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An Agent Brainwashed (Intrigue And Control, #1)


“Wake up, Agent Summers.” A voice said. Agent Natasha Summers groggily came to.

“Wha...?” she said, shaking her head. Everything was so foggy. She could barely remember the last thing that had happened to her. She tried to rise from the bed she was on, but she found her movement arrested by strong, thick leather straps binding her arms and legs to the table. She tried to struggle against them, but it was no use. She was as trapped as she had ever been. She gazed around the sterile white room. It had one door, and a one-way mirror, and that was it. Nothing she could use, anyway.

She cursed inwardly as her brain started to clear up and she remembered what happened to her. This was supposed to have been an easy job- get in, get the encryption ciphers, and get out. There shouldn’t have been any hang-ups, especially not one that involved a rather intimidating looking Russian man pinning her down and chloroforming her. There must be a mole on the inside, someone who gave away her position. She pursed her lips, irritated. It wasn’t going to help her now.

She turned her gaze to the source of the voice, seeing a tall, lithe, dark-haired man standing at her side.

“Dmitri Valishnakov, I presume.” She said. Valishnakov was the head of the Valishnakov crime family, one of the most well-connected and elusive crime families out there. Despite numerous attempts, her agency had never been able to pin them with anything. Well, if she ever got out of here, they’d take him down for certain.

“One and the same.” He responded, with only a trace of his native Russian accent. “I must say, I was surprised the CIA sent such an... illustrious spy. I did not know we merited such a response.”

Summers could feel a furious blush rising. This was only her second mission, and beyond the sarcasm lay something more dangerous: the fact that he knew it was only her second mission. There was definitely a mole in their agency. She hoped she survived and escaped to bring that fact home.

“What do you want from me?” Summers said, resolute.

“I should ask the same question of you, my dear.” He said languidly. “Poking around my warehouses? It is enough to give even the most legitimate of businessmen pause.”

“Of course. Legitimate.” She said tersely. He merely shrugged.

“But we are not here to talk about that. I know you want the ciphers.” He said. “You have failed to retrieve them. No matter. But there is also something I want from you.”

“What could you want from me?” she said. Not as though he was going to get it.

“Ah, Natasha.” He said. “I want your CIA encryption key.”

“It’s a shame you’ll never get it.” Natasha said, but she continued fuming inwardly. Despite her youth, she had been one of the twelve agents chosen to keep the secret of the CIA encryption key safely memorized in her mind, where no one could access it. No one even knew she was chosen, apart from the ones that chose her- she didn’t even know the other eleven agents. How had he found out? How high up was his mole? She hated to think what that meant for the future of the CIA. Though why did they need her if the mole knew the others?

“Oh, I think I might.” He said. He motioned to someone outside the room, and they came in with a doctor’s cart. She saw a number of implements on them, and she steeled herself.

“So it’s to be torture, then?” she said. She set her jaw resolutely. “I can handle torture.”

“I have no doubt that you can, Natasha.” He said. “In fact, I have no doubt we would kill you before you gave up those keys, were we to torture you in any... traditional fashion. But I think we have a new idea here, yes?”

The doctor swabbed a needle and filled it with some liquid. He injected her with it, and she did her best not to move as he did so, not betraying even the slightest hint of emotion.

“I think this torture will be different from any other.” Valishnakov said. He smiled. “You should be feeling the effects now, yes?”

Natasha didn’t feel anything. Not yet. She supposed it was some sort of truth serum, or nerve agent. No matter. She was trained to handle those. She was trained to handle-

She gasped outwardly, unable to control herself as an unbelievable wave of pleasure coursed through her. She had not been trained to handle that.

“Ah, it works.” He said. He smiled. “That was a mild dose. Tell me, how do you feel?”

Natasha didn’t answer him, at first. She felt... amazing. She had never felt anything like this before. It was though her body was on fire, consumed by a giddy euphoria that she had never experienced, never even imagined she was capable of experiencing. But she had to hold on... she had to control herself...

“N-normal.” She said, hoping he wouldn’t notice her slight stutter. She wanted to tell him how good she felt. She wanted to scream it to the heavens. But she held on. She had to resist.

“I’m sure you do.” He said. He leaned down, and she could feel his breath on her face, on her neck, the way it felt on her hypersensitive skin. He brought up a hand and stroked her cheek, and this time she was unable to control a small, strangled moan of pleasure. His touch felt so good. Oh God! She almost came right then and there. 

“Oh yes.” He said softly. “I think I will enjoy torturing you very much, indeed.”

And with that, he and the doctor left the room, letting Natasha Summers writhe and wriggle in the grips of the most powerful, most euphoric pleasure she had ever experienced.

––––––––

“Just say it.” Valashnikov said.

“No.” Natasha said, tightly. But it was an effort. She needed... she wanted to feel good again. She was shaking- from some sort of withdrawal, she assumed. She had heard of this tactic- getting a prisoner addicted, using the addiction against her. But her knowing that didn’t make it any easier to withstand. A not insignificant part of her wanted to say it, say anything he wanted, just so he would give her the drug. That made her hate herself even more.

For the past week, she had been subjected to that pleasure drug once a day. And it was the most amazing thing in the world, a pleasure like no other. But today, instead of simply injecting and leaving, as he normally did, he had a different request.

“Natasha.” He said. “Let’s play a game.”

“Let’s not.” She said, focusing her will to say the words. He laughed.

“A bit late for that, I think.” He said. The doctor stood in the corner, unflinching. “I will give you the drug. All you have to say is that you will obey my every command. You can lie to me, if you want.”

“No.” she said. She understood the principles of this sort of psychological torture. If she said it once...

“A pity.” He said. “Pack up, doctor. We’re done here.”

And they left. And Natasha began to sweat, and crave. Oh god, she wanted that drug. She wanted it so badly, she needed it. Dmitri and the doctor left the room, left her in her agony, the agony of not having the drug, of an empty void where she knew she could be experiencing boundless pleasure. They did not return for several hours- hours Natasha tried to count, but could not. She simply craved,  trying her best not to show it, trying her best not to give him the pleasure of seeing her defeated.

He returned, finally, after what seemed like an eternity to Natasha. She knew she shouldn’t say it. She knew the game he was playing. But she couldn’t go on like this. She would simply have to play his game, for now, and wait for an opening.

“Please...” she said, trying a different tactic. She hoped she looked as haggard as she felt. It would help her cause.

“I do so want to give it to you, Natasha.” He said, the very image of false sympathy. “But you have not said the magic words. How can I give the drug to you without the magic words?”

“I...” she said. No other way out of this one. She took a deep breath.

“I will obey your every command.” She said. Dmitri smiled.

“Good girl.” He said. He motioned to the doctor, who came over and swiftly gave her another dose of the drug. Her world exploded in pleasure once more, all vibrancy returning, and she sighed in relief as the beautiful, wonderful feelings came back to her again.

“Good girl.” Dmitri said, stroking her cheek again. She shuddered in pleasure at his touch.

“Thank you.” She said dreamily, almost automatically. She knew she shouldn’t have said that. Should she have? It didn’t matter, she felt good, it was back, that was all that mattered. Nothing else mattered but that hazy feeling, the warm, wonderful pleasure that nothing had ever brought her before.

He left the room again, taking the doctor with him, leaving Natasha to bask in her pleasure with a mindless, empty smile on her face. She was too enraptured in her own personal euphoria to mull on the fact that the first chink in her armor had appeared; too enraptured to realize that this session had been just the beginning of the end.

––––––––

“I will obey your every command.”

The words came easily, quickly, not like they had before. She knew the drill. Every day, Dmitri came in. He had her drug. If she said the words, she got the drug. That was all she wanted. All she needed. The drug. It was bliss.

“That’s good to hear.” Dmitri said. He motioned to the doctor as he always did, and the doctor brought her dose over. She looked at it eagerly, hungrily, like a junkie looking for her next fix. And her fix came- the doctor injected her, like he always did, and her world exploded, as it always did- exploded into that amazing, wonderful, beautiful pleasure that she had come to need, come to crave.

This time, however, was slightly different. Instead of leaving right away, as they normally did, Dmitri stayed for awhile. He started to run his hands along her arm. She breathed in quickly, a sharp intake of breath; with the drug coursing through her system, his every touch was electric. It was as though pleasure flowed from the tips of his fingers down through her body. She had to resist gasping out loud.

“You seem to enjoy my touches when you’re... like this.” He said, slowly, leisurely. He kept stroking his fingers along her arm, bringing them up to her shoulder. “I wonder how much?”

He dragged his finger lightly down to her breast, and kneaded it firmly. This time she moaned out loud: she was unable to control herself. She thought his touch was good before, but this was inconceivable. His firm grasp on her breast sent her to another realm of pleasure- and arousal. An arousal like she had never experienced before. Even through the thin cloth of her linen shirt, she could feel his electric touch.

“Ohhh...” she moaned, wriggling as best as her bindings would allow. He continued to slide his hands down her body, slipping them under the elastic band of her skirt. He ran his fingers along the smooth, sensitive skin on her hips, back and forth, back and forth, alternating between light, feathery touches and harder, firmer, strong strokes. Natasha lit up under his touch, squirming, unable to fight back the pleasure he was bringing her. 

“Do you want me to go down a little more?” he said, leaning down next to her ear. She could feel his breath on her neck, driving her deeper into the throes of her passion. She breathed heavily. She knew where this was leading, but in her lust-crazed haze she also knew she was powerless to resist it.

“I...” she said. She did want it. She wanted it so badly. Her body cried out for it, cried out for the ecstasy she knew his fingers could bring her. But a small part of her knew that she had to resist, knew that she couldn’t let him do it.

“I can go...” he said, leaning in, biting softly at her ear. A soft, sharp sigh escaped her lips, and she knew then that she wanted it. She needed it. Like the drug, she needed the pleasure.

“No...” she said slowly. “D... do it.”

“Do what, my dear?” he said, continuing to nibble her ear.

“G... go down further.” She said. She couldn’t bear the anticipation.

“And do what?” he said, feigning mock innocence. He brought his hand to the top of her sex, playing with the hair there, and she gasped again. “You’ll have to tell me.”

“P... play with me.” She said.

“Where?” he said, a note of creeping insolence in his voice.

“In... in my pussy.” She said. “Play with my pussy.”

“Since you asked politely.” He said. He slid his hand down beneath her skirt, and began to play with the outside of her pussy. The anticipation was exquisite. She could feel the heat between her legs, the desire burning through her, coursing through her. All she could think about was his fingers inside her. All she wanted was his fingers inside her, pleasing her.

He took pleasure in her anticipation, keeping her on the edge. He slid his fingers along the entrance to her pussy, pressing on it for a moment before continuing to slide his hands casually, leisurely up to her clit. He started to stroke it, and she moaned again, quivering, unable to control her body any longer.

“Unnh...” she said, arching her back unconsciously, unprepared for the feelings jolting through her, electrifying her. The drug heightened his touch, heightened her pleasure, and made her pussy burn for him- she needed him inside, wanted him inside. Unconsciously, she started to buck her hips up towards his hand. She almost succeeded in slipping his finger into her dripping pussy, but he pulled back at the last moment.

“Please...” she whimpered, continuing to buck her hips uselessly, his tantalizing finger, wet with her juices, just slightly out of reach. He laughed.

“Since you asked so nicely.” He said. With a quick, easy motion, he plunged his finger inside her, as deep as it could go. She bucked, her body arching as if shocked by a live wire.

“Oh god! Yes!” she screamed. This... this was bliss. This was pure ecstasy, nothing compared to what had come before. If her skin was sensitive... her pussy was a pleasure conduit, driving waves upon waves of pleasure through her body. He slid his fingers in, deep, before pulling them out and rubbing her clit with his thumb, and then back in again. He was good, and with the drug’s enhancement to her pleasure system she came again, and again, and again.

She lost all sense of time, all sense of place, all sense of anything except the crashing, tidal wave of orgasmic pleasure being brought down upon her. It seemed as though she came almost the moment the previous one ended, a never ending string of forceful orgasms that shook her to her very core. She could not count the orgasms, and did not even try to, until finally he withdrew his fingers from her pussy. Spent, she fell back to the table, quivering, her muscles limp and weak from the exertion of her multiple orgasms.

“Good girl.” He said. He brought his finger up to her mouth, wet with her juices. Instinctively, Natasha sucked it clean, her post-orgasmic haze and the drug inhibiting any rational response she might have had. He laughed.

“You responded well.” He said. His voice was far away, as if in a dream, and Natasha almost didn’t hear him; she could feel, only wanted to feel, the rapturous ecstasy she was in now. She heard him walk away, his footsteps echoing in the hallway, as she succumbed to the drug’s narcotic effects, drifting off to sleep while still in her dreamy, post-orgasmic haze, completely, blissfully unaware that she had taken the first step to becoming his.

Natasha heard him coming. He came at the same time almost every day, of course. Except when he didn’t. She did not know his schedule, nor would he deign to tell her. This time, however, he came with a group: two other men, both in neat, expensive black suits.

“Gentlemen.” He said. “I give you... Project Reconstruction.”

“It’s a girl.” One of the men said. He sounded unimpressed. “This is what you want to show us?”

“No, this is what I want to show you.” He said. “Natasha, suck my cock.”

“Yes, Master.” She said. She did not hesitate. She did not even think of hesitating. She got down on her knees in front of Dmitri Valashnikov, freed his cock from its confines, and took it into her mouth; it disappeared almost instantly between her bright red lips, burying itself deep in her mouth.

“Reconditioning took approximately one month.” Dmitri said. “We used an addictive pleasure drug to train her. By the end of three weeks, the psychological imprint was so strong that she obeyed unquestioningly, and we weaned her off the drug.”

“That’s... impressive.” One of the men said. Natasha would have beamed at the praise, but she did not change her focus. Master had given her a command, and she obeyed it. She obeyed his every command. She continued to bring his cock into her mouth, using her tongue expertly, sliding it up and down his shaft, licking the tip slowly, seductively- and then plunging his cock back into her throat again. Before she came to Master, she hated sucking cock. But now she loved it, because Master told her to. And she obeyed his every command.

“Unquestioning obedience?” the second man said. “Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.” He said. He grabbed the back of Natasha’s hair roughly. “Here, I’ll show you. Natasha, I’m going to come into your mouth. Swallow it all.”

“Yes, Master.” Natasha mumbled obediently, her Master’s cock sliding in and out of her mouth. With a deep grunt, he came into her mouth, shooting his load deep into her mouth. She swallowed it all eagerly, greedily, and once he was spent opened her mouth to show him she completed the task. She remained kneeling before him, awaiting her next command.

“Now, Natasha.” He said. “Bend over. Alexei is going to fuck you from behind while you suck David’s cock. You will not come until I allow you to. Understood?”

“Yes, Master.” She said, impassively. “I will obey your every command.”

She got down on all fours, patiently waiting for the men to enter her. Alexei entered her, his cock sliding into her wet pussy without even a trace of resistance, and she gasped with a sharp intake of breath: Master ordered her to feel intense pleasure whenever a cock entered her. She loved the feeling. She loved the feeling of being filled by a hard cock, because Master ordered her to. He began to thrust, in and out, and she loved it, craved it, wanted more. She bucked her hips back onto his, matching his rhythm, getting him to fill her deep.

David knelt in front of her, his cock out, and Natasha gripped it with her one hand. She pulled on him slightly, winking at him naughtily: Master would like that he pleased them. She could tell. He came a little closer, which let Natasha take his entire cock deep into her mouth. Like Master, there was no hesitation: Master had commanded her to suck his cock, and so she did. There were no questions, no hesitations. Master’s orders were her world, and she obeyed them unquestioningly.

Alexei continued to thrust into her from behind, and the pleasure was beginning to build within her. Every thrust of his big, hard cock into her pussy spurred her lusts to new heights, bringing her closer and closer to the peak of her ecstasy. She could feel that deep tingle inside her, the tingle that meant she was going to come. Except it wouldn’t build any further- she knew that. She knew she could not come without her Master’s permission.

Her cocksucking skills had grown since she became Master’s pet, and David was unable to resist her mouth sucking and licking him to orgasm. He began to pump into her mouth with a frenetic pace, matching the rhythm of Alexei’s thrusts that were driving deep into her pussy. Finally, with a deep, manly grunt he shot his seed deep into her throat, and she drank it up, swallowing it all, never missing a beat even as Alexei’s thrusts began to speed up, ramming his cock into her pussy. Spent, David pulled his cock out of her mouth, and she cleaned him with her tongue even as she continued being fucked from behind.

She could feel Alexei giving in to his primal nature, his thrusts getting fiercer and fiercer. He slapped her ass, hard, sending a surge of pleasure through her ass, jolting into her body. The feeling of orgasm threatened to overwhelm her, the lust surging through her, but she knew that she could not come, no matter how hard Alexei’s thrusts became, no matter how much he filled her- not until her Master allowed her.

She felt Alexei reach his fever pitch as well, felt him tense up, felt him grunt and shake as he finally came inside her, filling her deep, his hips grinding onto hers in a primal urge to get deeper, ever deeper into her. Her own arousal reached a fever pitch- she wanted to come, needed to come, was almost there. She knew it was no use, but she continued to try. In a frenzy, she reached up an arm, snaking towards her clit, and started to play with her clit.

“Natasha, stop playing with yourself.” Dmitri said. She obeyed instantly, without question. She stayed there, on all fours, Alexei’s still hard cock inside her.

“Do you want to come?” he said. 

“Yes, Master.” She said.

“Then do one thing.” He said. “Tell me the CIA master encryption code.”

“It’s 3214563-Alpha-Niner-Tango.” She said, without hesitation. Master had ordered her to do something, so she did it.

“Good girl.” He said. He grinned. “I allow you to come.”

That deep tingle, the one that had bubbled just below the surface, erupted- into a tidal wave that slammed into Natasha. She bucked from the force of her orgasm, her arms growing weak as the crushing power of her ecstasy overtook her mind, her body. She moaned in irresistible pleasure, sinking to the floor as her arms gave out. Finally she lay down completely spent, her breasts pressed on the cold tile floor as she basked in the hazy, dreamlike, post-orgasmic state that she had come to know.

“That... that was the real code, wasn’t it?” Alexei said, still naked, still shocked at the entire events that transpired.

“Yes, it was.” Dmitri said. “She obeyed unconditionally. Her training consisted of some of the most advanced psychological torture resistance techniques in the world, and yet she fell.”

“Incredible.” David said, shaking his head. “And none of it worked.”

“Oh, it would have.” Dmitri said. “They just didn’t take into account pleasure.”

Dmitri leaned down, stroking Natasha idly. She cooed; his fingers always felt good on her skin, lightly grazing it, firmly stroking it, sliding deep into her pussy. And they should- after all, he had told her they did. And she always obeyed Master...
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