lot of empty space in this country,” she said with a shrug. “Still, I'd feel better if we saw some other signs of life. And it's a symposium, by the way.”
 
    
 
   On cue, the radio began to crackle with static. The bland NPR talk show Alexa had insisted on listening to was replaced for a moment with a burst of bluegrass, then faded into white noise.
 
    
 
   “Shit,” Alexa said. “We're really in the middle of nowhere now, aren't we?”
 
    
 
   I turned the radio off and flipped down my visor. On the opposite side was a holder made of fabric containing a half dozen CDs. I scanned them, keeping one eye on the road, looking for the one I'd added just before we left.
 
    
 
   “No big deal,” I said. “Oh, but one thing – Driver gets to pick the music. You okay with that?”
 
    
 
   “Sure.” Alexa shrugged and moved her seat back a notch. “I'm probably just going to read, anyway.”
 
    
 
   “Cool cool.” A cloud moved in front of the sun and the world momentarily grew dark, a sneak preview of evening. I popped the disc into the player and started the first track, turning up the volume.
 
    
 
   A throbbing bassline filled the car – the very same bassline I had used as part of Casey's first therapy session. I'd burned it to disc, made it portable.
 
    
 
   “This is...pretty nice,” Alexa said after a minute. “Who is this?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, this? This is me, actually,” I said, gesturing towards the dashboard. “Sort of an ambient relaxation project I create off and on.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” She sounded impressed. “I didn't know that. That's awesome, Craig – you're pretty talented.”
 
    
 
   I thanked her and kept my eyes on the road, but snuck a glance over at her every now and then. Eventually I saw the telltale drooping of her lids, the slack expression and glassy eyes that heralded a movement into trance state.
 
    
 
   “Isn't it pretty, the way the light filters through the trees?” I asked, modulating my voice so that it was nice and even.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” she said after a moment. “It is...”
 
    
 
   “Take a good look at it,” I told her. “They're planted so evenly here, it's almost like a pattern. Light, dark, light, dark...it's so relaxing, isn't it?”
 
    
 
   “Mmh hmm,” she muttered thickly. “Relaxing...”
 
    
 
   Over the next ten minutes or so, I went through a routine nearly identical to the one I'd used on Casey. I opened up her inhibitions, added a few blind spots to her social settings and slipped a few post-hypnotic suggestions into her subconscious. When I was done, I brought her out of trance slowly, counting down in time with the backbeat pouring from the stereo.
 
    
 
   “One.”
 
    
 
   Slowly she blinked, looking around the car like she didn't recognize it. Her eyes went cloudy, then focused. She lifted up her book and leafed through it for a moment, as if refamiliarizing herself with its contents, then set it in the floor.
 
    
 
   “Woah, that music is relaxing,” she finally said with a little laugh. “I was out like a light. I hope I didn't snore.”
 
    
 
   “Nope, not a bit,” I said, glancing over at her. “You purred like a kitten, though.”
 
    
 
   She blushed. “Really? Well, I hope I wasn't distracting.”
 
    
 
   “Not at all. Hey, how about a driving lesson?”
 
    
 
   “Oh!” She perked up immediately. “Yeah, of course. You did say you were going to help me with that, weren't you?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yep. And it's not like we're going to be doing much of anything else the next two hours.”
 
    
 
   Putting my seat back a notch or two, I undid my belt and opened my pants. My cock stood out, halfway hard and getting stiffer by the second.
 
    
 
   “One sec,” I said. “Let me get the stick shift ready for you.”
 
    
 
   I slowed down and put the car on cruise control – it put us a little bit below the speed limit, but there were no cars within view to be upset by a slow driver. I gave my cock a few strokes, glancing over at Alexa's cleavage until I was throbbing in my hands.
 
    
 
   “Come here,” I said, taking her hand.
 
    
 
   I brought it to my lap and gasped with pleasure as her fingers wrapped around my cock. She gave it an experimental squeeze and a gentle stroke, running her fingers over the sensitive skin.
 
    
 
   “That's the stick shift,” I said. “It controls what gear the engine runs in.”
 
    
 
   “Wow, it's bigger than I thought it would be,” she said, leaning over.
 
    
 
   “Undo your seatbelt,” I commanded in a low voice. “You're completely safe.”
 
    
 
   “I'm totally safe,” she repeated in a friendly voice as she undid her seatbelt and let it snap back behind her shoulder. She wasn't, although we only going about forty miles an hour, but the thought that she was willingly risking herself to pleasure me made me even harder.
 
    
 
   “So like I said, you need to shift between gears in order to go to a higher or lower speed. When driving, you have to let the clutch in while you change gears, but I'll handle that for you for now.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, thanks,” she said, stroking me. “I appreciate the help.”
 
    
 
   “Now, I'm going to push the gas a little bit, and you...oh man,..okay, you're going to upshift, okay? So a little harder, a little faster.”
 
    
 
   She furrowed her brow in concentration. “Okay. I think I'm ready.”
 
    
 
   I put my foot down on the gas pedal until we were going a good ten miles an hour faster, and groaned with pleasure as Alexa's stroking picked up speed.
 
    
 
   “Did I do it? I didn't screw it up, did I?”
 
    
 
   “No,” I said, stroking the back of her neck. “That was perfect. We're going to practice that a few more times, okay? When I slow down, I want you to downshift, and when I speed up I want you to shift back up.”
 
    
 
   She nodded, a determined glint in her eye. “Okay. I can do it!”
 
    
 
   My hand strayed to the back of her head and gently pulled her down into my lap. “What are you doing?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “I want you to get a good look when you're doing it,” I said. “Just to make sure you understand the principle.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, okay – awesome.” She licked the head of my cock with her tongue. “You are being so nice to me, by the way. Most boys would laugh at a girl who doesn't know how to drive, not offer to help her like this.”
 
    
 
   “You're welcome,” I said with a grin. “Get ready.”
 
    
 
   I slowed down, then sped up again, loving the sensation of her mouth wrapped around my cock. True to my instructions, she went full-throttle deep-throating me as I sped up, and switched to slow, loving licks when I slowed down. We drove down the road for five minutes that way, her mouth leaving me wet and aching for more.
 
    
 
   Abruptly, I pulled off the side of the road down a dirt path.
 
    
 
   Alexa raised herself off my cock and glanced around, looking like she'd been caught doing something wrong. “What's going on? Did I mess up?”
 
    
 
   “No, not at all,” I said, slipping my hand into her cleavage. Christ, her skin was so soft. I wanted her breasts in my mouth – but I'd have to wait for another day to suck and fuck those puppies. “The 'change oil' light just came on.”
 
    
 
   “Oh no!” Her eyes widened into an almost comical expression of terror. “What are we going to do? Are we going to be able to make it to Buford?”
 
    
 
   “We'll be fine,” I assured her. “I have all the stuff to change the oil right here. I'm going to show you how to do it.”
 
    
 
   “Oh.” She looked at me warily. “Isn't that a little advanced?”
 
    
 
   I smiled, looking her up and down. “I'm sure you can do it. You're a fast learner.”
 
    
 
   A little smile crossed her lips.
 
    
 
   I drove on until I was far enough up the road that no one driving by would be able to see us – not that there was much risk of that happening, but I wanted to be on the safe side. Then I led Alexa out of the car and popped the hood.
 
    
 
   “Now, the first thing you want to do is check your oil level, just to make sure you really need to change it,” I told her. “For that, you need a dipstick.”
 
    
 
   She looked down at the engine in confusion. “Do we have one of those?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah.” Slipping my hands around her waist, I unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down. Her white panties were quickly yanked to the side.
 
    
 
   “We're going to check the oil level together,” I said. “I want you to keep an eye on the engine and let me know everything that happens, okay?”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “Will do. I'm a little nervous, Craig.”
 
    
 
   “Don't be. Everything is going to be fine. Now spread your legs.”
 
    
 
   “Spread my legs?”
 
    
 
   “That's right. So we can check the oil level.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, okay.” She spread her legs, giving me a delicious view of her inner thighs and the lips of her pussy. “Like this?”
 
    
 
   “Exactly,” I said, sliding inside her.
 
    
 
   Her pussy was wet and warm and oh so snug. It gripped me tight, wrapping around me like a vice as I thrust inside of her.
 
    
 
   “Everything looking okay?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” she groaned, her mouth opened wide with pleasure. “Yeah, everything is fucking great, Craig. I definitely can see how important it is to check the oil level first.”
 
    
 
   “We want to make sure to get in there nice and deep,” I said, my words a grunt against her neck.
 
    
 
   Her tits swayed with every thrust, hanging over the engine. “Yes, that's so important,” she agreed, “nice and deep!”
 
    
 
   This was so hot. I couldn't hold back much longer – my shaft was aching for release, and Alexa's soaking slit was just what I needed. I wanted to come, and when I did it was going to be an explosion.
 
    
 
   “Alright, we definitely need some oil,” I said. “I need you to get a good look at the filter for me, to make sure it's clean. Can you do that?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she gasped, “yes! Where is that?”
 
    
 
   I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her down, forcing her head under the hood as I fucked her roughly. “Can you see a little better?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, fuck yeah! Oh, it needs oil bad, baby!”
 
    
 
   “I've got it right here,” I said. “We're about to fill it up, me and you. Get ready – if you spill even a drop, the oil change might not work.”
 
    
 
   “I can do it,” she said resolutely, gripping the front of the car with white knuckles. “Give me all that hot, sweet oil baby!”
 
    
 
   “Shit, here it comes...”
 
    
 
   I gave her cunt one more hard thrust, and then I was coming, my balls draining deep inside her wet, fertile womb. I grabbed her hips and ground her walls against the head of my cock, letting the feeling of sweet bliss fill my body.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I can feel it! We're doing it!” Alexa's voice was full of triumph. “You know, I really don't think this is at all as hard as people say. You just have to fill 'er up!”
 
    
 
   And I did. Finally I started to come down from my peak, come oozing from the head of my cock. I withdrew, sweat beading on both of our foreheads and zipped myself back up.
 
    
 
   Alexa put her panties and jeans back on, brushing the dirt off them. “Whew,” she said, running a hand through her hair, “that is thirsty work. I could go for the rest of that soda.”
 
    
 
   When we were back in the car, I watched her as she drank. She was gorgeous – the post-coital glow gave her an almost ethereal quality. She'd taken to the hypnosis like a champ, and my balls thanked her.
 
    
 
   “You did great,” I said. “You're really, really good at that for someone who's never changed oil before.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” she said, beaming with pride. “I had a good teacher.”
 
    
 
   As we pulled back out onto the road, she did something I didn't expect: she put her hand over mine.
 
    
 
   I looked, and she saw that I looked, and pulled it away, blushing.
 
    
 
   “Hey...” she began, an embarrassed look on her face. “Look. Um, you're a really nice guy, Craig. Not many people would do something like this for me, and now that we're really hanging out you're a really fun person to be around. I've actually forgotten what it was like to have a real social life.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I'm glad,” I said, meaning it. “You're fun to be around, too.”
 
    
 
   “So, um, I know it's completely gauche and against gender roles for a woman to be the pursuer, but then again I'm never really been the best at following those any way...so...um, maybe after this is over you'd like to go out with me sometime?”
 
    
 
   My mouth dropped open. I hadn't done this – none of my post-hypnotic suggestions had even been close to putting this idea in her head.
 
    
 
   “You mean...like a date?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah.” She nodded and put her hand back on top of mine. “Unless you're not interested, in which case I totally understand...”
 
    
 
   “No, I'm definitely interested,” I said, trying not to think about the weirdness of the situation. “I think that would be fun.”
 
    
 
   “Awesome,” she said, giving my hand a little squeeze as we drove on into the woods. “I'm looking forward to it.”
 
    
 
   I was looking forward to it, too.


 
   
  
 




 
   Part IV: Unit Alexa


 
   
  
 

  





    Chapter Ten


     


     


    “Come for me, Master! Come all over me!”


     


    I groaned and leaned back, rocking my hips against Alexa's gorgeous, heaving tits. My cock was buried between them, sliding in and out of her tender orbs as I fucked her. The bed shook with each thrust, squeaking in time with her excited gasps.


     


    She looked up again from where her head hung over the foot of the bed. “God, your cock is red-hot,” she said, teasing the head with her tongue. “I want you to mark me, Master. Paint my skin with your seed. Show me that you own me!”


     


    I fucked her harder, pressing her against the bed as I straddled her tits. Alexa was a beautiful girl with many attractive features, but it was her tits (those huge, intoxicating breasts) that were the first thing any man who saw her noticed. It was no surprise that the first thing I'd asked for after we had sex for the first time was to fuck her tits, just as it was no surprise to her: she laughed knowingly, completely aware of the effect they had on me.


     


    “Shit, I'm coming,” I said, burying myself deep. “Here it comes...”


     


    Having fucked her pussy, you'd think that the load I shot across Alexa's tits would have been a bit smaller, more of a dribble than a monsoon – you would have been wrong. If anything, the novelty made me come more: burst after burst of hot, sticky seed landed across Alexa's firm tits, coating her with warm as she gave a triumphant squeal and began to milk my cock with her hand.


     


    “That's right,” she said, stroking me gently. “Give me all of it, Master. Every last drop.”


     


    God, what had I done to deserve such a girl? Oh, that's right – I hypnotized her.


     


    “Jesus,” she said, sighing contentedly. Now that I'd come down from my peak, she scooted back onto the bed and snuggled against my shoulder. “That was pretty fucking hot, Craig.”


     


    Now that I'd come, I felt sleepy and relaxed. The things that had been troubling me lately – the fact that one of our roommates was about to leave us forever – faded away, replaced with a deep feeling of contentment.


     


    I reached behind Alexa and grabbed her ass, pulling her closer. She gave a delighted squeal and ran her fingers down my chest.


     


    “You are really into hypnosis, aren't you?” Alexa asked.


     


    She was referring to the fact that I'd asked her to to a bit of role-playing while we in bed together. She called me 'Master' and play-acted being completely in my power – while all the while, I could speak her trigger words at any moment and really put her under. It was a strange and wonderful feeling, one I realized with a start I could really get used to.


     


    “Yeah, I kind of am,” I said, running my hand over her back. Her skin was warm and soft. “Is that a problem?”


     


    “Oh no, of course not,” she said, shaking her head. “I'm well aware that sexuality is a spectrum – things we think of as 'kinks' are really healthy, natural ways to express our sexual identities. It's just...I've never seen a guy get going out of nowhere the way you did when I called you Master. You must really like it.”


     


    “You keep calling me that, you might just find out,” I said with a low growl.


     


    She chuckled and gave the hollow of my throat a little kiss. “Mmh, I totally would. But I need to be up super-early tomorrow. Got a long day of lab work ahead of me.”


     


    She started to roll away; I gripped her closer, running a thumb along the underside of her nipple right where I'd discovered she liked it best. I was rewarded with a gentle shudder of pleasure.


     


    “Don't go,” I said. “Stay here.”


     


    “I don't know if that's such a good idea,” she said. “I wouldn't want Casey to catch us like this. What if she came in and saw us half-naked in bed together?”


     


    I sat up a bit. “Okay, one: totally none of her business. We're both adults and we can fuck whoever we want, even each other. Two: why would Casey come in my room unannounced?”


     


    “I don't know.” A worried look passed over her face. “Case has been acting really, really weird lately. Even I notice it, and I'm barely here – you must have seen it.”


     


    Damn. So my escapades with Casey hadn't been quite as on the down-low as I'd thought. “She's always been like that,” I said.


     


    She hummed dismissively but didn't say anything. I lay there for a minute, just enjoying the feeling of her body wrapped around mine.


     


    “Besides, she's about to get married,” I said, unable to conceal a tinge of bitterness. “That probably makes her all kinds of nervous.”


     


    I wasn't expecting Alexa's reaction in the slightest: she bolted upright in bed, kicking the covers off of her above the waist. She looked gobsmacked.


     


    “She what!?”


     


    “She told me the other day that Seth is going to propose to her,” I said. “He's probably already done it – we won't know until she gets back home tomorrow.”


     


    Her breathing grew heavy; her eyes darted around the room. What the hell was wrong with her?


     


    I cocked my head. “What's wrong, Lex? You can't be surprised – they've been dating for like two years. Plus she told me he's about to get picked up by the NFL or something like that, so it's basically the perfect time. I mean, I've been expecting this all year – haven't you?”


     


    As I watched, she took back control of herself, calming down with a visible effort. She sunk back onto the bed, but lay next to me instead of snuggling.


     


    “Yeah,” she said finally. “Yeah, I guess so. I just didn't expect it to be this early, I guess.”


     


    “It seemed like more than that,” I said. “What's gotten into you?”


     


    “Nothing, nothing,” she said, rolling towards me and putting her hand in mine. “I'm fine. I'm happy for her, really. This is great news. We're going to be totally broke, but it's great news.”


     


    We both laughed, idly caressing each other. “We can always get a new roommate,” I said. “Or...you know, it might be nice to just have the two of us here, Lex.”


     


    “Maybe,” she said – then ran her fingers through my hair and gave me an unexpected kiss on the lips. “I like it when you call me Lex, by the way.”


     


    “I'll have to remember to do it more often,” I said.


     


    “Anyway, I really do have to go,” she said, pulling up the covers. Her panties were in a heap underneath the comforter at the foot of the bed, she took them and slid them on one slender leg as she moved.


     


    “You're going to leave before sleepy time?” I asked.


     


    She froze instantly. I couldn't stop a smug little smile from spreading across my face.


     


    “Come lay back down,” I commanded.


     


    Without hesitation, Alexa lay back on the bed, but made no move to cover herself back up. Without the covers, her naked body was on display, and I took a moment to admire it like a sports star appreciating his trophy. She was beautiful – smooth, cafe au lait skin, long dark hair, hips to die for, tits to kill for. If she wasn't so obsessed with being the biggest nerd on the planet, she could easily have been a model.


     


    Although maybe she was a touch too curvy for that. Not that it matters to me, I thought. I hate those skinny bitches the media tries to foist on us anyway. Girls like Alexa are the real goddesses.


     


    Her reaction to the news about Casey intrigued me. Why had she freaked out so bad? Initially, I had thought she was upset about losing the rent money, but she showed me almost immediately that that wasn't the case. Now that she was in a trance, I could get some answers.


     


    “Alexa,” I said. “Can you hear me?”


     


    It was interesting how the way women spoke changed during trance – their new voices were just as varied as their old ones. Casey had become breathless, a little higher pitched, even as she struggled to keep a monotone, while Alexa sounded...robotic. More than that, she sounded the way an evil, sexy robot from one of her TV shows would have been expected to sound. I wondered if that evil could be nurtured, brought to the surface.


     


    “Yes Master,” Alexa said. “I can hear you.”


     


    “Good. Now tell me: why were you so upset a minute ago about Casey getting engaged?”


     


    For a moment, she didn't say anything, and I wondered if she had actually heard me. Then I noticed the way her entire body tensed up, her face and breasts paled, and realized the reasons might be deeper in her psyche than I realized.


     


    “Answer me,” I commanded.


     


    Her face slackened; the internal conflict I'd seen there disappeared with a relieved sigh. “I didn't want her to leave,” she said.


     


    That was a very general answer – it could mean anything. “Alexa, I want you to relax. You're completely safe here. Everything is safe, and warm, and feels oh so good. You can tell me anything.”


     


    Her body sank into the couch as she let out a long breath. It was like watching the pressure be let out of a balloon. “I still care about her,” she said.


     


    “I care about her too.  I don't understand – the two of you hardly ever see each other. You don't even seem to be particularly good friends.”


     


    She sighed again, and this time there was real sadness in it. “We used to be.”


     


    “Used to be?” I was growing more confused by the minute. Every answer I received only brought more questions. “What happened between the two of you?”


     


    Alexa snorted and chuckled darkly. It was a very un-Alexa like gesture, the kind of thing I never would have expected to see out of her. “Did you never think how weird it was before you moved in that the two of us lived together?”


     


    My eyes widened. She couldn't possibly mean what she seemed to be implying. “Lots of women live together in college,” I said slowly. “Hell, they have entire dorms of them. And I figured you two never really saw each other much of the time to begin with-”


     


    “Why do you think I throw myself so hard into my work?” She asked. She sounded on the verge of tears. “Why do you think I'm never home? Did you ever think it was weird that I hadn't been out on a date in two years? You think I'm not a real person, that I don't have blood running through my veins, that I don't want someone to kiss and fondle this huge tits and make me feel like a real woman?”


     


    Now there was no doubt in my mind. “You and Casey were...together?”


     


    She paused, then nodded, a single sob escaping her lips. “Once upon a time.”


     


    My head swum. I couldn't fit the image of Alexa – the nerdy, repressed girl who had just turned into a demon in the sack with me a few minutes ago – with a girl who would have a passionate girl-on-girl relationship with Casey, of all people. They just wouldn't fit. They sounded like parallel dimensions or some shit.


     


    “Wait, that doesn't make any sense,” I realized. “I hypnotized Casey-”


     


    “You hypnotized Casey,” Alexa repeated blandly.


     


    “Yeah, that's right, I did.” In my agitated state, I had accidentally heard those words as a challenge. “Do you have a problem with that?”


     


    “Of course not, Master,” she said smoothly. “You should hypnotize any woman you want.”


     


    I calmed down instantly. “Well...sorry. I mean, shit, why am I apologizing to you, you're in a trance. I'm all mixed up. Shit.”


     


    I had to take a moment to get my thoughts in order. Alexa waited patiently, completely submissive, while I did so.


     


    “But look, I hypnotized Casey a couple of weeks ago,” I finally said. “I asked her if she had ever fooled around with another girl, and it was like I'd stepped on a landmine. I'd never seen her get so frosty, even in a trance. She called it an abomination, for fuck's sake.”


     


    Alexa's lips twisted in a sneer. “There's whole parts of Casey that she can't come to terms with. I've heard of girls who hate their own sexuality as much as she does, but I'd never met one until we started dating.”


     


    Something else occurred to me. “Wait – you dated a girl. So what does that make you, exactly?”


     


    “I prefer not to put labels on my sexuality,” she said calmly. “Attraction is a spectrum, not a binary yes-or-no question. I was attracted to Casey, and I cared deeply about her.”


     


    “But you liked having sex with me,” I said, just to make sure.


     


    She flushed, grinning. “Oh yes, Master. I liked it very much.”


     


    “Okay, good,” I said. “Just so we're clear.”


     


    So Alexa was bisexual (at the very least), and Casey was so deep inside the closet, she'd need a map to find her way out. Interesting. I wondered if Seth had the slightest inkling of it – I certainly hadn't seen it.


     


    “So, what happened, exactly?” I asked, caressing her shoulder. “Between you and her, I mean.”


     


    “We dated for a while,” Alexa said, “until things began to get serious. And we fought. We fought all the time – mostly about how Casey insisted on pretending we were just roommates to everyone else. Finally I gave her an ultimatum: be my girlfriend, openly, or we'd break up. I didn't expect her to actually do it.”


     


    A single tear trickled from her eye and ran down her cheek. “Jesus,” I said. “I'm sorry, Alexa.”


     


    “It's her parents' fault, really,” she said, wiping her face. “They never liked the arrangement to begin with. I think they knew I was going to fall for Casey before I did. But you know, without roommates there's no way to afford an apartment on campus, so...”


     


    “Oh, I know.” Just as housing prices had forced me into this situation with Casey and Alexa, and had given me the opportunity to make my darkest fantasies come true, they had also broken Alexa's heart.


     


    I wanted to do something about that. What exactly, I wasn't sure of yet, but I could feel a plan forming in the back of my head, formless but there. Maybe if I slept on it, I'd have more ideas in the morning.


     


    I guided Alexa back out of trance, instructing her to fall into a deep sleep as soon as I counted down to one. Moments later, she was purring gently against my side, warm and cozy.


     


    I lay against her, thinking of ideas as sleep overtook me. Maybe tomorrow, I'd have a better idea of how to move forward.


    

      


    


  




  

    




    Chapter Eleven


     


     


    If I had thought that the morning would bring a brilliant epiphany on how to deal with my current situation, I was wrong. Any thoughts that Alexa and I have might have had about our relationship, her relationship to Casey and what it all might mean for the future of our house was put on the back burner when Casey came barreling through the front door with a diamond the size of a jawbreaker on her finger.


     


    “He pulled off the road on the ride home,” she said, a triumphant gleam in her eyes, “and pulled this puppy out of his jacket. I mean, of course I said yes. Oh, I'm so excited!”


     


    “I'm very happy for you,” Alexa said, then left the room.


     


    Casey just rolled her eyes. “What a nerd,” she said.


     


    Only I knew what had really gone on between them. Alexa didn't know I knew; I'd gotten it from her mind via hypnotic trance. So it wasn't like I could do anything with the information – just revealing what I knew would have given the game away, let Alexa at the very least know that something was up. So, I ended up tucking it into the back of my mind for the time being.


     


    Besides, with her engagement finalized, Casey was spending most of her time over at Seth's: and that meant plenty of alone time with Alexa.


     


    It was fun, of course: the time constraints Alexa's research put on our budding relationship meant sex was a quick, dirty affair, focused on getting the other person off as fast and hard as possible. I'd never had sex like this before, and it was a real treat – but I wanted more.


     


    I couldn't stop thinking about the way Alexa had sounded when she'd been under trance: that combination of robotic and sexy. It stimulated a part of my brain I didn't even know liked to be stimulated; in short order, it was all I could think about.


     


    It wasn't long before I got a chance to make her sound that way a whole lot more often.


     


    I waited for a weekday afternoon, when Alexa wouldn't be in class – sure, she spent most of her day at the lab anyway, but as long as she didn't have a direct class, she wouldn't be missed. Before Casey left for the day, I'd put her under a quick trance and given her a suggestion to stay away until tomorrow. I knew exactly how she'd do it, too: I was tempted to call ahead to Seth and let him know about the hot little number coming his way, begging him to sleep over for the night. But I reasoned he'd figure that out on his own soon enough.


     


    The door opened a little after noon, just as Alexa headed out of the lab for her “lunch break.”


     


    “Hey, babe,” she said, a naughty smile already fixed on her face. “Have you been waiting up for me? You must really be missing-”


     


    “Sleepy time,” I said.


     


    Instantly she froze, her mouth still open mid-word. The tote bag she had slung over one shoulder slowly slid free, then clattered to the floor. A thermos, thankfully closed nice and tight, rolled out and came to rest against the wall.


     


    “Alexa, can you hear me?” I asked, awaiting her reply. I wanted to hear that voice again – for real, instead of just on replay in my head.


     


    “Yes, Master.” It was exactly the same. That odd mix of sultry, robotic and blissful that made me think of some sex android built to please me. “I can hear you.”


     


    “Good. Follow me.”


     


    She followed just a few steps behind me as I led her through the house to our living room. Normally, I would've preferred a locked door or two between me and the world when a tranced-out girl was involved, but this time I'd taken the proper precautions to avoid anyone coming between me and my fantasy.


     


    “Sit,” I said, indicating the couch. Alexa plopped down on the plush cushions and I slid in next to her.


     


    “I want you to relax for me,” I said by way of introduction. “I want you to get very comfortable. You're perfectly safe here; there's no one in the entire world right now except for me and you. Nothing can hurt you, nothing can even touch you. You are totally, completely relaxed.”


     


    I watched with pleasure as Alexa sunk into the back of the couch, sighing with relief. Her arms drooped at her sides like leaden weights, and her legs spread gently as every muscle in her body filled with relaxation.


     


    “Now, I'd like to ask you a question,” I said soothingly. “Would that be alright?”


     


    “Of course, Master,” Alexa replied, again in that sexy monotone. “You can do whatever you want.”


     


    “Good,” I said. I wasn't one-hundred percent sure how to broach this topic with Alexa, even in trance, so I started with an indirect approach.


     


    “When you came in the house, where were you planning to be one hour from then?”


     


    Alexa brows furrowed gently as she considered my question. “Back at the lab,” she said. “I have a lot of clinical testing to finish on this new birth control drug...”


     


    “Simple answers will suffice,” I gently reminded her. “And, between then and now, what did you plan on doing?”


     


    Her lips curled in a tiny smile and the slightest bit of color came to her cheeks. “Fucking you, Master.”


     


    “Exactly.” I was pleased at this answer. “And tell me, Alexa, which of those two things is the more pleasurable?”


     


    A little giggle burst from her lips. “The sex, Master.”


     


    “Good. That's absolutely correct – fucking me is more pleasurable then going to the lab and working. In fact, I'd suggest it's much more pleasurable; the most pleasurable thing you can think of. Isn't it?”


     


    She was writhing gently in her seat, now, grinding her thighs together. “Yes, Master.”


     


    “But you were planning on leaving me,” I said with a little shake of my head. “Why was that?”


     


    This time, she took a moment to answer. “Because...because I have to,” she said. “I have work to get done...”


     


    “Wouldn't it be nice to not have to worry about any of that? To just be able to focus on what really matters?”


     


    She frowned, an echo of the confusion and irritation she would feel if she wasn't tranced out and under my control. “My research does matter.”


     


    “Of course it does,” I said quickly, dancing away from that point and settling on a new one. “In fact, wouldn't it be wonderful if you could focus completely on your research? If you could devote yourself to it utterly, without having to worry about all the boring, time-consuming problems of the real world?”


     


    “Well, yes, Master,” Alexa said. “But I'm not a robot.”


     


    A broad smile crossed my face. Bam! There we go. “It's funny you should say that, Alexa...”


    

      


    


  







 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
   “Welcome home, Master. How may Unit Alexa serve you?”
 
    
 
   A broad smile crossed my face as I looked over my girlfriend, my eyes taking in her beautiful body as I surveyed the changes that had come over her. Everything she wore I had chosen for her, from the heels and garters that made her legs and ass look fabulous to the cleavage-enhancing bra that made her tits look absolutely mouth-watering. She'd made herself up for me, applying an amount of makeup some might call “overdone” or “garish” - making her look like a total bimbo. Pulling the entire ensemble together was a silver collar around her neck (actually just one of Casey's hairbands, but I'd come up with a more permanent solution later), giving her slender neck the impression of being owned by a powerful man.
 
    
 
   “It's good to be home,” I said. “Activate Topless Mode for me.”
 
    
 
   Grinning, Alexa undid her bra, unclasping it in the front and letting it fall to the floor. She barely needed it – her tits were high and firm, bigger on her slender frame than nearly any girl's I'd ever seen. They'd always been a mockery of her nerdy interior, but now they fit her perfectly – they ornamented my plaything, my sex bot, my submissive hypnotized girlfriend.
 
    
 
   My Unit Alexa.
 
    
 
   I hadn't really gone out anywhere; just run down to the corner store to pick up a six-pack of beer. Anything else I wanted I could get Alexa to take care of – just throw some clothes on her (or not) and send her out.
 
    
 
   I set the beers on the living room table and plopped into the big recliner, putting my feet up immediately.
 
    
 
   “Alexa,” I commanded. “Bring me the remote.”
 
    
 
   She hastened to obey, moving like she was laser-focused. She scooped up the remote and brought it to me, going down on her knees and holding it out like it was an offering.
 
    
 
   I couldn't help but gloat a little. “Alexa, what are you thinking right now?”
 
    
 
   Her voice when she responded was perfect; metallic but smoky with lust. “Unit Alexa has no thoughts, Master – only commands.”
 
    
 
   “Where did Unit Alexa come from?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Unit Alexa was purchased by Master two-point-eight years ago,” Alexa said, reciting the back story I'd thought up off the top of my head. “I have served as your personal android ever since.”
 
    
 
   “Mmh,” I said, pulling my balls gently. My shaft was beginning to ache – the thought of Alexa's soft body on mine was driving me wild. “And what is Unit Alexa's purpose?”
 
    
 
   “I am platinum-rated for domestic servitude and sexual pleasure,” she said.
 
    
 
   “So in other words, you're a maid that fucks?”
 
    
 
   “You are correct, Master. I do both exceedingly well.”
 
    
 
   “I'll be the judge of that,” I said with a smirk. “Tell me about your sexual training – I get pleasure from hearing you describe it before you fuck me.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master.” Still on her knees, Alexa scooted forward until she was at my shoulder, like a slave waiting for orders from her Master. “At my inception, I was broken in by dozens of testing routines. Objects of various sizes and shapes were inserted into my orifices, testing them for elasticity, warmth, depth of sensation. My memory has been loaded with tens of thousands of sexyal scenarios chosen from Master's pornographic preferences. Every part of my body is designed to please you – I can give Master pleasure with my hands, my mouth, my breasts, my legs, my pussy, my asshole...”
 
    
 
   “Enough,” I gasped. My cock was bulging from my shorts. “Activate Blowjob protocol. Ten out of ten, best you can give me.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, Master,” she said in that sexy monotone. “I love to suck your cock.”
 
    
 
   She reached between my legs and unzipped me, spurring me on with the sort of talk anyone who knew Alexa would have told you could never come from her lips.
 
    
 
   “I can't wait to feel you inside my mouth, Master. You taste so good. I want to swallow every drop of your hot come.”
 
    
 
   My cock was so hard the head was practically purple, dripping with precum. Without further prompting or hesitation, Alexa bent down and slid me between her lips, taking me all the way to the base.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, that feels amazing,” I said, lying back as the sweet feeling of her mouth engulfed me. Now that she was an 'android', her gag reflex had disappeared and she had no trouble taking me all the way down her throat. She brought me all the way in, then took me back out again, bobbing on my dick with a measured, mechanical rhythm. 
 
    
 
   I wrapped my fingers in her hair and turned the TV on, sighing contentedly as she blew me. I flipped to the music video station, where some teenage pop star in a thong was gyrating to whatever song was popular that week and turned it up, letting Alexa suck me off to the beat.
 
    
 
   “Enough,” I said finally, pulling her off my shaft. “Make yourself wet for me.”
 
    
 
   “My pussy is fully lubricated, Master,” she assured me. “I'm ready to receive anything you want to put in there.”
 
    
 
   The way she said that interested me – was she expressing a subconscious desire to have me penetrate her with objects? - but at the moment I was so horny that I just filed it away for later. 
 
    
 
   “I want to fuck you,” I said. “Right now.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, Master,” she said smoothly. “I live to obey. Preferred sexual position?”
 
    
 
   I thought about it for a second. “Take me through two or three,” I said. “Give me a nice little showcase of your abilities. I want to finish behind you, though.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Master,” she said. “It will be as you command.”
 
    
 
   She slid her panties to the side and climbed into the chair, straddling my cock. A second later I was inside her, warm and wet with no condom keeping me from feeling every inch of her tight cunt as it gripped me.
 
    
 
   She bounced in my lap, thrusting her huge tits in my face until I sucked her stiff nipple as she rode me. 
 
    
 
   “Taste my breasts, Master,” she said, panting with exertion. “I know you love my fat tits – do you want to fuck them for a bit?”
 
    
 
   “Later,” I said, grabbing her ass and giving it a hearty slap. “Your pussy feels too fucking good to stop.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Master,” she said, flushing with pleasure. “Let's try it like this and see what you think...”
 
    
 
   Sliding off me for a second (and oh, how I reached out to be inside her again), she turned around and began to ride me reverse cowgirl, rocking her hips back and forth in little circular motions, grinding her clit against the head of my cock.
 
    
 
   “How's that, Master?”
 
    
 
   “So fucking good,” I said. I wasn't lying – that felt fucking incredible.
 
    
 
   “This unit is pleased to serve,” Alexa recited. Christ, just the sound of that voice made me want to fuck her harder. Time to take control.
 
    
 
   Grabbing her around the waist, I sat up and maneuvered her down to the floor. She arched her ass upward, grinding it against me as I got on my knees, sliding into her at a downward angle that made my whole body sing with delight.
 
    
 
   “Oh, god, yes!” Alexa praised me, her body a perfect replica of frenzied delight. “Fuck me hard, Master – fuck me like you own me!”
 
    
 
   I wrapped a hand around her throat and squeezed gently. Her collar was cold under my fingers, her throat white-hot. “Can you take it?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master,” she gasped. “I was built to take your cock!”
 
    
 
   Fuck, I was so close to coming. It was going to happen any minute now. Deep in the back of my head, a little voice warned me to put on a condom, but I ignored it. Nothing was going to stop me from shooting a load deep inside Alexa's womb – I wanted that sweet, heavenly feeling with nothing getting in the way.
 
    
 
   I yanked her up by the throat, turning her around so that she was facing the TV.
 
    
 
   “Present yourself,” I ordered.
 
    
 
   Instantly she was face down, ass up in the carpet, practically humming with need for me. I slid into her easily and began fucking, gripping her hips and slamming into her soaking cunt as hard as I could.
 
    
 
   I felt my balls tighten up as climax approached. “Come for me,” I ordered.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master,” Alexa gasped. Instantly her body began to shudder with orgasm, her cunt clenching around me in a sweet hot vice that turned the world to fire. I pulled into her one last time and grunted with animal pleasure, feeling myself let go in release.
 
    
 
   Then I was coming, shooting my load deep inside her pussy. Alexa would normally never let me do this, but Unit Alexa would let me do whatever I wanted – she lived for my pleasure. I could come inside her with no protection, over and over again, and she would beg me for it.
 
    
 
   The thought brought another few spurts of come from my dick. Finally I came down from my high, having coated her walls with my seed. I pulled out roughly, my ass hitting the carpet.
 
    
 
   Alexa lay there fingering her slit, ass in the air as my come oozed out of her. “Thank you, Master,” she said.
 
    
 
   “That was wonderful, slave,” I said, catching my breath. “Shut down Unit Alexa.”
 
    
 
   Alexa's eyes closed and her body froze in position. A gentle purring came from her throat as she went into the 'sleep mode' I'd designed for her.
 
    
 
   I reached over and fished my phone out of my pants, then snapped a few pictures for posterity. God, she looked good. Nobody in the world could resist a pretty little pussy like that, especially when it was throwing itself at you…
 
    
 
   I froze. A flash of insight burst behind my eyes. An instant later I dropped the phone, letting it nestle in the thick carpet.
 
    
 
   I slapped my forehead and started to laugh. God, it was so simple!
 
    
 
   “I'm such a dumbass,” I said, unable to stop the torrent of laughter that came from my mouth. After orgasm, everything feels a little bit silly, but this was more than that.
 
    
 
   I'd just figured out how to solve my roommate problem. I had a perfect way to take control of the situation, deal with Casey's issues, and make sure I could continue enjoying the attention of my hypnotic harem for a long, long time. I just had to be man enough to reach out and take it.
 
    
 
   I looked over at Alexa, her pert ass perched in the air as she snoozed. My cock began to twitch back to life.
 
    
 
   Was I man enough?
 
    
 
   “You bet I am,” I told myself, mounting Alexa's tight little body one more time. I wasn't going to hold back any longer. I was going to take exactly what I wanted, when I wanted it.
 
    
 
   Casey was going to have no idea what hit her.


 
   
  
 




 
   Part V: Kiss And Make Up


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
    
 
   “I'm sure you're both wondering why I brought you here today.”
 
    
 
   The tension in the room was palpable. It had taken an effort of scheduling and convincing to get both of my roommates face-to-face, and it was clear that neither one was particularly happy about it. Alexa sat next to me on the couch, while Casey had her feet up in an armchair on the other side of the room. Great, I thought, as far away from each other as possible. That was going to make things more difficult.
 
    
 
   Casey sniffed dismissively, refusing to look over at either of us. “I assumed it was to discuss my leaving.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, really?” To an observer who didn't know the two of them like I did, Alexa's response might have sounded totally neutral – but I could hear venom behind it.
 
    
 
   Apparently, Casey could too. “You know, what day I have to give you my last rent check, when the moving truck can get here to pick up my stuff, that kind of thing.” She gave a smug little grin. “None of that should be a problem. Seth will be more than happy to take care of any money I might owe you two.”
 
    
 
   “Using him like an ATM already, huh?” Alexa snapped. “Good for you.”
 
    
 
   Casey straightened up. “Do you have something to say to me, nerd?”
 
    
 
   Alexa shook her head, looking for a moment like the very picture of innocence. “No, why should I? This is what you've been training for your entire life, after all. We're so very proud of you.”
 
    
 
   Casey flinched, and I was tempted to as well. Ouch, that fucking hurt. Got her right in the gut.
 
    
 
   “Girls, seriously, can we stop this for a second?” I held my hands up, all but begging for a moment of silence. “Casey, this is partially about that, but it's also about other things. Okay?”
 
    
 
   Case shook her head, but stayed silent. It might have looked like things were about to spiral out of control, but in truth I had both of my roommates exactly where I wanted them. They might have been at each others' throats, but I had the power to bring one or both of them completely under my power with a few well-placed trigger words. The urge to do so was like a physical tug inside of me, a temptation I had to constantly fight not to give in to.
 
    
 
   Soon that struggle would be over, I thought with a grin.
 
    
 
   Casey spread her hands and finally looked in our direction, an irritated look on her face. “So what's going on?”
 
    
 
   I couldn't resist the temptation to push Casey's buttons a little bit. “You seem really upset today, Case. Did I do something?”
 
    
 
   She looked at me for a moment as if to say are you for real?, then something unexpected happened. She sighed explosively and put her hands on her knees, a sad expression on her face.
 
    
 
   “No, Craig,” she said. “I don't have any problem with you. Look, can we just get this meeting or whatever over with, please? I'd be happy to discuss things in more detail with you some other time, dude.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, of course,” I said, projecting the most reasonable front I could muster. “Alexa and I are both interested in making this as easy as possible. We're all friends here.”
 
    
 
   Casey nodded, looking thoughtful.
 
    
 
   “In fact,” I continued, “Some of us might be a bit more than friends.” As she watched, I took Alexa's hand in mine and gave it a gentle squeeze. Casey's eyes widened.
 
    
 
   “Oh.” She said. “Oh.”
 
    
 
   Alexa straightened up and cleared her throat. “Craig and I are dating.”
 
    
 
   “I...see.” For an instant, Casey looked angry, then she appeared to be thinking something over. “Good for you, Craig.”
 
    
 
   That made Alexa clear her throat. I wasn't about to touch that one, though – I had bigger fish to fry.
 
    
 
   “That wasn't all,” I said. “I really wanted to talk to you about Unit Alexa.”
 
    
 
   Next to me, Alexa went instantly stiff. Her eyes grew glassy as she stared into middle distance, as if focusing on something neither I or Casey could see. Slowly she turned to me and smiled, a gesture I couldn't help but return.
 
    
 
   Across the room, Casey cocked an eyebrow, looking confused as hell. “Unit what?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, nothing much. Just a passing fancy. A little pet name we've come up with.”
 
    
 
   Casey smiled good-naturedly and rolled her eyes. “Eww. No PDA, please.”
 
    
 
   “Anyway, there's only one other thing I wanted the three of us to discuss.” I leaned forward, capturing Casey's full attention. “There's some unfinished business between you and Alexa, isn't there?”
 
    
 
   Casey frowned, fidgeting in her seat a bit. “I have no idea what you're talking about, Craig. Are you saying I took something, or…?”
 
    
 
   “In a manner of speaking, yes, but we're not talking about theft.” For a moment, I wished I had a cup of coffee to sip or a cigarette to smoke, just for the visual. “Alexa never forgave you for breaking her heart.”
 
    
 
   If I had thought I'd seen Casey angry before, I couldn't have been more wrong. She was furious. Her eyes flashed and the color in her face drained as she sat bolt upright.
 
    
 
   She turned to Alexa and glared with an intensity that probably would have made the girl cringe if she wasn't in a trance. “You told him? About us?”
 
    
 
   “Actually, she didn't,” I said, cocking my head. “Alexa never breathed a word about the two of you to me. Unit Alexa, however, couldn't tell me enough about the two of you. The things you got up to before I came to live here. The person you used to be, before you closed that door and became someone else.”
 
    
 
   Her mouth worked silently as she struggled to respond. I could tell it was an effort for her to not get up out of her chair and punch me in the face. If she tried that, I'd be ready.
 
    
 
   When she finally spoke, her voice was quiet and filled with venom. “You don't know the first fucking thing about Alexa and I, Craig.”
 
    
 
   “Don't I?” I was really enjoying this now, getting into my role as revealer of all Casey's secrets. The fact that I could bring her under my power at any moment made me bold, willing to take risks I otherwise wouldn't have dared.
 
    
 
   “I know the two of you used to fuck,” I said, ticking items off on my fingers. “I know she liked it, and you liked it, and now you claim you didn't like it. I know you now call what you and Alexa did an abomination. And I know you don't really mean it.”
 
    
 
   Her eye had twitched at the word 'abomination,' and now she looked like she was on the verge of tears. “How did you…?” She turned to Alexa. “Jesus fucking Christ, Lex, what did you tell him? I don't...I can't believe you would say these things to him!”
 
    
 
   “If it makes you feel any better, she didn't,” I said. “And stop looking at her like she can help you, or answer your questions. I've done to her what I did to you, and she's on my side now, not yours.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes narrowed. “Are you going to sit here and listen to him talk about you like you're not in the room?”
 
    
 
   In response, Alexa slowly turned to face her. A slow, wicked smile crossed her face.
 
    
 
   Casey's eyes widened in shock. “What...what did he do to you?”
 
    
 
   Alexa cocked her head, a confused expression on her face. “I don't understand what you mean. Master hasn't done anything to me.”
 
    
 
   Her mouth dropped open. She laughed disbelievingly, looking from Alexa to me and back again. “Master? Him? What is this shit?”
 
    
 
   “Slave,” I said, feeling my lips curl, “go ahead and tell Casey who you are.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, Master. I am Unit Alexa, a fembot designed for domestic tranquility and sexual pleasure. I serve my Master, Craig, and perform any tasks he asks of me.” Alexa's lips puckered in a tiny smile.
 
    
 
   “This is so fucked,” Casey said, standing up. “I don't know what the fuck happened to you two, but I want no part of it. Frankly, I don't ever even want to set foot in this house again – you can just mail me my clothes or whatever. Or just burn them: I'm sure Seth will buy me a new set.”
 
    
 
   She tried to shoulder past us, but Alexa stood up and put a hand around her waist, gripping her tight.
 
    
 
   “Let me go!” Casey cried.
 
    
 
   “You need to stay,” Alexa purred. Now that the game was up, she had slipped back into that sexy robotic monotone that made my cock hard and my fantasies flow. “Master hasn't finished telling you what you need to hear.”
 
    
 
   “I don't give a fuck,” Casey said, writhing in her grip. She gave Alexa a quick punch in the side, but it was like striking a brick wall for all the hypnotized girl noticed it.
 
    
 
   “You will do as Master commands,” Alexa said smoothly.
 
    
 
   “Just sit,” I said. “A few more minutes of your time, and you can take your things and go. Spend the rest of your life being Seth's trophy wife for all I care.”
 
    
 
   Casey squirmed for a few more seconds, but soon realized there was nothing she could do: Alexa's grip was too strong, too determined. She let herself be pulled down to the couch, until she was sitting on the center cushion with Alexa and I on either side of her. She glanced back at the girl, then at me, bewilderment evident on her features. 
 
    
 
   “What the fuck happened to her?” She asked me. “It's like you brainwashed her or something.”
 
    
 
   “That's very good!” I clapped my hands together, making her flinch. “I did brainwash her, Case. Just like I brainwashed you.”
 
    
 
   “What?” She asked...then her eyes flashed with recognition.
 
    
 
   “No, you didn't,” she whispered. “You helped me quit cigarettes for Seth, but that was it. I remember every moment of our therapy sessions, you never said or did anything...”
 
    
 
   “You remember the parts of our sessions I told you to remember,” I said with a smile. “And forgot all the post-hypnotic suggestions I gave you. What, did you think you started dressing like a stripper around the house because you wanted to?”
 
    
 
   Her face turned beet red. “So, you started experimenting on me, then you graduated to turning Alexa into this...this robot girl. You're a monster.”
 
    
 
   But I was already shaking my head. “Not at all. I helped Alexa, just like I helped you. You wanted to quit your addiction and get Seth to propose to you – I made sure that happened. Alexa, even though she's too nice of a girl to say it or admit it to herself, really wanted deep down to forget about her responsibilities and give herself up to pleasure – and I helped her with that, too.” I glanced over Casey's shoulder. “Didn't I, Unit Alexa?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master. I have no will or thoughts clouding my mind anymore. Every moment of my existance is pure bliss. I am focused utterly on your pleasure.”
 
    
 
   Casey started. “Every moment? Really?”
 
    
 
   Alexa closed her eyes smiled beatifically. “I'm having an orgasm right now, in fact.”
 
    
 
   Casey sighed and turned back to me. “You know, I thought you were such a nice, quiet guy, Craig. I never would have thought you were such a freak.”
 
    
 
   “It's always the quiet ones,” I said with a nod.
 
    
 
   “Am I even going to remember this conversation, Craig?”
 
    
 
   That took me aback. “Of course you are. This is very important, after all. I have every intention of letting you go, you know.”
 
    
 
   “I wish I could believe that,” she said.
 
    
 
   “No, it's true,” I said, and meant it. “It took me a while to make up my mind on that, but I did. I want you to be happy, Case, and I think that unlike Alexa you wouldn't be happy as part of my harem. Besides, I want your connections: they might be useful to me someday. So I'm going to let you marry Seth and become a rich trophy wife.”
 
    
 
   “Oh gee, thanks,” she said. “You're such a peach, Craig.”
 
    
 
   “I'm going to take that as a compliment,” I said.
 
    
 
   Casey shook her head. “This is insane. If I'm free to go, I'm going to leave.” She made to stand up, but Alexa put a hand on her shoulder before she could rise. 
 
   “Not quite,” I said smoothly. “There's one thing we have to take care of first.”
 
    
 
   Casey looked at me, fear in her eyes. “What?”
 
    
 
   “Don't worry, it's very simple,” I said, raising a finger. “You and Alexa need to kiss and make up.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
    
 
   “Kiss and...make up?”
 
    
 
   I smiled, watching with excitement as the trigger phrase I'd implanted in Casey's brain did its work. She leaned back in her chair, seeming almost to sink into the plush leather, and let out a low, throaty moan. Her eyes rolled behind her lids and her thighs pressed together with a hard, slow rhythm.
 
    
 
   “Ohhh, shit,” she muttered. “What did you do to me?”
 
    
 
   “I told you. I brainwashed you. That was one of the trigger phrases I implanted into your head. You usually don't remember them because I put you into a trance, but I'm not going to do that right now. I want you to remember everything that's about to happen.”
 
    
 
   “I...I don't understand,” she said. Her hands found her breasts and began clutching desperately at them, massaging the warm flesh under her shirt.
 
    
 
   “That particular phrase makes you horny as hell,” I said with a smirk. “It also removes some of your inhibitions. For example, two minutes ago you would have never fondled yourself like that right in front of me. The next time I say it, the effects will be even stronger?”
 
    
 
   “What the fuck?” Casey's hands found her thighs and slid between them, clutching her aching wetness. “I'm not going to fuck you!”
 
    
 
   “You already have,” I said. “And you will. But it's not me you have to worry about right now.”
 
    
 
   With that, I glanced over at Alexa. She caught my eye and nodded, rising from the couch with a sensual sway as she made her way across the room.
 
    
 
   “Let me help you with that, baby.” Alexa's voice was no longer the sexy monotone I preferred – it sounded like her regular voice on steroids. “You must be so thirsty right now, you can barely stand it...”
 
    
 
   Casey froze up and slid away, until she was on the edge of her seat as far from the two of us as possible. “What are you doing? Get away from me!”
 
    
 
   “Don't be like that, Case,” Alexa said with a warm smile. “You know I can make it all better...”
 
    
 
   She leaned forward, giving Casey an enviable view of her expansive cleavage. The blonde cheerleader gave a tiny whimper and shook her head, sweat beading down her neck.
 
    
 
   “Stop,” she protested weakly. “Please. That's so wrong. This isn't who I am...”
 
    
 
   “We don't have to tell anyone.” Alexa sat down next to Casey, heat rolling off her body like an oven. She took Casey's hand and removed it from between her legs, then replaced it with her own. Stroking her gently through the fabric, she nibbled on her ear. “It's our going-away party. Our little secret, right?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, shit, please stop,” she cried. “I don't want this-”
 
    
 
   “You don't want to kiss and make up?”
 
    
 
   Casey's mouth opened wide and met Alexa's, searching her out hungrily. A cry of pleasure left her mouth as she bit down on her lip, hard, grinding against the dark-haired girl's tits.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, that's so good,” she groaned around Alexa's lips. “So good...”
 
    
 
   “That feels wonderful, doesn't it?” I asked. “It feels great to put all those problems behind you, Casey. It's the best feeling in the world to kiss and make up.”
 
    
 
   Casey cried out, sounding suspiciously like she was climaxing. Alexa pulled back and undid her blouse, and the instant her breasts were free went at them with her mouth, licking and sucking. 
 
    
 
   “You love the way Alexa is making you feel, don't you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes! Fuck, yes, please don't stop Lexie please...”
 
    
 
   “Tell her you're sorry.” I could feel my erection pressing against my pants – soon I was going to have to let it free, allow myself free reign over my two collegiate sluts.
 
    
 
   “I'm so sorry, baby.” Casey was babbling now, barely even thinking about her words. “I should never have said those things about you – I was in denial! I was confused – oh fuck, that feels so good Lex!”
 
    
 
   “Talk is cheap,” I said. “Why don't you show her how sorry you are?”
 
    
 
   Casey looked at me in confusion. “How...what can I do?”
 
    
 
   I stood up and walked over, then took Casey by the back of her neck and guided her between Alexa's legs.
 
    
 
   “Taste her,” I said. “Eat her cunt.”
 
    
 
   In a flash, Casey had Alexa's pants off and was tossing them across the room, like she'd never need them again. Her glistening cunt lay bare, gleaming with moisture and perfectly shaved.
 
    
 
   Casey spread the lips of her sex with her fingers, bringing her eager mouth down on her. “I'm so, so sorry, Lex,” she moaned, her voice tinged with pleasure. “Let me show you how much you mean to me...”
 
    
 
   She stuck out her tongue and began to submissively lick at Alexa's clit. Alexa shot me a questioning look, and I nodded.
 
    
 
   “Show Casey how much you like it,” I commanded her. “Let her know her apology is accepted.”
 
    
 
   In an instant, Alexa's cool, robotic demeanor was replaced with one of pure pleasure. Her face contorted as she ground her pussy against the blonde girl's face, gripping her hair and pushing her even deeper into her wetness.
 
    
 
   “That's right,” Alexa said harshly. “Taste me, bitch. You love having your tongue in that juicy slit, don't you?”
 
    
 
   Casey moaned in the affirmative, her face buried between Alexa's legs. I couldn't take it anymore – this was too much. The sight of my roommates entwined in a sapphic lust-fest, their nubile bodies on display for me all the while, was too much of a temptation to resist. I had to take them – I had to let them know who their real master was.
 
    
 
   I came up behind Casey and undid my belt, letting my cock free of my pants. It was a physical relief as it popped out, stiff as granite and practically throbbing with the need to be buried in a wet, willing pussy. I pulled Casey's pants off, noting with pleasure that she was so absorbed in her task she didn't even notice.
 
    
 
   Sliding her panties to the side, I found her slit already coated with her own juices.
 
    
 
   “You really love eating that girl out, don't you?” I said, mostly to myself, and saw Casey nod.
 
    
 
   With a grunt, I placed my cock at the head of her entrance and slid inside. She was so wet, and warm, that there was no resistance as I entered her. I felt Casey's body stiffen with shock and a surprised cry leave her throat as I filled her, stretching her walls around my cock.
 
    
 
   “Oh my gawwwwd,” she shrieked, just before Alexa grabbed her by the ears and shoved her back between her thighs.
 
    
 
   Together, the two of us used Casey like a whore. She was ours, completely and utterly, as I fucked her tight pussy doggy style and Alexa forced her tongue deeper inside her wet snatch. 
 
    
 
   “Kiss and make up,” I commanded, loving the way the trigger made Casey's pussy clench up with pleasure around my shaft. “Kiss and make up.”
 
    
 
   “Master,” Alexa grunted, her voice taut with pleasure, “Unit Alexa is about to climax. May your android have permission to experience orgasm?”
 
    
 
   Fuck, that was so hot. “Yeah,” I said, pulling Casey closer. “Come for me.”
 
    
 
   Alexa's head rolled back on her shoulders and she let out a huge breath, her face going a shocking shade of red. Her legs, perched on either side of Casey's face, began to quiver as she came. Her tits bounced and threatened to come out of her top as she shook.
 
    
 
   “Oh, God!” She cried, mouth open wide. “Yes, I'm coming Master, I'm coming so hard for you…!”
 
    
 
   Casey continued to lap at the girl's pussy until she pulled her away, then moved up her body and kissed her deeply, mingling their juices.
 
    
 
   “Take your top off for me,” I told her.
 
    
 
   She did, tearing it off so fast it tore. Her tits were spectacular, as always.
 
    
 
   “I want both of you to suck me,” I said, pulling loose of Casey's warm pussy. “I want you to taste yourselves on me, and I want to mark both of you as my fuck dolls.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master,” they said in unison.
 
    
 
   Was Casey fully under my power now? Was she in a trance? Did Alexa know what she was doing, or was she still a robot?
 
    
 
   It didn't matter. They were mine – body and soul. That's all that I cared about.
 
    
 
   They helped each other with the remains of their clothes, taking them off with their teeth and fingers as they giggled and teased each other. Then they got on their knees in front of me and pressed their lips to either side of my shaft, making out with my cock between them as I sat on the couch and watched.
 
    
 
   I found my phone and snapped a few pictures, along with a quick video. They'd made good souveniers – or blackmail material if I ever needed to exert some pressure on Casey's husband.
 
    
 
   It didn't take long for me to feel my own orgasm bubbling up within me; everything from the feel of Casey's pussy to the sight of Alexa coming her brains out had left me right on the edge.
 
    
 
   “I'm going to come,” I announced.
 
    
 
   Alexa just nodded, but Casey looked at me with a desperate glance. “Oh, please come on my face, Master,” she begged, lost to hypnotic pleasure. “I need you to shoot your load all over me.”
 
    
 
   I agreed, and Alexa moved to the side, stroking my cock hard and fast while Casey knelt between my legs, a wide smile on her face.
 
    
 
   “Come for me, Master,” she coaxed, trying her best to tease me over the edge into climax. “Don't you want to shoot that big, heavy load right on my pretty face where it belongs? I want you to coat me, Master, I want to swallow every drop...”
 
    
 
   She broke off with a squeal of delight because then I was coming, erupting with a stream of come that surprised even me. It shot all over Casey's face, coated her chin and dribbled down her neck to pool in her cleavage. Tinier dribbles rolled down my cock as Alexa continued to stroke me, covering her fingers in my thick seed. 
 
    
 
   I looked down as my vision began to clear and saw Casey kneeling, lapping the seed from my balls. “What do you say?” I asked her.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Master,” she said. “Thank you for letting me take your come.”
 
    
 
   Alexa brought her fingers to Casey's mouth and let her suck them dry, then slid them between her soaking thighs, She fingered her as she fed the blonde cheerleader every drop of the come that bathed her tits and face, and before she was finished Casey had come three times. Each time she brought her hand up and let Casey taste her own juices, until her face was sloppy with a mixture of my come and hers.
 
    
 
   When it was over, I looked down at my girls. My slaves, now. Hypnotic whores who existed for my pleasure. For a long, long moment, I thought of commanding Casey to stay. It would have been so easy – getting rid of Seth would have been tricky, but I knew she could make a clean break, even this close to the wedding. But something – maybe my last scraps of conscience – held me back. I'd had my fun with her, and the two of us didn't get along the way Alexa and I did outside of trance sessions. It was better to let her go.
 
    
 
   Besides, I thought, I was going to have plenty of new girls sleeping in her room soon enough – and lots of other work besides. Alexa might be my hypnotic servant, but in the real world she was just my girlfriend – still hampered by the petty morality that kept her from living the life I knew deep down she really wanted.
 
    
 
   I was going to bring that side of her out, no matter how many therapy sessions it took. She was going to be my confidant, my second-in-command. With the house to ourselves, I'd have all the time in the world to make it happen.
 
    
 
   I was getting hard just thinking about it.
 
    
 
   But that was for later.
 
    
 
   “Get up, girls,” I commanded, scooting off the couch. “One of you has a hot date tonight. You'll need to get cleaned up. Shall we all hit the showers?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master,” they said in unison.
 
    
 
   “I'd be happy to do anything you want,” Alexa said robotically.
 
    
 
   “I can't wait for you to fuck me again,” Casey whimpered.
 
    
 
   All in good time, I thought. Once more with feeling.


 
   
  
 




 
   Epilogue: Eight Months Later


 
   
  
 





 
   “Doctor, thank you so much for agreeing to this interview.”
 
    
 
   Alexa leaned back in her chair with a satisfied smile and nodded. Next to her, an assistant to the TV network fussed with her makeup, putting the finishing touches on her gorgeous face, then stepped away.
 
    
 
   I slipped my arm around her and gave her a quick peck on the cheek, making her blush. She was dressed to the nines for this appearance, in a tailored black power-suit that had cost more than a year's rent in the townhouse we'd used to live in. It was worth every penny: it accentuated her curves while also making her look professional and scientific. It had been a bit of a conversation to get her to ditch the lab coats, but she'd finally come around.
 
    
 
   After all, I can be very persuasive.
 
    
 
   “You're very welcome,” Alexa said smoothly. “Craig and I are very private people, typically, but the drug company insisted on a press tour. We're happy to help in any way we can.”
 
    
 
   The girl behind the camera smiled like a shark and took out her microphone. She was one of those celebrity reporters, the kind you see ten or twenty times on cable news if you watch it for more than an hour a day, and she was here to interview us. They usually didn't do these things at the subject's home, but Alexa and I had insisted. It didn't hurt that our new home, a palatial mansion in the hills, was a perfect backdrop for the network's feature.
 
    
 
   The interviewer turned to the girl behind the camera and raised her eyebrows. “Are we recording? Okay, we're recording.” She cleared her throat and glanced at Alexa, whose face broke out in a huge smile on cue.
 
    
 
   “Good evening,” the interviewer said. “Tonight I'm sitting with Dr. Alexa Piketty, the inventor of Ambrosia: the drug that seemingly overnight has changed the lives of millions of women. Good evening, Doctor Piketty.”
 
    
 
   “Good evening,” Alexa said, still smiling, “but I'm afraid I have to correct you. It's going to be Doctor Smith soon.” She held up a hand, showing off the massive diamond ring on her finger.
 
    
 
   “My goodness, that is happy news,” the interviewer said without blinking. “Is that a recent development?”
 
    
 
   “Craig proposed to me the night I made my breakthrough,” Alexa said. “This project would never have been a success without his love and support.”
 
    
 
   “Isn't that a heart-warming thing to hear,” the interviewer said. “Now, millions of American women are already using Ambrosia, but just in case any of our viewers are in the dark, could you briefly explain your discovery?”
 
    
 
   Alexa adjusted her glassed – she'd recently traded in her nerd specs for a pair of sleek black designer frames that made her look dorky and sexy all at once – and slipped into what she jokingly called her 'professor voice.'
 
    
 
   “Certainly. Ambrosia acts like a typical birth control pill, preventing the user from becoming pregnant as long as they take it – although it only needs to be taken once a week, as opposed to daily. In addition – and probably why its become so popular overnight – Ambrosia prevents an entire suite of sexually transmitted diseases from taking root in the body. It also has a host of other beneficial physical and psychological side effects: relieving stress, facilitating weight loss, even potentially slowing the aging process. We're still trying to understand everything Ambrosia can do, but some of the results from our users – from young women, especially – are nothing short of spectacular. And the sexual side effects...”
 
    
 
   The interviewer coughed politely. The network had asked us not to talk about what Ambrosia did to women's sex drives, but there were already dozens of magazine articles calling it “the women's Viagra,” on top of everything else.
 
    
 
   “It certainly is amazing,” the interviewer said. “Some people are saying that you've set off a second sexual revolution with this product, Doctor. How do you respond to that?”
 
    
 
   Alexa shrugged. “I'm just trying to help people. This was a project I took on in my final year of my doctorate – I never expected it to help so many people live their best lives.”
 
    
 
   “You certainly have,” the interviewer said with a little laugh. “I've lost twenty pounds since I started taking Ambrosia.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, you take it?” Alexa's smile grew wider, and if there was something darker behind it, neither the interviewer or her camerawoman saw it. She glanced past the interviewer to the young woman behind the camera. “Both of you?”
 
    
 
   The camerawoman nodded, and the interviewer glanced behind her for an instant, confused. “Well, yes, of course,” the interviewer said. “I think at this point it would be easier to spot the women not taking Ambrosia. That brings me to my next question, actually: filings of the drug company you sold Ambrosia to show that you and your fiance were just made co-chairs of its board of directors. Would it be safe to say RxTech is a Doctor Piketty-run organization now? And doesn't that provide a clear conflict of interest when considering the moral ramifications of releasing drugs that fundamentally alter human behavior?”
 
    
 
   Alexa's eyes widened slightly. “I didn't realize my business ventures were part of this interview. Certainly Craig and I have made a lot of money off of Ambrosia, as is to be expected when you make the biggest scientific discovery of the twenty-first century...”
 
    
 
   “But some experts are saying that Ambrosia may have effects that are yet undetermined,” the interviewer said. “Public health groups are claiming there needs to be more independent research into the drug, and conspiracy theorists online are claiming this is the first stage of something larger and darker.”
 
    
 
   “We can discuss all that later,” Alexa said. “After sleepy time.”
 
    
 
   Both the interviewer and the camerawoman immediately froze. Their faces went slack, eyes glassy as they stared at Alexa in awe.
 
    
 
   A slow, wicked smile spread across my fiancee's face. God, I loved her so much.
 
    
 
   “Well,” she said, standing up, “that's two more bitches for the harem. We'll need to give them some commands before we re-shoot the interview.”
 
    
 
   “Agreed,” I said. “You want to keep them?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, definitely,” she said with another wicked grin. “They look like a lot of fun. In fact...why don't we treat ourselves a little, since they're going to be staying with us?”
 
    
 
   I took her by the waist and kissed her deeply, feeling her mouth move against mine. She knew everything I wanted, all my deepest fantasies, and they made her wet and ready for me. She was whip-smart, and beautiful, and evil as fuck.
 
    
 
   She was perfect.
 
    
 
   “I love you, Lex,” I said, and meant it.
 
    
 
   “I love you too, Master,” she said with an ironic wink. “Now, which of these filthy little sluts did you want to suck you off first? I'll take the one you don't want – both of their mouths look perfect for my pussy.”
 
    
 
   I grinned, looking our two newest conquests over. It was going to be a tough decision.
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