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Shared With His Permission


Prologue

“Mmm,” Aden’s fingers twined possessively in my hair and he said, “Good morning, beautiful.” He gave my curly tresses a tug, firmly indicating I should raise my head.

I complied, still in the process of waking up. Normally, I was a fast riser: one moment sleeping, one moment awake, but my time with Aden was leaving me groggy. I suspected it had something to do with how late he kept keeping me up, although our late nights certainly weren’t having any effect on him.

As I stirred, I was just awake enough to be jealous of that.

I raised my head and opened my eyes. Aden’s handsome face was framed by the sunshine streaming in from the window behind him, narrow shafts of golden light peeking in from between the curtains that framed his head like an angel’s halo. My irritation at being woken up was immediately replaced with a Zen-like calm, my body reacting to the sight of my lover with complete tranquility. I smiled up at him and said happily, “Good morning, love.”

His grip on my hair tightened ever so slightly, and he shifted on the bed a little to more easily look down at me. He met my gaze with pale blue eyes and replied, “Good morning, pet.”

Pet.

I had never been much for nicknames before, but Aden made them sound wonderful. I squirmed a little, already beginning to get turned on despite some lingering soreness from the night before. I let the word echo in my mind, turning it over and over, and thinking about being called ‘pet’ made me want to get on all fours. I could picture it vividly, even with my eyes open: getting on my hands and knees on either the bed or the floor, putting my head low to the ground and rear end. Presenting it to Aden.

After all, it was his now.

My smile widened as I contemplated that, and I wished he would let go of my hair and tell me to assume the position. I thought about asking him, but it was easier to lay passively and wait to hear whether he actually wanted that.

Aden just held gazes, a familiar and self-satisfied smirk on his face. As he stared down at me, I felt a now-familiar crawling sensation at the base of my skull, the fine hairs on the back of my neck standing on end and a tingling sensation washing down my spine. Images of myself on my knees were replaced with the memory of going down on him last night, holding gazes while I ran my tongue along the underside of his cock with my fingers between my legs. The images were increasingly vivid, and they were getting me even wetter.

As if he heard my thoughts, Aden let go of my hair and said, “I could use some morning head, pet. Go ahead.” He slid the covers off us both, revealing his manhood. It was magnificent, even semi-erect.

“Mmmyess,” I sighed. I needed to blink, but I couldn’t bring myself to look away from his shaft until I reached it. I took him between my lips, closed my eyes for a long moment, then looked back up at his face. Aden’s member stiffened immediately as I pursed my lips and ran the tip of my tongue along its underside.

He began to stroke my hair firmly, the way someone might pet their puppy or kitten, and he made eye contact again. He said, “Mmm… that’s just right. There’s a good girl.”

Good Girl.

The praise sent a tingling thrill of pleasure between my legs, just the sound of his satisfaction almost as good as being rubbed there. I moaned without pulling off of him, making him twitch between my lips.

Aden closed his eyes in pleasure at that, letting out a soft little animal noise of pleasure. He was nearing the edge. I could tell from the way he tensed in my mouth.

Before he could finish, the bedroom door opened. I started to pull off of Aden and turn my head.

My husband was standing right in the doorway.


Chapter One

Three Months Earlier

“Earth to Vivian,” Mr. Blackwell said playfully, snapping his fingers to get my attention, “You still with me?” Somewhere in the conversation, he’d ended up sitting at the edge of my desk.

I blinked rapidly, the sound shaking me out of whatever daydream I’d been having. I looked up at my boss, cheeks flush with embarrassment and apologized, “Sorry, Sir. I was totally…” I trailed off as he made eye contact. I wanted to tell him I’d been paying attention, but the lie died on my lips.

“Yes?” my boss asked, clearly enjoying watching me squirm. I supposed it came with the territory: too much sympathy would ruin the career of any true corporate raider. He was also maddeningly good at getting the truth out of people, myself included. I could imagine his beautiful blue eyes piercing right through me, with our gazes locked like this.

“I was totally lost in thought,” I admitted ruefully, “Guess I should have gotten a little more coffee today. It won’t happen again.”

“Dare I ask what you were lost in thought about?” he asked. He sounded a little smug about it.

“I…” my blush deepened as I tried to figure out a way to not tell him, but my head felt like someone had stuffed it full of thick cotton. All I could do was admit, “You. I was thinking about how happy I was that you said I was pretty. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t let this sort of thing distract me. I’m married, and I don’t want to let anything get in the way of work anyway. I need to do my best for you. So I’m sorry.”

My cheeks burned at the admission.

“That’s all right,” Blackwell smiled indulgently and said, “I think it’s probably my fault. I’ve been lax about discipline around the office for months. I think we could stand to do a little better.” He slid off my desk, stepped to the door to his office and beckoned me to follow. He added, “This way, Vivian. We’d better talk about it in private for a moment.”

“Um,” I blinked and asked, “Shouldn’t I be manning your phone?” I wasn’t sure what would happen if I was alone in a room with my boss right now, ring or not. My panties were soaked.

“Hm,” Blackwell’s voice took on a stern tone and he said, “The problem may be more serious than I thought, if you’re openly questioning me. We’re taking a lunch.” I opened my mouth to protest that it was only eleven. Before I could say another word, he added, “Don’t make me tell you twice, Vivian.”

He sounded a little like a parent threatening to turn the car around over an unruly child. I knew that should probably offend me, but perversely, listening to him talk that way was only making me wetter. My blush deepened, and I rose from my desk with a meek, “Yes Sir.”

I headed for his office, feeling his gaze from behind. I stopped once I reached his desk and waited for him close the door behind us. The lock clicked, a noise that held a great deal of finality despite being so soft. I started to turn and face him, but he took a fistful of my hair and bent me forward. I caught the desk with both hands to keep from hitting it with my face. Papers scattered to the floor, including a couple of important ones concerning acquisitions. For one crazy moment, all I could do was hope that neither of us ended up stepping on them.

We had never done anything like this before, of course. He’d only paid me a few innocent compliments in the week since he’d hired me, and he knew full well about my husband Stanley. I’d never seen him be anything but professional in my brief time with the firm. In my shock, all I managed to do was gasp in surprise, “Sir!?”

All the same, feeling his steely grip tighten sent a thrill down my spine. Stanley never did anything like this with me. Ten minutes on my knees, or in the traditional missionary position were all that I had ever known.

“Quiet,” Blackwell said firmly, tightening his grip on my hair, “You wouldn’t want anyone to hear us, would you?”

That much was certainly true. I hadn’t been with the firm long, and I couldn’t afford to lose my job. My boss was the most respected person here. No one would believe me if I complained. He could do whatever he wanted, and keeping this quiet was the only thing I could do. Besides which, the truth was that I wanted it. It didn’t matter how wrong it was to be here, like this, I wanted him to lift my skirt up and do more. I was already slippery wet just from the walk to his office.

I bit my lip and groaned softly, “No Sir.”

“Glad we’re on the same page,” he said. Then he hiked up my skirt and fondled my ass through my panties for a moment before asking, “When was the last time you were spanked, Vivian?”

“Never, Sir,” I breathed, trying not to wriggle at his touch. I leaned forward a little more to present him with a better view of my backside, heart still pounding. A part of me wanted him to just keep rubbing it but as shocked as I was, I wanted what was coming.

“Then,” my boss said a little more gently, “We’re going to start small and work our way up.” He hooked a finger underneath the waistband of my panties and tugged them down around my knees, leaving my rear completely exposed.

I squeezed my eyes shut and braced myself for his hand. I expected both the sharp pain from the impact and the smacking sound, but not the tingling thrill of pleasure. I let out a soft little gasp of surprise.

Blackwell hit me again just as hard, again and again in rapid succession. Each blow was a little more painful than the last, but I felt rising pleasure too. I gripped the table firmly and bit my lip to keep from making any more noise. Perversely, the thought that I couldn’t get out of my head was to wonder how he could keep going. My backside hurt, and it had a lot more padding than his hand.

That didn’t seem to slow him down any. When he finally stopped, I was panting and sweaty, but he wasn’t even breathing hard. My boss just rubbed my reddened cheeks, his hand feeling almost cold against my flesh.

I breathed a sigh of relief and slumped a bit against the desk, absolutely sopping wet.

Blackwell said firmly, “You needed that. Discipline helps you stay focused. That’s very true, isn’t it, Vivian?”

“Yeah,” I agreed breathlessly. His hand pulled away, probably in preparation to hit me again. I quickly corrected myself, “I mean, yes Sir!”

He slid his fingertips along the inside of my thigh, touch now so light as to be teasing. He said, “Tell me what discipline does for you, Vivian.”

“Helps me,” I inhaled sharply as his wandering hand neared my nether lips, “Stay focused. Sir.”

“That’s better,” Blackwell’s fingertips slid to my tummy, then down. He found the neatly trimmed thatch of hair between me legs and said, “An undisciplined mind drifts. Wanders. Your mind was wandering earlier. Tell me what your mind was doing earlier, Vivian.”

I let out a soft moan as his fingers rubbed against my slippery wet pussy, then remembered how quiet I needed to be right now. I managed to whisper, “Wandering, Sir.”

“But now,” his fingertips penetrated me lightly, working from side to side as he explained firmly, “Your mind is focused. Your mind is clear. You have no idle musings. No distractions. There is only my voice. You hear and think only my words. Tell me what you hear and think, Vivian.”

“Your voice,” I breathed. Blackwell wasn’t entirely right: despite his compelling words, I was still feeling distracted by his touch. I wanted to rock my hips backward, force myself onto his stiff fingers. Even that urge was fading as he told me to stop thinking though. It was getting harder to do anything but echo his words in my head, like they were drowning out everything else.

“That’s very good,” his fingers slid a little deeper inside me, and he began to pump them in and out, like a short fat cock. He continued firmly, “I’m your boss. That means that I’m in charge of you. Tell me who’s in charge of you, Vivian.”

“… you…” I whispered raggedly, finding it harder and harder to do anything but breathe. That was impossible to argue. Blackwell was my boss, and I was helpless in his hands. He was in charge of me.

The thought was intensely familiar. I couldn’t remember ever thinking or feeling this way before, but it felt like I had, now that I was here. The sensation of deja vu was compelling.

“That’s very good,” Blackwell’s fingers worked deeper inside of me, splayed wide as he explained, “You can feel me penetrating you right now. My hand is penetrating your wet, empty pussy. My words are penetrating your weak, empty brain. You are empty, waiting for me to penetrate and fill you. Tell me about yourself, Vivian.”

My entire body was starting to feel weak and heavy as his words filled my head, and his fingers slid deeper inside me. I clutched the desk for dear life and panted weakly, “… emp-ty…”

I was empty. It was impossible to think about anything else, only to turn that single truth over and over in my mind: I was empty, and my boss was penetrating and filling me, mind and body.

“Being empty like this is good,” Blackwell continued firmly, as he kept pumping his fingers in and out, “Thinking is hard. It’s so good when I fill your weak brain with my words. It’s so good when I fill your sopping pussy. I always know just what to do with you. It’s good that I’m in charge of you. Tell me about thinking, Vivian.”

He was talking too fast now, his words bouncing around in my increasingly helpless brain. I couldn’t understand them, couldn’t reflect on them, I could just feel them sinking into me. All the same, I heard myself nearly moan, “… haaard…”

Listening to myself like that sent a thrill of pleasure running down my spine. My body twitched with it, nails scraping against his desk. I panted helplessly, mouth hanging open.

“There’s a good girl,” Blackwell tugged my head up and said, “In a moment, you are going to cum for me. When you cum, your mind will go completely blank, just as it always does.”

Blank. Always goes blank. Hearing that roused me from my stupor just enough to wonder what he was talking about. I struggled to say something, ask something, but before I could find the will, my boss hooked his fingers inside me, sending a shock of sensation through my weak, quivering body.

Hot, electric joy coursed through my body. Exploding outward from where my boss’ hand met my dripping wet sex. My body jerked and spasmed, and my vision blurred with stars.

Even the tiny glimmer of awareness that I had slipped away.

~~~

I drifted in and out of awareness. It felt like the twilight space between wakefulness and sleep, but I was sprawled on a cool, flat surface instead of my bed. My mouth was hanging open, a trickle of drool running down my chin. It all should have been uncomfortable, but my entire body tingled with afterglow. My pussy was still sopping wet, and I could feel a stiff finger teasing me as a voice droned on.

That wasn’t entirely right: it wasn’t a voice, so much as the Voice, the Voice in the back of my head that told me right from wrong, good from bad. I could only make out a few of the words: ‘obey,’ ‘submit,’ ‘blank,’ but it didn’t matter.

Whatever the Voice said was already somewhere deep inside me.

~~~

“Earth to Vivian,” Mr. Blackwell said playfully, snapping his fingers to get my attention, “You still with me?” He was standing beside my desk, towering over me.

With me.

I blinked rapidly, my head full of fog. Bad enough that I’d been sleeping at my desk, but even worse, I could remember snippets of the scene that had been running through my brain, vivid images of my handsome, unattached boss bending me over his big hardwood desk. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had dreams like that, but these had been so vivid that my panties were absolutely soaked. I blushed furiously, even though I desperately wanted to play it cool so he would move on. I said hastily, “Yes, Sir! Sorry, Sir.” Changing the subject to anything but that seemed best, so I added hurriedly, “What can I do for you?”

He smiled indulgently and asked, “You seem to be having a bad time concentrating today, don’t you? Looked like you were daydreaming.”

That was an understatement, but he seemed understanding rather than upset. Instead of questioning my good fortune, I just agreed, “I am, Sir.”

My boss took a step closer and laid a hand on my shoulder, giving it a fond squeeze. Before I could protest the intrusion into my person space, he said, “I’d like you to think about employee orientation. Think about what you were trained to do. Who should you come to with any problems, Vivian?”

Employee orientation.

I turned the words over and over in my head. I remembered it in the abstract, of course: hours of boring videos about corporate policy. They’d all run together to the point where I couldn’t actually tell him a single scene I’d watched. All the same, the answer to his question popped into my head. Reflecting that maybe all that time in front of boring videos had paid off after all, I said, “You, Sir.”

He smiled and agreed, “That’s true. I’m in charge of you, and you can tell me anything.” He let go of my shoulder and took a seat on top of my desk. Then he leaned forward, a pose that probably gave him a decent view down the front of my blouse.

Anything.

I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. A part of me thought I should object, but a little voice in the corner of my mind also urged me to lean forward and help him out. Instead of worrying about either, I agreed, “Anything.”

“So,” he looked down at me and said firmly, “Tell me exactly what had you so distracted, Vivian.”

“I was having a sexy dream, Sir,” the words popped out of my mouth before I could even think about them, and that helpless obedience made me tingle. I added, a moment later, “Sorry, Sir.”

“Don’t apologize,” he said, “Just tell me what you were dreaming about.”

He sounded like a man who already knew the answer to his own question, but I admitted, “You, Sir. Having your way with me.”

Blackwell raised an eyebrow, glanced at the wedding ring on my finger and asked, “When’s the last time you got off, Viv?”

Even though I knew we could talk about anything, that was too personal. I hesitated, floundering, “I, uh…”

“It’s okay,” he said gently. Then he reached down and brushed my cheek with his fingertips, his touch featherlight against my skin. As he stroked me, goosebumps rose on my skin. He said, “You can tell me.”

I let out a soft moan, leaned into his touch and said, “A week, Sir.”

“How did you go about that?” his hand wandered beneath my chin, tilting my head so that our gazes met. As he looked deep into my eyes, he explained, “If this is affecting your work, I have to know.”

My heart fluttered and I squirmed in my seat. I said, “I… I touched myself. In the shower.” Thinking about it, I could almost feel the aftereffects now: I was slick, and my body was just the right kind of relaxed.

Blackwell nodded thoughtfully and asked, “Why not with your husband, Vivian? Doesn’t he take care of you?”

“Stanley,” thinking about my husband gave me pause, but I couldn’t help answering honestly, “Doesn’t get me off much. But it’s not his fault,” I added hastily, “I fake it so he doesn’t feel bad.”

My boss asked, “So you’re afraid of being honest with him, the way that you’re being with me?”

His tone was still light, but thinking about it that way put a damper on my arousal. I frowned and answered, “I… I guess so, Sir.”

“You’re so comfortable here,” Blackwell explained patiently, “Because of your employee orientation. Employee orientation helped you learn to trust and share. You and Stanley never had anything like that.”

Employee orientation.

Trust and share.

Thinking about my time in darkened training rooms, staring at boring corporate videos on a giant screen should have left me cold. I thought I had probably slept through at least a couple. All the same, I knew my boss was right. We were here, so close he could stroke my cheek like we were on a date, and I was telling him things I wouldn’t want Stanley to know. All because of my employee orientation.

I agreed wistfully, “Yes, Sir.”

“Of course,” Blackwell said, “I could help you with that. Normally, training materials can’t leave the facility, but you’re my responsibility. I’m in charge of you. I have to make sure that you’re not distracted. Able to work. That means I’m willing to make an exception for you. I can give you some training materials to show Stanley, and then you’ll be able to talk to him this openly. That’s exciting, isn’t it?”

Exciting.

I squirmed again, thinking about Stanley being as open and affectionate as my boss. I agreed happily, “Yes, Sir!”

“All you would have to do,” Blackwell went on, “Is make sure that this was our secret. Nobody could know, not even Stanley. You would surprise him, watch the videos with him and bring them back. You wouldn’t tell your friends, or coworkers. This is proprietary information that I’m sharing.”

Secret.

That made sense. I couldn’t let company training materials get out, or get my boss in trouble just for helping me. I agreed, suddenly feeling very serious, “Yes, Sir. But,” I was suddenly worried, “What if Stanley tells someone? Or worse, what if he doesn’t want to watch?”

“Mm,” Blackwell nodded and said, “Those are good points.” He ran a finger down the side of my neck, raising goosebumps on my skin. Then he asked, “Do you ever suck his dick, Vivian?”

“Sometimes, Sir,” I nodded and explained hesitantly, “It’s his favorite. I don’t like to do it much.”

“I see,” my boss’ tone held a faint note of disapproval as he explained, “He probably won’t. I’ll be selecting the most appealing materials I can get my hands on. That said, if he tries to get out of it, go down on him while he’s watching. This will be helpful to you both. Oral sex is an important skill for women to learn and enjoy, and it will help him stay relaxed until he can appreciate what he’s seeing. Do you understand, Vivian?”

Oral sex is important.

I blushed at missing something so obvious: Stanley would sit through paint drying if I gave him head. I really couldn’t believe I hadn’t thought of it first. I supposed that was why my boss was in charge of me. I agreed, feeling dumb, “I understand, Sir.”

“As for him talking,” Blackwell went on, “I could stop by your place and explain things to him. Once he’s seen it, he’ll understand all of that much better. You’ll want to give me a call after you’ve shown him all the training materials I send you home with. Let’s say… tomorrow morning, we can arrange something?”

I nodded and agreed, “Of course, Sir.” I couldn’t believe he might visit me at home.

“Now,” he continued, “I don’t think you’re going to get much work done here. Between how distracted you were before, and this new thing, I bet all you’d do at your desk is daydream. So I’m giving you the rest of the day off. I want you to go home and get ready so that you can call me tomorrow. I’ll just get you something with all the necessary training courses on it, and you can head home.”

“Thank you, Sir!” I gushed, “You’re the best.”

He chuckled and said, “So I’ve been told.” He pulled his hand away and slid off the desk.

Much as I wanted him touching me, this was going to be better.


Chapter Two

Stanley worked full time, but he was a photographer. That made his hours and location unpredictable, and we both considered our living room his de facto second office even though he had the guest bedroom laid out as an actual one. This afternoon, I found him sitting on the couch with his laptop, using the mouse on the couch’s armrest. From the t-shirt and sweatpants, it looked like he’d been home awhile. He looked up and said, “Hey, babe. You’re home early. Everything all right?”

Where my boss was toned and hot, my husband was cute: a little pudgy and utterly guileless. He had a mop of curly brown hair that was never quite brushed all the way and wide brown eyes. I always thought of him as more of a teddy bear than a hunk, although it had always seemed like enough.

Until this job.

“Great,” I smiled brightly at him and replied, “My boss let me out early. A reward for all the overtime I put in over the past couple weeks. Plus, just between you and me, I think he wanted to play hooky too. Not much point keeping the assistant there if there’s nothing to do.”

Stanley smiled and said, “Awesome! I have a little work left to do, but it won’t take long. Maybe we could go out? I could even put it aside if you wanted to head out now.”

I shook my head and said, “Actually, I was thinking you could call out for pizza and we could stay in, catch some movies.”

My husband blinked in surprise. Normally, he wanted to play couch potato and I wanted to go out. All the same, he didn’t question his good fortune. Instead, he said, “Sure thing, babe. I can get our usual order, finish this thing up while we’re waiting, and then be all yours. I mean, what you’re asking for is positively herculean, but I’m sure I can find the strength.”

I laughed and stepped close so that I could kiss his cheek. I said, “Silly boy. I’ll get a shower and a change of clothes while you finish with the Augean stables, then.”

“Sounds good,” he agreed happily, pulling out his phone so he could call in an order.

I set my purse on the far end of the couch, then headed for the bedroom. Much as I wanted to get started right away, actually being here was making me nervous. I didn’t really know how to broach watching work videos, or how to offer him a blowjob out of the blue. My heart was pounding.

I closed the door and peeled off my office clothes, pushing my sopping panties to the bottom of the hamper. For once, I was grateful that Stanley never helped with the laundry. There’d be no explaining those. I stepped into the shower to rinse the same scent off of my body.

One short shower later, I changed into a pink t-shirt and a comfortable pair of matching shorts. Beneath them, I had some frilly black panties I’d bought a couple of years back. Maybe I’d need them tonight.

When I stepped back out into the living room, I could smell pepperoni pizza. The box was on the kitchen counter, and there were two paper plates on the coffee table with a couple of slices for each of us, along with a couple of bottles of beer from the fridge. Stanley was shutting his laptop down. He looked up and said, “Good timing. You just missed the pizza guy.”

I smiled and said, “Well, thanks for getting everything ready.”

“Sure thing, babe,” he said. Then he flipped the laptop shut and took it to his actual home office. He didn’t like working at the desk much when there was a perfectly good TV just outside it, but it was a good place to keep expensive camera equipment both organized and out of harm’s way.

As soon as his back was turned, I pulled a small USB dongle from the top of my purse. It looked a bit like an Amazon Fire TV stick, but didn’t have any corporate logo on it. I wasn’t sure exactly why Mr. Blackwell had them if they weren’t supposed to be used outside the facility, but it didn’t matter now. The important thing was keeping it out of sight until Stanley understood.

I slipped around the back of our big, flat screen TV, the product of Stanley’s Christmas bonus last year. I plugged the dongle into the rear USB port, safely out of sight, then took a seat on the couch. I cracked my beer open and took a bite of pizza.

Stanley came back and flopped on the couch. He liked to watch stuff with the laptop out, but he knew I hated it. He grabbed the remote and asked, “So, was there anything in particular you wanted to catch?” He reached for a slice of pizza.

For a moment, I froze. I didn’t have any better idea of what to say to Stanley, and the whole thing had me feeling shy. I had no idea how to tell him I’d go down on him if only he’d watch some corporate training videos. He opened his mouth to ask what was up, but before he could speak, I heard myself say, “Actually, yeah. A friend at work gave me something, said I should check it out. She said it was, and I quote, ‘saucy.’”

I felt lightheaded and strange. Somehow, Mr. Blackwell had made me say that, made me lie, and I didn’t even care. It felt good.

A little like being a puppet.

Stanley paused with the pizza halfway to his mouth, tilted his head and asked, “You came home early to watch a dirty movie with me?”

I wondered what sort of ‘engaging’ material Mr. Blackwell had hooked me up with. Inside, I was frantic. Outwardly, I remained cool and collected, not even blushing. I just nodded and heard myself say, “That was the plan. Unless you object, dear?”

My husband shook his head and said, “No, I don’t think I’ll be doing that.” He nodded at the remote and said, “Go ahead and get us queued up. I don’t think I can contain my curiosity.”

I picked up the remote and tabbed over to the new menu option, intensely curious too.

A disclaimer appeared on the screen from ‘Cute Trainer Productions,’ noting that all performers were over the age of 18.

“Well,” Stanley took a swig of beer and said, “That’s a good start.”

“Yeah,” I tried not to sound puzzled. This wasn’t at all what I remembered from my own corporate training, of course.

The film opened up on a pair of girls on a bed in their underwear, a blond and a redhead. Both looked to be in their early 20s at the latest and, without preamble, they began to make out.

“Who do you know at work who’d give you porn, sweetie?” Stanley sounded confused.

“Sheila,” I lied smoothly and without thinking again, “Short girl, brought a bottle of rum to the Christmas party?” I reached over and rubbed him through his sweatpants. He was already semi-erect, and stiffened at my touch. I added, lightheaded again, “Guess she thought I could stand to let my hair down after dealing with the Dugan account.”

“Huh,” Stanley sounded befuddled, but he was getting harder by the minute. He didn’t ask anything else.

I didn’t push the topic. All that mattered was that he was going to get some training, and I could talk to him about how horny I’d been. I just watched the pair on the screen. I didn’t really like other girls, or understand why men were so into lesbians, but I couldn’t look away from the screen. Even blinking was getting harder.

As the girls took off their tops, I realized that the picture looked subtly different. It was almost as though there were a thin sheen of oil over the television, giving everything slightly softer edges and a subtle interplay of iridescent colors. I stared at it, open-mouthed.

Something about it felt familiar. It definitely reminded me of employee orientation, and the idea was getting me wet even if the images weren’t.

Beside me, Stanley said sleepily, “Picture looks… fuzzy…” He was slurring his words, sounding almost drunk. That never happened after just one beer.

I wanted to turn to him, but I couldn’t look away from the screen. As I stared, the oily shimmer grew more pronounced, translucent pink and purple rippling over the image. I couldn’t hear the movie anymore, just a deeply familiar hum. I agreed, “… uh huh…”

Finally, the liquid colors replaced the movie entirely, just a field of vibrant and swirling light. I felt warm and drowsy, and the humming sound filled my body with a pleasant tingling sensation, like I was vibrating to the sound. As I continued to stare, mesmerized, a single word formed on the surface of the screen:

SLEEP.

~~~

My dreams were filled with disjointed, intense images. I saw thick, veiny cocks in my mind’s eye, taut bodies, hungry mouths. It was hard to tell where my dreams ended and the television began, when I finally did wake: the first thing I was sure was the screen instead of my imagination was a close-up shot of a set of fingers with bright red nails rubbing a glistening wet pussy. The image filled my field of vision, and the moaning set my entire body alight with tingling need. The screen still had a soft oily shimmer to it, but it only made the scene before me impossible to look away from.

I needed to masturbate too. The thought filled my head, obsessive. It didn’t matter what Stanley thought. It wouldn’t have mattered if I was in public. I needed to touch myself. I pushed one hand down my shorts, and the other beneath my shirt, staring wide-eyed at the screen as I played with myself. My entire body felt pleasantly warm and tingly, and my head was sluggish.

I stayed like that, holding myself at the edge of climax until the scene shifted. I blinked, and the next thing I knew, a blond girl with glassy blue eyes was licking a thick, veiny cock like an ice cream cone. She took it between her lips, and I realized I needed to do the same. The impulse was so strong that I found the willpower to look away from the screen.

As soon as I stopped looking at the oily, glossy screen, my head cleared just a little bit. I felt a twinge of confusion about needing to give head. I knew my boss wanted me to learn to like it, but I never had. Always felt it was messy, and I hated swallowing. Stanley loved it of course, so I still did it on special occasions.

Seeing the girl on the screen made me realize how wrong I’d been about it. I needed to do it right now. Beside me, Stanley was slumped on the couch, eyes shut and breathing deep. He sounded fast asleep, but he wouldn’t mind being woken up that way. His pants were already tented with an erection. There wasn’t room for me between his legs and the coffee table, so I reached over and tugged his sweats down. My fingers were clumsy, as though I’d been drinking heavily, but I still managed to get both the pants and his boxers down. His cock sprang free, rock hard.

I slid awkwardly onto the couch beside him, laying on my tummy so I could put my head in his lap, and took his stiff shaft between my pursed lips. I turned my head a little to see what was going on in the movie out of the corner of my eye. Seeing the girl continue to bob her head up and down made my head feel foggy again. I began to bob my head up and down too.

Above me, Stanley stirred and straightened up. He didn’t speak, but made soft little animal noises of pleasure. He pawed at me clumsily until his hands found my head, then he began to stroke my hair with slow, awkward motions.

The man in the movie said, “I’m gonna cum!” Stanley’s cock twitched and tensed, as if in response. I pulled back just in time to catch a torrent of hot, sticky cum in my mouth. It didn’t taste very good, but I didn’t care. I swallowed eagerly, then pulled my head off of his softening cock and sat up beside him.

The screen shifted to a new image, of a naked man and naked woman sitting together on a couch, their glistening bodies bathed in the warm glow of a screen that was out of the picture. They were sweaty, and the man’s cock was soft and wet, while the woman’s pussy was clearly dripping wet. Most compelling of all, their expressions were slack and vacant, mouths open and eyes glassy.

Seeing them like that made me hot, hotter even than actually giving Stanley head. I wanted us to be just like them, naked and mindless, but my body was too heavy and sluggish to strip. I couldn’t even wiggle my fingers, much less raise my arms over my head. All I could do was stare.

They’re hypnotized.

The idea popped into my head unbidden and unquestioned. As I stared at them, I realized that the important part of the scene wasn’t that they were naked, it was that they’d been reduced to placid, mindless obedience. Someone else was thinking for them.

Beside me, Stanley relaxed with a blissful sigh, and I realized that whatever was happening to the couple in the movie was happening to us, right now. Every stray thought was being scrubbed out of both our brains, and there was absolutely nothing we could do about it.

I desperately wanted to reach between my legs and finish myself off, but I was still helpless. Before us, the screen rippled pink and purple, and a single word filled both the screen and my mind:

OBEY.

The single word struck me like a thunderbolt, echoing in my foggy brain. I stiffened, my breath caught in my throat, and I felt a surge of pleasure explode between my legs, sharp and sweet and incredibly intense.

Before I could catch my breath, a second word appeared before me, as wide and powerful as the first:

FORGET.

I was gone.


Chapter Three

Saturday morning, I woke up naked in bed, with no clear idea of how I’d gotten there. All I remembered of Friday night was pizza and beer with Stanley, while watching the most boring corporate training videos imaginable. I couldn’t recall how I’d gotten him to sit through them, or one single coherent scene they’d contained.

Beside me, Stanley was still asleep. He’d had a little more to drink than I had, and he was a heavier sleeper to start with. I left him to it, slipping quietly out of bed and padding out to our living room. My purse was still on the coffee table. I remembered that I had promised to call my boss in the morning to let him know how things went, so I fished out my cell phone and stepped into Stanley’s home office to make sure talking wouldn’t wake him up.

Blackwell picked up on the first ring and said, “Good morning, Vivian. How are you, this morning? Did you get your husband to watch those training materials I sent home with you?”

“Yes Sir!” I felt downright chipper as I explained, “Stanley and I spent all night watching them. I’m good today. Just wanted to call and check in with you like you told me to.”

“Good girl,” my boss said smoothly, “That’s just perfect. What did Stanley think of the videos?”

“Well,” I hesitated a moment and explained, “I’m not sure, but he did sit through all of them just fine. He’s sleeping now, but I could wake him up if you really needed to know.”

Stanley hated being woken up early, especially on a weekend, but this was just so important. He’d have to understand.

“No, no,” Blackwell chuckled, “I’m sure that won’t be necessary. What I’d like you to do is set his computer up to show him more videos. I think it will help prepare him for when I come to visit in a bit. Get him ready to hear what we have to say when I get there.”

My heart pounded at the suggestion, but I still asked, “… visit, Sir?”

“You need to have a frank talk with your husband about your needs and desires,” he replied firmly, “And you want me there to help you handle it. I’m in charge of you, after all.”

In charge of you.

I felt momentary confusion, but that thought soothed it. Mr. Blackwell was just being a good boss, coming by my house to help me be a better worker. I replied gratefully, “Thank you, Sir.”

“Just be sure to use his computer rather than the television, and make sure he uses the bathroom first,” Blackwell said, “I don’t want him uncomfortable, or you too distracted to answer the door. Oh, and no need to talk it out. Just tell him these instructions are priority gold. He’ll be happy to cooperate. After you do this, forget all about this. Don’t think about him. Just follow the rest of my instructions.”

Priority gold.

Forget.

Don’t think.

The words made me feel lightheaded. I sounded spacey, even to myself, as I replied, “Yes Sir.”

“Wonderful,” my boss’ smile was audible, “See to your husband immediately, shower, and have breakfast ready in about an hour. I’ll be by. All right, Vivian?”

A bunch of questions danced in my befuddled mind: I didn’t know what to wear, I didn’t know if Stanley was supposed to get to shower too. I didn’t know what Blackwell wanted for breakfast. Despite that, all I could say was, “Yes, Sir.”

“Good,” he hung up before I could figure out how to ask any of that.

I put my phone back in my purse, then brought the laptop back to the couch and set it up on the coffee table. Then I unplugged the USB stick from the back of the television and put it in the laptop.

Finally, I headed to the bedroom. My husband looked so peaceful on his side, but this was important. Stanley would understand. Mr. Blackwell would see to that. I leaned in and kissed him on the nape of his neck, then breathed in his ear, “Good morning, handsome.”

He shivered and mumbled, “G’morning, Viv. Wha’s goin’ on?”

“Got some instructions,” I continued to breathe right in his ear, “Gold priority.”

Stanley stiffened immediately, eyes widening. He agreed sleepily, “Uh huh.”

Seeing that gave me an intense sense of deja vu, but I didn’t stop to worry about it. I just said, “You need to get on your laptop and watch videos. You can use the bathroom first if you need to.”

“Yes, dear,” Stanley sounded much more awake now. Normally, he was a slow riser, but he sat straight up and headed for the bathroom. As soon as he was done, I took a quick shower and changed into a pink skirt and blouse.

When I stepped back out, a quick glance into the living room revealed that Stanley was sitting on the couch with his laptop as instructed. There was something strange about the scene, but I couldn’t put my finger on it.

I just shrugged it off and headed for the kitchen. I decided that if Blackwell truly cared what he was having for breakfast, he would’ve asked for something specific. He wasn’t normally sloppy about details of any kind. Rather than calling him back, I just made bacon, eggs and toast for three, and a fresh pot of coffee.

There was a knock at the door just a few minutes after I finished up, pretty early. It stood to reason: my boss was punctual to a fault. When I went to greet him, I realized it was the first time I’d seen him in something other than a suit. He had khakis and a denim shirt, although the casual effect was marred a bit by the briefcase he had. He smiled at me and said, “Good morning, Vivian. May I come in?”

“Of course, Sir,” I stepped aside and waved him past, then closed the door behind him.

My boss walked into the living room and set the briefcase down, then stepped to where Stanley was, and for the first time, I saw my husband. Stanley was sitting naked on the couch, his hands on his knees and his cock standing straight up. The light from his laptop screen reflected in his eyes. His expression was one of vacant bliss, eyes and smile both wide. He didn’t react to the door opening, nor a strange man towering over him.

He’s hypnotized.

The thought popped into my head, unbidden but familiar, and I gasped. My husband was clearly deeply entranced, ready for instructions. Blackwell was going to control him… No, that wasn’t quite right. My boss was going to control us both. He would be in charge of everything.

I took a half-step back toward the door, not sure if I should be happy about this or make a run for my car.

Blackwell wasn’t even looking at me, but he noticed anyway. He gave me a sidelong glance and said firmly, “Relax, Vivian. Everything is just fine. Tell me how everything is.”

Relax.

Fine.

I felt a sudden wave of relaxation and realized how silly I was being. I replied, “Fine, Sir.”

“I need a word with your husband,” Blackwell continued, “You should go serve up breakfast while I do that. Don’t worry, it’s all for your benefit. Oh, and no coffee or milk for either of you. Go with some tea. Don’t bother listening to either of us until we join you in the kitchen. Obey, Vivian.”

Don’t listen.

Obey.

I nodded and replied, “Yes, Sir.” I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting when Blackwell said he was coming over, but this was all very normal. I felt relaxed, even mellow, despite what should have been stressful. I just stepped past them both and ignored the conversation. If it were any of my business, they would tell me later.

By the time I had the food served up, my boss took a seat across from me at the table. Stanley moved beside me, in his blue bathrobe instead of buck naked. I didn’t think the nudity had been the problem though: he hadn’t cinched it very tightly, and his cock was still plainly visible. He looked properly awake now, rather than zoned out, but didn’t act like being half-naked for company he’d never met before was the least bit strange.

Stanley just leaned in, kissed my cheek and said, “Good morning, dear.” Then he took a seat and tucked into breakfast.

Blackwell began to eat too, with gusto. He paused just long enough to say, “This is excellent. It’s a pity we’re forced to go for takeout at the deli down from the office so often, instead of having you cook for us.” He added firmly, “Be proud.”

Proud.

I felt a flicker of momentary annoyance. I was, after all, an executive assistant, and I’d worked hard to do more than cook for men… but I couldn’t ignore that. I was proud of being good in the kitchen too. I smiled and replied, “Thank you, Sir.”

“Oh, this isn’t the best at all, Sir,” Stanley added, “You haven’t lived until you’ve had her strawberry rhubarb pie.” He patted my knee and said, “I can’t wait to have you over when it’s in season.”

“I’ll be looking forward to that,” Blackwell smiled and said, “Thank you for being so welcoming. You’re a good boy.”

Stanley shivered in pleasure at the praise, cock stiffening again. He said happily, “Thank you, Sir.”

That gave me pause. Stanley being turned on by something a man said, if nothing else. I opened my mouth to ask what was going on, but realized I wasn’t even sure what to say.

Blackwell caught my look and said, “I think both of you should relax and finish breakfast. Don’t think. Don’t talk. Eat.”

Don’t think.

Don’t talk.

Eat.

I relaxed again, my concerns forgotten, and ate my breakfast placidly. I was dimly aware of Blackwell pouring white powder into both my teacup and Stanley’s. I had a brief, fleeting thought about how nice it was of him to add the sugar for us since were so spacey, but it was quickly forgotten. I drank my tea up soon after.

The world slipped away sometime after breakfast. The last thing I was aware of was setting down my cup.

~~~

Images of a naked couple haunted my dreams again. Their bodies were glistening with sweat, and their expressions were zoned out. Their eyes were wide, their smiles were big and blank. The woman’s pussy was shiny with her wetness and the man’s cock was improbably big and veiny, standing erect.

A male voice ordered them around. It was intensely familiar, a voice I’d heard often but could not, in my dreaming haze, put a face to. Whatever was happening, he was in charge, and that was completely natural.

The scenes ran together as they obeyed. I watched them kneel and crawl on the rug, scenes that melted into them kissing an expensive pair of shoes. Those tame visions gave way to gigantic closeups of both of them licking a new cock. I gasped to see them sharing it. That yielded to gigantic, closeup views of cocks ramming in the woman’s sopping holes, making me as wet as she was.

Through it all, I knew the couple were deeply controlled, neither one with a thought in their head. Their expressions remained vacant, and I saw the man drooling as he came all over the woman’s face.

~~~

“Earth to Vivian,” my boss’ voice was intimately close, steamy in my sensitive ear.

My body was leaden and tingling, arms and legs too heavy to lift. With difficulty, I managed to open my eyes and look up at Blackwell. He was close enough to kiss.

He seemed to think so too. Without asking, he leaned in and gave me a deep, ardent kiss, probing my mouth with his tongue. I closed my eyes and moaned in response, wishing I could find the energy to lean up into it. He held the kiss until I was breathless, then nibbled my bottom lip when he finally let me come up for air. I realized I had ended up back on the couch somehow.

As I panted helplessly, Blackwell said, “How are you feeling, Vivian?”

“… drowsy…” my voice even sounded sleepy. I tried to turn my head to look for Stanley, but I couldn’t quite manage it.

“Mm,” my boss nodded and said, “I gave you a little something to help you relax for training. It should be wearing off soon.”

Something for training.

I turned the words over and over in my head, but all I could make of them was that my boss had drugged me. My eyes widened and I breathed, in dull confusion, “… what’d you do, Sir?”

He pushed my skirt up a bit and slid his hand between my legs, gently nudging my thighs apart just a little. Then he pressed his fingers against my nether lips, rubbing me right through the thin fabric of my soaked panties, and began to rub me. His firm touch sent waves of pleasure rolling down my legs and up my spine. He leaned in close to my left ear and whispered, his breath hot and steamy, “I’m helping you, just like we agreed.”

Helping me.

“Ohhh…” I tried to agree, but I couldn’t manage words, wriggling clumsily to try and grind down on his fingertips. I was so out of it I could barely manage that, but the stimulation was waking me up.

Blackwell leaned in and bit my neck, his teeth rough against my sensitive skin. The pressure sent thrills of pleasure down my spine, and made me even wetter. He slid my panties just an inch aside and penetrated me with his fingertips, working two of them inside me.

All I could do was moan helplessly and spread my legs a little wider. The bite set my head moving again though. I could remember him drugging the juice now, and I knew that whatever he showed to employees, it did something wonderful to our minds.

I was so glad he’d included Stanley now. It was such a clever idea.

His fingers slid deeper inside me and hooked inside my sopping inner passage, impossibly wide. I gasped, and he began to thrust them hard and fast inside me. The pressure and the pleasure were nearly unbearable, so much wider than a cock. I squeezed my eyes shut, fingers clutching at nothing, my body awash with pleasure.

Blackwell leaned in and breathed, “Cum, Vivian, cum now.”

Cum.

I had never been like this with my boss before, but the command was intensely familiar, and my body reacted like a switch had been flipped. Pleasure exploded between my thighs, crashing over me in waves as he continued to fuck me with his stiff fingers. I let out a low, ragged cry, body trembling.

My boss continued like that for a long moment, sending aftershocks through my body before finally pulling his hand away. Then, he stepped away without explanation.

Feeling a little more awake, I managed to sit all the way up and rub my blurry eyes. I looked around and saw Blackwell finish washing his hands. Stanley was at the far end of the couch, laptop in front of him again. I couldn’t quite see what was on the screen, but my husband’s bathrobe was open and his cock was erect again. The only new detail was a fancy pair of headphones I’d never seen before.

He was being conditioned, and he was so deep that he hadn’t even noticed my boss getting me off a few feet away. The thought of that made me want to cum again.

Blackwell stepped back into the living room, saw me looking at my husband and said, “You’re probably awake enough to realize what’s going on, aren’t you?”

I nodded, wide-eyed and replied, “You’re hypnotizing him.” It felt so strange to say it aloud. I added, voice smaller, “Like you do to all your employees.”

“Not all, actually,” my boss leaned in and tapped a key on Stanley’s laptop. He took a glance at the screen but, unlike either of us, was not immediately dragged down. Instead, he looked up up effortlessly and explained, “You participated in a brand new project, and I’m trying to get the lead on Phase Two with Stanley here. He’s a proof of concept, that the same ideas that help you obey can be ported right into someone’s living room.”

Fuzzy as my head was, I still understood what that meant. I breathed softly, “So you can control anyone, anytime…”

My boss nodded and said, “Imagine the possibilities. Just think about how much better you feel now.” He reached down and rubbed my cheek, another gesture he was doing for the first time that felt incredibly familiar.

I leaned into his touch, images dancing in my mind of a naked couple fucking mindlessly in front of their television and moaned, “Ohhh, Sirr… how can I help?”

“I’m going to need to show the Board that I’ve got Stanley properly trained over a single weekend,” his fingertips wandered down beneath my chin, to the nape of my neck, “Demonstrate that he’ll obey completely without the weeks of conditioning that Phase One subjects receive. You’re going to help him go along with whatever I say today. No matter what I want, you must obey.”

Must obey.

“Mm, yes Sir!” I agreed happily.

“I’m going to spend a few moments talking to Stanley now,” my boss said, “Go to the bedroom and strip.” He offered me a hand up.

Strip.

“Yes Sir!” I took his hand to steady myself as I got up, and made my way clumsily to the bedroom.

~~~

Stanley was very handy with a camera. He knew more about lighting than I’d ever imagined possible, and had a dismaying ability to talk about Pantone colors by their actual codes. I think that’s why he had never tried to get me naked on camera: it was unprofessional. Plus, he was too nice to try something that sleazy. It was a lot of why I’d been attracted to him in the first place.

Now, I was on my hands and knees on the bed. My face was down low on my pillow, and my bare ass was up in the air with a fancy, tripod-mounted camera aimed squarely at it. More disconcerting was how normal this all felt. I knew this should terrify me. I had no idea who my boss was going to show the footage to. My face wasn’t in it now, but it was going to be any second. If it got on the Internet, my career and social life were over… and yet, I couldn’t manage to care. The filming part felt completely normal. Mr. Blackwell - Aden, I mentally corrected myself - wanted it, and whatever he wanted was fine. He was in charge of me.

My heart was pounding, but only because this would be the first time I actually fucked Aden. That had my stomach in knots. I hoped I was everything he wanted, and every passing moment where I just waited on my hands and knees felt like forever. I couldn’t make out what they were talking about, either. They were right in the room with me, but all I knew was that it Was Not For My Ears.

Before I could look back and see what was taking them both so long, Aden sat beside me. He put two fingers in the middle of my forehead, pressing lightly, and said, “Back with us, Vivian.”

Back.

The hair on the back of my neck rose, and my whole body twitched. I raised my head a little and agreed dazedly, “Yes, Sir.”

Aden took his hand away and laid down beside me. He said, “Mount me. This is going to be a tight fit.”

“Yes, Sir,” I agreed, feeling a little more lively. I straddled his taut, athletic body and looked backward so that I could carefully lower myself onto his erect shaft. He reached up and splayed my nether lips, then guided his head into me. I lowered myself onto his cock, feeling fuller than I could ever remember. He was bigger than Stanley all around.

As soon as he was properly inside me, Aden craned his head up a bit and said, “C’mon, Stanley.”

For a moment, I wondered what the plan was. There wasn’t room at the head of the bed for a third person

Stanley agreed eagerly, “Yes, Sir!” Then my husband clambered onto the bed behind us, and I felt his cock, slick and wet with lube, against my bare left ass cheek.

My stomach flipped as I realized what was about to happen. I looked down at Aden wide-eyed and asked, “You’re both gonna -”

“Yes,” he met my gaze and said firmly, “Stanley got tails because he’s a little smaller. Now relax.” The last was an order, not a request.

Relax.

I wanted to tell Aden that I’d never even had a toy in my backside. I wanted to know why Stanley didn’t mind Aden pointing out he had a smaller penis, even though it was true, and even though I knew the answer. Before any of that could pass from between my lips, I felt a wave of relaxation. All I managed to say was, “… yessir…”

My body was suddenly heavy as Stanley pushed my cheeks apart and pressed the head of his cock to my ass. He felt absolutely enormous as he penetrated me, bigger than Aden, bigger than anything I could have imagined. He put his hands on my hips to steady himself and pressed into me inch by inch, driving into me with maddening slowness, and all I could think was that it felt like someone else was doing it. All the same, I could hear him breathing, and feel his heart race as he throbbed inside my unbearably tight passage.

I clutched at Aden’s shoulders, nails biting into his flesh. Aden’s expression went hard at the pain, and he began to grind his hips, working inside me even as Stanley continued to press into me from behind. Stanley’s grip tightened and he penetrated me just a little faster.

The friction was incredible, an intense mix of pleasure and pain. Being so full, it felt like the two cocks inside of me were going to tear me apart… but at the same time, hot joy built at the core of my being. I could feel them rubbing each other right through the thin flesh separating them inside me.

It took almost no time at all to cum. Pleasure simply exploded inside me, crashing over my body in waves. My toes curled, my body twitched and I let out a low and ragged cry. Behind me, Stanley gasped and clung to my hips for dear life, trying not to cum.

Aden craned his neck a bit and said, “Not yet, Stanley. Obey.”

Obey.

The word wasn’t aimed at me, but it set off delicious aftershocks. My whole body trembled with it. I wanted to agree, but I bit my lip to keep from speaking out of turn.

Stanley’s member throbbed and twitched inside me and he replied, “Yessir!” He began to press into me again, slowly and patiently, two words I never would’ve expected to use about my husband in bed.

Then Aden looked up at me and said, “Relax, pet.”

Relax.

I felt the now-familiar sensation of my body yielding to his command. My death grip on his shoulders relaxed involuntarily, and I sighed. I moaned softly, “… yessir…”

“We have all day,” Aden assured me as he started to fuck me again. This time, his motions were slower, matching Stanley’s thrust for thrust.

It hadn’t been a question, and I couldn’t rouse myself to reply without an order. All I could do was try to keep from drooling as Stanley joined his slow and steady rhythm, fucking my ass in slow, short strokes. Even with the lube, it was almost impossibly tight. I could’ve sworn he was twice as big as before.

Paradoxically, the arousal and pleasure only served to make me feel more lethargic, more content to simply be a body that the two men had sandwiched between them instead of a real participant. I wondered dimly if the rhythm itself was hypnotic, but it didn’t matter. With what little concentration I had left, I closed my eyes and tried not to drool. I drifted that way for ages, near the edge but not quite at it.

After ages, Aden tensed inside of me. I was just aware enough to realize that he was close, and the knowledge perked me up. I didn’t have much room to move, but I opened my eyes and managed to breathe, “… please…”

His expression was one of intense concentration, but it softened at my plea. Without a word, he sped up. A moment later Stanley did too, struggling to match Aden’s deep, hard thrusts. Even with the lube, it felt like the two of them were going to split me down the middle.

If it had gone on more than a few seconds, I wasn’t sure what would’ve happened. As it was, Stanley lost control almost immediately, his hot sticky seed pouring into me. That set off Aden and I at almost the same time: my boss spurted even more hot cum, the two of them filling me to overflowing. Cum ran down my thighs and ass cheeks.

In the moment, I barely felt that though. Instead, my body went taut as pleasure tore through me, exploding from the core of my being in a torrent of hot electric joy.

Aden cut off my scream with a deep kiss, his open mouth on mine, his tongue in my mouth as my body twitched helplessly.

Finally, he pulled away and let me catch my breath. He said, “Stanley, go hit the shower.”

I was glad he didn’t add ‘obey.’ I was completely hypersensitive now. Even having Stanley pull out of me was delicious agony that set me moaning. After my husband pulled his cock out of my sore ass, I flopped on Aden’s chest and just panted, my boss’ softening member still buried inside me and my body still aching with both pleasure and intense soreness.

Aden stroked my hair, then said, “That was great, Vivian. Sleep now.”

Sleep.

I was gone.


Epilogue

Stanley had breakfast on a tray, like he usually did. I could smell bacon and eggs, now a Saturday tradition. All of the sexual implications of Aden’s program were fun and satisfying, but privately my favorite bit was simply that Stanley now not only knew how to cook, but he loved it.

He didn’t even mind that his change of heart was basically a gift to me. Neither of us cared what Master did to our minds.

I resisted the urge to pull away from Master and head for food. He liked an audience, even just an audience of one, and I wanted to please him. I began to bob my head up and down on his shaft, enjoying both the feel of him tensing, and wet smacking noises I was making.

Stanley just said, “Good morning, you two. I thought we could all use a hearty breakfast before we headed out.”

That almost made me pause: Saturdays were for lazy afternoons of fucking, not going out. I kept right on working Master’s shaft, but I gave him a look that I hoped he could read as ‘puzzled.’

Aden glanced down at me, then forward at Stanley and said, “Good, mm, thought.” He was trying very hard not to let on how turned on he was, and he didn’t seem to care about sating my curiosity.

I pulled off of him after all, with an audible pop. I wrapped my hand around his glistening shaft and pouted, “We’re going to the office, Master? On a Saturday?” I squeezed him just a little bit for emphasis.

He looked down at me and said, “Two dozen new interns will be finishing Phase Two treatment this afternoon, and the Board wants me to be present to look them over. Really, I wouldn’t think of it as work, exactly. Now, we have to get dirty before there’s any point cleaning up. Don’t we?”

“Yes, Master!” my eyes widened at the thought of dozens of new recruits to break in. I aimed Aden’s cock at my chest and pumped it vigorously, his shaft slippery with my spit. He came in moments, already close from my mouth.

I loved Saturdays.


Rapt for Christmas


Prologue

I drifted in the comfortable and hazy space between sleep and wakefulness, snug as could be. My world was very small. Even if I had felt like opening my eyes, I couldn’t have seen it. The space I occupied was pitch black, and silent except for the soft sound of my own deep breaths. I didn’t need to look to know that it ended maybe three inches from my body though.

Another girl might have felt claustrophobic in such a tight little box, perhaps been reminded of a coffin, but I was enjoying my confinement. I was even happy that it went deeper than the box I was laying in.

Apart from the box, very little covered my skin. I wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing. Instead, I had bright red ribbons twined around my body. They bound my hands to my sides, hobbled my ankles and crisscrossed my breasts tightly. Their smooth fabric covered my nipples, and there was a single strip of ribbon between my legs, rubbing against my nether lips.

There was even a ribbon around my mouth, not that I needed it to keep silent.

The only discomfort I felt was an empty stomach, but it was a small price to pay. This was a night that I preferred an empty stomach to a full bladder.

I couldn’t let anything ruin Christmas. Nothing could be an inch out of place. Even my thoughts were confined: rather than idle daydreams, all I experienced was simple anticipation.

‹Christmas is almost here.›

I let that single compulsive idea warm me as I dozed.

~~~

I woke to the sound of my box’s latch being fumbled with. A moment later, someone opened the lid, and I blinked at the surprisingly bright light above.


Chapter One

Eight Months Earlier

The very first thing I was aware of, before I opened my eyes or did anything else, was a deep chill. As I slowly clawed my way to consciousness, I realized that I was laying on my side on a surface that was cool, smooth and hard. I could feel a dull ache in the back of my head too, faint and constant.

I opened my eyes to bright white tiles. They covered both the visible floor and the wall. I also realized that part of my chill came from being completely naked.

As I blinked and squinted against the unwelcome room, I wondered if I’d gotten hammered and fallen asleep in a shower somewhere. My head still feeling full of fog, I sat up with difficulty and took a closer look at everything. There was a drain in the middle of the floor and a spigot to my right, but that was where the similarities with a shower ended: there were no fixtures anywhere. There was no light switch. Neither my clothes nor my purse were anywhere to be seen. The wall behind me wasn’t tile, but a single shiny white pane with a large vent maybe eight feet up, and too narrow to squeeze through even if it were not out of reach.

The most alarming detail was the single door leading out: it was a simple slab of white, lacking a handle or window. All it had was a single slot near the bottom.

I wanted to panic, but all I could muster was wide eyed bafflement. I felt numb, every sensation muted. I rubbed my eyes and asked, “Is anybody there?”

There was a crawling sensation at the base of my skull, making the hair on the back of my neck rise. A moment later, a deep male voice said, “Stand up.”

The voice sounded like it was speaking directly in my head, like my skull was the end of a microphone that God was breathing into. The whole thing was bizarre, but also naggingly familiar, like I’d heard it in a movie, maybe dreamed about it. The thought made me shiver. I frowned and asked, “What’s going on? Who are you? Where am I?”

“Stand up,” the voice repeated dispassionately, the crawling sensation intensifying.

I paused and the dull ache in my head stepped up to something throbbing, making me feel queasy. I bit my lip and rose, rubbing the back of my head. I was keenly aware of how exposed I was, and I wondered where the cameras were, if the strange way I felt was because of their eyes on my bare skin. I looked down at the floor and said plaintively, “Please. I don’t want to be here. I don’t understand what’s happening.”

“State your name,” the stern voice commanded.

I frowned, but I replied, “Sara Roberts.” The pain ended as abruptly as it had started, replaced by pleasant warmth. I continued to rub my head anyway, trying to figure out what was going on. I couldn’t feel anything attached to my ears or neck, but my hair had been shaved to stubble, like some kind of military cut. More and more puzzled, I asked, “Who are you?”

“Turn left, eyes up, arms at your sides,” the voice ignored my question and commanded impassively, “Then state your date of birth.”

I hesitated again, and the pain returned as quickly as if a switch had been flipped. My stomach rumbled unpleasantly, and it felt like there was something sharp poking at my brain. I turned to the left, looked straight ahead at the strange blank wall and put my arms at my sides. I said softly, “February 19th, 1986.”

The pain was replaced by soothing warmth immediately. I had no idea how, but the voice was punishing me for disobedience or hesitation… except that was completely impossible.

No matter how vivid everything felt, I had to be dreaming.

I stood stock still, eyes forward like the voice commanded. There was a long pause, as though the voice were waiting for me to complain or ask more questions, but I didn’t bother.

The pleasant sensation of warmth increased, replacing the chill of the room.

“Kneel,” the voice ordered, “And state your bank and PIN.”

I slid to my knees a little clumsily, keeping my eyes forward. I said, “Chase Manhattan, 1173.”

My nipples, already stiff from the cold, began to tingle.

The wall in front of me flickered to life, glowing pearly gray, and I realized it was one giant screen, a square perhaps eight feet to a side. There was a hiss from the vent above it, and a faintly floral scent.

“Inhale deeply,” the voice commanded, “Then state your mother’s maiden name, followed by your Social Security Number.”

I breathed deeply, letting the scent fill my lungs. Whatever it was, it burned slightly, and I wondered idly why I would dream about being drugged and quizzed by a voice in my brain. I said, “Watson, and the number’s 466…”

The screen in front of me rippled, the single layer of color separating like oily liquid. Glossy patches of white swirled atop deeper hues of gray, like someone was stirring the whole thing.

I trailed off, feeling lightheaded. I didn’t want to disobey the voice and have another headache, but it was getting very hard to concentrate. The display was mesmerizing, and I stared at it in wide-eyed fascination, the rest of my SSN dying on my lips.

The voice said, “Watch. Listen. Learn.” The screen rippled in response to the words, patterns growing ever more complex.

My lungs burned pleasantly and I kept my gaze riveted to the screen, even though I had no idea what I was supposed to learn.

~~~

“Watch,” a familiar voice whispered, “Listen. Learn.” I realized, with dull surprise, that the words were my own. That seemed strange, but I couldn’t think of why.

Any sort of thinking was difficult: all I really seemed to be able to do was feel. My entire body tingled with pleasure, thrills of electricity running up and down my skin. My nipples were stiff, and I could feel droplets of moisture rolling down my thighs.

Despite my intense arousal, my entire body felt heavy, almost sleepy.

The world in front of me was filled with beautiful swirling light, patterns of white and gray spinning inside each other, clockwise against counterclockwise.

The disembodied voice from earlier said firmly, “Submit. Kneel. Obey.”

“Submit,” I heard myself parrot, “Kneel. Obey.” The words were automatic: I didn’t think about them at all.

I felt a jolt of pleasure anyway, a thrill running from the base of my skull, down my spine and between my legs. My breath caught in my throat, and I realized I wasn’t far from orgasm.

“Sleep,” the voice commanded.

“Sleep,” I agreed, gone again as soon as the word passed between my lips.

~~~

A cool hand palmed my right breast and squeezed it firmly, rousing me to a dizzy twilight space between awareness and sleep. I tried to open my eyes, but they were too heavy. The top of my body was slick and wet, but despite the moisture, every part of me felt leaden and almost feverishly hot.

Somewhere above me, a male voice said, “It’s just such a waste.”

“Pfft,” A second male voice scoffed, “I’m with the customer on this one. If he wants DDs over C-cups, he’s just showing good taste. The bigger, the better.”

The hand tweaked my nipple, sending a thrill of pleasure through my chest. The first man said, “No way is that a good idea. Just look at these, Brad: they’re perfect. He’s asking us to bedazzle the Mona Lisa or add a balloon animal to the crotch of Michelangelo’s David.”

Neither of them sounded very old, nor were either deep enough to be the voice in my brain from before.

A second pair of hands, presumably Brad’s, gripped my left side and the two men rolled me face down, crushing my breasts against a smooth, flat surface. I realized my mouth was a little open, and could feel a thin line of drool trickling along my cheek. Despite that, I couldn’t muster panic or fear or even shame.

The truth was, I felt very good.

Brad chuckled, “Vivid, Eric. But it’s just a boob job for some brainless doll. We’re not defacing art.”

‹Brainless doll.›

The words were intensely familiar, but I couldn’t say from where.

“We’re going to have to agree to disagree,” Eric sighed, “Just wish I could afford one so I could do the whole thing properly.”

Brad let go of me, and began to wipe me down with a damp sponge. He said, “Yeah, me too. Of course, I’d need to bump her titties up to ‘G’ for ‘gigantic.’ You know, just to spite you.”

Eric laughed and stepped away.

I wondered dully what was happening. The last thing I remembered, a voice in my brain had been ordering me around in the shower, now I was dreaming about a sponge bath.

Maybe I was going insane.

Brad ran the damp sponge along the inside of my left thigh, and I squirmed a little. He said, “I think she’s coming up a bit. Get her another dose.” Then, rather than helping sedate me, Brad then proceeded to slide his hand between my legs, his hard fingers rubbing against my pussy. The sensation was incredible even before he penetrated me with the tip of his forefinger. I couldn’t believe how sensitive I was.

I wanted to scream and buck, but all I managed to do was let out a soft little sigh and wriggle a little harder, pressing myself against his hand.

Brad chuckled, “There’s a good little slut. You won’t mind having giant jugs, do you?”

The truth was, I wouldn’t have minded anything if he slid his fingers deeper. I wished I could open my mouth and beg him to.

“Quit screwing around and flip her supine again,” Eric said, “Jeeze, I hate these new implants. The old ones integrated way faster.”

“Sure,” Brad protested as he pulled his hand away from me, “But we never had to wipe them down before. Gotta be the first time I ever wanted more to do around here.”

The loss of his hand left me feeling so empty I almost ached. Two sets of hands turned me over again, and I managed to open my eyes. The room was far too bright, but I managed to squint up at two young men. One had dark hair, while the other had a blond ponytail.

The dark haired one, evidently Eric, lowered a can toward my face and said, “It’s all right. Just breathe in.” He spritzed me in the face with a familiar floral scent, much more intense than I expected.

I passed out.


Chapter Two

“Miss Roberts?” a deep and familiar male voice asked, “Can you hear me?”

I stirred, feeling groggy, and opened my eyes to what looked like a hospital room. There was an older man sitting in a chair beside my bed, with a slim tablet in hand. He looked to be in his mid-50s, with horn rimmed glasses and graying hair.

Despite his age, his voice was amazing.

I blinked at him dully and asked, “Whuh?”

Even as I heard myself slur the word, I realized I’d drooled in my sleep, and blushed fiercely.

He smiled at me and said, “It’s all right, Miss Roberts. You’ve been having a very rough go. I assume you remember that much?”

I shook my head, then sat up a little straighter to get a better look around. I had no idea what was going on. I reached up, my arm feeling incredibly heavy, wiped the trickle away from my chin and replied, “I don’t remember anything. Where am I? Who are you?”

“My name is Dr. Hans Muller,” he adjusted his glasses, then swiped at the tablet and explained, “You are in a long term care facility. May I ask the last thing you remember doing?”

I tried to concentrate, but my head felt foggy. Confused images flashed in my mind: Dr. Muller’s voice directly inside my brain, two younger men giving me a sponge bath while they talked about giving me a boob job. I frowned and replied, “Nothing. Why don’t I remember anything?”

Dr. Muller tapped at his tablet and said, “I’m very sorry to inform you that you had a severe breakdown due to a tumor deep in your brain, Miss Roberts. We’ve had to perform one surgery in order to save your life, and you’re slated for another. In the interim, I’m trying to assess your current condition: what you remember about yourself and your life. I’ll understand if you would prefer to do this later.”

I felt almost dizzy at the doctor’s words, uncertain of what to say. I reached up and touched the top of my head, to find it shaved close. I blinked in confusion and asked, “What?”

“Are you having any difficulty understanding me?” he asked gently, “Are you experiencing blurred vision or other physical problems?”

“I… no, I’m fine,” I said, trying to wrap my brain around what was happening. It seemed like I should be panicky or crying, but I felt a dull, numb sort of calm. Still, I could feel tears welling up. I asked, “What happened?”

The doctor swiped something on the tablet and said, “You had a break with reality, Miss Roberts. The details are somewhat colorful, but the important thing is that it wasn’t your fault, and that we’re seeing to your long term care. Do you remember any of this?”

I strained, but all I could think about was the room, and the good doctor’s voice in my brain. I shook my head and said, “No. I really don’t. How long have I been here?”

Muller swiped something on the tablet and said, “Two weeks.”

“What about my job?” I asked, “My…” I trailed off.

I couldn’t remember whether I had a family. I looked down at my hands, but I didn’t see any wedding ring, nor telltale signs that I used to wear one. At that, a tear did roll down my cheek.

“That’s a more complicated discussion,” he replied, “At the moment, I want to take things slowly, get some idea of how well you’re remembering things in both the short and long term. Is it all right if I ask you a few questions? We can stop if it makes you feel uncomfortable.”

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to know how bad off I was, but if I turned him down, it would only put it off. So I nodded and said softly, “Yeah. Okay.”

“Thank you,” Dr. Muller tapped the tablet and said, “We’ll start with some basics. Can you tell me where you work, Miss Roberts?”

The question was frustrating, like the answer was on the tip of my tongue. I frowned, shook my head and admitted, “No. I really can’t.”

He made a note on the tablet and asked, “What about family? Friends? Do you know who we should call about this?”

I bit my lip and shook my head, feeling hot tears slide down my cheeks. I said softly, “No.” I hesitated, then asked, “Is this… normal? Am I ever going to remember?”

“It will be some time before that’s clear,” the doctor explained patiently, “The treatment that you’re undergoing is very new.”

‘New’ was the last thing I wanted to hear about a medical procedure done to me. Really, it should’ve made me panic, but instead I just felt a sense of vague unease. “How…” I trailed off, not sure how to phrase it, “How does the treatment work?”

The doctor said smoothly, “Let’s not worry about it right now.” He tapped the tablet and swiped something.

My calm deepened instantly, as though the two events were connected. I blinked heavily, mouth hanging slightly open. I no longer remembered whatever question I had wanted to ask next. Instead, I agreed dully, “Okay.”

“Perhaps we should start with something simpler,” Muller swiped the tablet and said, “Try this: state your full name.”

I felt a wave of warmth wash over me and laid my head back on the pillow. I said, “My name is Sara Roberts.”

The doctor tapped the tablet again and said, “State your date of birth.”

‹State your date of birth.›

I could almost hear his voice in my brain again, and the exchange was starting to give me an intense sense of deja vu. I replied softly, “February 19th, 1986.”

He tapped the tablet again, and I felt a warm rush of pleasure wash over me. My breath caught in my throat, and my nipples stiffened beneath my thin hospital gown. I stared up at the ceiling and wondered what was happening.

Muller tapped the tablet again and said, “Tell me the last thing you remember.”

‹Tell me.›

“I dreamed two men were giving me a sponge bath,” I blushed at my admission, “And arguing about whether I needed a boob job.”

“Good girl,” the doctor said, pausing to take some notes on the tablet.

‹Good girl.›

The words were accompanied by another rush of pleasure. I smiled and wriggled a bit in the bed, trying to avoid looking as turned on as I was feeling. It didn’t help though, all it did was make the thin fabric of the slip I was wearing rub against my nipples.

All I could think was that I was on some really good painkillers. I wanted to ask about it, but opening my mouth felt like a lot of work.

The doctor continued, “Tell me what prior memories you have of me.”

‹Tell me.›

“I dreamed about you,” I sighed softly. It didn’t feel much like a dream now: I could swear the good doctor’s words were echoing inside my head even as I responded. Even so, I retained just enough presence of mind not to volunteer that.

“I see,” the doctor asked, “And what did you dream?”

“I dreamed,” I admitted sleepily, “That your voice was in my brain, controlling me.” I stirred a little, trying to raise my head, but I felt a wave of warmth wash over me. I asked, “What’s… happening to me, doc?”

Muller answered gently, “It’s nothing for you to worry about. Just lay back and relax. You’re not worried at all, are you?” His fingers continued to tap the tablet audibly.

‹Not worried.›

There was a pleasant electric sensation in the base of my skull that ran down my spine, setting my sopping pussy tingling. I wanted to touch myself, but instead I agreed dully, “Not worried.”

“Now,” Doctor Muller said, “I’d like to move to the physical portion of your exam. You’re ready for me to look you over, aren’t you, Miss Roberts?”

‹Look you over.›

I wriggled a little at that, and thought about how it felt to get rubbed down in my dream. I agreed, voice perking up a little, “Look me over.”

The doctor rose and stepped beside me. He tapped something on the tablet, and my pussy clenched. He set it on the table beside my bed, out of sight, and stroked my cheek. He asked, “How does this feel, Miss Roberts?”

I leaned into his touch and said, “Good, but…” I trailed off, not sure how to ask why I was so turned on. I blushed, keenly aware that he was looking right at my face.

“But what?” Muller asked, his tone gentle but firm. He said, “It’s just fine to tell me. I’m your doctor. You can tell me everything.”

‹Just fine.›

‹Tell me everything.›

That much was certainly true. I had to trust my doctor. I hesitated, then whispered, “Should you be rubbing me?”

“You’ve been unconscious for a long time,” he replied firmly, “I need to check your various responses. You will submit to any contact I deem appropriate.”

‹Submit.›

His words made my head swim. I heard myself moan, “Submit…”

The doctor’s hand slid from my cheek to my neck, then down my shoulder. His touch was electric, like I hadn’t been touched in ages.

I supposed I hadn’t.

He dragged his fingers down my chest, the incredible sensation dampened only slightly by the paper-thin hospital gown. When he reached my right breast, he gave it a squeeze. The contact sent little thrills of pleasure radiating outward. He asked, “Do you have full sensitivity there, Miss Roberts?”

I bit my lip and nodded, not trusting myself to say anything.

“Do you,” Muller asked conversationally, “Think these should be bigger?”

I met his gaze, my eyes wide, uncertain what to say.

He chuckled and let go of me, leaving me panting in the bed. Muller said, “I think that’s probably enough excitement for one day. I’ve gotten what I need, so I’m going to sedate you now. That’s just fine, isn’t it?”

‹Just fine.›

What I really wanted was for him to paw at me some more, or at least to touch myself. Instead of doing any of that, I heard myself parrot brainlessly, “Just fine.”

He picked up the tablet and tapped it once, then I was gone.


Chapter Three

In my dreams, a man led me by the hand through bright white hallways. The tiled floors gleamed, clean enough to eat off of. Shiny metal doors slid open for us, just like on Star Trek. I couldn’t read the labels on them, but I didn’t really care where we were going.

My whole body felt light and airy, like the only thing tethering me to the ground was the man holding my hand. My awareness slipped from time to time, making the walk disjointed and surreal. Sometimes I would close my eyes, and be in a different place.

Other men and women walked the same hallways, often in pairs. The men looked like they might work in a hospital, which didn’t strike my hazy mind as odd: I thought I had been in one for weeks now.

The women were gorgeous, smiling and rarely wore a stitch. I saw an Asian woman with glassy brown eyes, perhaps Japanese, in a tiny black negligee being led on a leash by a handsome blond man. Later, we were in an elevator with a naked redhead with flawless porcelain skin and enormous breasts. She spent the ride on her knees beside a tall, dark haired man who stroked her hair like she was a cat or dog.

It was only when I saw the redhead that I realized I was naked too, but all I could do was smile. I was only dreaming, and there was no reason to be embarrassed.

~~~

“Doctor tells me what to do,” the Voice spoke directly in my brain, making my entire body throb, “Doctor tells me what to think. I obey.”

‹Doctor tells me what to do.›

‹Doctor tells me what to think.›

‹I obey.›

I heard myself repeat, “Doc-tor tells me what to do. Doc-tor tells me what to think. I o-bey.” The words filled my me, leaving no room for anything other thoughts. My voice had taken on a robotic monotone as I parroted them, utterly brainless.

My field of vision was filled with lurid, glossy images of interlocking bodies. Women knelt and spread and sucked and moaned in an endless procession, one image flowing seamlessly into another, dreamlike and surreal.

Everything else was distant, even the sensations of my own body. I was only dimly aware that I was strapped down, ankles and wrists bound tight. I didn’t think about the intense arousal that I was feeling, the way my body ached, the slickness of my inner thighs and bare pussy.

There was a close up of a woman who looked like me, a thick and veiny cock in her mouth, and the Voice’s mantra changed. He said, “I love cock. I have no inhibitions. I watch. I learn. I obey.”

‹Love cock.›

‹No inhibitions.›

‹Watch.›

‹Learn.›

‹Obey.›

I stared, soaking in the images. I barely even heard myself parrot, “I love cock. I have no inhib… in-hib-it-ions. I watch. I learn. I obey.”

After a time, even that dim glimmer of awareness faded.

~~~

“Sara,” Doctor Muller’s voice was close, sending a tingle of pleasure down my spine, “Wake up.”

‹Wake up.›

The good doctor’s voice echoed in my brain again, snapping me to awareness. I blinked rapidly, aware of a warm, smooth surface beneath my body. I was sitting in something like a hospital bed or dentist’s chair, and the room around me looked like a medical examination room of some kind. From the temperature, I’d been there awhile. There were computer displays behind the doctor, and the seat I was in had a large apparatus over me, bristling with lenses and lights.

There was a younger man beside me. He looked like Eric, from my dream about being sponge-bathed. He was at the end of the chair, unstrapping my ankles from black leather restraints.

It seemed like there might be something wrong with that, but I felt too good to care. Instead of addressing it directly, I replied, “Good morning, Sir. What’s going on?”

As I asked, Eric finished with my legs and headed for a nearby workstation, typing away at the computer without a backward glance.

The doctor stepped beside me, tablet in hand and explained, “We’re continuing your treatment, Sara. Do you remember us talking about that?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, Sir. I had a brain… something in my brain that made me have problems.” I smiled and added, “You took it out.”

He smiled back and said, “That’s exactly right. Good girl.” He tapped the tablet, then asked, “Do you remember what unpleasant side effect that caused?”

‹Good girl.›

I shivered in pleasure at his praise, then replied eagerly, “It made me have trouble remembering things.”

That should have bothered me, but all I really wanted was for him to call me a good girl again.

Muller nodded and said, “That’s right.” He patted the machine over my head and said, “Because of the operation, we had to put a special chip in your brain. It’s like a pacemaker, but for your thinking. It syncs with this larger device,” he patted the machine over my head, “And the pair stimulate your brain.”

‹Good girl.›

My head was too foggy to really parse that. I blinked and asked in confusion, “Stimulates my brain?”

“Yes,” Muller replied, “You came to us as something of a blank slate, but with these devices, we can impart information directly inside your brain, almost the way that a computer is programmed. In time, you’ll have a full set of memories.”

That gave me a vague sense of unease, like it might not be safe, but my head was too muddled to figure out why. After all, he was my doctor, and my doctor was supposed to tell me what to think. Putting thoughts directly in my brain had to be faster than just telling them to me. I rubbed my temple and asked, “Is it working? My head feels funny. It’s hard to concentrate.”

Muller stepped closer and said, “It’s normal. Your brain is coming out of a state that resembles sleep. Here, we can clear that up easily.” He tapped his tablet and swiped.

My skin tingled, little arcs of sensation dancing across my body, and I felt a head rush. It felt as though the cobwebs in my brain had been blown out. I blinked rapidly and said, “Whoa. Um. Thanks, Sir.” I paused and asked, more hesitantly, “… So, I have some kind of brain implant that affects my mood and stuff?”

The doctor nodded and said, “Yes. How do you feel about that, Sara?”

I bit my lip for a moment, then said, “If you hadn’t just given my mind some percussive maintenance, I’m not sure I would’ve believed you. It sounds like science fiction. That said, if it were anybody but you, I think I’d be freaking out right now.” I sat up sideways on the chair now that my ankles were free, and let my bare feet touch the smooth tile floor.

Muller smiled and said, “I’m flattered by that.”

“Well,” I hugged myself, “You are my doctor. You’re going to tell me what to think. Speaking of… what’s next? Am I going back into the machine, or…” I paused before fumbling, “… I mean, I don’t remember being awake here very often, so I’m curious what’s going on.”

“That’s actually something that’s going to change,” my doctor explained gently. He set the tablet on a nearby tray and explained, “You’ve spent several weeks here practically comatose, but your recovery is beginning now. We’re going to need to put you back in the machine, but first, you should get up and stretch. Move around a little.”

After being bedridden for weeks, I expected to be too weak to stand. I seemed to remember astronauts having trouble walking after space missions and I’d been down a really long time. Still, my first instinct was to obey my doctor: he would know whether or not I was ready.

I slid off the chair gingerly, ready to try and fall toward Muller if I couldn’t keep my balance… but it was fine. I stood, surprised for a moment by my own balance, and then I stretched, enjoying the feeling very much. I smiled at the doctor and said, “Thanks. I needed that.”

“You’re very welcome,” he replied, “Now, turn around, and try to touch your toes.” His tone was firm, but gentle.

The command gave me an intense sense of deja vu, but it also made my entire body perk up. I replied brightly, “Yes, Sir,” and turned around, facing the room’s only door. I bent forward as far as I could, reaching my toes with difficulty. I looked up at Doctor Muller from between my own spread legs. He was looking right at my glistening pussy, and his erection was visible beneath his slacks. I giggled despite the discomfort of the position and asked, “Good view, Sir?”

He chuckled, “Sorry, I don’t mean to stare. It’s good to see you mobile.” He added, tone firm, “Stand up. We don’t need you dizzy.”

I stood up, body responding to his voice almost faster than I could think about it. He wasn’t wrong: I did feel lightheaded from being upside down, and I leaned against the chair for support for a moment. Rather than asking about that, I smiled and replied, “It’s okay, Doctor. Nothing you haven’t seen before. I’m just surprised to be so limber after weeks of bed rest. Is that normal?”

Muller reached out and stroked my cheek, the soft contact making my skin tingle pleasantly. The gesture was both intensely intimate and strangely familiar, and it made it very hard for me to think again. He met my gaze and said firmly, “You aren’t worried about that. Repeat that back for me.”

‹Repeat.›

“I’m not worried about that,” I parroted dully, feeling my entire body tingle with pleasure.

He dragged his fingers down the nape of my neck, raising goosebumps on my bare skin and continued, “You will forget you even asked.”

‹Forget.›

I felt a wave of disorientation and agreed dully, “Forget.” I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to be forgetting, but the good doctor’s voice made me clench. I could feel moisture rolling down the insides of my thighs, and wished he would touch me a little more firmly.

Muller pulled his hand back, and it was like breaking a circuit. Reality rushed back, and I realized both that my heart was pounding, and that I had no idea what we’d been talking about, just that I was immensely aroused. My doctor said, “Kneel for me, Sara.”

I slid to my knees without a word, head still feeling muddy. I caught Eric turning around in his chair to watch, but I didn’t care. I stared fixedly at my doctor’s crotch, and wondered when he would unzip for me.

Doctor Muller looked past me at Eric and asked, “How are her readings?”

“All in the green, Doc,” Eric glanced back to make sure, “Everything is holding perfectly steady. Time to break her in, then?”

I quivered at the idea of being ‘broken in,’ skin aching to be touched, but I could no longer find the presence of mind to beg for it unbidden.

My doctor looked down at me and asked, “Would you like to suck some cock before going back in the machine for more programming, Sara?”

‹Suck cock.›

Hearing the words aloud made my heart flip in my chest. I couldn’t think of anything I wanted to do more. I breathed softly, “Yes, Sir. Please, Sir.”

Muller made eye contact again and said, “You will service Eric, then you will let him strap you back in the chair and continue your session. If you do a good job for him, you will get mine tomorrow. Do you understand and obey, Sara?”

‹Obey.›

I nodded and agreed, “I obey.”

They were only two little words, but they made my heart race.

“Good girl,” my doctor patted my head affectionately. He said, “Much as I’d like to participate, I have some other patients to see today.” He looked up at Eric and said, “Doctor Hildebrant asked for help with Tanya this afternoon, some issues with her neural integration. I assume you don’t mind finishing up alone.”

‹Good girl.›

I nearly moaned when he called me ‘good girl.’

Eric shook his head and said eagerly, “Not at all, Doc.” He rose and said, “We’ll be just fine.”

“Thank you,” the doctor picked up the tablet and handed it to Eric. I realized, with dull surprise, that it meant that Eric could do anything he wanted with my thoughts right now.

I was helpless. I couldn’t even hold onto an opinion without their approval.

The doctor headed out of the room without so much as a backward glance. I looked up at Eric, still feeling too passive to say anything. I just stared into his pretty blue eyes and hoped he would be good to me.

Eric tapped a button on the tablet and said, “Relax. Everything’s fine.”

‹Relax. Everything is fine.›

The young man’s voice was clear in my brain, pushing away my own fleeting, dull thoughts. I slumped a little, head drooping, breathing slowing, and I heard myself repeat brainlessly, “Everything is fine.”

Eric set the tablet aside and stepped in front of me, then unzipped his fly. The lab technician was heroically endowed, his cock so long and thick that I didn’t think I could fit all of it in my mouth, even semi-erect. He stepped close, and rubbed my cheek with it, warm and throbbing and veiny against my skin.

I tilted my head, mouth open, wanting it, but I kept my eyes fixed on his. Eye contact was important during blowjobs. I didn’t know how I knew that, but I was sure.

He smiled down at me and said, “Play with yourself, Doll. Use your left hand.”

‹Doll.›

The term felt almost as good as ‘good girl.’ I shivered at it and replied, “Yessir.” Then I reached between my legs and rubbed my slick pussy, just like he told me to. It felt good, but my own hand was nowhere near as satisfying as Doctor Muller’s, or even Eric’s. Worse, I didn’t know if I was allowed to cum.

Really, it was just a tease, rather than any sort of relief for my maddening arousal.

Eric put the head of his cock to my lips and said, “Get me hard.”

I could’ve cried with gratitude: he was going to fuck me. Rather than talking, I thanked him by taking the the head of his cock into my mouth. I pursed my lips tightly around his shaft and bobbed my head up and down on it. I could only get about halfway down without gagging, so I reached up and began to jerk him off while I did it.

The whole thing was a strange: I knew it was exactly what I wanted, and I knew I’d done it dozens or maybe even hundreds of times, but the details surprised me. I didn’t expect the glistening drop of precum at the tip of his dick to be sweet. The masculine taste of his clean skin was unfamiliar.

I felt the dimmest twinge of confusion at the contrast, struggling to imagine how something I’d practiced and loved could feel so new. Thinking was like swimming against a strong current though: my brain didn’t want to be used.

Eric twined his fingers in my hair possessively and groaned, “That’s it, doll. Good girl.”

‹Good girl.›

The compliment made my whole body feel tingly and heavy. I stopped rubbing myself, just pressing the heel of my hand against my sopping pussy. I tightened my grip on Eric’s shaft and sped up on it, slobbering crazily all over him. Drool ran down my chin, but I couldn’t slow down.

My need to please him was visceral, completely uncontrollable. Time lost any sort of meaning: all I was aware of was his beautiful, throbbing cock.

“Stop!” Eric finally panted, “That’s good, doll!”

‹Stop.›

The command snapped me out of it a little. I paused the frantic bobbing of my head, keeping about a third of his shaft in my mouth. I looked up at him wide-eyed, hoping he was ready to finish this.

Eric didn’t disappoint me. He picked up the tablet and said clearly, “Hands and knees, doll. Face down, ass up, legs spread.”

I let his stiff cock slide out of my mouth and hurriedly obeyed. I dropped to all fours right in front of him, pressing my forehead to the cool tile floor and presenting my ass like a bitch in heat.

Eric stepped around me and knelt. He rubbed the heel of his hand against my sopping pussy, and it felt so much better than my own. Little shocks of pleasure radiated from the point of contact, and I moaned, completely wanton. I pushed myself back against him, wanting more friction, wishing only that he were inside me. He chuckled and asked, “Someone’s a horny little fuck doll, aren’t they?”

‹Horny fuck doll.›

“Yessss!” I agreed, grinding against the heel of his hand, feeling my juices running down the insides of my thighs, “Please!”

Eric stopped rubbing my pussy and splayed it open, then guided the head of his enormous cock inside me. He pushed his way inside of me slowly, penetrating me inch by inch because the fit was so incredibly tight. Pleasure washed over me in waves, made even more intense by the tinge of pain I felt at his unbelievable size.

I trembled, wondering if the well-hung lab tech was going to split me in half.

Eric finished penetrating me, his rock hard cock buried deep in my body. He leaned closer in, grinding his hips just a little, and pawed at my right breast with his wet hand. He breathed, “Such a tight little cunt. Beg for more. Beg for it to be harder.”

‹Beg.›

It felt a little like a key being inserted into my mind and turned, and a confusing torrent of thoughts and words flooded my pliable, helpless brain. I heard myself pant, “Please fuck me, Sir! I need it! I need your big, hard cock pounding my pussy!”

I couldn’t control a word of it, couldn’t even close my mouth. I couldn’t remember ever feeling more helpless. My pussy clenched around Eric’s magnificent cock involuntarily as I babbled helplessly.

“Enough, doll,” Eric gripped my breast more tightly, slick fingers tight against my yielding flesh and said firmly, “Freeze.”

‹Freeze.›

It was like someone flipped a switch. My mouth snapped shut, and I held very, very still. My entire body quivered in anticipation, but I couldn’t move or speak. My head swam with desire.

Eric drew back, and began to pound me in earnest. Every thrust set tingling pleasure building between my thighs, and aching pain at the fullness of him so deep inside me. His balls slapped my ass, and his powerful body pinned me painfully to the hard tile floor. I was too overwhelmed to do much but stay still and accept it. I squeezed my eyes shut and my fingers clawed at the floor convulsively at the nearly unbearable mix of joy and pain.

Just as I thought I’d reached my limit, I felt Eric tense inside of me. He was going to cum.

I felt a brief flash of panic, wondering what would happen if he got me pregnant. I had no idea when I’d be leaving the hospital, what my life was going to be like…

The feel of hot, sticky seed pumping deep inside my belly wiped out my dim, confused thoughts. Pleasure exploded from between my thighs, racing down my legs, up my chest and through my arms. My entire body spasmed and jerked at the incredible pleasure.

‹GOOD GIRL.›

Doctor Muller’s words thundered in my brain, filling me with overwhelming joy. I was only peripherally aware of my own ragged scream. Eric pulled out of me and stepped away without another word, and I slumped on the floor like a puppet with her strings cut, my heart pounding crazily.

By the time I’d caught my breath, the sexy lab tech was back. He reached down and lifted me bodily from the floor, then slid me back into the chair. I stared at him dazedly, wondering how he’d gotten cleaned up and dressed so fast.

“Don’t worry, doll,” he said as he strapped me back down, “I’ll be sure to wipe both you and the chair down after your session. In the meantime, you’re ready for some more programming, aren’t you?”

“Uh huh,” I agreed, scarcely comprehending what he was even talking about.

Eric lowered the device above my head, and my world dissolved to glossy pink.


Chapter Four

Dizzying hues of blue and gray swirled on a glossy screen before me. The patterns were mesmerizing, shifting from jagged to smooth seemingly at random, the center shifting as the whole thing spiraled. I couldn’t look away, and the display seemed to penetrate my head, making me feel a strange combination of lightheaded and drowsy, like I was sleepy, but buoyed up in warm water.

The image was accompanied by white noise, low and steady. If the image was filling my brain, the noise seemed to fill my body, every part of me seeming to vibrate with it.

The whole thing was wonderful, and so all encompassing that I was only dimly aware of the two men near me. That changed when a complex tone played in my ear. The words slipped right past my conscious awareness and deep into my sodden brain, but I perked up anyway.

“Can she hear us now, then?” an unfamiliar male voice asked.

“It will be a moment before Sara is capable of lucid speech,” my doctor replied, “But she should already be aware of you, and she will be able to respond very soon.”

The stranger asked, “How far along is she in her treatment? I see she’s in restraints.” He sounded dubious.

I hadn’t really been thinking about the straps around my wrists and ankles, but now that he mentioned them, I wriggled a little. I loved the feel of the smooth plastic against my bare skin, keeping me helpless. The white noise in my ears faded, and the display went dark.

“The straps are only there to keep her from twitching while the machine is running,” Dr. Muller sounded proud when he explained, “As for her progress, you should ask her herself, after she comes around.” He doctor lifted the headphones off of me, and the chair’s screen folded up and out of the way. I squeezed my blurry eyes shut to clear them. My heart was beating pretty fast, the way it always did when I got brought up early, but I didn’t mind.

The good doctor began releasing my restraints. I opened my eyes and looked up. Everything was still a little too bright, but it wasn’t too bad. The newcomer was a very thin man in a dark gray suit. I didn’t really like the look of him: his face was narrow, his brown eyes hard. He looked a bit like a weasel.

Plus, most men would’ve been smiling at the sight of my sweaty naked body.

I wanted to ask what was going on, but I waited for someone to bid me to speak. A Good Girl was seen and not heard.

Fortunately, it was only a moment before Dr. Muller finished with my ankles, looked up at me and said, “Good afternoon, Sara.”

I wanted to show off for the newcomer. I got out of the chair and slid smoothly to my knees in front of my wonderful doctor and pressed my cheek to his shoe. Everything he wore was always impeccably clean. I waited a moment, then looked up at him and said, “Good afternoon, Sir. How may I serve you?”

Muller smiled down at me and said, “Mr. Doyle is a potential buyer. He has requested that you accompany us for a guided tour of the facility. Please treat him appropriately.”

‹Buyer.›

Images flooded my mind, disjointed and jarring. I felt a head rush, my vision blurring for a moment under the knowledge bubbling up from my subconscious. Buyers were important: without them, Dolls would have no one to serve.

Mr. Doyle was a Buyer. All I could think about was how wrong my first impression of him had been. I stared at him, mouth hanging slightly open, and I realized how handsome he looked, how deep his brown eyes were. I marveled at the expensive cut of his suit. Any man who could afford to buy me must be special. I said softly, “Welcome, Sir. Please permit me to be of service.”

“Have we ever met?” Doyle looked at me, clearly very curious.

I felt a twinge in the back of my mind, as though I might have seen him before in passing.

I shook my head and said, “No, Sir.” The admission was disappointing. He sounded like he expected something else, and I hated not being able to help.

Doyle took a step closer and said, “Tell me what you were doing before we got here.”

“Yes Sir,” I replied, “I was being programmed for later sale.”

The Buyer tilted his head and asked, “So the machine hypnotizes you?”

The question made more information bubble from my subconscious. The sensation was pleasant: I knew things that a Buyer should be told.

“More than that, Sir,” I explained brightly as the words popped into my head, “The machine syncs with a device implanted in my brain, allowing for complete programming of my thoughts, beliefs and behavior. My brainwashing is far deeper than anything that could be done with conventional hypnosis. I am a Doll, not a person.”

The words were rote, an advertising pitch. I felt and sounded like a puppet, and it made me clench.

Doyle nodded, his frown finally fading. He asked, “How do you feel about that?”

“Being a Doll is amazing, Sir. I can’t tell you how wonderful this all is.” My breathless tone was completely sincere. I couldn’t imagine anything better. I added hopefully, “The only thing I want more is to be bought, so that I can serve a Master.”

Doyle gestured at me and said, “Stand up. I want to have a look at you.”

I rose immediately, putting a hand on the chair to steady myself, then stood in front of him with my legs slightly parted and my hands at my sides. I smiled at him and said, “Ready for inspection, Sir.”

The Buyer reached for me, but held back. Instead of touching me, he turned to Dr. Muller and asked, “Am I allowed to paw the merchandise?”

My Doctor nodded and said, “By all means, be hands-on. I know you’ve waited some time for this.”

I straightened up a bit, pushing my breasts toward him subtly. I was very proud of them. I wondered dimly why Doyle had been waiting, but it wasn’t my place to ask.

Doyle reached for my breasts, fondling them both. His touch sent jagged little spikes of pleasure radiating from my rapidly stiffening nipples. I let out a soft little moan and leaned into his touch. He tilted his head slightly back toward Muller and asked, “She really doesn’t remember me, does she? Are you going to program her with new memories before her sale? That seems a little roundabout, given the timetable on her purchase.”

‹Purchase.›

He had already decided to buy me. I shivered with pleasure, and felt my wetness dripping down my thighs. Whatever concerns he had about my life in the outside world, I knew I could push them aside if he’d just sample me. That always satisfied my Trainers and Doctor. I still wasn’t allowed to speak, so I moaned again.

That always encouraged other men.

My Buyer ignored the hint though, keeping his gaze focused on Muller.

“Actually,” Dr. Muller explained, “It’s not blanket amnesia: the implant gates her access to her old life. It’s suppressed during training to render Dolls more receptive to their conditioning, but we are always able to reintegrate a Doll’s former life into her new personality.”

“Hm,” Doyle nodded slowly and said, “I’d like to see that. Is it possible?”

I tensed, worried that I wouldn’t be able to do what he wanted. I couldn’t bear to disappoint him. He would own me for the rest of my life.

“Yes,” My Doctor said, “That’s why you were invited today. Sara’s ready for preliminary reintegration. I thought you would want to observe.”

Trust my wonderful doctor to save me. I smiled again, in sincere relief.

Doyle let go of me and said, “By all means, proceed. Does she need to get back in the chair?”

My Doctor shook his head and explained, “We have a recovery room for this. Shall we?”

“Please,” Doyle moved to follow him out of the room.

I followed the men, grateful that no one had asked me to put on clothes. The complex was chilly, but I enjoyed both the cool air on my bare skin, and the feel of showing off to any passing technician. I had a great body, especially after the breast augmentation.

As we walked through the gleaming halls, I looked into some of the rooms. Several training areas had two way glass, the better to let people view the Dolls. I saw half a dozen girls in shorts and sports bras in the gym, expressions all ones of rapt worship for their Trainer as they rowed and bicycled. As we passed right beside it, I saw why: Eric had them today. A seventh girl was on her knees for him, a petite Japanese girl I knew as Chouko, ardently working to get as much of him down her throat as possible.

Doyle looked at the display and said, “Your staff are a little shameless, aren’t they?”

“He’s only doing as he’s been instructed,” Muller paused at the glass too and explained, “It’s not as though he has a choice in the matter, and those of us in charge prefer to be able to view everything that happens here, at all times.”

“Your Dolls are trained by Dolls?” Doyle asked, sounding impressed.

My Doctor nodded and replied, “Yes, most of our staff have received training of their own. It guarantees absolute discretion in the outside world, and prevents them from ever taking liberties with the merchandise. We never worry about abuse, blackmail or back door programming. They just train the girls.”

Eric came in Chouka’s mouth, cum gushing down her chin. She swallowed and licked her lips as she rose. He wiped her face off, then she got back on a rowing machine, her face lit with complete devotion the entire time.

I wished I could be next.

Doyle nodded and said, “Efficient. I wondered how you kept the operation off the radar so well.” He regarded the girls and asked, “Do you only do this with twenty-somethings?”

Muller shook his head and said, “Younger Dolls are easier to sell, but we can do the same with older ones provided that they’re in good health. Why?”

“Assuming everything goes well with Sara,” Doyle nodded my way, “My wife could use a turn in here. She’s been having an affair. Since it’s with her personal trainer, I believe she’d be fine on those machines.”

I tried very hard not to frown. It hardly seemed fair that anyone would be rewarded with my wonderful life, for being disloyal.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” my Doctor said, “I’m sure we can correct that behavior. It wouldn’t be the first time. Now… shall we see if Sara is up to your specifications?”

Doyle nodded and agreed, “Let’s.”

We continued the walk down the corridor, finally arriving at a room I’d never been to before. It looked a bit like a hospital suite: there was an adjustable bed, cabinets, monitoring equipment, even a window. The blinds were closed, but sunlight streamed in from outside.

I’d never seen a window in this place. I resisted the urge to go look and see.

“Lay down,” Muller said gently, “This will be an intensely disorienting experience, and you would not enjoy it on your feet. It will also take a little time for the memories to unspool.” He turned to Doyle and added, “This is normally done over the course of numerous sessions. You’re just going to see the first one.”

“Yes, Sir,” I laid down, tugging the covers over my legs.

Doyle watched me with interest and said, “I see. Proceed.”

Dr. Muller raised his tablet and began to tap away at the buttons.

I felt a sharp pain in the base of my skull, and my world faded.

~~~

The first thing I heard as I floated in the dark was an unhappy male voice. He asked, “Why are you doing this to me?”

I opened my eyes and saw that the speaker was a slender, handsome man of about my age. He had curly black hair cut short, and very pretty brown eyes, so much softer than his father’s. I recognized him as Tim Doyle, Mr. Doyle’s son, and my head swam with details about him: he was left handed, he had a crooked smile and he never remembered to put the toilet seat down. He was bad at math and good at the guitar.

Knowing all of that at once was a little overwhelming, but I still had the presence of mind to be confused by what I didn’t know. I had no idea where we were, it was just a sunlit park someplace, maybe in the Pacific Northwest. I couldn’t remember how we’d gotten there, or why we’d come. The whole scene had a dreamlike quality.

“I’m just not happy here,” I heard myself say, “I need to go home.” That was a lie, but I wasn’t sure what the truth was. All I was certain of was that ‘not happy’ was an understatement.

Before I could hear Tim’s reply, or work it out inside my head, my world faded to black.

~~~

I opened my eyes in the suite with Muller and Doyle Senior. Details about Doyle flooded my brain too: he hated golf, but he played it socially anyway. He and his wife hadn’t gotten along in years, but her name escaped me completely. Doyle was the richest man I’d ever met, but I could not, for the life of me, remember what business he was in. I blinked rapidly at them both, lightheaded and dizzy.

Dr. Muller asked, “How are you feeling, Sara Doll?”

“Fine, Sir,” I replied, rubbing my bleary eyes. I knew my ‘real’ surname was Roberts, but it definitely belonged to someone else now. Doll suited me better.

“And,” my Doctor asked, “Do you remember anything?”

I nodded and said, “I know Mr. Doyle likes his Scotch on the rocks.”

Doyle asked, “So you remember me, now?”

“Yes Sir,” I nodded and replied, “I was… going out with your son, but I broke it off…?”

“I believe I’m ready for a more hands-on examination of my merchandise, Doctor,” Doyle kept his eyes fixed on me as he asked, “Can you give us some time alone, or does she require more monitoring after a procedure like that?”

Dr. Muller raised his tablet and spoke into it, “Sara Doll, for the duration of this visit, you will obey Mr. Doyle as if he were your Owner.”

‹Obey.›

‹Owner.›

My Doctor’s powerful words echoed in my brain, giving me an intense head rush. My gaze focused on Doyle, and I parroted blankly, “I obey.”

“She’s all yours, just press the nurse call button when you’re done with her,” Muller lowered the tablet, allowing my thoughts to flow again.

Doyle nodded and said, “Thank you, Doctor.” His gaze was still fixed on me.

My Doctor left the room without a backward glance.

Doyle stepped closer and asked, “So… do you still remember what was done to you here?”

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, “As much as I did before. Many activities happen here without my conscious awareness or participation.”

I clenched, thinking about that.

“Please,” Doyle replied, “’Sir’ is much too formal for when the two of us are all alone. Call me ‘Sir’ in front of other people, but Jason for now. Oh, and get out of bed. For what I’m paying, you’re going to kiss my feet.”

“Yes, Jason,” I slid out of bed onto the floor, the motions graceful and practiced. I’d done this countless times. I pressed my lips to the top of his right shoe, then his left, then I pressed my forehead to the smooth tile floor between them and waited for further directions.

“I didn’t really believe what they promised,” my Buyer asked, “But they really did a number on you, didn’t they?”

I raised my head just enough to ask hesitantly, “A ‘number,’ Jason?” Using his first name struck me as quite unsettling.

Perhaps sensing my discomfort, Doyle unzipped and said, “This talk would be better if you were blowing me. I’m sure you agree, don’t you?”

“Yes, Jason,” I agreed, feeling better already. I rose to my haunches and saw that, despite his gruff exterior, my Buyer was already hard for me. That was encouraging. I leaned in and licked the underside of his shaft like ice cream, slow and lingering. I wanted to take my time.

“And what I meant was,” Jason explained patiently, “You never would’ve strutted around nude or blown someone on command before. You used to be very headstrong. Do you remember that?”

I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock and began to slowly jack Mr. Doyle off, aiming his manhood directly at my face. I replied softly, “Sort of, Jason. My memory is very spotty. I don’t think I ever walked around naked in public before coming here, but I’m not sure. It’s really hard to imagine not giving blowjobs.”

I took his manhood into my mouth for emphasis, pursing my lips tightly around his shaft. I began to bob my head up and down slowly, making eye contact.

Doyle reached down with both hands, running his fingers through my hair. He asked, “So you don’t remember the fact that we never got along before? Or that the last time we spoke, it was to fight?”

“Huh-uh,” I pulled back on his cock enough to shake my head a little, but I didn’t let him go. If I’d been that rude, he probably deserved more attention than usual. I let go of his cock and bobbed my head back down, taking him all the way to the base of it.

“Mmm,” Doyle twitched in my mouth, already hot and throbbing. He said, “It’s all right. I think, mm, it may have been for the best. If you hadn’t been such a pain, I wouldn’t have had to go to such lengths over you. You wouldn’t be mine, now.”

‹Mine.›

A part of me wondered why I was his, when I remembered being with his son, but it didn’t matter. That word felt unbelievably good, sending electricity tingling down my spine, right between my legs. I bobbed my head faster. I could feel him tensing, near the edge already. I held eye contact, watching him carefully in case he wanted to do anything but cum in my mouth.

Doyle didn’t stop me. Instead, he came with a satisfied grunt, filling my mouth with his hot, sticky seed.

I swallowed gratefully, feeling a sense of contentment wash over me. I had pleased my Owner. I pulled off of him slowly, making sure I got every last drop off of his rod before my head was clear. I looked up at him, licked my lips and said, “Thank you for this, Jason. Whatever happened between us, I promise to be a perfect slave for you.”

“Get on the bed,” he sounded amused as he explained, “That’s not exactly the plan. Or at least, not all of it. Put your face down and your ass up while I explain.”

I clambered onto the bed and scrambled onto all fours, spreading my legs and raising my ass. I was sopping wet from all the fun today. I looked at Doyle, upside down, from between my parted legs.

My Buyer began to methodically take off his clothes, starting with his tie. He laid each piece carefully over the back of the chair near the bed, rather than dumping them in a heap on the floor. He said, “I know they’ve drilled ‘be seen and not heard’ into your brain here, but you may speak freely when we’re alone.”

“What’s the plan, Jason?” I asked, watching with interest as he bared his chest.

“Do you remember dumping my boy, when he was your fiance?” Doyle asked, taking off his shoes.

“Only a little, Jason,” I answered hesitantly, “I saw… something about our breakup, but not details.” I wasn’t sure what he wanted to hear, and I didn’t want to upset him. I added, “I’m sorry for causing any trouble.”

“Like I said,” he slid his belt over the back of the chair and unfastened his pants, “If you hadn’t been a bitch, I wouldn’t have had a reason to do all this. There’s nothing to apologize for. Play with yourself, and tell me what you remember about Tim, Sara.”

“Not a lot,” I admitted, “Just flashes right now, but it’ll get better. Dr. Muller can do anything you want with my brain.” I reached between my legs and began to rub myself, thinking about my Doctor programming my brain.

“Well,” Doyle dropped his slacks and boxers, and folded them neatly, “You were very important to my poor boy. He was devastated by your loss. I’m going to give you back to him… new and improved, of course.”

I slid a finger inside myself as Doyle got onto the bed behind me. He was already semi-hard again. I tried not to be distracted by that. I asked, “So… Tim will own me?”

I didn’t remember why, but that didn’t strike me as a good idea.

“He’d never be able to handle all of this, no,” Doyle explained, still sounding amused, “You’ll live with him, eventually marry him, but you’ll report to me from now on.” He gently tugged my hand away from my pussy, and replaced it with his own. He began to rub me, penetrating me lightly with two fingers as he explained, “I’ll be in charge of what you do, what you think, what you say. I’ll keep that little remote and run your whole life.”

‹What you do.›

‹What you think.›

‹What you say.›

‹Run your whole life.›

His words filled my head, made my entire body tingle. I groaned and clenched around his hard fingers, rocking my hips backward to force them deeper inside me. I moaned, “Ohhhh yessss, Jason!”

He pulled his hand away for a moment, leaving me aching and empty. I panted helplessly, but before I could find my voice again, he penetrated me with his cock, now rock hard again. Doyle wasn’t as well endowed as my Trainers, but he slammed into me with the same fierce gusto. My toes curled at the wonderful impact.

Whoever invented Viagra, I owed them.

Doyle leaned forward, buried to the hilt inside me, and took a fistful of my hair. He yanked my head up off the pillow with one hand, and began to spank my bare ass sharply with the other.

Each impact send a mix of pleasure and pain, making me clench involuntarily around his throbbing shaft. I squealed in surprise and delight at the intense sensations, feeling pleasure building between my sopping thighs with every firm stroke of his hand. I arched my back and clutched helplessly at the sheet beneath me, trying to brace myself.

Doyle kept a tight grip on my hair as he rained blow after blow on my stinging ass. Tingling pleasure built at the core of my being, almost intolerable, and after long moments of the wonderful punishment, the pain was replaced by blazing ecstasy. I felt like I was floating, my head tethered to the world only by his hand.

My climax was explosive, so intense it almost hurt. Hot joy exploded from my pussy and ass, crashing over my body in waves. I squeezed my eyes shut so tightly that I saw stars.

Doyle let go of my hair and began to thrust in and out of me as I came, setting off delicious, rippling aftershocks that seemed to go on for ages. I heard a ragged scream somewhere in the middle, only dimly aware that it was my own.

He pulled out before he came, ending the incredible ride. Before I could do anything, he reached down and flipped me onto my back.

I looked up at my Buyer, vision swimming, and watched him finish by hand. He jerked himself off, spurting a hot and sticky torrent of cum all over my breasts. My whole body was heavy and limp, but I raised my leaden arms and began to play with my breasts anyway, pushing them together and offering them to him. I smiled up at him and asked, “May this please be an ongoing part of my life, Master Jason? I don’t know what I’d do without it.”

“Oh yes,” he panted, “Definitely.” He carefully got off the bed, clearly pretty worn out himself, and asked, “Now, I need to go talk business with Dr. Muller. Do you come with an off switch, Doll?”

My heart leapt: he didn’t mind me calling him ‘Master.’ It felt wonderful to hear him call me ‘Doll,’ too. I nodded and replied, “Yes, Master Jason. My mind is very receptive to your orders even without a remote control. If you tell me to sleep, I’ll be out like a light.”

Doyle tugged the blanket over me in a surprisingly tender gesture. He stepped beside me, stroked my cheek with his fingertips lightly and said, “Sleep, Doll.”

‹Sleep.›

I slipped away instantly.


Epilogue

“Are you crazy?” Timothy Doyle knelt beside my box, “You could’ve suffocated!”

Such a worrywort. I remained grateful that my father-in-law would own me, but it would be impolite to say so even if I could talk yet. The ribbon was still across my mouth. I wriggled in my silken bonds and moaned against the one across my mouth in the hope he would get the hint.

Tim reached down and tugged the ribbon off my mouth. He looked down and asked, “What are you doing here, Sara?”

I looked up at his handsome face, brown doe eyes full of concern. I’d always thought he was handsome, even before being programmed to. I replied, sounding as contrite as I could, “After the way I treated you before? I needed to do something really special to make it up to you.”

“So, uh,” he sounded confused, “You had yourself mailed to me?”

“Silly boy,” I giggled, “I only came a few blocks like this. Some friends helped me into the box, used my spare key to leave me inside so I wouldn’t freeze. About the only thing I didn’t think of was how long it would be until morning. Now,” I batted my eyelashes at him, “Are you going to unwrap your present or what? I’ve been waiting for this entirely too long.”

Tim glanced down at my breasts, covered only in bright red ribbons, and blushed almost as brightly himself. He stammered, box cutter in hand, “I, uh, okay.” He leaned down and carefully snipped the ribbons binding my arms to my sides, baring my breasts. He asked, staring straight at them, “Did you do something different with your…”

“Tits?” I asked, giggling again, “Boobs? Jugs? Ooh, ‘dirty pillows?’ Yes, that was part of the present. I wanted to be absolutely perfect for you.”

That finally got a smile. Tim carefully cut my feet loose too. It reminded me of the way Eric used to unfasten me from my wonderful brainwashing chair. I couldn’t wait for a reinforcement session in three months.

He asked, “So this is your idea of how to get back together?”

“Not entirely,” I pulled myself out of the box, trying not to let my stiffness show. The ribbons concealing my body fell away, and I slid naked onto the hardwood floor of his kitchen, kneeling in front of him. I said, voice low, “I’m not asking to get back together. I’m offering myself to you.” I lowered my forehead to the smooth, cool surface and raised my ass behind me in a familiar position of submission and added, “Your devoted slave.”

At least as long as Master Jason wanted me to be.

Tim paused and asked, still sounding very uncertain, “Are you messing with me? Or high? Or messing with me because you’re high?”

“No,” I rose to my haunches and said, “Just embarrassed by how I acted before. I really just want to make it up to you. Let me show you?” I broke eye contact just long enough to glance at his crotch. He was hard, beneath his jeans. I was getting through. I added hopefully, “Maybe I could fluff you right here… Sir?”

“You?” he asked in disbelief, “Give head? Really?”

The old me never would’ve put a dick in her mouth. I made a mental note to thank my Master again and said, “I can’t tell you how contrite I am about dumping you. I have to show you. Now, are you going to unzip, or shall I?”

Tim unzipped his fly and dropped both his pants and boxers, revealing his semi-hard cock. He looked down at me expectantly, looking like he wasn’t sure what to say.

I had always liked making him flustered before. That much was still true: poor Tim was always cute when he was at a loss for words. I leaned forward and took his manhood in my mouth, savoring the feel and the taste. Bobbing my head up and down made me feel pleasantly foggy, the rhythm itself almost hypnotic after my training. I made eye contact and watched his expression become almost as rapt as mine.

Tim was at the edge in moments, even with me going slow and steady. He panted, “I’m going to cum, babe. You don’t have to -”

I sped up, bobbing my head wildly on his rock-hard shaft. He twitched in my mouth, then came, spurting hot and sticky seed into my mouth. I swallowed, then pulled off his cock with agonizing slowness. Finally, I asked, “Will you keep me, Sir?”

He breathed softly, “… yeah, I will.”

I hugged his legs, pressing my breasts against his bare flesh, and said, “That means more to me than you could know. Thank you, Sir.”

Nothing was more important to a Doll at Christmas than being owned.


Stripped & Wired


Prologue

I’d recently become very used to restraints, even fond of them. Handcuffs, rope, chains and leather were both familiar and more fun than I ever would’ve guessed. At least not back when life had been normal.

As it turned out, none of that was very good preparation for riding in the trunk of a car. It was more uncomfortable than your standard stress position, and not just because it involved being curled up so tightly in such a cramped space. I mean, that was no picnic. My body ached from it, especially right around the small of my back and my knees.

It wasn’t the darkness either, though that would have been one of my first guesses going in. I didn’t even have a blindfold on, because the space was already pitch black.

Even the anticipation wasn’t a problem, not really. I didn’t know what would happen at the end of the road, but I knew nobody was going to kill me. They would have had a much easier time just shooting me where they’d found me. Besides, I knew for a fact that I was much more valuable to them alive and intact. A serious beating would only devalue me as a fuck toy.

Odds were good that I would enjoy whatever they had planned, at least by the end of it.

No, the worst thing about the ride was the unpredictable and intermittent stimulation. There were strange noises all around me from traffic. I could almost make out the radio from the front of the car, but not well enough to hear the words to any of the 80s metal my captors seemed to prefer. The quality of the road itself varied, getting worse over time. I could feel every pothole and stretch of gravel, the shaking making my teeth rattle.

I couldn’t try to sleep through the ordeal, and I was bounced around enough that I was actually grateful for my empty stomach. Gnawing hunger had to beat a full belly getting so jostled. All in all, it reminded me of what little I’d read about interrogation techniques, and I sort of wondered if that was the point.

If there was one thing I’d learned from recent events… well, it was how much fun rope was. But if there were two things I’d learned, the second was that there were all sorts of ways life could go terribly wrong, and I’d be on the hook for them whether I was responsible or not.

As I thought about that, the car finally pulled to a stop. I could feel the vehicle shift subtly as both the men in its actual seats got out, and I heard the doors slam shut. Wherever I was supposed to be, I was there.

The trunk opened a moment later, and the brilliant sunlight that spilled in stung my eyes. I squinted up and saw one of my captors, a burly man with a well trimmed beard, incongruously framed by the rosy sunset. He looked down at me, shook his head and said, “Look at how rough she looks, Tyler. This whole trunk business is stupid. Wish they would let us just drug the merchandise, like we do for check-ups.”

I wanted to nod in agreement, but I couldn’t move. I would much rather have slept through the ride.

A second man, presumably Tyler, spoke from just out of view. He said, “I know you got a soft spot for dolls, but stop and think with your brain for a minute, instead of your dick. We can’t be drugging her if the doc is running a full diagnostic. And we sure as shit can’t have her seeing the route if she’s been compromised. Trunk may be a little low-tech, but it’s the best thing for everyone, her included. Now, let’s get her up and get her cleared. Poor thing won’t even remember this when we’re done.”

The first man nodded and agreed, without enthusiasm, “Sure thing, boss.”

Whatever else they were talking about, not remembering this morning would certainly be a relief. When they hoisted me out of the trunk, I didn’t struggle.


Chapter One

One Week Earlier

Unemployment had been all right for the first week or so. I had taken the opportunity to clean my apartment from top to bottom, update my resume and think about how great my life was without my old job. I really had hated being a secretary to a creepy lech who was always trying to get me to go out with him. My severance package had been generous, to keep me from talking about that. It had been enough to keep me from worrying too much at first.

Near the end of week two, I was both caught up on my Netflix queue and starting to wonder if losing my job really had been for the best. I didn’t have any friends in town, and I was really feeling it. I began to exercise a lot to keep myself distracted. Lacking a gym membership, I used my house to help with crunches, and did exercises like push-ups and flutter kicks in front of the TV. Jogging and walking took the place of social gatherings, just to make sure that I didn’t become one of those hopeless shut-ins who never got out of their bathrobe.

By week three, I had stopped wearing more than a bra and panties around the house, and frequently skipped even those. I didn’t see much point in doing the extra laundry. Between the exercise and the fact that I could no longer afford to eat out, I was looking pretty good anyway. All I could afford lately were fresh vegetables, chicken and small portions of whole grains. Despite my dwindling bank account, I also made time for vitamins.

Possibly, I reflected one morning on week five as I held a rabbit vibrator in my hand, my newfound good health was why I was so horny all the time. I now masturbated every time I got in the shower and before bed every night, and even that was no longer enough.

I had hardly touched myself before all this, but now I wanted to do it during job searches too. If nothing else, I needed some good news to go with all the rejection.

I sat on a folded towel in my chair, then I connected the toy’s adapter to my tower’s front USB port. Finally, I worked it inside myself slowly and carefully. It wasn’t that big, particularly not compared to some of the ones in my toy box, but the last thing I needed to do was hurt myself. Once I was satisfied that everything was in place, I logged into my computer and brought up my browser. I had several job sites bookmarked, and I brought the first one up right away.

Rather than bringing up a list of job applications, it brought up a loading screen and my vibrator flipped on of its own accord, buzzing deep inside me on a higher setting than I remembered. The tingly pleasure was nice, but I hadn’t been expecting it yet. I reached for the mouse to turn it off until I had at least read what was on offer today. Before I could click anything though, my screen filled with a swirling pattern of vibrant pink and purple. The colors swirled and shifted, glossy glowing liquid forming a vortex on my monitor.

I gasped in surprise, but I could have sworn that I’d seen the gorgeous spiral before. I stared forward, trapped by my desire to remember how and where. My eyes were drawn to its ever-shifting center as if magnetically, and I forgot to blink at all. As I watched, utterly rapt, I thought words began to bubble up from the wonderful liquid light. I tried to make them out, but my head was getting increasingly foggy. It took some time, and the words themselves didn’t make much sense. I mouthed, “… cloakatively autexousious…”

‹Cloakatively Autexousious›

My mouth formed a surprised little ‘o,’ and I slipped away.

~~~

I floated in an endless sea of swirling pink and purple, a vortex of color and pleasure that dragged me deeper down with every passing moment. My body was deeply relaxed, but paradoxically excited. My limbs were completely leaden, too heavy to do more than twitch. At the same time, my heart was racing and I was panting, my breathing ragged and labored. Tingling pleasure filled the core of my being. I was approaching another orgasm.

Meanwhile I could make out the words in the spiral now, each one rising from the depths of whatever wonderful power had me in its thrall. They said, ‘YOU MUST OBEY.’

The words slid into my mind, somewhere deep and powerful. I parroted, “… I must… o-bey…” my voice a breathless, brainless whisper.

‘YOU HAVE NO WILL,’ the screen assured me, in glorious pink.

“… I have…” I agreed, my tone worshipful, “… no will…”

‘YOU WILL CUM,’ the words promised, and the vibrator increased in intensity in response.

“… I will…” I moaned, as pleasure exploded from the core of my being and washed over my entire body, “Cum!”

‘YOU WILL GO DEEPER,’ the words assured me.

Between the white hot pleasure racing along every nerve ending in my body and the powerful command, what little capacity for thought I had left evaporated instantly.

I was gone again.

~~~

I blinked awake, my head full of fog and my body tingling pleasantly with afterglow. I’d fallen asleep at my desk, head resting on my folded arms. There was a little drool on my cheek, which was becoming a disturbingly regular occurrence wherever I slept lately. I wasn’t sure why I kept passing out with my mouth open, but I was tired of it already.

On the plus side, I had managed to turn my toy off before laying my head down. I didn’t remember much about what I’d done right before falling asleep, but I was glad I had found that much presence of mind. I had stopped at ‘pleasantly sore,’ rather than just sore. I removed it gingerly anyway, and set it aside before logging back into my computer.

The nap thing bothered me though. It seemed like I was getting enough sleep at night, so I wasn’t sure why I had fallen asleep mid-job search. Stranger still, the sensation was familiar even though I couldn’t remember ever doing it before. I had lost a lot of the day as well. According to the system clock, my job search, masturbation and nap had lasted so long that it was already almost lunchtime.

‹I want to see a movie›

‹The Wizard of Oz is showing as a classic matinee today›

The thoughts popped into my head fully formed and unbidden, but they were almost compulsive. Clearly, being home all the time was driving me nuts despite my best efforts. Going to see a movie was obviously for the best, budget concerns or no.

I had to have saved enough for a bucket of popcorn and a hot dog from not doing laundry for a month anyway.

With my head still spacey, I got up and dressed as quickly as I could, then walked the half-mile to the theater.

~~~

I settled into a seat high in the middle of the back row, and set my purse on the seat beside me rather than risking the theater’s floor. My drink rattled, entirely too full of ice, as I slipped it into the cup holder in the arm of my chair.

As I wolfed down my hot dog, I saw that there were only four other people in the theater, but that was still four more people than I had in my apartment. I supposed this still counted as a social outing, or close enough.

The previews began to roll, mostly pointless explosions in the desert this season. I didn’t really need to sit through two hours of a film like that, but I liked their trailers anyway: condensing that sort of thing to a few intense, plot-free minutes seemed just about right to me. I was engrossed enough in the whole thing that I didn’t notice someone sit right beside me until I heard a male voice ask, barely above a whisper, “Hey, is this seat taken?”

I turned to look at who was asking. He was pale and a little gawky, with tousled black hair and a well kept goatee. His bright blue eyes looked huge behind metal-framed glasses. The theater was still practically empty of course, so there was no reason for him to sit next to me. All the same, I didn’t want to be rude. I said hesitantly, voice as low as his, “Uh, sure.”

“Great,” he smiled brightly and took the seat right beside me. He leaned in close and whispered conspiratorially, practically in my ear, “So, I hear you’re only cloakatively autexousious. Is that right?”

For a split second, I tensed up. I didn’t know the strange man, and I didn’t care for the familiar way he was talking to me. For all I knew, he was going to follow it up by pawing at me or something.

‹Cloakatively Autexousious›

The strange words echoed in my head though, and it was hard to concentrate on my dismay. They were intensely familiar, maybe something I’d read about back in college, or even dreamed. I sank back into my seat and turned them over in my head. I was still looking at the screen, once again full of bright colors, but I didn’t take any of it in. I was only really aware of the effect the words were having on my body: I was breathing slowly and deeply now, completely relaxed and limp. My head drooped down toward my chest a little. Strangest of all, I was getting turned on. I could feel myself getting damp between my legs, my nipples stiff beneath my t-shirt and my skin growing tingly and warm.

After what felt like an hour, I finally remembered what the words meant. I heard myself reply softly, without turning my head, “Yes Sir. My free will is superficial.”

Listening to myself say it made me clench.

“That’s so great,” the man whispered, his steamy breath tickling my sensitive ear, “In that case, I’m going to want you to give me a handjob right here in the seats. You must obey me. Tell me what you must do, Joan.”

“Give you,” I replied in a sleepy, breathless whisper, “Hand-job. Must… o-bey…”

In a dim corner of my mind, I wondered what was happening to me, how he knew my name, but it was hard to even think about.

“Wonderful,” the stranger said, “You’re such a good girl. Just keep watching the movie. I’ll help you.”

‹Good Girl›

The praise made me feel so warm and proud that I could have purred. I smiled vacantly as he took my hand and guided it to his shaft. He was already semi-erect as I clumsily wrapped my fist around him. He stiffened at my touch, throbbing in my firm grip, and I could hear the stranger’s breath catch in his throat. He took my wrist in his hand and guided me lightly.

I let him lead, pumping his shaft up and down, slow and steady while I stared forward. The experience was surreal. The images on the screen were bright and vivid and familiar, and I knew every step down the Yellow Brick Road practically by heart… but this time it was all utterly baffling. I couldn’t focus on the dialog or the images, and I kept zoning out. I’d blink and scenes would change.

Odder still, I felt completely passive, content to simply pump a stranger’s cock right where an usher could catch us, without even asking his name. I had just enough presence of mind left to enjoy how taboo it was… and to imagine I was just dreaming the whole thing.

As Dorothy and Toto began to make their way through the magical land of Oz, I could feel him tense in my grip, cock twitching. Between that and the sharp intake of breath, I knew he was ready to cum. All the same, I couldn’t work up the volition to speed up and finish him off, or slow down to tease him. All I could do was continue to pump him with all the mindlessly steady rhythm of a machine.

Finally, as he tensed in my hand, he gently tugged my hand away from my shaft. Then he leaned in close and said, “I’d better finish in your mouth, Joan. Wouldn’t want to make a mess.” He put a hand on my back and guided me down.

I had never been much for giving head. I’d tried it with one boyfriend in the past and hadn’t liked the taste of his cum. I didn’t bother to tell the stranger that though, since he wasn’t asking. I just passively let him push my head into his lap, keeping my eyes on the movie screen until the seat in front of me was in the way. After that, I looked down. His cock was big and veiny, improbably large for such a gawky man. A drop of pre-cum glistened at the tip. I felt a momentary urge to lick it, but he hadn’t asked for that either, so I just opened my mouth and took him in, pursuing my lips tightly around his shaft.

He twined his fingers tightly in my hair and guided my head up and down. I let him work me like a toy. He came in moments, filling my mouth with his hot, sticky seed. It tasted salty, and just a little bitter.

For a split second, I wanted to spit it out.

‹I Love Cum›

The thought echoed in my head like a bell, wiping away my desire. His cum didn’t taste good exactly, but I adored the feel of it in my mouth and I couldn’t possibly get enough. I swallowed eagerly, then began to lick the underside of his softening shaft in the hope of getting him hard again.

The stranger gently tugged me off of his flaccid cock and whispered gently, “Good girl. Relax for me now.”

‹Good Girl›

‹Relax›

His words echoed in my brain, replacing my newfound need for cum with a warm, fuzzy bliss. I sank back into my seat and stared forward at nothing, breathing deeply.

After what might have been hours, the stranger leaned in again and whispered in my ear, “In a moment, it will be time for us to go, Joan. You will remember that I’m your friend Brett. We met by chance, and now I’m going to give you a ride home. You will have no memory of servicing me. You will just want to go to the bathroom and wash your hands before we leave. Tell me me what you will remember about today, Joan.”

His words were coming too fast for me to really make sense of them. My head was still foggy and muddled. All the same, I managed to reply, “… no-thing…”

I sounded so sleepy.

“Good girl, Joan,” he gave my knee a fond squeeze and continued, “Tell me what you will do when you wake.”

‹Good Girl›

“… get up…” I sighed happily, “… go… bath-room… wash… hands… go for a ride… with you…”

The last part sounded wonderful.

He patted my knee and said, “Wake up, Joan.”

~~~

I blinked awake, my heart pounding like a scared rabbit’s. I’d been drooling and worse, my mouth tasted funny. I looked at my half finished tub of popcorn and dazedly wondered if that was the problem. I reached for my drink to wash out the taste. As I raised the straw to my lips, I realized there was a man sitting beside me.

Seeing him produced an intense flash of dissonance: for a split second, I wondered who he was. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment at the drool on my chin, and I wondered if he’d come to sit beside me while I was asleep.

‹He’s my friend Brett›

The thought pulsed in my brain, unbidden. I relaxed immediately. It was only my friend. I couldn’t place where we’d met or anything we’d done together, but I was still foggy from my impromptu nap.

Brett leaned in and whispered, “You look tired, Joan. Want a ride?”

I nodded and replied gratefully, “Thanks. I just need to clean up first, if that’s okay?”

“Sure,” he nodded and agreed, “I’ll pick you up outside.”

“Thanks,” I smiled at him and headed for the bathroom, feeling completely muddled. All I could think was that maybe I had narcolepsy or something. I’d have to hit WebMD after I got home. I tossed out my half-finished popcorn and soda, then stepped into the restroom and washed both my hands and my face. I was also keenly aware of how damp my panties were, but I didn’t want to keep him waiting.

By the time I got outside, I was feeling a little clearer-headed and less inexplicably aroused. Despite that, I still couldn’t place how or where I’d met Brett.

Still, I didn’t want to walk home, so when he pulled up in a brown sedan to pick me up by the theater exit, I just got in.

As we pulled into traffic, he said, “No matter how many times I do this, it never gets old. This is still as thrilling as the first time, you know?” He gave me a sidelong glance and asked, “Of course, you don’t, do you?”

“Um,” I wondered if getting into the car had been a mistake after all and joked, “Giving narcoleptic girls rides home?” I hoped he didn’t notice how strained my good cheer was. It seemed pretty obvious to me.

“Tell you what,” he pulled to a stop at a red light, turned to me and asked, “Can you tell me how we met? I’m just curious if you remember.”

I wasn’t sure admitting that I couldn’t was a good idea, but lying was probably worse. I furrowed my brow and tried to place him, but the harder I thought about it the more slippery the whole thing felt. I thought I was getting drowsy again, of all things. Rather than push that, I said ruefully, “… no, sorry. I blame the nap. My head still feels like someone packed cotton in it.”

“That’s all right,” he turned off First Street, a route that would take us away from my apartment building as he asked, “Have the two of us ever had any kind of sexual contact?”

“No,” I shook my head and said, “We’re, uh, we’re going the wrong way.”

“Oh,” Brett smiled, “I got us out of the movie early so that we could spend some time together. But I’m getting ahead of myself. Before we get too much further, I guess I should verify that you’re still only cloakatively autexousious. Is that right, Joan?”

‹Cloakatively Autexousious›

Until those two words, the first thing on my mind was whether or not it would be too dangerous to hop out of the car at the next red light. As soon as he said them, I calmed immediately. I replied softly, “Yes Sir. My free will is superficial.”

Hearing myself say that gave me an intense sense of deja vu.

“Now that you’re feeling more cooperative,” Brett continued casually, “Why did you come to the movies this afternoon, Joan?”

I looked out of the windshield, but nothing I was seeing registered. We could have been driving on the Moon, for all I knew. The question was easy though. I answered perkily, “I wanted to, Sir.”

He sounded thoughtful asked, “Have you ever been hypnotized, Joan? Brainwashed until you were reduced to a docile, brainless puppet without a thought in her head?”

‹Hypnotized›

‹Docile Brainless Puppet›

I quivered at the words, and felt myself getting wet again. I wanted him to do that to me. Still, I knew the real answer to the question, and all he’d asked for was a simple answer. I squirmed a little in my seat as I replied, “No, Sir.”

“Good programming to hold such cognitive dissonance,” Brett mused. Rather than explaining, he pulled to a stop at a red light and deftly produced a sleek black phone with one hand. He swiped the screen and tapped an app with just a glance down. The screen immediately filled with swirling pink and purple hues. The colors and the pattern were deeply familiar, something I must have dreamed about and forgotten. I stared into them, mouth hanging open in mute amazement.

He said firmly, “Maintenance override, Joan. Acknowledge.”

‹Maintenance Override›

A sense of deep contentment washed over me. I was exactly where I was supposed to be, with someone I could trust completely. I slumped in the seat, eyes half-lidded as I continued to stare into the vivid swirling colors. I breathed softly, “Acknowledged, Programmer.”

“Good girl,” my Programmer said, “Now, it’s time to sleep, Joan.”

‹Sleep›

I was out like a light.


Chapter Two

During the first few moments of consciousness, I thought I had woken in my own bed after a particularly hot dream. I had vivid memories of a stranger making me jerk him off in a movie theater, then hypnotizing me in his car. The whole thing had left me sopping wet, ready for a round with one of the myriad toys in the box beneath my bed…

Then I realized that there was something smooth pressed against my forehead, like I’d fallen asleep with a quarter on my head. I opened my eyes to an unfamiliar ceiling fan, spinning lazily and realized that while I was wide awake, I couldn’t move. I could hear someone humming something off-key. I thought it might be Skrillex.

At least that meant I wasn’t alone.

I asked dully, “Wha’s goin’ on?” Despite my best efforts, I sounded drunk. I was pretty sure there was a trickle of drool running down my cheek now too.

The humming stopped, and I heard the creaking of a chair. Brett stepped into view and said, “Ah, there you are. Apologies, this rig is a little crude.” He peeled the metal disk off my forehead and pulled it away.

Whatever it was, the disk was dull metallic gray with printed copper circuits on the bottom and a blinking red LED on the side, and trailed a fine black cable. A moment after it was disconnected, my body sagged onto the bed, no longer rigid. I sat up with some difficulty and saw that the cable was connected to a sleek black box, which was in turn connected to a laptop on a desk beside the bed.

A quick glance around the room revealed that we were in a very nice hotel room. The curtains were drawn, but I could see that it was still daylight from sunlight peeking in from beneath them.

I also saw that I was naked atop the clean white sheets, my nipples standing erect and my pussy glistening, but I couldn’t muster more than dull surprise about it. My thoughts and feelings felt muted, like someone had rounded off all their edges.

The laptop screen caught my attention a moment later. I saw a naked redheaded girl with a very impressive bust masturbating in an office chair on the screen, her expression completely vacant. I stared at her and asked, “… what’s going on?”

Brett stepped to the laptop and said, “Sorry, I was taking care of something else while I waited for your files to sync.” He tapped a button and the view switched to a standard desktop. He turned back to me and said, “There’s a fair bit of downtime managing a project like you. I didn’t want to waste the day.”

I blinked at him and asked, feeling a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach, “Project?”

“An unfortunate turn of phrase, I suppose,” Brett said, “But true nonetheless. Maintenance override, Joan. Tell me your standing orders.”

‹Maintenance Override›

The command felt strange in my head. For a moment, I wanted to protest that I didn’t have any orders. That was the one advantage to being unemployed: everything I did was up to me. Of course, a real answer to the question bubbled up from my subconscious a moment later. I recited perkily, “Yes, Programmer. I have an exercise, diet and hygiene regimen, including keeping my body cleanly shaved. I must accept a minimum of three hours of sexually enhanced hypnotic reinforcement each day. I must check for assignments to perform at least twice a day. I will have no social contact without approval. I will never remember my conditioning or instructions after an assignment.”

The litany of orders left me feeling pleasantly dazed. The more I talked about it, the more passive I felt. Having orders was very soothing, delightfully heavy in my brain. I smiled widely at my Programmer. Whatever was happening to me, I knew I had him to thank.

He smiled back and said, “That’s very good. Tell me what access I have to adjust your orders, beliefs and thoughts, Joan.”

“Complete access, Programmer,” I nearly moaned the answer.

“Good girl,” my Programmer patted my knee gently and said, ““While you are in my custody, your standing orders are temporarily suspended for review. You will remember everything about what we have done until I return you to your apartment. You will be happy to be in my care. Being brainwashed is good. Happy. Arousing. You know that you can’t say or do the wrong thing, because you are no longer capable. I’m taking care of you today. Tell me what you will do, and how you will feel, Joan.”

Listening to him talk about it made me squirm in my seat. I wasn’t adrift at all: I had a purpose, and someone to look after me. I replied, with more brainless perkiness, “I will obey you, Programmer. I will be happy and aroused.”

“Wonderful,” he straightened up, his chair creaking loudly, and said, “End override. Wake up, Joan.”

‹Wake Up›

I blinked rapidly, heart pounding in my chest. My head still felt muddled, like I’d just woken up from a very vivid dream, but I knew it was all real. Memories of stroking and sucking Brett’s cock danced in my mind’s eye. After a long pause, I breathed in awe, “Whoa. What… what in the world is going on, Sir?”

He felt like a ‘sir’ to me now.

“I hacked you,” Brett sounded very pleased with himself as he explained, “Well, first I hacked your stream to get you to the theater, then I hacked your brain implant to give myself administrative access so that you’d be comfortable for this chat. I find this all goes easier with a happy girl. Are you a happy girl, Joan?”

Listening to him talk about all of that was making me feel sleepy again. I stretched languidly and said, “Yes, Sir. But…” I trailed off, uncertain if I should question him.

“But you don’t understand a word of that,” Brett tapped a key on his laptop as he asked gently, “Do you?”

I shook my head and said, “No Sir.”

He scooted his chair to the side a little to get out of my view, and I saw that the laptop screen had the naked redhead on it again. She was slumped in her chair, eyes wide and glassy as she stared at her screen. She had one hand between her legs, making slow circles against her glistening pussy. The other was stroking her breasts clumsily. Her expression was completely slack.

I didn’t know how I knew, but I was certain she was deeply hypnotized. I quivered at the thought, wishing I could touch myself too. Instead of asking for that, I asked, “What are you doing?”

Brett said, “That’s a girl named Jenny. She has a device implanted at the base of her skull that helps to brainwash her. Right now, she lives in an apartment full of cameras that watch her every move, and she waits to be told who to go and fuck. I’m inserting some extra commands into her daily routine in preparation for picking her up.” He paused for dramatic effect before adding, “Just like I did with you today.”

I wasn’t sure what to say to that. I didn’t remember any such thing, but I had to obey Brett. I wondered if my need to obey him extended to believing everything he said. All I managed to say was, “… what?”

“I know you’ve been given a cover story,” Brett said, “So I wanted to show you this.” He tapped a few more keys.

Quite suddenly, Jenny was replaced with an image of me in the shower, pumping my favorite nine inch black dildo in and out of my pussy. My expression was just as mindless as the redhead’s had been: eyes glassy, mouth hanging open as water cascaded down my body. There was no sound, but I could picture my own cries of joy as my recording came for the camera.

Watching it made my head feel foggy and my pussy clench. I asked dully, “I’m… not unemployed?”

“No,” Brett said gently as he turned back to the image, “I know your cover story is that you’ve been off the job a few weeks, but your paper trail actually ends a year ago. To the world, you’re a cam girl. To a select group of clientele, you’re a whore. Better than a whore, even: you’re a fuck doll who will do exactly what they want. No negotiation, no hesitation.”

‹Fuck Doll›

The word felt heavy in my brain, much like my orders had. I parroted dully, “… fuck doll…”

The screen switched back to Jenny, who was still mindlessly masturbating. She certainly looked like a fuck doll.

Just like me.

“That’s right,” Brett continued to speak, unfazed by my increasing sluggishness, “According to the background check I did on you, you’re pretty much off the grid: no taxes filed, no medical records, nothing. Your apartment isn’t even in your name and you do not, as best I can tell, even have a bank account. Not even a sad one. Your story’s a cover, and your memories just get reset every couple months.”

It was getting harder to focus on what he was talking about, and easier to just stare at the screen. Still, I prompted him dully, “… reset?”

He typed a few commands into Jenny’s window. A scant few seconds later, she came, mouth forming a surprised little ‘o,’ and then she slumped in the chair. Brett closed the window, turned to me and said, “Now that you’ve been softened up a bit, I uploaded some new files to your implant while you were sleeping just now. I wanted to talk to you first in case there were any hiccups with the process, but I think we’re ready to trigger them. Assuming that goes well, I’ll be ready to fuck you afterward. Does that sound good, Joan?””

‹Trigger›

‹Fuck›

I nodded dazedly and agreed, “… yessir…”

“Wonderful,” Brett said, “Joan, Access File 3-Green-12-Beta.”

‹3-Green-12-Beta›

I felt a sharp pain in the base of my skull that spread like wildfire through my head. My vision blurred and my head swam as jumbled ideas pressed themselves into my helpless brain.

I crumpled onto the bed, completely helpless.

~~~

“Are you sure about this?” a familiar male voice asked, “Once you go in, that’s it: there’s no guarantee that I’ll be able to reverse the process. You may never be able to say ‘no’ again.”

I opened my eyes and saw Brett standing over me. I was at my desk, and he was framed beautifully by the window behind him, the setting sun almost like a halo.

For a moment, I felt an intense dissonance. I responded to him physically immediately: my heart raced and my cheeks flushed at the sight of his handsome face. Just looking at him was getting me slick beneath my brief pink panties. The adoration I felt for him was so intense I could almost cry… but I had no idea who he was.

A moment later, context came. My mind was flooded with facts: I knew what size of clothes he wore. I knew what he sounded like when he slept. I knew how he liked his dinner cooked, the way he liked his cock sucked.

The experience was so intense that my vision blurred. Brett flickered and fuzzed like a poorly compressed digital picture.

He repeated the first question, “Are you sure about this, babe? They’re going to wire an implant directly into your brain. If I can’t turn it off, you’ll never really be free again. Even after this.”

As if in response to his firm tone, the world jumped back into crisp, clear focus. I heard myself reply, “I’m sure. This is too important.”

I realized dazedly that I was remembering something, not experiencing it for the first time. I wondered helplessly what was so important.

As I wondered that, I heard myself continue, “We have to get the files. If I’m a little… well, if I’m different afterward, that’s okay. Just as long as I’m your slave and nobody else’s.”

Even as I said it, I felt a rush of intense longing. I knew that I was lying: I wouldn’t just settle for being Brett’s slave.

I wanted it.

Brett touched my face, dragging his fingertips across my cheek lightly. He said, “No question, honey. You’ll be all mine. I’ll take care of you.”

Between the touch and his wonderful promise, I felt a rush of nearly orgasmic pleasure. I moaned, “Mmm… maybe you don’t have to try very hard to free me. Just keep touching me,” I breathed, “… Master.”

~~~

I woke to the feel of fingers on my cheek, feeling just like I remembered. I opened my bleary eyes and realized my cheeks were wet. My mouth was dry, my throat raw and my body felt twitchy, full of nervous energy.

Then Brett’s face came into focus, and I pushed my discomfort aside. He rubbed my cheek gently and asked, “Do you remember what’s going on now, honey?”

I furrowed my brow in concentration and answered hesitantly, “Not… not everything. We were talking, then you were going to do something with my implant. Then you triggered me and I had a vivid flash of memory. Like… surround-sound real.”

“Good,” Brett nodded and said, “That’s very good. Tell me what the flashback was about.”

“Well,” I hesitated, “It was short. I mostly remember that we were going out before all of this, and I agreed to help you get some files. But I don’t know which files.”

My heart sank at that admission. I hated letting him down. Indeed, the one thing I was sure of was that Brett was the love of my life.

“That’s all right,” his hand wandered to my neck and he said gently, “You don’t need to worry about that part right now. Just relax and tell me anything else you remember, Joan.”

I relaxed immediately and smiled up at him, keenly aware that he was no longer wearing his street clothes either. At some point while I’d been down, he’d stripped to just a pair of boxers. I felt too good to be embarrassed when I answered, “I remember that whatever we’re doing, it was worth becoming your slave to see it through. That’s… that’s what am I now, aren’t I?”

“Yeah, I’m afraid so,” Brett nodded and said. He made eye contact and added, more firmly, “But that’s just fine. Tell me how you feel about being my slave, Joan.”

‹Just Fine›

“Mm,” I shivered at his commanding tone and agreed, “Just fine, Master. Really,” this time I did blush, “It was kinda what I wanted anyway. Unless…” I trailed off, a sudden realization dawning on me.

“Hm?” Brett’s fingers trailed lightly from my neck down my shoulder.

“Unless,” I only finished the question because he sounded interested, “You programmed me to remember all that? I guess you could have done anything to me, while I was down.” Thinking about that made me squirm on the bed.

“I don’t see how it would matter,” Brett sounded amused as he replied, “You’re the sum of your memories, thoughts and feelings. Those are the things that make you ‘you,’ and now I’m in control of all three. Whether you were really my girlfriend and volunteered for this, or if we just met today, I still own you as surely as I own my own shoes. And,” his voice got pleasantly firm again, “You still love it. Think only about that. How you love it. Tell me how you feel, Joan.”

‹Love It›

“… love it…” I breathed happily. Eye contact with him was making me fuzzy again. Any concern I might have had about being manipulated evaporated like the morning dew. I didn’t care at all.

“And,” Brett added in the same steely tone, “You love your Master.” He slid onto the bed and said, “Tell me how you feel about me, Joan.”

‹Love Master›

“… love my Master…” I breathed, body quivering. I had just enough self-awareness to know that I was his puppet now.

“Roll over,” Brett said, with the tone one might use with an eager puppy, “Face down, ass up.”

‹Roll Over›

My sluggishness was gone in a heartbeat. I nearly leapt to obey, turning over as fast as I could. I raised my haunches, splaying my legs wide to offer myself to him. I risked a glance back to watch him discard his shorts and clamber onto the bed behind me. He was already fully erect, and the sight of it made me lick my lips. He caught the look, and I remembered that I was supposed to have my face down. So I planted my face firmly in the hotel bed’s clean pillow and waited for him to take me.

Brett put a hand on my left hip to steady himself and splayed my nether lips open with his other. Then he penetrated me with his thick member. He was so much bigger than my last boyfriend, forcing him to work his way inside me slowly at first. The experience was an incredible mix of pleasure and frustration. I needed him to go faster, but I couldn’t even rock my hips backward to meet his thrust. I couldn’t even close my mouth, leaving me drooling as he mounted me from behind.

Finally, he was as deep inside me as he could get, and Brett began to thrust. The friction inside me set tingling ecstasy building at the core of my being, getting more intense the faster he went. Even without his power, I never would’ve been able to think with this going on.

After what felt like ages, Brett reached between my legs and rubbed the palm of his hand against my slippery wet clit. At the same time, he nearly growled, “Cum, babe.”

‹CUM›

The thought was completely overwhelming, setting off fireworks in my helpless brain. Pleasure exploded from both between my legs and the base of my skull, and raced white-hot along every nerve ending in my body. I bucked and spasmed, and that sent Brett over the edge too. He came deep inside me, filling me with his hot and sticky seed.

He stayed in me for a long moment, continuing to grind his hips even as his cock softened inside me. The gyrations sent out more aftershocks, electric surges of pleasure washing over me with his powerful movements.

When he finally pulled out of me, I collapsed panting on the bed.

Brett patted my ass and said, “I need to prep you for the second half of your mission, Joan. Sleep now.”

‹Sleep Now›

I was gone.

~~~

The second time I woke in Brett’s hotel room was less exciting than the first: he had me take a shower while he continued to work on other ‘projects.’

As I stepped out of the bathroom, freshly clean and dressed, I was greeted by something almost as exciting as sex though: there was a plate with a cheeseburger and fries waiting for me, the first I’d been able to have since my fake memories of unemployment had begun. I nearly pounced on them, barely remembering to say, “Thank you so much, Sir!”

Brett turned away from his computer and said, “Eat fast. We don’t have much time. If I keep you too far past the end of the movie, someone might get suspicious.”

I swallowed a delicious bite and asked, “Who’s ‘someone?’”

“That,” Brett admitted, “Is part of what I’m trying to find out. From what I’ve been able to gather, they just call themselves ‘the Agency,’ and they have a standard format for how they treat girls like you.”

“So,” I looked down at my burger and asked, “That’s the files I’m supposed to be stealing for you? Something about who they really are?” I took another big bite, even though I really wanted to savor the experience.

“Yeah,” he nodded and explained, “I can’t be sure, but I think you’re going to be seeing an important client soon. I’ve left programming about what to do buried in your implant, ready to be triggered by appropriate circumstances. I want you to use this thumb drive to get the data itself.” He held out a tiny black drive, something that would fit on my key chain.

Listening him talk so casually about programming me was getting me wet again. My cheeks flushed and I took the drive. I looked at it and asked, “So no real mission briefing, huh? Just… code instructions in my brain, and I’ll carry them out like a robot?”

I knew I should be indignant, but I was mostly impressed. I knew we hadn’t been gone all that long.

“That’s about the size of it,” Brett made eye contact and said, “I can’t just give you verbal instructions because you might not be able to keep a secret once you’re back home, getting hypnotized every day. In point of fact, you won’t be able to remember this conversation once you’re home. You’ll forget, but you’ll be,” he leaned forward, “My helpless little programmed drone. You’re very happy about that. That’s true, isn’t it, Joan?”

‹Programmed Drone›

‹Very Happy›

I moaned, “Yes, Master.”

“Good girl,” Brett nodded at my plate and said, “Eat up. We gotta move.”

‹Good Girl›

Warmth and joy washed over me, and I wolfed down my burger without another word.

I couldn’t wait for him to erase my memory again.


Chapter Three

My outing to see The Wizard of Oz proved to be a one-off. Falling asleep in the theater and missing the show was the sort of thing I could do at home, on my far more comfortable sofa in front of my far less expensive TV. Rather than wasting money like that again, I focused on my daily routine: even more exercise, even more ‘me time’ in the shower and in front of my computer. I also found myself napping a lot more often, whether I needed it or not.

I didn’t feel depressed, but I definitely had the sense that I was sleepwalking through my life. The deeper I got into that rut, the less I felt like I could pull myself out of it, even with an offer of work.

All the same, waking up in my chair to a message about a job interview made me perk up considerably. I skimmed the details of it three times to be certain I had everything right before I even removed the rabbit vibrator from my sopping pussy. As I carefully pulled out the toy, I saw that I was going to need a shave down there before I went out. The man I was supposed to meet wanted my hair red, and that was certainly easier than dyeing it.

A tiny voice in the corner of my mind wondered why I might ever need to show someone my pussy on the job, but I pushed the thought aside. Every part of me needed to be perfect tonight, whether it was supposed to be on display or not. I couldn’t be confident with a detail out of place.

I hurried to the shower. Even though I’d cum repeatedly at my computer desk this morning, I hoped I’d find time for just one more climax before I had to get dressed.

~~~

I stepped out of my taxi in a very good neighborhood, not bothering to wait for my change. Whatever happened tonight, my own expenses would be covered, and it felt churlish not sharing the wealth.

Besides, I was too excited to wait.

I approached the mansion directly in front of me, a classy looking brown Victorian style house with three levels. The driveway was extensive, and there were a half dozen vehicles parked there. I could see the silhouettes of people in the windows of a couple levels, and heard peppy dance music coming from upstairs.

For a moment, I wondered why I was being interviewed during someone’s house party, but it didn’t matter. My cab was already rounding a corner and moving out of sight, and I couldn’t afford not to do this. My funds were running low.

I looked for the front door, then thought the better of it. I wasn’t a guest, I was a prospective employee. I needed to come around the back. I walked across the perfectly manicured lawn and around the spacious garage, coming to a side, kitchen entrance. I could hear voices beyond. I knocked hesitantly.

A very pretty blond woman opened the door, probably a couple of years younger than me. She was wearing an apron, panties and plastic gloves, and her hair was trussed up beneath a hair net… but that was about it. Her thin figure sported improbably large breasts, big enough that I thought they had to be fake.

I blinked at her in surprise and said, “I’m -”

“The girl from the Agency,” she cut me off, appraising me with bright green eyes. She nodded and said, “You’re right on time. They’ll be wanting fresh entertainment tonight.”

“I, uh,” I took a step back, wondering if coming here had been such a good idea after all. It sounded like she’d mistaken me for a stripper or hooker. I stammered awkwardly, “Maybe I have the wrong address. I’m not from any Agency.”

“Of course not,” the girl giggled and said, with sudden and great formality, “It’s just that ostentatious benefactors enjoy you.”

‹Ostentatious Benefactors Enjoy You›

The strange phrase felt intensely familiar. I stopped cold, turning it over and over in my mind. Thinking about it made me feel sluggish and muddled, almost tipsy. Finally, I realized that it was a code of some kind.

‹OBEY›

I heard myself reply dully, “I obey.” My dull inner turmoil faded, and I felt very calm.

The blond girl took my hand and said, “Of course you do. You’re a slave for the Master’s guests tonight. I think they’re bored with me. I’ve starred in the last three of these. Come along.”

‹Slave›

Most of what she said went right over my now sluggish head, but that word stood out, and it made me smile widely. I let her take my hand and lead me inside, through the kitchen.

Walking like that was a surreal blur. What was left of my concentration went to not tripping over my own feet, a task made harder by the high heels I was wearing. There were two more people in the kitchen, working on something that smelled absolutely wonderful, but I was so distracted that I couldn’t have even said whether they were male or female.

The blond took me up a flight of stairs, and I thought I might tumble to my doom. My heart raced with it. Even so, I couldn’t rouse myself from whatever stupor she’d put me in. As it was, I was having a hard time keeping in mind where I was, or what I was even doing here.

The mansion’s basement was spacious, and rendered in stone. The walls were decorated to look like they’d been hewn out of rough stone, while the floor was polished and smooth. There were several racks of toys in plain view, a wide variety of implements hanging from them. I saw whips and paddles. There were also several spots to shackle a girl to heavy duty wooden frames, and one cage that was too big to be a dog kennel. There were numerous boxes of polished hardwood. One of them was already open, and I could see dildos inside. There was a wooden throne with a pet bed in front of it in one corner.

It seemed someone had already picked out tonight’s main attraction, too: there was a set of stocks in the center of the room. Unlike old-timey ones that I’d seen in movies, these had a wooden framework behind them that looked a little like a picnic table. It was designed so that whomever was locked inside them ended up on all fours instead of standing up.

The blond girl led me to the stocks. I followed along helplessly, clambering awkwardly up so that my ass was up and my wrists and neck rested in their spots. I was still covered by my short red skirt, but not very well. She lowered the top half of the device and locked me inside it.

I was so passive that I couldn’t even strain at my bonds. I knew it wouldn’t do any good anyway. Everything here looked very solid. Past that, everything here felt a little familiar. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I’d done this before.

The blond peered at me and said, “Don’t worry, Red. They probably won’t keep you waiting too long. I know Master was really looking forward to this, and his guests love fresh meat.” She patted my cheek gently and said, “Just relax.”

‹Relax›

The word washed over me, familiar and good. I hung limp in my restraints without protest. I watched her sashay away before closing my eyes and drifting peacefully.

She flipped off the lights on her way out.

As I waited in the silence and the dark, I wondered dully if I was dreaming. The experience felt too vivid though. I could feel the smooth, cool wood surrounding my wrists and neck and beneath my knees. I was also getting sore from maintaining the pose. Most vivid of all, I was getting wet at both ends. My panties were moistening at my utter helplessness, while drool ran down my chin because I couldn’t find the energy to shut my mouth.

I felt strangely disconnected from all of that though, almost as though it were happening to someone else.

Despite the blond girl’s assurances, it was some time before I heard anybody else. Eventually though, I heard male voices and heavy footsteps, along with the familiar click-clack of high heels.

The blond was leading three men to me. The one on the right was white and thin, almost reedy. The man on the left was a large, imposing black man. The one in the middle was older and looked Middle Eastern. All three were in expensive looking suits.

Something clicked in my brain, the turning of a key deep inside me. Quite suddenly, I recognized the older man as Zia Boulus, a wealthy industrialist.

Information flooded my brain: I remembered being with Brett, being sent here to spy. The head rush was so intense that all I could do was hang limp in my restraints.

If I hadn’t already been drooling a little, that would have put me over the top.

The white man cocked his head at me and said, “I’ll never get tired of that look.”

“Didn’t you get your wife done last summer, Ray?” the black man chuckled and said, “I’d think you would be tired of the mindless bimbo look by now.” His voice was deep, low and powerful, the sound of someone who maybe spoke for a living. He stepped around me as he spoke, moving behind the stocks.

‹Mindless Bimbo›

I quivered at the words. They were true: even as lucid as I felt, I knew I was only thinking what Brett had programmed me to. All I cared about now was getting out my bonds and fulfilling my mission like a good drone.

“Never, James,” Ray crouched in front of me, to look me in the eye. He said, “If it were up me, every girl would get hardwired for obedience as soon as it was medically safe.” He smiled at me and said, “Tell me how soon girls should get chipped and brainwashed, slut.”

The question jarred me from my dazed silence, but I paused for a moment anyway. I really wasn’t under their control right now.

I had to fake it. At least, I reflected, I agreed with what Ray said. If they knew how good it felt, they’d want the treatment too. I blinked at him slowly and agreed, as perkily as I could muster, “As soon as medically safe, Sir.”

Whether James agreed or not, it was obviously getting him going. He flipped my skirt up and hooked a finger in the waistband of my panties, tugging them halfway down.

“Damn straight,” Ray nodded and straightened up, then said, “That sort of attitude is nothing to get tired of.”

Behind me, James fondled my now exposed ass with his enormous hand and said, “I dunno about that. Much as I appreciate getting to experience an ass this tight without her even remembering it,” he squeezed my left cheek firmly, “There’s something to be said for a girl with a little spirit. You know, sometimes you want to ride something that bucks.”

“No reason not to program that in too,” Ray unfastened his fly as he said, “We program sprites in video games to fight back all the time. Bet she can fake it,” He looked down at me as he pulled out his semi-erect cock and said, “Give us a show, doll.”

Listening to them talk about me like I wasn’t even there was getting me going, hypnotized or not. I arched my back a little, rubbing my backside against his hand. At the same time, I looked up at Ray and said, “Mmm… yes, Sir.”

Ray glanced at Zia and said, “If you don’t buy her, I might.”

“What?” James put his other hand on the inside of my right thigh and asked, “After getting your wife treated and buying a new boat? You’re gonna end up broke, promotion or not.” He rubbed two fingers between my sopping wet nether lips and asked, “You sure you don’t want to go first, Chief? You did pay for her.”

I took the opportunity to glance at Mr. Boulus. My view was a little obstructed by Ray’s curved, erect penis, but I could still see the older man taking a spot on the throne. The blond girl knelt in front of him on the pet bed, and was busy unzipping his fly with her teeth. Zia said, “No, I’m in a mood to watch today. Besides,” he stroked the blond’s hair, “Keisha here seems very determined to show me her appreciation tonight. Isn’t that right, pet?”

The blond’s haughty tone was gone, replaced by something low and hungry as she agreed, “Yes, Master.”

Zia took her head in his hands and guided her down onto his shaft. As she took him between her lips, he said, “Go on. Don’t let such a fine specimen go to waste.”

“Don’t have to tell me twice,” Ray tore my lacy red panties in half with a single deft move. The sensation of fabric biting into my skin made me gasp in surprise.

Before I could say anything, Ray rubbed my cheek with his cock, his firm flesh hot and throbbing against my smooth skin. I opened my mouth eagerly and let him slide his member into my mouth. He said, “There’s a hot little brainwashed whore.”

‹Brainwashed Whore›

Hearing the words, it was like someone flipped a switch in my head. I knew they were true. Instead of pulling away, I tried to push myself forward, straining against the stocks for the first time. I rolled my tongue along the bottom of his thick, veiny cock.

Ray laughed and said, “Yeah, just like that! Mmm… good thing you restrained her. I think she would’ve tackled me.”

Behind me, James said, “Guess you can tell them to buck.” He rubbed my sopping, exposed pussy with his stiff fingertips. I wriggled against him, trying to impale myself on them. Rather than letting me do that, he splayed me open and penetrated me with the head of his cock.

James was huge, so big that he had to do it slowly, pressing into my inner passage inch by inch. Tingling anticipation built at the core of my being at the wonderful intrusion. He groaned, “Mmm… there’s a hot little bitch.” He slapped my ass, sending a mix of pleasure and pain through my body and added, “Bet you’d love to get bought, even if Ray here doesn’t have the money.”

‹Bought›

The thought echoed in my head, almost as loud as Master’s secret mission. It was hard to think about anything else. Visions of being put on the auction block danced in my head. I moaned around Ray’s dick and rocked my hips backward, forcing James deeper inside me.

Hopefully that would be a good enough hint that my answer was ‘yes.’ At the very least, James sped up. Rather than carefully working his gigantic cock inside me, he began to thrust, deep and hard. The friction was wonderful, almost enough to push me over the edge immediately.

Ray’s fingers tightened in my hair, gripping it painfully. At the same time, his cock tensed in my mouth, nearing the edge. I could hear him panting, feel his heart racing from the way he throbbed against my tongue. He pulled back a little and came in my mouth with a satisfied grunt. Hot and sticky seed filled my mouth, rolling down my chin. He let go of my hair and patted my head before pulling out entirely. I panted helplessly.

Without having to worry about me clamping down on Ray’s dick, James pounded me even harder. The frame of the stocks creaked beneath the impact of his thrusts, my wrists and neck aching from the wood rubbing against my skin. It felt like he might split me in half, and I could hear myself making helpless little squeaking noises as though he were forcing the air out of me. After what felt like hours of that, James smacked my ass hard and said, “Cum!”

‹CUM›

The command was like thunder in my brain. White hot pleasure exploded from the core of my being, crashing over me in waves. I squeezed my eyes shut, tears rolling down my cheeks even as cum continued to dribble down my chin. My fingers clenched at nothing, and my body shuddered against the wooden frame. I spasmed around James’ immense cock and that sent him over the edge too. His ejaculation slapped my inner passage, hot and wet, filling me to overflowing.

He pulled out of me with an audible ‘pop,’ our mingled fluids dripping down the insides of my thighs. He patted my reddened ass and said, “That was great. You can sleep now, babe.”

‹Sleep Now›

I wanted to stay awake, needed to stay awake to complete my mission, but it was like fighting the tide.

I slipped away before I heard another word.

~~~

I woke with a start as a stream of tepid water struck me in the face. I jerked back and would have slipped if not for a hand on my back to steady me. I blinked in surprise and saw that I was in the shower, water cascading down my neck and chest. I was stark naked.

Realizing that my clothes and purse were gone jogged my memory: I needed my purse, and Master’s thumb drive. I glanced to the side and saw that Keisha was the one holding me up. Past her, I could see my purse, but not my clothes.

She giggled, “Jumpy, aren’t we? It’s okay. I know this is all very disorienting. I’d like you to relax now. You must obey me. Tell me how everything is, Red, and what you must do.”

‹Relax›

‹Obey›

I could feel the commands working, but they were dull. Muted. Even as I sagged a bit beneath the torrent of warming water, I suspected I shouldn’t be able to think at all. Thankfully, I could still remember my mission. I agreed in my best mindless zombie voice, “Everything is fine. I must o-bey.”

Saying the word ‘obey’ sent a thrill down my spine, even though I knew I was Master’s, not hers.

Keisha removed her hand and said, “I would like you to shower, dry and dress. Are you awake enough to do that on your own, slave, or do you need a little time?”

“I will obey,” I nodded slowly to her and stood slumped, letting the water roll down my body without any further comment or complaint.

“Good girl,” Keisha nodded and said, “Do that, then wait for me. A car will be by to take you home soon. I’ll come and get you when it does. You understand and obey, don’t you, Red?”

‹Good Girl›

‹Obey›

“I understand and obey,” I parroted, and the brain-dead tone was starting to become real. If she kept talking, I knew it was only a matter of time before I slipped back down and forgot my mission again, like I had when the men had fucked me earlier. I already wanted to be a good girl for her. Thinking about it was getting me turned on again, and it was so hard to do anything but obey when I was turned on.

Hopefully, she would leave soon.

Fortunately, Keisha did seem to be bored with this. She gave me another look up and down and said, “All right. I have a lot of cleaning to go help with. Get to it, Red.” She turned and left without checking to make sure that I was, or bothering to put on a stitch of clothing. As she sashayed out of the room, I got a good view of a tattoo on her butt that looked, for all the world, like a readable bar code.

As soon as she was gone, my head cleared. I rinsed off anyway, but I didn’t waste time on a thorough scrub. Instead, I dried off as quickly as I could and put my clothes on. I had a fresh pair of frilly black panties to replace the red ones that James had torn in half, but the rest of my outfit appeared to be intact. Someone had even been considerate enough to launder it. I gave my hair a quick pass with a brush from my purse, then I pulled out and palmed the thumb drive.

Seeing it brought home that I was really doing this. I was in a strange billionaire’s mansion, and I was going to try and engage in some light industrial espionage. My heart raced, and I contemplated just shoving the drive back into the depths of my voluminous red purse.

I couldn’t make my hand do it though. I couldn’t let down Master that way. More than that, the idea of going back to forgetting my whole life was intolerable. I took a deep breath instead, slung my purse over my shoulder, and opened the bathroom door just a crack.

From my narrow vantage point, the hallway beyond the bathroom looked clear. I couldn’t hear anyone talking, either. My heart pounding crazily, I opened the door all the way and stepped into the hall. I had to be quick: there was no telling when Keisha would be back, or what would happen if she found me gone.

I stepped into the hallway and looked both ways. There were a lot of doors, and there was a large window at the far end. Outside, I could see sunlight, proof that I’d spent the night here. The first thing that brought to mind was that I didn’t feel hungry, but I couldn’t remember being fed.

None of that was important though, so I pushed it aside and tried to look confident as I stepped into the hall. Most of the doors were closed, but there were a couple open at the far end, near the window. I walked toward them, wishing I could just run. As scared as I was, the trip seemed to take forever.

Just as I reached the first open door, a petite brunette in a revealing French maid costume stepped out from it, coming with inches of bumping into me. I nearly jumped backward and said, “I’m sorry!” My heart felt like it might actually explode.

The maid looked up at me, obviously noticing me for the first time. Her vacant expression shifted to one of dull surprise, and her glassy green eyes focused on me. Her skin was perfect, her stiff nipples exposed through the sheer fabric of her top. The dazed expression made her look like a particularly realistic blow-up doll. She said dreamily, “Good morning, Miss. How may I serve you?”

It took me a moment to process that, but it made sense. If Zia had guests over frequently, he would probably want his servants to be pliant for everyone who made it inside. I hesitated for a moment before asking, “Where’s Mr. Boulus right now?”

“Master is enjoying a round of golf,” the maid said happily, “He is due back in several hours.”

I nodded in relief and replied, “I’d like to wait for him in his office, surprise him with a blowjob beneath his desk. Take me there.” I swallowed and added hesitantly, “You must obey.”

“Mmm,” the maid shivered and agreed, “I must obey. This way, Miss.” She turned on her heel and led me away, a bar code on her right ass cheek as well.

I followed her, trying to keep my cool. I wanted to tell her to run, but I managed to keep my mouth shut even as we went down a flight of stairs. There was another girl in a maid outfit dusting a grand piano in what appeared to be a ballroom, but she didn’t even look our way. We got to the office a moment later.

Though it was only a home office, it was better than most I had seen in the working world. There was a giant bay window with a view of a flower garden in full bloom, fortunately free of people. The bookshelf was stocked with old, leather bound volumes in at least three different languages. The desk was a gigantic, polished hardwood number that I couldn’t help but imagine fucking on. The computer tower was sleek, black and hooked up to three large flat screen monitors.

The maid asked, “Is there anything else I can do to serve you, Miss?” Her dazed, mindless look was gone now, replaced with something hungry. She was obviously sizing me up.

I’d never been into girls before, but I felt a flash of… something, and wondered exactly who had put it in my head. Then I pushed it aside, shook my head and said, “No thank you. You should go back to cleaning upstairs.” I added, more forcefully, “You must obey.”

Her expression went a little slack again and she parroted, “I must obey.” She turned and left without another word, closing the door behind her.

I slid into Mr. Boulus’ enormous, comfortable leather chair and saw that all the screen savers were the same, a starry field that made the screen seem like a starship moving through space. I felt a moment of panic at the thought that the terminal might be locked, but before I could indulge in any more second thoughts, a cool certainty washed over me.

Master’s programming was kicking in, and now I knew exactly what I needed to do. I slid my thumb drive into one of the free USB ports in the front of the tower, then held down the power button. The whole thing turned off, then began to start up, but the friendly Windows logo was replaced by a black screen and white text on the central monitor, while the other two remained off. I began typing in commands, my hands moving as if on strings. I didn’t understand a word of it, but that was just getting me turned on. I was thankful someone had done my laundry, leaving me clothed this morning. The last thing I needed to do was leave a wet spot on the chair. The final command I typed appeared to be some kind of file copy, and it set the screen scrolling with incomprehensible text that I was supposed to wait for.

The waiting was far less fun than the mindless typing. I tried not to fidget in the chair, and wondered how long it could possibly take without graphics. Unfortunately, the lack of them included the lack of any sort of progress bar. I stared at it intently anyway, as though I could will it to go faster.

It felt like the process took forever.

My concentration was so intense that I almost missed it when the monitor to the right flickered to life, a bright splash of pink in the corner of my eye. It took a moment to register what was happening, before I turned to look. The pattern was an intensely familiar swirling spiral of pink and purple, glossy and beautiful. For a split second, I wondered how that could be happening when the monitor was supposed to be off. It had to be connected to another one. It only took me one moment more to realize what was happening, but it was already too late. I couldn’t tear my gaze away. All I could do was stare into it in mute wonder, my entire body relaxing immediately.

I drifted off, the thumb drive soon forgotten.

~~~

“I wouldn’t have believed it if I weren’t looking at it,” a familiar male voice said, rousing me to awareness.

I was lying on my side, eyes shut and body bare. My wrists were bound in front of me with a thin strip of hard plastic, as were my ankles. I’d been drooling again, but this time it was due to a gag in my mouth, something that tasted of rubber.

The sheer physical discomfort of those bonds seemed like it ought to snap me awake, but I still felt groggy. Opening my eyes was a struggle. When I did, I saw that I was in a strange bed, facing a curtained window. It was day outside, but clearly getting dark. Whomever was speaking was out of view, somewhere behind me.

A second man replied, “You were right to call us immediately.” His voice was deep, gruff and decidedly unfamiliar. He asked, “Did you drug her?”

“No,” the familiar man said, “I followed your instructions to the letter.”

I wondered dully where I was, and why someone would want to drug me. It took a moment for me to remember Master’s mission. The familiar speaker was Zia Boulus.

I’d been captured. I wriggled in my bonds a little, testing how tight they were, if I could maybe snap them. That only lasted a moment before someone slapped my ass sharply. I let out a cry of surprise and pain, muffled by the ball gag.

The gruff man, apparently the one who had done it, said, “Welcome back, Joan. Glad you could join us.” He rolled me onto my back unceremoniously, and leaned in so that he could peer down at my face. His features were rugged, brown eyes almost black. He looked like he spent a lot of time outside, unlike everyone else I’d seen at the Boulus home. He looked back up at Boulus and said, “I should get her on the road ASAP so that we can figure out how this security breach happened. We good here? You satisfied with her performance?”

Boulus replied, “She did fine. No refund or exchange will be necessary. Just make sure to call me first, when you know who’s responsible.”

The stranger nodded and agreed, “Sure thing.” Then he reached down and hoisted me up, over his shoulder. I hung limp in his arms, watching upside down as he carried me right through the mansion. Keisha and James were standing together, watching me. James whispered something to her and she giggled, still staring my way.

My cheeks burned, though I wondered how that could be what I was worried most about as the man carted me off to God-knows-where, maybe never to see my Master again… at least until he took me right out the front door, still naked and bound. I thought my heart would explode in my chest as he carried me down the driveway, my bare ass pointed at the sky.

Suddenly, all I could think about was how now everyone could see me. The only reason I didn’t try to get loose is that I didn’t want to get dropped on my head on the pavement. The walk to his nondescript black car seemed to take forever, and I was almost relieved when he skipped the passenger door and headed straight for the vehicle’s open trunk. I couldn’t imagine going down the road like this, being pulled over, maybe even booked for public indecency.

At least I would be out of sight, and though the trunk looked cramped, it was clean and empty. The man took great pains to avoid bumping my head against anything.

I let that thought comfort me as he slammed it shut, trapping me in the dark.


Epilogue

I sat naked in my chair with a toy buzzing between my legs. The stimulation was a small but constant pressure on my mind, driving out thought, driving out will while I stared forward.

Noise canceling headphones covered my ears, a soothing electronic beat drowning out the world.

My screen was filled with lurid images, sweaty bodies locked in the throes of passion. I watched girls spread their legs, bend over and kneel. I saw thick cocks between lips and breasts, penetrating asses and pussies. Sometimes the girls were strangers, sometimes they were me. The men changed too, morphing from body to body, but it didn’t matter: all of them were Sirs or Masters. I had to submit to any of them, obey them without question.

While the images were lurid and bright, the colors were subtly off: every image was covered with a subtle layer of shimmering pink and purple, like I was viewing them through a thin coating of oil.

Of course, real oil wouldn’t have had words in it. As I stared at the pictures, one girl blurring into the next, translucent pink words superimposed themselves over the wonderful tableau.

‹OBEY›

‹SUBMIT›

‹KNEEL›

‹WET›

‹HORNY›

‹SLAVE›

Each one echoed in my otherwise empty mind, filling my being completely until it was replaced by the next. I could barely hear myself agreeing breathlessly with each one, “I obey. I submit. I kneel. I am wet. I am horny. I am a slave.”

‹CUM›

As the word appeared on the screen, the toy between my legs suddenly skipped to its highest setting, and I found myself staring directly into an image of a Master’s face. His eyes pulsed and his voice echoed the command in my ears and mind, “CUM!”

Pleasure exploded from the base of my skull and my buzzing, sopping sex at the same time.

The screen didn’t let me recover before switching back to the Words:

‹OBEY›

‹SUBMIT›

‹KNEEL›

I moaned along with them incoherently as my body twitched and shuddered in the chair, pleasure forcing the commands even deeper into my helpless brain.

I sank deeper down, to a place beyond sleep where the words ran together into a single, joyful haze.

~~~

Every time I woke from my Training, my eyes and mouth were dry, but the rest of me felt wonderful: tingly, warm and sated. I blinked rapidly as someone lifted the headphones from my head, the screen in front of me now dark and the toy already gone. A part of me wanted them back, but I was still a little grateful for the break.

“How are you feeling, Joan?” the man behind me was familiar. It took me a moment to remember that his name as Tyler, and that I had to obey him in all things.

Thinking about that made my sensitive, overly stimulated pussy clench. I moaned and replied happily, “Mm… good, Sir. Thank you. How may I serve?”

Tyler swiveled my chair around, letting me get a good look at his handsome visage. He looked down at me and said, “We have a new arrival for processing. Male. Tried to hack some of our girls and steal company secrets, which would normally result in being dumped in a ditch. He’s got a real way with systems though, so we’ll be processing him for employment instead. Wash that old brain, stick him to work. Doc said you should come help with his induction for awhile.”

That meant sexual stimulation. I didn’t need to shower first. My scent would doubtless help. I smiled and replied perkily, “I’m ready now, Sir.”

“Great,” Tyler offered me a hand out of the chair, which I took. He helped me up, then put a hand on my bare bottom and guided me out of the training room, pausing only long enough to let me get into a pair of slippers. I’d lived in this training facility my entire life, but no amount of practice could get me used to bare feet on such cold tile floors. I peeked in as we walked past other training rooms, the clear doors offering views of girl after girl being trained the way I always was. Their expressions were rapt as they stared into hypnotic displays.

I shivered, glad I would rejoin them soon.

We took an elevator down two levels to Processing. It was considerably more secure than where slaves like me received training: it was for people who’d been brought in from the outside world to become slaves. None of the doors had windows, and guards patrolled the halls in pairs in the same blue uniform that Tyler sported. I smiled at them.

Tyler stopped us at a door labeled Intake 3A, swiping his badge to unlock it. The door slid open, and I could see my doctor standing in front of a man strapped to a bed and IV rig. The prisoner was naked, his body lean and taut as he strained against his bonds. Despite his obvious frustration, his improbably large cock was semi-erect. He turned our way as we stepped in and said, “Joan, it’s me, Brett! Access File 7-Red-12-Alpha! Get me out of here!”

I blinked at him in confusion and asked the doctor, a handsome man of perhaps fifty and asked, “What’s he talking about, Sir?”

The doctor nodded to Tyler and said, “Prep him.” Then he turned to me and said, “He thought he knew you, that’s all. I wanted to show him just how much he didn’t.”

“Yes, Sir,” I agreed, still confused. I’d never seen Brett before in my life.

“No!” the subject’s eyes widened and he protested, “Wait! No! We can come to some kind of deal -”

Tyler cut him off, putting a gag in his mouth. Then Tyler patted Brett’s cheek as he struggled and said, “Now, now, there are a hundred slaves in this building that would beg to trade places with you right now.” He tightened Brett’s neck restraint so his head couldn’t thrash or turn anymore, and lowered a screen over his face.

The doctor injected something blue into the IV feed and said, “Don’t get so worked up about this. You’ll thank us when you’re done.” He turned to me and said, “Please fellate the subject while he absorbs some preliminary programming. Don’t let him cum until the monitor here,” he pointed to a screen in clear view, “Says to.”

“Yes, Sir!” I clambered onto the bed and took Brett’s cock in my mouth, feeling it stiffen as pink and purple began to play on his face, reflecting in the tears rolling down his cheeks.

I was sure I’d have him feeling better in no time.

###
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Excerpt:

“Oh,” the doctor glanced at my hand, “The ring will need to come off too.”

I looked down at my wedding ring, white gold with a two carat diamond. I knew that I should care about letting it out of my sight. For the past five years, I’d worn it almost nonstop, and never had it out of arm’s reach. Beyond that, it had cost about six grand altogether - Greg had had a very good year, before he proposed to me. It was tasteful, it was lovely. Objectively, her request should have been a big deal.

All the same, trying to be concerned was like leaning on empty space. I just couldn’t muster the slightest dismay. After a moment’s hesitation, I slipped it off and dropped it in the bin, atop my sweaty nightie, and said, “Right.”

I didn’t bother to ask if I’d see it again. It was part of my old life.

The doctor smiled at me and said, “That’s very good compliance.” She offered Nathan a sidelong glance and asked, “Did she really get this far on just two months of conditioning? I mean, I know you’re good, but that’s very impressive.”

“Conditioning? Like… we’re talking about my hair, right?” I blinked in confusion. I felt a strange tingling sensation at the word. Despite the question I was pretty sure that they weren’t talking about my hair care.

“Actually,” Nathan said, “It was only six weeks. Tina here is a complete natural, one of the best subjects I’ve ever encountered on an assignment.” He smiled at me and said, “We’re just talking about how receptive your mind is to hypnotic programming. What can you tell the good doctor about your experience with hypnosis, Tina?”

‹Receptive.›

‹Hypnotic programming.›

“I have no experience with hypnosis, Sir.” The words fell out of my mouth, completely automatic. Hearing them made me feel muddled though. On the one hand, I knew what I said was true: I had never been closer to a hypnotist than watching a stage show on TV. On the other hand, I had the intense sensation that I’d forgotten something important, the sort of feeling I might get if I left the oven on, or left my keys at work. The more I tried to focus on it, the more slippery it felt.
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