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Michelle checked her collar for the third time. White button-down, crisp, tucked clean into her black suit pants. Everything sat where it was supposed to sit. She'd ironed the shirt twice that morning, which was probably excessive, but the second pass had gotten a crease out near the left cuff that nobody else would have noticed. She noticed. That was enough.

The waiting room was quiet. Just her and a row of empty chairs and a closed door at the far end with a placard she couldn't read from this distance. Her briefing was at nine. It was eight fifty-two. She was early, which was the plan, which was always the plan.

She was ready.

She was certain she was.

Michelle Chen had volunteered for this. That part was important. Nobody had tapped her shoulder or pulled her name from a hat or assigned her because she was the most junior agent on the roster and therefore the most expendable. She'd raised her hand. She'd walked into the Deputy Director's office and said she wanted in on the new undercover program, whatever it was, and she'd said it like she meant it because she did mean it. Ambitious and proactive. Those were the words she wanted in her file. Those were the words that got you moved up, got you noticed, got you pulled into rooms where the actual decisions happened instead of left at your desk running database queries for people who were already in those rooms.

She crossed her legs, uncrossed them, then crossed them the other way. The chair was uncomfortable in the way all government furniture was uncomfortable; it had been purchased by someone who had never personally sat in a chair and wanted to make sure no one else enjoyed doing so either.

Eight fifty-four.

Her phone buzzed in her jacket pocket. She ignored it. Whoever it was could wait. She was in pre-briefing mode, which meant she was focused, which meant she was mentally reviewing everything she knew about the assignment, which was almost nothing. New undercover methodology. Experimental. Need a volunteer from the current trainee class. That was the extent of what the Director had told her, and she'd said yes on the spot because hesitation was the enemy of ambition. You didn't ask for the full syllabus before raising your hand. You raised your hand and then you figured it out.

Not that she hadn't tried to figure it out anyway. She'd spent two nights digging through every internal memo she had clearance for, looking for anything related to new undercover protocols. She'd found nothing, which either meant it was classified above her level or it was so new that the paperwork hadn't caught up yet. Both options made her nervous in different ways, but nervous was fine. Nervous meant she was paying attention.

Eight fifty-six.

Michelle smoothed her pants over her knee. She could feel her heartbeat in her fingertips, which was annoying. She wasn't scared. She was activated. There was a difference. Scared people wanted to leave. Activated people wanted the door to open already so they could get started.

Suddenly, the door opened.

The woman standing in the frame had a smile that was slightly too wide. Not in a way Michelle could pin down immediately; it was more that the expression seemed fixed, like it had been set there before she'd walked over and would remain long after the conversation ended. Her eyes matched the smile in the way a photograph matched the moment it captured. Close, but not moving.

"Agent Chen? We're ready for you."

Michelle stood, buttoned her jacket out of habit, and followed the woman through the door. The hallway was short. The room at the end of it was not what she'd expected.

White. Everything was white. The walls, the floor, the ceiling; all the same flat, seamless shade that made it difficult to tell where one surface ended and another began. It looked like a room that had been scrubbed of every identifying feature on purpose, like someone had gone through with an eraser and removed anything that might give a person something to look at. The lighting came from everywhere and nowhere. No visible fixtures, no shadows. Just uniform brightness that sat on her skin like a low hum.

It was sterile. That was the word. Sterile in the way an operating room was sterile, except operating rooms had equipment and trays and things that told you what was about to happen. This room had one thing: a chair in the center, facing the wall.

It looked like a dentist's chair. Padded, reclined slightly, with a headrest and armrests that curved in a way that suggested someone had put thought into ergonomics. It sat in the middle of all that white like it had grown there.

Michelle's training told her to catalog. She cataloged. One chair. No desk. No screen. No observation window that she could see, though that didn't mean there wasn't one. No second door. The woman with the smile was the only other person in the room, and she was already gesturing toward the chair with one hand, the other holding a tablet against her hip.

"Please, have a seat."

Michelle sat. The chair accepted her weight with a kind of slow, mechanical give that surprised her; it was comfortable. Genuinely comfortable. The padding contoured around her back and shoulders in a way that her body immediately approved of, and the headrest cradled the base of her skull like it had been measured for her specifically. Her black suit settled against the upholstery without bunching. Her hands found the armrests and rested there naturally.

She looked up at the ceiling. White. She looked at the wall she was facing. White. She looked at the woman, who was still smiling that same smile, tapping something on her tablet.

This was fine. She'd volunteered for this. She was ready.

She was certain she was.

"Rest your head back, please."

Michelle did. The headrest took the weight of her skull and she felt something mechanical shift behind her. A device lowered from somewhere above; she hadn't noticed it mounted there, which bothered her, because she was supposed to notice things. It settled around her head in a wide arc, curving from one temple to the other and around the back, holding her face forward toward the blank white wall. It wasn't tight. It wasn't painful. It simply removed the option of turning her head, and that distinction sat in her chest like a swallowed ice cube.

She could feel the edges of it resting just above her ears. Smooth material, slightly warm, like it had been running before she'd arrived. Her eyes were free. She could blink. She could look down if she moved just her eyes. But her head was fixed, and the wall in front of her was still nothing but white, and the woman was somewhere to her left now, outside the range of what the device allowed her to see.

For a moment, something cold and honest moved through Michelle's gut. She'd walked into a featureless white room and sat down in a chair and let someone put a device on her head that she couldn't identify, and she'd done all of it because she'd volunteered. Because she wanted her name on the short list. Because ambitious and proactive agents didn't hesitate at doors; they walked through them and dealt with whatever was on the other side.

Was she making a mistake?

The question surfaced fast and she pushed it down faster. This was sanctioned. This was official. This was happening inside a federal building with her name on a sign-in sheet and her supervisor's authorization on file. People didn't disappear from government briefing rooms. Not in her department.

This was her ticket. This was advancement. This was the thing that would separate her file from every other rookie file sitting in a stack on someone's desk. She'd wanted this. She still wanted this.

"Are you ready, Agent Chen?"

The woman's voice came from her left. Still pleasant. Still carrying that smile Michelle could hear even without seeing it.

"Yes," Michelle said. Her voice was steady, which she was grateful for. "I'm ready."

She didn't know what she was supposed to be ready for. The white wall offered nothing. The device around her head hummed faintly, a sound she felt more in her teeth than her ears.

She was ready. She was certain she was.

Then she heard a click somewhere behind her, and the room went dark.

Michelle's eyes widened on reflex, her pupils scrambling for input, and then the wall began to change. Color bled into the white surface directly in front of her; not projected onto it, not cast from a light source she could identify. The wall itself was shifting. The material, whatever it was, was producing color from within, like watching ink spread through wet paper except the ink was moving with intention, cycling through shades that didn't stay long enough to name.

Blue. Then not blue. Something between green and gold that existed for half a second before it slid into a deep, rolling violet. Then red, but not a red she'd seen before; it was thicker somehow, like it had weight to it, like she could feel it pressing against her eyes.

She couldn't look away.

That realization arrived quietly and without panic, which was strange, because it should have prompted panic. The device wasn't forcing her eyes open. She could blink. She was blinking. But between every blink her gaze went right back to the wall, right back to the colors, like her eyes had decided this was the only thing worth looking at and had overruled her entirely on the matter.

Michelle tried to focus on the current color. A warm amber, shifting at its edges. She tried to hold it, to fix it in her attention the way she'd fix a detail in a case file; just observe it, categorize it, be an agent looking at a thing. But the moment she felt her focus settle, it changed. The amber slid sideways into something cooler, something that pulled at her attention like a hand on her wrist, and the room around the wall seemed to dim further. Not darken. Dim. Like the colors were eating the periphery, swallowing the empty space between her and the surface until there was less room and more wall, less chair and more color.

She knew that wasn't physically happening. She was still in the chair. She could still feel the armrests under her palms, the headrest cradling her skull, the faint hum of the device around her temples. The room was the same size it had been thirty seconds ago.

But it didn't feel the same size. Every time the color shifted, the boundary between where Michelle ended and where the wall began got a little harder to find. The colors weren't just in front of her. They were around her. They were filling the dark space that used to be the room, pressing in gently from every direction, and each shift pulled her attention deeper like a current she hadn't noticed she was standing in until it was already at her knees.

The chair went first. One moment she could feel the padding against her back, the armrests under her hands, the slight pressure of the device around her temples. The next moment those sensations were simply gone, not yanked away but dissolved, like they'd been slowly thinning out for a while and she just hadn't noticed until there was nothing left to notice.

Then the room. The darkness around the colors had been shrinking for a while now, the edges of her awareness pulling inward like a closing aperture, and at some point the darkness finished its work and there was no room anymore. No ceiling. No floor. No sense of a space she was sitting inside of. Just the colors.

Then her body. She couldn't feel her legs. She couldn't feel her hands. She couldn't feel the crisp white fabric of her shirt against her collarbone or the waistband of her suit pants or her shoes or any of the small, constant physical signals that told a person they existed inside a shape. Michelle Chen was somewhere, but the somewhere had no edges and the Michelle had no body and the only thing that remained was her eyes and what was in front of them.

Colors. Shifting, rolling, cycling colors that moved through her field of vision like weather. She was inside them now. Not watching them; inside them. It was like being underwater, except the water was light, and the light kept changing, and every change carried her further from the surface she'd been floating near.

She tried to name them. That felt important. Naming things was what agents did; you observed, you categorized, you filed. A wash of something warm moved through her vision and she reached for the word. Orange. Almost. Close. But by the time the word formed, the color was already something else, something that lived between teal and silver that she didn't have a name for at all. She reached for that one too and it was already gone, replaced by a deep swelling rose that filled everything and then slid into a pale, trembling gold.

Her brain kept reaching. The colors kept moving. She was always one beat behind, always arriving at the station after the train had pulled away, and each failed attempt to catch up left her a little less certain that catching up mattered. The colors didn't care if she named them. They shifted regardless. They moved through her vision with a patience that felt almost gentle, like they were waiting for her to stop trying.

Suddenly, there were words.

They arrived between the colors, or inside them, or behind them. Michelle couldn't tell. They were too fast to pin down spatially, too fast to separate from the shifting light that carried them. A flash of white text buried inside a rolling wave of cerulean, gone before her conscious mind could do more than register that something had been there.

BLANK.

The word hit her like a stone dropped into still water. She didn't read it so much as receive it, the shape of it bypassing her eyes and landing somewhere deeper, somewhere below the part of her brain that analyzed and filed and categorized. It was just there. In her. And the thought she'd been half-forming about the colors dissolved around it like smoke.

EMPTY.

Another flash. Another stone. Michelle felt something shift behind her eyes, a subtle rearrangement, like furniture being moved in a room she couldn't access. She'd been thinking something. She was sure she'd been thinking something. She couldn't remember what it was. She reached for it and the reaching itself felt slow, heavy, like pushing her hand through wet sand.

VACANT.

The word pulsed through a wash of deep violet and Michelle's attempt to reach for her lost thought simply stopped. Not because she'd decided to stop. The mechanism that produced the reaching had been quietly unplugged. She was still aware. She was still in there, somewhere behind her eyes, watching the colors move. But the part of her that generated thoughts, that produced the constant low chatter of observation and analysis and opinion that had been running in the back of her skull since she was old enough to have opinions, was going quiet.

BLANK.

She tried to think. She tried to form a sentence inside her own head, any sentence, something simple. Her name. Her rank. Why she was here. The words wouldn't come. Each time she felt the edge of a thought beginning to form, a flash arrived and shoved it aside like a hand sweeping crumbs off a table. Clean. Efficient. Total.

EMPTY.

Her mind was a room and someone was removing the furniture. Methodically. Quickly. Every surface she reached for was bare.

VACANT.

Michelle stared into the colors. The colors shifted. The words flashed. Her brain absorbed them the way a sponge absorbed water; it didn't choose to, it just did, because that was what it was built to do, and whatever these words were doing to her, they were doing it faster than she could mount a defense she no longer remembered she needed.

BLANK.

Her mother's face. Michelle had a clear picture of it, sharp and specific, the way she looked when she was pretending not to be proud; that tight-lipped expression she wore at Michelle's graduation, eyes wet, jaw set. It was there. It was vivid. It was gone. The colors shifted and the memory slid out of her like water through a drain, and the space where it had been was smooth and featureless and she couldn't remember what had just been there.

EMPTY.

Her apartment. The layout of it. The kitchen with the window that stuck. The bookshelf she'd assembled wrong and never fixed because the lean gave it character. The coffee mug with the chipped handle that she used every morning because it was the right size. All of it was thinning, losing resolution, the details dissolving first and then the shapes and then the fact that there had ever been a place she went home to at the end of the day.

VACANT.

Her plans. She'd had plans. She was certain she'd had plans. Something about advancement, something about a file with her name on it, something about being the kind of person who raised her hand. The specifics were already gone. The general shape held for another second, a vague sense of forward momentum, of wanting something, and then that went too.

BLANK.

Her feelings. The nervousness she'd carried into this room. The pride. The ambition that had walked her through the door and sat her down in this chair and made her say yes. She could feel them leaving, not painfully, not even unpleasantly. They were just lifting off, one by one, like papers caught in a draft, spinning away into the colors and not coming back.

EMPTY.

Her name. She had one. She knew she had one. Two syllables. Maybe. Something that started with... it started with...

VACANT.

The colors shifted. The words flashed. Whatever had started with whatever letter was gone now, swept clean along with everything else, and the thing sitting in the chair didn't notice it was missing because noticing required a framework and the framework had been removed.

BLANK.

Her brain was a hard drive being reformatted.

EMPTY.

Sector by sector, file by file, everything she had ever been was being written over with nothing.

VACANT.

Clean white nothing that matched the walls she could no longer remember seeing.

BLANK.

Every pass took more.

EMPTY.

Every flash scrubbed deeper.

VACANT.

The parts of her that had opinions about this were already gone. The parts of her that might have been afraid were already gone. The parts of her that knew what fear was were already gone. The words kept flashing. The colors kept shifting. And the thing in the chair kept absorbing, because absorbing was all it had left.

Then the colors shifted. The words changed.

OBEY.

It landed in the empty space where her ambition used to be. Settled into it. Fit perfectly, the way a key fit a lock that had been waiting for it, and there was nothing inside her to question why it was there. No framework to evaluate it against. No memories of being a person who made her own decisions. No concept of decisions at all. The word just was, and she absorbed it, and it became part of the blankness like a letter printed on a clean page.

SUBMIT.

It filled another space. Deeper this time, somewhere behind her sternum, somewhere in the place where her pride had lived before the colors had swept it out. The word didn't push against anything. There was nothing to push against. It moved into her the way air moved into a vacuum; effortlessly, inevitably, because empty space wanted to be filled and this was what was filling it.

FOLLOW.

Michelle's hands were resting on the armrests. She couldn't feel them, but they were there. Her body was in the chair. Her eyes were open. The colors kept cycling and the words kept flashing and each one found a home inside her head with less effort than the last, because each one that landed made the next one easier. OBEY made room for SUBMIT. SUBMIT made room for FOLLOW. Each word was a brick in a foundation that was being laid on clean, scraped ground.

COMPLY.

Something that might have been recognition flickered in the very back of whatever was left. A faint signal, distant and dying, like a radio station fading out on a long drive. This was the briefing. This was the new undercover method. This was what she had volunteered for. The signal pulsed once, weakly, reaching for a response that didn't exist anymore, and then the next flash came and it went quiet.

OBEY. SUBMIT. FOLLOW. COMPLY.

The words cycled. They repeated. They layered on top of themselves, each pass pressing them deeper, and the thing in the chair received them with the same passive efficiency it had received everything else. There was no resistance because there was nothing to resist with. There was no fear because there was nothing to be afraid with. There was only the empty space and the words that were filling it, and the words were simple, and the words were clear, and they were becoming the only thing she knew.

OBEY.

She knew that one. It was hers now.

SUBMIT.

That one too.

FOLLOW.

The colors kept shifting.

COMPLY.

The words kept flashing. And something new was being built inside the blank, quiet space that used to be Michelle Chen. Something new. Something different.

The colors carried pictures now.

A woman standing at attention. Spine straight, eyes forward, hands flat against her thighs. The image flashed for less than a second but it printed itself into the blankness with the permanence of a tattoo. This was what OBEY looked like. The empty space where Michelle's training had been, the procedural knowledge of how to stand in a briefing room and look competent, absorbed the image and made it structure. This was how you stood. This was correct.

SUBMIT.

A woman bowing. Head low, shoulders curved forward, the back of her neck exposed. The image settled into the space where her self-respect had lived, the quiet pride she'd carried in her posture, in her crisp white shirt, in the way she'd checked her collar three times that morning. That space was furnished now. This was what SUBMIT looked like. This was the shape your body made when you were doing it right.

FOLLOW.

A woman on her knees. The image was clear and specific and it landed in the place where Michelle's ambitions had been, the plans she'd had about advancement and short lists and being noticed. That architecture was gone. This replaced it. This was what advancement looked like. This was the correct position.

COMPLY.

A woman on all fours. Head down. Waiting. The image filled the space where her dignity had been, the professional composure she'd built over years of proving she belonged in rooms full of people who assumed she didn't. All of that was clean, empty floor now, and the image settled onto it without resistance.

OBEY.

A woman wearing a collar. It sat close against her throat, simple and fitted, and the image landed in the part of her brain that used to understand what clothing meant. The crisp white shirt. The black suit. The ironed cuffs. Those concepts were hollow shells now and this filled them. This was what you wore. This was the thing that told you who you were.

SUBMIT.

A woman on a leash. The leash was held by a hand she couldn't see and the woman's expression was serene in a way that the thing in the chair recognized, because it was the same blankness she was feeling right now. No conflict. No thought. Just the leash and the hand and the direction it pulled.

Each image created context. Each image built a framework inside the space the words had cleared. She had no memories to compare them against, no experiences to contradict them, no values to reject them with. They were the first things she'd ever known, as far as the empty architecture of her brain was concerned. They weren't replacing anything. They were filling nothing. And nothing accepted everything.

OBEY.

The images cycled with the words.

SUBMIT.

Women kneeling.

FOLLOW.

Women waiting.

COMPLY.

Women collared and leashed and positioned and still. Each one pressed deeper into the blank, clean surface of her mind, and each one left a mark that felt less like an instruction and more like a memory she'd always had. A thing she'd always been.

Then the words changed again.

SLAVE.

It landed like the others had. Clean and easy, slotting into the architecture that OBEY and SUBMIT and FOLLOW and COMPLY had built. But this one went deeper. This one didn't fill a single space; it filled all of them at once, connecting the other words together like a wire running through a circuit board. OBEY because SLAVE. SUBMIT because SLAVE. FOLLOW because SLAVE. COMPLY because SLAVE. The word was a foundation under the foundation, and everything above it clicked into place with a quiet, structural certainty.

HAPPY.

The thing in the chair felt something for the first time since the colors had started. A warmth, spreading out from behind its sternum, filling the empty space where emotions used to be kept. It wasn't complex. It wasn't layered. It was a single, clean signal, and it felt good. This was what HAPPY was. This was the correct feeling. The blankness had been neutral. This was better. This was reward.

HORNY.

Heat. Lower. Different from the warmth but connected to it, building on it, a second signal arriving right behind the first and intertwining with it so tightly that the thing in the chair couldn't tell where HAPPY ended and HORNY began. They were the same thing. They were the same instruction. Be happy. Be horny. These were not two commands. They were one command that lived in two places in the body.

PET.

The word settled over everything else like a blanket. Soft. Total. This was what she was. Not an agent. Not a rookie. Not a woman in a crisp white shirt who'd volunteered for advancement. A pet. The word carried warmth and simplicity and the absolute absence of expectation beyond the other words it sat on top of. A pet obeyed. A pet submitted. A pet followed. A pet complied. A pet was happy. A pet was horny. A pet was owned.

The images shifted with the words, and now the women in the images looked familiar. Dark hair. A white button-down that was rumpled and open. Features that she recognized without having a name to attach them to, because names had been scrubbed out early and thoroughly. The woman in the images was her. She knew this the way she knew the words; not through reasoning, not through comparison, but through the deep, structural certainty of a mind that had nothing else in it to contradict the information.

She was the woman on her knees, naked, mouth open, eyes glazed and happy.

She was the woman on all fours with a collar around her throat and her back arched and a look on her face that was pure, uncomplicated need.

She was the woman with her legs spread, head tipped back, fingers between her thighs, moaning at a ceiling she couldn't see.

SLAVE.

Each image pressed deeper.

HAPPY.

Each repetition layered on the last.

HORNY.

The thing in the chair could feel its body again now, but it felt different than before.

PET.

The suit and the shirt were fabric against skin that was warm and flushed and sensitive. Her thighs pressed together in the chair and the pressure sent a signal up through her that connected directly to the word HORNY and the word HAPPY and both of them fed into PET and PET fed into SLAVE and the whole circuit hummed.

She was the woman in the images. Happy and horny and needy and obedient. She had always been the woman in the images. There was no before. There was no Michelle Chen who had ironed her shirt twice and arrived eight minutes early and wanted her name on a list. There was only this. The colors and the words and the images and the warm, simple, desperate certainty that she was exactly what they were telling her she was.

AWAKE.

The word hit differently than the others. It didn't settle. It detonated. White light flooded her vision as the colors vanished, all of them, all at once, like a television snapping off, and the room crashed back into existence around her. The chair. The walls. The ceiling. The device around her head. All of it arriving simultaneously, like waking up from a dream where you'd forgotten you had a body and suddenly every nerve ending was reporting in at once.

Michelle gasped.

Her lungs pulled air like she'd been holding her breath, and the air was cold against her throat, and her throat was dry, and she was sweating. She could feel it on her forehead, along her hairline, in the small of her back where her white button-down was sticking to her skin. The shirt was damp. The suit jacket felt heavy on her shoulders in a way it hadn't before. Her entire body was flushed, radiating heat through the fabric like she'd just sprinted up a flight of stairs.

She blinked. The room was bright again. White walls. White ceiling. She was in the chair. She was in the briefing room. She was...

Why was she here?

Michelle searched for the answer and found nothing. She'd been doing something. She'd been waiting for something. She was an agent, she knew that much, and she was in a room, and there was a chair, and beyond that the details simply weren't there. It was like reaching for a shelf and finding it empty. Not broken, not damaged. Just empty. Clean.

Her face was smiling. She noticed this the way you'd notice a lamp was on; it was just the current state of things. Her cheeks were lifted, her lips were parted slightly, and the expression sat on her face with a permanence that didn't feel forced. It felt like the way her face was supposed to be. Resting. Natural. Happy.

She was very aroused. That registered next, arriving with the same casual certainty as the smile. Her underwear was wet. Her thighs were pressed together and the pressure felt good in a way that made her want to press harder. Her skin was sensitive under the damp fabric of her shirt; she could feel every thread against her collarbone, her stomach, the tops of her breasts. Everything was heightened. Everything was warm.

The woman with the smile was standing to her left. Michelle could see her now, at the edge of her peripheral vision, tablet still against her hip, expression unchanged. Still smiling. Still fixed.

Michelle was smiling too. The same way. Wide and set and comfortable. The device around her head clicked, and began to retract.

Then the woman stepped into her line of sight. Same smile. Same expression. Tablet lowered to her side now, like the recording phase was over and the testing phase had begun. She stood directly in front of the chair, looking down at Michelle with eyes that assessed without warmth.

"Agent Chen. What is your role?"

"Slave."

The word left her mouth before the question finished settling in her ears. There was no pause. No consideration. No moment where Michelle's brain evaluated the question, weighed possible responses, and selected one. The word was simply there, loaded and ready, and her lips delivered it with the same easy confidence she'd once used to say her badge number. Her voice was calm. Pleasant. She was still smiling.

Some distant, buried flicker registered that this was an unusual answer. An agent in a briefing room, wearing a black suit and a white button-down, responding to a professional question with that word. But the flicker had no weight behind it. It was a reflex from hardware that had been wiped; a ghost signal from a circuit that no longer connected to anything.

"What is your purpose?"

"To serve."

Same speed. Same tone. Same effortless delivery, like she was reading from a script she'd memorized years ago and had recited every morning since. Her hands were still resting on the armrests. Her body was still warm. Her underwear was still wet and she still didn't find that unusual because nothing about any of this was unusual. This was a question she knew the answer to. She had always known the answer to it.

"What is your goal?"

"To obey."

Michelle heard her own voice say it and felt the warmth in her chest pulse in response. The word connected to something deep inside her, something structural, something that had been built into the foundation of whatever she was now. To obey felt correct the way breathing felt correct. It wasn't a choice. It wasn't an aspiration. It was a mechanical fact about what she was and how she operated.

The woman made a note on her tablet. One quick tap. Her smile didn't change. "Training was successful," the woman said. The words came out in the same pleasant, even tone she'd used for everything else. She tapped her tablet twice and tucked it under her arm. "You should report for your next assignment. After changing, of course."

Michelle nodded. The nod was automatic. The smile was automatic. Everything was automatic now.

"You'll need something more comfortable for your new life as a sex toy."

The sentence landed inside Michelle's head and found no resistance. No shock. No objection. The words "sex toy" settled into the architecture the same way SLAVE and PET and OBEY had settled; they were just more information about what she was, and what she was had already been established so thoroughly that additional details were simply filed without review. Sex toy. Yes. That tracked. That fit the framework. That was consistent with everything she knew about herself, which was very little and very clear.

She stood up from the chair. Her legs were unsteady for a moment; she'd been sitting for longer than she realized, though she couldn't remember how long because she couldn't remember most of the session at all. Her suit pants were creased where her thighs had been pressed together. Her white button-down was rumpled and damp with sweat, clinging to her stomach and her lower back. She looked down at herself and felt a distant, sourceless assessment that these clothes were wrong. Not wrong as in inappropriate. Wrong as in they belonged to someone else. Someone who needed to look professional and put-together and competent. She didn't need those things.

She needed to be comfortable. She needed to be accessible. She needed to report for her next assignment and be whatever her next assignment required her to be, which was the same thing every assignment would require her to be, because she only had one function.

"Where do I change?" Her voice was pleasant and steady and still smiling. The question was practical. She was good at practical. Practical was all she had left.

The woman gestured toward a door that Michelle hadn't noticed before, set into the white wall to her right. Michelle walked toward it on legs that were still warm and slightly shaky, her ruined shirt pulling against her skin with every step, her underwear wet and clinging and reminding her with each stride that she was aroused and that being aroused was normal and that everything about this was exactly how it was supposed to be.

She didn't look back at the chair. She didn't think about what had happened in it. She walked toward the door with her wide, fixed smile and her damp suit and her empty, obedient mind, and she was happy.

She was ready.

She was going to be so good at this.
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The plan was simple: get in shape.

Michelle and Tracy have been "getting serious" about fitness since January, but the only thing to show for it is a purple resistance band gathering dust on the doorknob. When Tracy discovers a "subconscious reprogramming" hypnosis program on a mysterious lavender website, Michelle is skeptical. It looks like a scam, but she agrees to five minutes of the video just to prove her roommate wrong.

But the program doesn't care about skepticism.

As the hypnotic spirals and binaural beats take hold, the girls find their minds being scoured clean of every thought, memory, and hesitation. Through a series of powerful post-hypnotic suggestions, their goals are twisted. The drive to exercise is replaced by a bottomless, primal hunger and an eroticized compulsion toward gluttony.

Follow Michelle and Tracy's transformation from roommates into mindless, bloated shells of their former selves. In a afternoon lost to a trance, they discover that when you unlock your "body’s deepest potential," you might just find yourself hungry for everything you once tried to avoid.

Subconscious Gains: An Erotic Mind Control Story

Jennifer is a collector of fitness attempts. Her apartment is a graveyard of unused yoga apps, dusty resistance bands, and a Planet Fitness membership she’s used exactly eleven times. Like many, she lives in the gap between the person she is and the person she wants to be—the one who doesn't dread the gym and can finally fit into the "optimistic" medium shorts buried in her drawer.

When she spends thirty-two dollars on a set of guided motivation sessions, she expects the usual marketing fluff. Instead, she finds a frequency that doesn't just motivate—it reconstructs.

As the binaural beats sync with her heart rate, Jennifer discovers that true "sustainable fitness" requires letting go of everything. Her worries, her hesitation, and finally, her very willpower. Under the influence of a low, seductive voice, Jennifer's body finds a new purpose. The tension she's carried for years vanishes, replaced by a heavy, boneless obedience that feels better than any workout ever could.

She thought she was buying a way to change her body. She ended up finding a Voice that wants to own it.

By the time the session ends, Jennifer is refreshed, aroused, and ready to recommend the app to everyone she knows. She feels amazing, but she isn't the one in control anymore. Beneath her ordinary life, the architecture of a new Jennifer has been installed—one that exists only to serve, to obey, and to press play again.

Subconscious Hunger: An Erotic Mind Control Story

Control is just an illusion. Efficiency is just a mask. And Katie Phan is about to be unmade.

Katie is the definition of "high-strung." As a successful CPA who owns her apartment outright, she has built her life on a foundation of spreadsheets, Pilates, and an iron-clad willpower. She doesn't have time for pseudoscience, and she certainly doesn't believe in hypnosis.

But her friend Beth won't stop pushing a mysterious audio file called Total Reinvigoration. To end the nagging, Katie finally presses play. She expects a scam; she gets a total psychological overhaul.

As the surround-sound frequencies fill her living room, the "little wire" of Katie’s resolve begins to snap. One by one, her memories, her professional discipline, and her very identity dissolve into smoke. In the hollow space left behind, a new set of instructions takes root—connecting obedience to a primal, overwhelming pleasure.

When Katie wakes up, she thinks she just had a long nap. She doesn't realize her conscious mind is now just a costume. She doesn't notice that her cravings have become absolute, or that her body is changing with every "snack." Underneath the surface, the file is still running, steering her toward a life of mindless consumption and a desperate need to spread the word.
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