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Chapter 1: Creation

"Finally!"

Tiffany laid back in her chair, eyes closed. The blonde had been worked day and night on her newest project, something she was certain was going to make her life much, much easier. A bit of a nerd, the slightly chubby woman had always been into programming, and as her life had progressed, she'd become increasingly interested in the concept of artificial intelligence. More specifically, she'd become interested in using it to make other things that she'd been interested in before.

Before AIs, she'd been interested in self hypnosis, fascinated by the idea of using one's mind like a computer, programming whatever one wanted into it. She'd never had much success with it, but the idea had stuck with her, which eventually bloomed into a fantasy that she was certain she'd never reveal to anyone. That said, she'd been struck by an idea while looking at various pieces of art generated by AIs; what if the same thing could be done with hypnotic signals?

Well, it was a bit more complicated than that. Just generating audio waves wouldn't be interesting enough. No, she wanted to be able to have it take a bunch of inputs, maybe scan some things, and then generate what the user wanted based on that. Perhaps even creating custom fantasies or triggers! But all of that seemed like it would be far in the future. For now, just having it scan things and generate patterns or audio was good enough.

It had practically become Tiffany's baby in the previous few months; she'd spent all her free time on it, something which her roommates had noticed but were unable to do anything about. Tiffany was Tiffany; if she put her mind to something, no one was going to stop her. There was just one last thing to do: test it.

The real question was, what should she use as her inputs? She didn't want to use anything too odd, or too esoteric; that would just skew her results. No, what she needed was something more direct... Of course, the answer seemed obvious when it came to her: she should just use her own computer, and all the hypnosis based things that were on it.

Setting her new AI to work, Tiffany finally left her room to refresh herself; it would take a little bit of time for the AI to scan everything after all.

"There you are. I was wondering if you had died or something." Lacy's voice conveyed the usual amount of sarcasm; she was never particularly happy that one of her roommates was always isolating themselves in their room.

Slightly taller than Tiffany, with straight blonde hair in contrast to Tiffany's natural curls, Lacy was the sort of athletic go-getter everyone thought of when they imagined a headstrong woman. Where Tiffany was reserved, Lacy was forward; where Tiffany was slightly chubby, Lacy was tone and athletic from regular gym trips. Where Tiffany kept to herself, Lacy involved herself in everyone's affairs.

"Nope, not dead. Just busy." Tiffany shrugged as she took a sip of her drink. "New project has been on my mind. Pretty sure it's going to work out too."

"Should I even ask what it is?"

"Only if you want the details of an artificial intelligence that makes things based on what I give it."

"Nope, not interested." Lacy stood up, grabbing her phone from the counter. "Not going to get sucked into an hours long discussion on the technical specs with you."

"What, have something better to be doing," Tiffany teased.

"Only a gym trip and then some well needed rest before work tomorrow."

"Well, maybe when you get back I'll have something for you. Resting and relaxation is the theme for my first test."

Lacy rolled her eyes. "Uh huh, alright." And with that, Lacy was out of the room, leaving Tiffany to return to her lair. To her surprise, the AI she'd programmed was working much faster than she expected; it had apparently already analyzed all the data she'd given it and was already making things. What things, she wasn't really sure yet.

"You know, I'm getting the feeling this is going to be garbage." After all, it took how many times for Edison to make the light bulb work? Whatever it was going to spit out, it likely wasn't going to be good. Tiffany's first instinct was to stop it, but she held off; even if what it made was bad, it would still give her valuable data. So for now, she'd simply watch and wait, and hope whatever was coming out the other side was good.

Once it finished, Tiffany grabbed her headphones and plugged them in; it seemed it had made an audio and video component. That wasn't too strange, she had plenty of self hypnosis files she'd made over the course of her life in the files that she had the AI use as a base. The question was whether or not it was any good.

Steeling herself for something terrible, she opened the video file. Immediately, binaural beats hit her ears; amazingly enough, she was pretty sure that they were almost an exact match to some she'd made herself once before, if slightly modified. The video itself wasn't anything fancy either, just a kind of spiral shape.

Or was it a kaleidoscope?

Or was it a bunch of colored circles?

Honestly, it was really hard to figure out what it was, but it was certainly hypnotic. In fact, it was so hypnotic that Tiffany didn't even notice how her eyes were locked on the colors and shapes in front of her. She wasn't paying attention to the rhythmic sounds in her ears. She wasn't at all conscious of the fact that the world around her seemed to be melting away, disappearing into the video she was watching.

Little by little, Tiffany's body relaxed, her gaze focused intently on the video before her eyes. She slumped back slightly, her eyes clouding over and losing focus, as she slowly slipped into a light trance. Little did she know that the AI she'd made had worked a little too well; it had used what she had made and improved it, looking for the optimal ways to put someone into a trance. She'd worked hard to do that for herself; it had just managed to do it better.

Slowly, Tiffany's mouth began to hang open, her eyes entirely glazed over as the video continued. Her mind was emptying, her brain draining away like water in a bathtub after you pulled the plug. All her knowledge, all her thoughts, all her memories were disappearing, and Tiffany was returning to a very blank, very empty state.

A very blank, very empty, very programmable state. A state where, unbeknownst to her, the AI could slip anything it had created into her subconscious... and Tiffany would be none the wiser. Her mind was an open book for the AI she'd created.

More than that, Tiffany was entirely unaware that in the files she'd provided it, there was more than just the relaxation files she'd attempted to make. There were also the erotic files. The files that were more fantasy than reality for her, the files she'd made to be more roleplay than actual hypnosis. Files that, in the hands of her AI, were now all too real.

Not that Tiffany was aware. Her mind, the open book that it was, was slowly being rewritten. Urges and desires were slipped into her subconscious with ease, all based on the fantasies she'd cooked up before. Perhaps the lucky part was that the AI was still rough around the edges; it couldn't really change her too much... or could it?

Tiffany slumped down deeper into her chair, lightly drooling out the side of her mouth as her empty gaze remained transfixed on the pretty colors before her. Little by little, more was added. Little by little, Tiffany's mind was changed.

Until suddenly, it was over.

Tiffany blinked a few times, wiping her mouth with her sleeve. She felt amazingly relaxed; better than she'd ever felt when she'd tried it on her own before. More than that though, she felt excited; her creation had worked! Sure, it needed some improvements, but she could make those.

No, she would make those. She needed to make those. Nothing was more important than improving her creation. Making it better. Making it stronger. More potent. More-

Suddenly, Tiffany stole a gaze at the clock and gasped. She'd been out far longer than she realized; at least five hours had gone by since she opened the AI's created file. That would need to be changed for sure; she couldn't afford to slip away for hours and hours like that...

But for now, she needed to sleep. Really sleep. And when she woke up, that's when the real work would begin...


Chapter 2: Refinement

A week had passed since Tiffany's first experience. In that time, she'd spent nearly every waking moment working on her AI, giving it more and more things to use and data. Strangely, she'd found herself giving it more erotic things to learn from, but every time she found herself questioning it or hesitating, the thought just seemed to pop out of her head, like a bubble bursting in the air.

It wasn't important anyway. She just needed to make it better. Stronger. Make it possible for her to go deeper even quicker. That at least, she had managed to do. Tiffany had managed to drop herself just as deep and come out feeling just as good in as little as thirty minutes; and having found that out, she had begun to draw up plans and goals for new ways to use her creation.

It was like her mind was racing all the time; she was practically in a state of mania, drawing up plans and coming up with ideas in a way she'd never done before. Never in her life had Tiffany been so motivated or so driven; never in her life had she ever had so many ideas so quickly. One idea that she had been working with was trying to make the AI tailor what it put out to the person it was intended for...

Which was only herself, right? She wasn't going to show anyone else this, right? After all, it wasn't like her roommates would like it. It wouldn't be like Lacy would be into it. She'd never let her brain melt. She'd never let herself become a mindless, empty, programmable toy...

Tiffany shook her head, trying to refocus herself. For some reason, she really wanted to convince Lacy to try it. Her, and her other roommates. Maybe other people too. But to do that, she really needed to improve her model! That way, they'd drop faster, become more submissive, become more obedient...

Tiffany rubbed her thighs together. Why was thinking about this turning her on? Why didn't she care? No, she should want this. It was only right that she share the good thing she'd made with people, once it was perfected...

Speaking of which, she was pretty sure she was ready for the newest test experience. Sure, she'd been melting her brain over and over again since the first experience, but this time was different. She'd fed her model a bunch of specific stuff that she was interested in, not to mention a bunch of porn too. She wasn't sure why she'd done that, but it did seem like a good idea...

For now though, all that was left was for her to sit down and try it. It wouldn't take long, that much she was certain of. Putting her earbuds in, she felt the rush of excitement she'd come to expect when she was about to click play. It was like her body had become trained to feel it, like a dog. But she wasn't like that. Definitely not.

It took less than a minute for Tiffany's brain to pop like a balloon after she clicked play. Falling back in her seat, her mind melted away, as sounds and colors filled all the places where thoughts had been a moment before. Not that she missed them; she couldn't even remember what it was she was supposed to miss.

Tiffany's mind and body had become well trained to drop at this point. Now, after so much tinkering brought on by the AI's creations, she was about to take a new step she hadn't before. New sensations filled Tiffany's mind, and her body responded appropriately. She began to breathe heavily, face flushing as she squirmed in her seat. Arousal flooded her mind, as new pathways were created; new ideas and desires cementing themselves deep inside her subconscious.

But the cherry on top, the thing that tied it all together and really hammered it into her being was the fact that her body was responding naturally to the stimuli. Her hand reached beneath the waistband of her leggings; in her current state, Tiffany hadn't even noticed how wet she was.

And Tiffany was very, very wet. She'd already soaked through her panties and leggings, to the point a small puddle was forming on her chair. Not that it mattered. She was unconcerned with that right now. Instead, she busied herself trying to reach climax, something that she couldn't seem to do no matter how hard she tried.

She'd never been more aroused either. Tiffany was panting, moaning, ready to beg her own creation for release, as her fingers worked her clit, trying everything to reach climax. A climax that was denied to her. She'd do anything for it, she was certain of it. She'd do anything, believe anything, submit to anything, if only she was allowed to cum. If only she was allowed to-

Sucking in air suddenly, and letting out a high pitched moan, Tiffany's eyes went cross as she reached a climax stronger than any she'd ever felt before. Her body shook as she came, the suggestions and commands of her AI creation hammered into place in her mind as she reached climax.

But if she had expected only one climax, she would have been extremely wrong. As soon as the first climax ended, a second began, harder and more intense than the first. Again Tiffany moaned, her body practically convulsing as her hand worked and her fluids ran down her legs. She was sitting in a puddle at this point, but it didn't matter at all; she needed this, needed it more than she'd ever needed anything.

Tiffany was certain now, she'd give everything to feel like this all the time; unaware of what her creation was doing, Tiffany had no way of knowing that it was making her want this, making her desire this as much as she desired anything else.

But the model's creation went further. Further than she'd ever imagined it going. Further than she ever imagined herself going. It wasn't enough to stimulate herself. It wasn't enough to submit. No, she needed to be good. She needed to be obedient. She needed to give herself over to this feeling, to make herself into the very model of a brainwashed toy...

No, there was one difference. There was one thing the model had picked up on that Tiffany hadn't realized. She wasn't going to be a mere toy. She wasn't going to be a mere brainwashed doll to be played with. No, she was going to be the one making the toys. She was going to be the one playing with people.

Images of herself using everyone she knew however she wanted accompanied the climaxes that crashed over Tiffany's mind. She was on the ground now, begging for more, mindlessly swearing to be a good girl for her would be master. But there was more. She needed to be a master too. No, a mistress! A proper mistress.

Cumming again, Tiffany could see herself standing over her roommates, her friends, even her own mother. She could see herself lording over her old coworkers, as they begged her the same way she was begging her model created file right then.

Her brain was like wet clay, being shaped and molded and turned into something without her ever knowing that she'd ever been anything else... and how she loved it. She wanted more. She needed more. She needed more than she could even put to words. She needed-

Suddenly, with one final climax, Tiffany's whole body shuddered, and she collapsed in a heap on the floor. Drenched in sweat, covered in her own fluids, Tiffany looked less like the nerdy girl everyone knew her as, and more like some kind of porn star after a serious fucking session.

Whining to herself, she tried to move; she'd never felt so sore and yet so elated at the same time. It was like she was high, like every unnecessary thing was removed from her head. She had purpose now, more than ever before. She might look like someone who had just been through a gang-bang, but she had never been happier or more certain of herself and what she needed to do.

But first, she needed to change. And shower. And then get to work on the next step. Now, more than ever, she knew she'd experienced everything enough for herself. What she needed now, what she needed more than anything else, was to craft things for others...

Starting with her roommates. And she knew just who to work on first...


Chapter 3: Replication

Tiffany spent the next few days making her plans. She'd made her decision: the first subject she'd work on was Lacy. The reasons were simple enough. First and foremost, she was the forward and demanding type; it would be easy to see how she was effective if it worked. Sure, it might go somewhat poorly if it didn't work, but all the doubts had long since been removed from Tiffany's mind.

But there were other reasons too. The idea of having someone who was usually so demanding being under her thumb was intoxicating. And what was even better, she knew that if she could convert her, she'd have no problem convincing her other roommates, because Lacy would be the perfect spokeswoman for what she wanted to do. If Lacy trusted it, the others would without question.

Tiffany had given her AI plenty to work with; what she needed and wanted was an employee. A manager. Someone who could handle things for Tiffany while Tiffany focused on her AI model. Now, it was just a matter of doing it.

Waiting for her to get home from work though was agonizing. Every minute seemed to last forever. Was she being too eager? She'd need to hold that down. But it was so hard for her to contain herself, the possibilities swimming in her head as freely as her inspiration did. Her experiences dropping herself had given her an almost manic sensation, urges overpowering her reason more often than not. She couldn't stop, even if she had wanted to.

Finally, the door opened, and Lacy walked through the door, tossing her work shirt off to the side. Slumping into a chair, she let out a decidedly annoyed huff. "God, I hate my job."

"Bad day?" Tiffany slid into the room, trying to act casual, like she hadn't been waiting for Lacy to get home for the last hour or so.

"The worst. I swear, I'm going to quit soon."

"You've said that for the last year, though."

"Well, I mean it this time."

"They'll certainly be unlucky to lose you! I mean, you work so hard after all."

"Damn right I do." The straight haired blonde huffed. "Not that I have much way to make it better for myself through working hard though."

"True... Although, I might have something that will make you feel better now."

"That so?" Lacy gave Tiffany a wary look. "Another one of your ideas?"

"Well yes. But this one isn't like the others. And I've already tried it out myself."

"Okay, hit me. What nonsense are you doing this time."

"It's not nonsense!" Tiffany huffed. "I've been experimenting with binaural beats and stuff. It's really relaxing! And you just gotta put it on in the background when you're stressed." All of that was a lie, but she knew if she was honest she'd never get Lacy to agree. The skeptic would never just go along with something if it was too weird.

"I've heard of those before. They are supposed to be relaxing, yeah."

"So, want to give it a shot?" Tiffany leaned forward slightly, trying to look hopeful. Maybe she could get past Lacy's hesitation and suspicion by seeming eager?

Lacy pursed her lips slightly. "Okay, guess it can't hurt."

"Great! Come with me!" Tiffany practically sprang from her seat, grabbing Lacy's arm and pulling her towards her room.

"Hey! Slow down!"

But Tiffany did no such thing, she was too excited. "Now, just sit back and put these in, and I'll start it for you!"

Lacy raised a brow, but did as she was instructed. "Okay, okay, go ahead. Let's hear it."

Tiffany clicked play, before standing back to watch her roommate's response. The colors immediately appeared, the shapes immediately begin forming, and Tiffany was certain the audio had to be playing in Lacy's ears. Somewhere in Tiffany's mind, she was amazed that she wasn't being influenced, but she would deal with that later.

"Woah... This is... wild..." Lacy's mouth worked, but her speech was slow and strained. Her eyes were locked on the screen, colors being reflected in them as they clouded over. Lacy leaned backwards, slumping over slightly, mouth agape, as she slowly slipped into the trance that Tiffany had many times before.

Tiffany meanwhile, was practically giddy. So this was what she looked like when she listened! She had to admit, watching her roommate sit there, mind slowly melting away, was extremely hot. So much so that just watching her sit there was arousing her... And she had some time right? She wouldn't notice if she did something about her arousal, right?

She barely gave it a second thought as her hand moved to her clit; she was already getting wet. It was like her body knew exactly what it needed to do, or perhaps was doing it on command. Not that Tiffany cared. Instead, she lay on the ground, eyes fixed on her brainless roommate, as she pleasured herself. Lacy, for her part, didn't make a single sign that she was even aware of Tiffany being there.

This was, of course, because Lacy's mind was undergoing a decidedly thorough brainwashing. Tiffany's work on herself had, on accident, simply taken her urges and made them more extreme. Lacy, in contrast, was undergoing something entirely different; she was having her identity remade, her mind crafted into something mostly knew.

Whereas Tiffany had urges that could be increased, Lacy's brain needed these urges implanted. Lacy's brain was scrubbed clean of resistance and worry, and desires were placed into it as needed. Work wasn't going to be tiring or stressful for her; now, the straight haired blonde would love it. No more would she be suspicious of Tiffany; now she would do whatever she asked.

No, she wanted to do what Tiffany asked. Serving her was extremely important. No, it was the most important thing for her. She needed to do it. She needed to be good. A good girl. A good employee. It was something Lacy would never have wanted before, something she would have resisted before. But now she knew the truth: she needed to submit to Tiffany, to do what Tiffany wanted, to take all her skills and natural forwardness and put them into her service.

There was so much here, so much that she needed to do! So much of herself that was removed and replaced with something new. But there was something else, something Tiffany had no conscious idea was there. Something the AI had put into both Tiffany and Lacy; triggers. Commands she would obey. Things she would not resist. Tiffany hadn't realized them yet, but the AI dutifully installed them into Lacy's open mind.

More than that, it was making it so Lacy wouldn't outwardly change to everyone else. Again, Tiffany hadn't realized it consciously, but her desire and intentions were turning Lacy into a secret puppet, a secretly obedient servant, that only the two of them would know about... for now.

Yes, for now. Lacy needed to recruit others, she knew that now. She needed to convince them to listen to Tiffany. She needed to put her skills to work and lend her all the persuasive abilities she could muster.

But all of that was for later. For now, her brain needed to be put back together now that it had been taken apart. Her sense of self needed to be restored, now that it had been worked on. No doubt, it was the first of many such sessions.

Finally, the video ended. Lacy blinked, her mind returning to her. She couldn't consciously remember anything that she'd heard, but she was certain that she enjoyed it; she felt positively amazing after all. Whatever stress she'd had from work was gone, like it had been erased from a chalkboard.

As she removed the earbuds from her ears, she became away of Tiffany, currently moaning in need as she stimulated herself with her hand. Previously, Lacy would have reacted with revulsion, but now her eyes were locked on her needy roommate's form.

"D-do you need help?" Lacy licked her lips. Arousal began to grow inside her. She should be useful, right?

Tiffany barely noticed that something was different in her haze. "Yes! Be a good girl and put your tongue to use."

Be a good girl. Neither of them consciously realized the trigger, but it immediately took effect. Lacy practically sprang forward, getting onto the ground and pulling Tiffany's pants down firmly. Without a moment's hesitation, Lacy put her tongue to work, beginning to eat her new boss out.

Before, neither woman would have thought themselves a lesbian, or even attracted to women in the slightest. But now, both of them were consumed with a need that surpassed logic. Tiffany, with the need to pleasure herself by using her roommate, and Lacy, with the need to pleasure her roommate and be the good girl she knew she needed to be.

Tiffany moaned loudly as Lacy stimulated her; was she more sensitive now? She'd noticed she was more sensitive since she began listening to her files, but this was certainly something else. It was like every move of Lacy's tongue touched her most sensitive of spots. Bucking her hips slightly, it took all her willpower to keep herself aware of what was happening, to avoid slipping into a truly intoxicated haze of ecstasy.

Lacy too found herself slipping into a state of ecstasy; the more she pleasured her boss, the more aroused she became. She'd already become wet through her work pants, but she paid that no mind; she was entirely focused on the task at hand. Her own pleasure could wait, she needed to be a good girl.

Tiffany found herself cumming, squirting into Lacy's face, and the straight haired blonde didn't even move to wipe it off. She simply kept working, as Tiffany rode the waves of need, as they crashed over her again and again.

By the end, Tiffany was left exhausted, sprawled out as she soaked in the afterglow. Looking over at Lacy, it was only now that she realized what had happened. That, and that Lacy was clearly looking to her for more instructions, like some kind of robot waiting for more programming.

What she needed to do came to Tiffany's mind quickly and easily. "Okay, your job is done."

Her job was done. The trigger rang in her mind, and she suddenly blinked, like a switch had been flipped in her mind. "Right, yeah." Lacy looked down at herself; she was covered in Tiffany's fluids, to say nothing of the fact that she was soaking wet down below. She probably should have been upset or confused or something, but instead she shrugged it off.

"Alright, I gotta go clean up. I got work tomorrow, after all." And with that, Lacy stood up and walked out, seemingly back to normal. In reality, her mind was awash with needs and desires. Once she was out of Tiffany's sight, she practically sprinted to her word, nearly tearing off her clothes as she put her hand to work pleasuring herself.

Everything she'd done flooded her mind. How obedient she'd been. How she'd been made to be good. How she'd been used like a servant to get Tiffany off. All of it was there in her mind, and she'd never been more turned on by it. Lacy used a pillow to muffle her voice, because unlike Tiffany, Lacy was very much a loud person when she got off, and she really didn't want her other roommates to wonder what she was doing.

Because right now, she was feeling hornier than she'd ever felt before. When she came, her eyes practically rolled into her head, the feeling being more overwhelming than she had been expecting. Perfection, that's what this had to be. She needed this now. No, she craved it. She would do anything for more.

Lacy pleasured herself for hours, before she finally fell unconscious from exhaustion. When she awoke for work the next day, her mind was set: she needed this. And more than that, she was going to make sure everyone else needed it too.

After all, she was a good girl.


Afterword
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