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Prologue

“Oh God!” my best friend Krista moaned breathlessly, “Oh yesss!”

She looked like she meant it. The door to the closet was only slightly ajar, and the bedroom’s only light came from a single lamp behind her, but I could still see plenty through the narrow gap. Krista’s naked body glistened with sweat, her big breasts bouncing as she rode the man beneath her.

Seeing all of that was embarrassing enough, and I would’ve squeezed my eyes shut and covered my ears if it had happened some other way. If Krista had brought home a boyfriend for her visit and I’d caught a glance of something inappropriate… well, sometimes life offered too much information. 

Not tonight though. Right now, I couldn’t look away because the man she was riding was my boyfriend Daniel. Krista, my best friend since the third grade, was spending her evening astride my brand new guy. It didn’t look like a fumbling first time, either. Daniel bucked his hips, driving up and into her with wild abandon. Krista pumped her body up and down in perfect time to his, meeting each thrust with grunts of pleasure.

Before this moment, I would’ve thought the betrayal was the worst thing about a moment like this: the two most important people in my world stabbing me in the back… and it was awful, but it wasn’t the most awful part by half.

The most horrible part of my night was that I was soaking wet. No matter how inexplicable and wrong this all was, seeing it happen was an incredible turn-on. 

I’d never been much for looking at naked people on the Internet. I knew it was there, of course. I hadn’t grown up under a rock, but it’d never done anything for me. 

“Ohhh… oh, Sir!” Krista squealed with glee. Her whole body jerked upright and twitched, and then she slumped on his broad, bare chest in a panting heap. It was all I could do to stop myself from reaching between my legs right there. I ached for it.

Even so, the ‘Sir’ sounded weird to me. Daniel was handsome and rich and a little older than either of us, but he wasn’t a knight or anything.

Daniel patted her bare ass and said, “There’s a good girl.” Then he reached for his cell, a sleek black Android, and tapped the screen. I couldn’t see much of the what was going on, but I did see the display go neon pink, and a complex tone sounded.

The sound slid past my ear, deep into my brain. I blinked slowly, feeling suddenly sluggish. My body got warm and heavy, almost sleepy. I wondered dully if the long day was finally catching up with me.

Daniel held the phone where Krista could look at it and said patiently, “Now Krista, you know that good girls clean up after themselves. Don’t they?”

Listening to him speak was a head rush now, his statement wiping away my dull confusion. He was right, of course: good girls had to clean up after themselves. I nodded in silent agreement.

Krista agreed too. She said, her voice breathless and sleepy, “… yes, Sir…” Then she slid off of his wet, semi-erect cock and crawled clumsily backward so that she could take it into her mouth.

As I watched my best friend lick my boyfriend clean, I reached between my legs and began to absently, dazedly rub my sopping pussy, my feelings of betrayal all but forgotten.


Chapter One

Two Months Earlier

“Wow, Susan,” Krista looked the open box on my desk and said, “You didn’t say you were getting a new laptop. Where’d you get the money?” She tilted her head and read the sticker and amended the question, “Where’d you get the big pile of money, and how come none of it went toward hookers and blow for the both of us?”

As I peeled out of my clothes, dropping them in my hamper, I explained, “Actually, that was a gift from Daniel. And,” I tilted my head at her, “Should you really be back on blow and hookers? I thought you swore off until after finals.”

I dropped my panties in last. I would’ve preferred to change in private, but I’d gotten used to life in our cramped dorm, and my shower couldn’t wait. It had been a long day.

Krista flopped on her bed and pulled out her aging MacBook. She said, “You’re absolutely right. I should be thinking about uppers. And as for hookers, dare I ask how you persuaded a guy you’ve been seeing for two weeks to drop over a grand on you. Is there a lapdances for laptops program, maybe?”

I snorted as I padded to the shower and said, “Daniel’s just loaded and generous… and due in less than an hour, so I better -”

“Hose off? Good call,” Krista wrinkled her nose and said, “See if he’s got a brother or a cousin or a friend who’s a prince. I could work with a prince, as long as he’s not actually Prince.”

“I’ll ask,” I chuckled, right before I closed the door and turned on the shower.

~~~

I turned off my hair dryer and heard voices outside the bathroom door. I strained to hear them as I finished getting ready.

Krista laughed and said, “You did not!”

“No, no,” Daniel protested in response, “Totally did. Even the tow truck guy said he’d never seen anything like that.”

Krista just laughed harder.

I took one last look in the mirror before opening the door. Krista was sitting on her bed. Her laptop was still across her lap, and she was boxed in by a haphazard stack of handwritten organic chemistry notes on one side, and a chicken salad on the other. She was still just in a t-shirt and jeans, and I was briefly jealous of how hot she could look without trying.

Daniel was sitting on my bed, looking as handsome as ever. He was tall and lithe, athletic without being overly muscular. He stayed clean shaven, his curly black hair teased into a short and spiky cut. His skin was pale and his eyes were crystal blue. He smiled at me, his teeth as perfect as his skin and said, “Hey, Susan. You look great!”

His voice was great too, the sort of deep, rich voice that nobody said ‘no’ to.

“Thanks,” I blushed and said, “So do you.”

Krista said, “You said he was hot, but you didn’t say he was this hot.” She turned to him and explained with a wink, “I think she didn’t want to make me cry.”

“Aww,” Daniel said as he rose from the bed, “Well, if I happen to meet a sultan who’s looking for a date, I’ll give him your number. It’s the least I can do.”

“I’ll settle for ‘harem girl,’” Krista laughed, “I could learn the dance of the seven veils.”

“Krista!” my blush deepened. 

“I may hold you to that,” Daniel laughed. He offered me his hand and asked, “Ready for your birthday dinner, babe?”

“Yeah,” I agreed, “I’m starving.”

“You two be good now,” Krista chuckled at Daniel, “If she’s home before dawn, I’ll be very cross with you. Oh, and don’t forget the birthday spanking!”

At this point, my cheeks felt like they might actually catch fire. I said, “C’mon, let’s go before she offers to lend you a wooden spoon or something.”

Daniel laughed and said, “Nice meeting you, Krista. You’ll have to tag along for something another time.”

“Thanks,” Krista said. She added, her teasing tone replaced with utter sincerity, “Happy birthday, Susan. Have fun!”

“Thanks,” I smiled at her. I led Daniel out of the cramped dorm room and out into the hall. 

As we headed for the parking lot, he said, “Your friend’s a firecracker. Was she always like that?”

“Yeah,” I explained as we hit the student parking lot, “She was always the adventurous one, right back since grade school. Seems like you two really hit it off.”

“We did,” he put his arm around me and said, “But I’m with the right person tonight.”

I smiled and said shyly, “Me too.” We reached his car, and he opened the passenger side for me. I slipped in and said, “Thanks. So… where are we going?”

He got behind the wheel and pulled out of the lot. He said, “Well, I realize it’s already after five, but you said your favorite was waffles, right?”

I laughed and said, “I did!”

“Does that sound good tonight?” He pulled onto the street.

“Yeah,” I nodded happily, “It does.”

~~~

“Okay,” I looked around Daniel’s place and said, “This is…” I trailed off with a helpless little shrug at the magnificent loft. The decor was stark: the sofa and chairs were modern, all metal and black leather. The floors were polished hardwood. He had a couple of paintings I didn’t recognize, all black and white. He had big bay windows, but there were blackout curtains over them, probably to keep glare away from what was the biggest television I’d ever actually been in a room with. It was a plasma screen that must have clocked in at seventy or eighty inches. 

Most intimidating of all, nothing had even a speck of dust on it. I couldn’t picture someone actually living in a space so clean and tidy.

“Nicer than a dorm room?” Daniel asked innocently, as he began taking ingredients out of the fridge.

“… yeah,” I nodded, feeling intimidated, “That was definitely where I was going with that.” I waited a beat and asked, “How were you single when we met?”

He laughed and said, “My ex moved to France, and I am not a believer in long distance romance. We’re still friends. Now… relax. Have a seat. Can I offer you anything to drink? Got beer, wine, milk, juice…?”

“Juice sounds good,” I took a seat at his table, with a good view of the kitchen. I asked, “… all this, and you cook?”

“Rarely,” he admitted, “Things are usually busy, and I order a lot of takeout. But I do enjoy it, and I’ve found it impresses people. Offers the illusion of depth.” He got a glass out of the cupboard and poured orange juice into it.

As he set the glass down in front of me, I asked, “Illusion of depth, is it?”

“Yep. Don’t let the money or the skills fool you,” he cracked eggs into a mixing bowl and explained cheerfully, “I’m as shallow as the next guy.”

“If I thought that were true, I’d…” I paused thoughtfully and said, “Well, I’d still be here, but I wouldn’t have been looking forward to it as much.”

He laughed as he began to mix the batter. 

~~~

Dinner was a wonderful, whipped cream topped blur. By the time I finished it, I felt pleasantly warm and lethargic, ready for a nap that I was too comfortable to get up and go take. Rather than trying to move, I just sat passively in my chair, mesmerized by the way the overhead light filtered through the last little bit of juice in my glass. I could’ve watched it for hours.

“Another glass of juice, Susan?” Daniel’s voice was a pleasant interruption to my reverie.

“Buh?” I looked up at him, blinking heavily. I realized, with dull surprise, that I hadn’t even seen him get up or go to the fridge again. I wanted to ask about it, but I couldn’t quite manage to form a sentence.

Daniel topped off my glass, and the sound of sloshing in my glass refocused my attention in his direction. I watched the juice settle, the light even more interesting as the liquid swirled. 

“Drink up, babe.” Daniel’s voice was pleasantly firm.

I reached for my juice, but my arm was leaden and my fingers were clumsy. I misjudged the distance and my hand ended up on my sticky, syrupy plate. I giggled at my own clumsiness, too distracted to think about lifting my hand for another pass.

Daniel stepped beside me and picked up the glass. He brought it to my lips and laughed, “Here, let me help you with that.”

I drank sloppily, juice running down my chin. That made me giggle again. I finished and slumped in the chair, not even motivated enough to wipe my own chin. I managed to say, “… I feel…funny…”

“That’s all part of your birthday surprise, babe,” Daniel said as he lifted my hand off my plate. He carefully wiped the syrup off, then let my hand flop in my lap. 

“… surprise?” I asked, perking up just a little.

“Mm,” he nodded and raised the napkin to my face, “You should be feeling pretty good right now, but it’s going to get better. Your juice had a little something extra to help open you up a bit. Make you more receptive.”

Even as laid back as I felt, I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. If I didn’t know better, I’d think he just said he drugged me. “Re… receptive? How… ooh!” I moaned in delight at the feel of the soft cloth napkin against my cheek. Being rubbed made my bare skin tingle pleasantly, and sent little thrills arcing up and down my spine. My question dissolved into soft cooing noises as I leaned into his touch.

Apparently, I reflected dazedly, ‘receptive’ was good.

He pulled his hand away unexpectedly, and all I could do was make a soft animal noise of frustration. Fortunately, the lack of contact didn’t last long: he picked me out of the chair and cradled me in his arms, carrying me out of the dining nook.

The whole thing was a surreal experience. I was too limp and passive to even put my arms around him, and my head drooped against my chest, leaving me looking at the hardwood floor. I couldn’t find the will to even ask what was going on as he took me across the loft toward the couch.

Even so, I wasn’t exactly sleepy. I was just warm and heavy and so very sensitive to touch. Just being held was making my whole body tingle pleasantly. Despite my sluggish body, my heart was already beating pretty fast. 

Daniel deposited me on the far left side of the couch, near the window. I could see the street through a small gap in the curtains, cars driving past. It was dark out now. I wondered dimly where the evening had gone, but I was swiftly distracted by what my date was doing. He crouched in front of me, and began to unbutton my powder blue blouse with slow and deliberate motions. 

That set my pulse racing even harder. I blushed furiously and managed to whisper, “What’s… what are you…?”

“Relax,” he leaned up and whispered softly in my ear, “This is just a very good dream, so everything that happens is just fine. You will not worry or ask questions. You will just do exactly what I tell you, so you can enjoy yourself properly. That’s just fine, isn’t it, Susan?” His breath was hot and steamy against my sensitive skin.

That was it: I was just having a sexy dream. A perverted, wrong… very nice sexy dream. That made sense. I shivered and agreed, “Uh huh.”

I was already pretty wet.

“There’s a good girl,” he kissed my ear, then pulled back and tugged my blouse completely off, revealing my white sports bra. He deftly unhooked the bra and let it slip down off of me. Then he put his big, warm hands on my small, pert breasts and rubbed them. 

I gasped in surprise and pleasure, jagged little shocks of pleasure radiating from my rapidly stiffening nipples. He tweaked the left one between his thumb and forefinger, and I let out a helpless little moan at the unexpected mixture of pleasure and pain.

Daniel stopped rubbing my chest, then unbuttoned the fly on my jeans. He sat beside me and pulled me across his lap. He hooked his fingers beneath both my loosened jeans and my bright pink panties, and tugged them down around my knees, leaving both my ass and my glistening pussy completely bare. 

My cheeks burned at the sudden exposure. I never would’ve admitted it to anyone, but it felt good to be so helpless and vulnerable. Knowing there was a window right in front of me made it even better, and left moisture dripping down the insides of my thighs. 

“Now,” Daniel explained, “It’s time for that birthday spanking. Are you ready, babe?”

That sounded yummy. I wriggled a little as I replied, “Yuh-huh.”

His hand smacked my bottom almost before the syllables left my mouth. The impact was an electric mix of heat, pleasure and dull pain. He said firmly, “One.”

I let out a squeal of pleasure at the sensation.

His hand came down faster and harder with every stroke, both the pleasure and the pain getting sharper. I writhed in his lap, uncertain of whether I wanted to offer my rear up for him or try to roll to the floor. 

By the time he hit ten, I was so wet that it was audible when he hit me. By the time he hit twenty-two, I realized he wasn’t stopping at my age. By the time Daniel counted to forty or so, the pain transmuted completely to pleasure. Each stroke of his hand after that felt amazing.

“… and fifty,” Daniel’s hand finally came to a rest against my hot, reddened backside. He rubbed my tender flesh gently, his hand feeling cold against where he’d spanked me, and said, “That was good, wasn’t it?”

My body ached pleasantly, and I could feel my wetness down my thighs. ‘Good’ didn’t seem to cover it… but at the same time, I wanted so much more. 

Communicating all of that was completely impossible though: I could barely find my voice at all. It was all I could do to whisper breathlessly, “… uh huh…”

“Of course,” he said, “That was just a warmup. You’re ready for your present now, aren’t you?”

“Mmmmmmhmmm,” I moaned in agreement. I didn’t know what he would do next, but it didn’t matter as long as he kept touching me.

Daniel gingerly pulled my limp body up, moving with great care and gentleness. He sat me squarely on his lap, though he faced me away from him for some reason.

I didn’t think it was possible to blush any harder, but I realized that my sopping pussy was only separated from his erection by his jeans. Worse, I wished the jeans weren’t there. I wriggled against him, helplessly craving the contact. Even that mild friction was delicious torment, making my whole body tingle with anticipation and need.

I’d never had sex before, but now it was all I could wish for.

“Such an eager beaver,” he breathed in my ear, “But you don’t want to rush things.” He wrapped his left arm across my midsection to hold me steady and explained, “Everything feels better when I’m in charge.”

I moaned in wordless need and leaned against his warm body, my back pressed against his shirt. 

He kissed the nape of my neck, then, rather than kiss me, he picked up the remote and turned on the television. 

For a split second, I felt a twinge of resistance. I got as far as opening my mouth to ask what we needed to watch before the screen flickered to life, and I saw. Swirling colors filled the gigantic screen, pink and purple hues twisting and spinning like a vortex. My protest died on my lips.

“There’s a good girl,” Daniel said firmly, “Watch the screen. The screen is magic, made to draw your gaze. No matter what happens, your eyes will focus on it. Your eyes will try to find the center of it…”

I could feel the pull, my eyes drawn to the ever-shifting middle of the glossy pattern. I was dimly aware that my mouth was hanging open, but I couldn’t find the presence of mind to close it.

“And as you continue to watch,” he kept talking, a nonstop stream of words, “You will find the rest of the world growing increasingly distant. You see only the wonderful pattern, you hear only my voice and,” he brushed the inside of my left thigh with his fingertips, “This focus leaves your sense of touch incredibly heightened. Every sensation is more intense,” he began to drag his fingertips up and down my slick skin, “And everything you feel helps you focus on the screen and my words…”

I moaned in delight as his fingers traced random patterns between my thighs, spreading my legs to give him better access. I was rewarded with light touches right on my nether lips, teasing contact that felt incredible. Daniel was right, too: much as I wanted to look down and see where his hand would be next, my eyes were glued to the screen. I could barely blink.

“And the more you listen,” he continued tirelessly, “The more my words guide you to greater pleasure, the more my words guide you deeper into the center of the pattern. My words are all you hear, and all you think. You can feel them sliding into your brain, leaving no room for anything else. My words fill you and guide you. My words are your thoughts…” 

He penetrated me lightly with a single finger for emphasis, and I let out a helpless squeal at the sudden shock of pleasure. Despite that, I didn’t look down. My head was getting foggier by the moment.

“And as you look forward,” he began to work the finger from side to side, “You can see the screen growing larger, filling your vision. The swirling pattern is growing jagged, then smooth, holding your eyes…”

I stared forward as his finger worked inside of me, and watched in amazement as what he said began to happen. The swirling colors spilled out of the screen, expanding to fill my vision. Pink and purple swallowed my world, engulfing me as my pussy clenched around his warm, hard finger. 

“And as my words fill your mind,” he continued, “Consciousness itself is slipping away. You are getting warmer and heavier, your body feeling limp and helpless as you grow drowsy, as you get sleepy. Even so, you know this is a magical sleep, one where you continue to hear my words, where you continue to look forward, eyes fixed on the center of the pattern…”

The more he talked, the less I heard each individual word. The nonstop stream of patter was beginning to dissolve into just a general awareness that Daniel Was Talking. His deep, rich voice filled my head. At the same time, I was dimly aware he was right again: I was having no trouble keeping my eyes open, but my body felt even more sluggish. If not for his strong arm holding me steady, I might have slid right off his lap and onto the floor.

~~~

My world was utter bliss. There were two fingers inside me now, penetrating me to the second knuckle. Daniel made slow circles inside me, the rest of his fingers teasing my nether lips. I floated, weightless and free, nerves alight with pleasure that centered at our point of contact and flowed outward to every part of my body. My vision was filled with liquid colors, like I was submerged in a sea of spiraling neon pink. 

Daniel’s voice was all around me, inside me, all-encompassing. I could feel his words sliding into the deepest parts of my brain, unquestioned.

Most of the time, I drifted too deeply to be aware of more. My head was too full of pink to parse what was being said, like it had been stuffed full of sweet cotton candy instead of gray matter.

In those rare moments I mustered the dimmest flicker of awareness, Daniel was still talking nonstop, and I’d hear little snippets:

“… Good girls do what Master says…”

“… never question, never hesitate…”

“… no modesty, no shame…”

“… relax and obey when I touch you here…”

“… sleep and obey for the tone…”

We stayed like that for what might have been minutes, or hours, or days. I didn’t care: I would have been happy to stay cradled in his arms for the rest of my life.

Eventually, the rhythm shifted anyway. Daniel’s fingers went from making slow circles inside of me to thrusting in and out. They still only penetrated me shallowly, but the new sensation was so exciting that it roused me to semi-awareness. 

“Feel your pleasure rising with every passing moment,” Daniel was still talking nonstop, “More and more intense. You know that you will feel release soon, and it will be the most incredible sensation you’ve ever experienced. Your mind will open completely. You understand and obey, don’t you, babe?”

I wondered dimly how I could feel better than I did now, or how my mind could be any more open than it was. Even so, I moaned, “… yesss…”

Daniel’s hand sped up, suddenly forceful and skilled. His fingers pumped in and out of me, and his thumb pressed hard against my slippery wet clit. He commanded me, “Cum, Susan! Cum now!”

Pleasure exploded from between my slick thighs, crashing over me in waves. I heard myself let out a ragged cry before my world dissolved to black.


Chapter Two

I woke up feeling languid, my body pleasantly sore and tingly. I couldn’t remember anything about my dreams, except that they had been very intense. I realized, blushing, that they had been so good I was still wet beneath the covers.

The whole experience was distracting enough that it must’ve been five or six seconds before I realized I wasn’t in my own bed.

I sat up, startled, drawing the covers up around my bare chest. I was alone on an unfamiliar king-sized bed. The other side was empty, and it plainly hadn’t been slept in. From the sunlight streaming in through the window across the room, it was early morning. 

Daniel’s place. I had spent the night at Daniel’s place. I looked around and saw my purse hanging on a nearby chair. My clothes were gone though, and I couldn’t remember what had happened to them.

My head felt a little dull generally, a sluggishness that reminded me of the calm before a headache. My mouth felt a little dry, too. 

I slid out of bed, stark naked, and padded to his closet. I found an oversized plain white t-shirt in it, which I slipped on. I considered raiding his underwear drawer, but thought the better of it: Daniel wasn’t a large man, but he was still significantly bigger than I was.

Feeling a little better, I went for my purse and, after a moment of fumbling, found my phone. I pulled it out and saw there was a text from Krista at 2:14 AM that simply read, ‘congrats u dawg.’

I blushed again and tried to imagine what to say in response. I wasn’t even sure what had happened.

As I thought about it, there was a knock at the door and I nearly dropped it. I turned, slipped it back in the purse and said, “Um… hey.”

“Good morning,” Daniel cracked the door and asked, “May I come in?”

I felt a moment of panic and turned toward the bed, wondering if I should hide under the covers. 

“Susan?” Daniel asked, sounding a little concerned now.

“Um,” I floundered, “Sorry. Yeah, come in.” As he opened the door, I added, “I mean, it’s your room, right?”

He stepped in, wearing sweats and a t-shirt and carrying two steaming cups of coffee. He held one out and asked, “Doesn’t mean I should just barge in, does it? I mean, you might not have been dressed.”

I took the cup and replied, “Uh… about that… what happened? Did we…” I wasn’t sure how to even ask the question.

“Oh!” Daniel shook his head and said, “No, nothing like that happened. You took your clothes off because they were too hot.”

“I…” I blinked, “I did whatnow?”

“This was my fault,” Daniel said, “We were having drinks, and I didn’t know you weren’t used to them. You got sloppy drunk, and… okay, booze doesn’t actually make you warm, but it feels like it. I took you to my room and tucked you in. Your stuff’s in with mine in the washer - I threw it in there before my morning jog, since you didn’t bring a change of clothes.”

“Oh,” I breathed a huge sigh of relief and took a sip of coffee, “Thanks.”

“So,” he asked, moving back toward the living room, “Do you remember anything about what we did last night?”

The question gave me a strange sensation, like there was something very important that I had forgotten. I followed behind him and replied ruefully, “Really good waffles, but nothing after. Just glad I don’t have a hangover.”

“Well then,” Daniel took a seat on the couch and patted the spot next to him encouragingly, “I don’t think last night should count as a birthday celebration if you don’t remember a thing. That just doesn’t seem fair. Do you have time to hang out today? Maybe go home in the evening?”

“Sure,” I smiled as I took a seat beside him, “I can’t stay the whole weekend because I have a paper due, but I’d really like to take the day. And it was so sweet of you to sleep on the couch last night. I appreciate it.”

“No problem,” Daniel picked up his phone with his free hand, deftly navigating it with his thumb and the occasional glance down, “I wouldn’t want to go any faster than you’re ready for.” 

“Well,” I sipped my coffee, “That’s the sweetest thing I’ve ever…”

Daniel swiped the screen and tapped an app. His phone played a complicated, high pitched series of notes that lasted maybe five seconds while I was talking.

“… ever heard…” I trailed off, too distracted to continue speaking. I had trouble making the notes out, even though the phone was right there. I could almost imagine the sound sliding past my ears and penetrating some deeper part of my brain. It felt like a key sliding into a lock and turning.

All I could think about was how turned on I had felt when I woke up, and how good that had felt. I smiled, broad and vacant, my train of thought completely gone.

“Tell me how you’re feeling, Susan.” Daniel’s voice was pleasantly firm.

‹Tell me.›

His voice was a little like the tone now: while I could make out what he was saying, the words seemed to slide deeper inside me, echoing in my brain.

“Niiice,” I said, my voice slow and thick.

“You feel good because we’re together,” he explained, “You want to spend the day here with me, just the two of us. That’s very true, isn’t it, babe?”

‹Together.›

‹Just us.›

‹Very true.›

‹Babe.›

I blinked dazedly, his words bouncing around my increasingly helpless brain. Him calling me ‘babe’ was even nicer than the rest, and I could feel myself getting damp again when he did it. I felt so laid back that it took me a moment to even realize he’d asked me a question at the end. After a lengthy pause, I replied dully, “Uh huh.”

He met my gaze and said, “In a moment, you’re going to feel more alert and talkative. When you do, you will be willing to talk about anything with me. You will have no memory of being foggy headed. You will finish your coffee. You understand and obey, don’t you, babe?”

‹Anything.›

‹No memory.›

‹Coffee.›

‹Obey.›

I stared into his beautiful blue eyes and reflected dimly that the more he talked, the less I heard him. Most of his words went right past my ears now, except for ‘obey.’ I clenched helplessly at the term, wishing he would say it again. I breathed softly in reply, “… yesss…”

I sounded like I could go right back to sleep.

“Good girl,” Daniel nodded, apparently satisfied.

‹Good girl.›

The praise was almost as good as the word ‘obey,’ but it was warm and sunny instead of arousing. I leaned back on the couch, relaxing. 

My boyfriend tapped his phone’s screen again, sounding a different set of tones. These were higher pitched, but they had that same strange quality.

“I’m sorry,” I blinked rapidly, feeling like I’d just been daydreaming as I asked, “What were we talking about?” I took a long swig of my drink, hoping the hot coffee would help my floundering brain. I couldn’t keep daydreaming about my sexy dreams. I was going to end up leaving a puddle on his expensive leather couch.

“I was just wondering what you wanted to do with your day,” Daniel replied as he set his phone down, “As it was your birthday celebration, I think it’s your call. So… fancy restaurant? Movie maybe?”

“Honestly,” I smiled at him and replied, “I think I just want to spend the day with you.”

“You sure?” Daniel asked, “You don’t want to go for a lazy Saturday drive? Hit the zoo? Take a gondola ride?”

I laughed as his suggestions got more outrageous and said, “I’m good. I don’t think I’m dressed for a trip outside anyway.” I had another large drink of coffee, grateful for the caffeine.

“I don’t know,” Daniel looked me up and down and said, “I’ll bet you’d turn a lot of heads in that outfit.”

“Oh sure,” I looked down at his shirt and said, “Passing motorists, tourists, police officers…” I had another large drink of coffee, finishing the cup, and giggled, “Besides, the only head I want to turn is yours.”

I couldn’t believe that actually came out of my mouth. I blushed fiercely and fidgeted with the empty cup.

“Well, you certainly have,” Daniel sidled a little closer and set down his drink. He took my cup with one hand, and brushed my unruly hair away from my face with the other. His fingertips were light against my cheek, and he let them linger rather than pulling back. He added, “You didn’t need to do anything special or extra to do that.”

My skin tingled at the contact. I leaned into it, sighing softly, “Mmm… I’m glad.”

“I am too,” Daniel moved closer and began to stroke my hair with his left hand. He said, “You’re right. A lazy Saturday indoors sounds like a plan.” His right hand slid from my cheek to the back of my neck, still touching me lightly. 

‹Relax and obey when I touch you here.›

The words unspooled in my brain, like a flash of memory from a nearly forgotten dream. I felt tingly and warm, like I could melt back into the couch.

Daniel made eye contact and asked, “How much sexual experience do you have, Susan?”

I felt a brief twinge of resistance at the question. I was nearly naked on Daniel’s couch, but it was still strange for him to ask about it so bluntly. Still, I felt really good, and Daniel was my boyfriend. We could talk about anything. I said softly, “Not much. Some heavy petting.”

“So you’re not just a virgin?” he didn’t sound that surprised as he asked, “You’ve never even been naked with someone?”

My cheeks reddened and I admitted, “No.”

“You’re twenty one now, and that’s too old to be able to say that. So we’re going to fix this right now,” Daniel said, his voice gentle but firm, “I’m going to go first, and then you’re going to join me. Tell me what we’re going to do, Susan.”

‹Tell me.›

I whispered, “Get naked.” I could hardly believe I’d said it, but listening to him talk that way, soft and steely, made me drip. 

He was going to see me dripping wet in less than a minute.

“That’s right,” Daniel took his hands off of me and got off the couch. He peeled off his shirt, revealing a toned and muscular chest with just the right amount of dark, curly hair. He set the t-shirt on the coffee table, away from his half full drink. Then he pulled down his gray sweat pants, leaving him in a pair of white boxer shorts. His member poked from the slit in the middle, already semi-erect. He paused just a moment, then hooked a finger beneath the waistband of his boxers and let them fall around his ankles. His cock sprang free at about eye level to me.

I stared at it, mesmerized. Time seemed to slow down.

Daniel broke the silence after a long moment. He reached down and tilted my chin up so that he could make eye contact. He met my gaze and said firmly, “Your turn, babe. Stand up and lose the shirt. Don’t think about it. Obey.”

‹Obey.›

The single word echoed in my head, wiping out the lingering traces of hesitation that I felt. I slid off the couch and pulled the shirt up over my head, only breaking eye contact when the clothing was in my way. I let the shirt drop onto the couch behind me, forgotten almost as soon as it left my hand.

All that really mattered was that I was naked in front of my equally naked boyfriend, for the very first time. My heart pounded in my chest, so fast that it was loud in my ears. I wasn’t sure what was supposed to happen next, and I couldn’t think of how to even ask. 

Daniel put hid left hand on the back of my neck again. He said, “Relax, Susan. That wasn’t very hard at all, was it?”

‹Relax and obey when I touch you here.›

I heard his voice again in my brain again, clear as a bell. The words were the first and only thing I could think, and my head swam with them. I breathed deeply, calming in spite of myself. I agreed, “No, not so hard.”

He put his right hand on my belly and rubbed it gently. He continued to speak firmly, “You like it when I touch you. It’s natural and proper. I’m supposed to touch you. That’s very true, isn’t it, Susan?”

I couldn’t argue with that. I loved the feel of his hands on my bare skin, and the slow and gentle way he was touching me felt very soothing and intimate. Even I was having trouble understanding why it had taken me so long to do something like this. I agreed, “You’re supposed to touch me.” 

My voice sounded duller now, like I’d taken some very good painkillers.

Daniel’s hand slipped lower, down across the thatch above my sex, and then right between my legs. He penetrated my slick folds lightly with a fingertip and said, “Good girl.”

‹Good girls do what Master says.›

His voice echoed in my brain, much more intense this time. I saw a flash of pink, and had an intense sense of deja vu at the penetration. I knew that this was what I’d been dreaming about, at least in part. I gasped in pleasure and surprise, eyes going wide. I wanted to ask Daniel what was happening to me, but I only got as far as opening my mouth before he tugged me into a kiss.

I hadn’t kissed often, and most of the other guys I had dated were fumbling, sloppy and awkward. My prom date stood out as a particularly bad one, nearly putting me off the idea entirely.

Daniel had a much better sense of what he was doing, even taking me by surprise. His lips were warm against mine, then he pulled back just a little and began to nibble at my bottom lip. 

I moaned softly, leaning into the kiss. 

His finger slid a little deeper into me, sending tingling pleasure along my skin, and I supposed he was cheating compared to any other guy I’d been with, just a little.

When Daniel finally let me up for air, I was panting madly but he was still in complete control. He wasn’t even breathing hard. He leaned in and whispered in my ear, “Beg me to fuck your brains out right here, and leave you drooling on the floor. Obey.”

‹Obey.›

My heart flipped in my chest and my cheeks burned, but I was helpless to refuse. All I could think about was obeying. I breathed, “Please, fuck my brains out right here, and leave me drooling on the floor.”

“Your begging needs work,” Daniel stroked the back of my neck lightly as he said, “But there’ll be plenty of time to teach you.”

I shivered, not knowing what to say in response. Before I could think of anything, Daniel guided me down, laying me flat on my back on the floor in front of his television. Then he mounted me, pinning me against the smooth, cool hardwood with his toned body. He pressed his knee against the inside of my thigh, forcing me to spread my legs wide for him. He kissed me again, slow and lingering.

I moaned and wriggled against him, loving every second of the experience. I could feel his heartbeat, his breath, the heat of his body against mine. I was still panting, and my own heart felt like it might explode.

Daniel broke off the kiss, then he splayed my nether lips open with his slick, hard fingers and brought the head of his cock to them. For a split second, all I could think about was how much bigger it was than his fingertips. I wondered dimly if it would hurt.

A moment later, I knew it didn’t. Daniel slid into me slowly, inch by inch. The sensation of being filled was delicious, like we were made to fit together, and pleasure built between my thighs. It seemed to take forever for him to finish the first thrust. Finally, he penetrated me to my core, then he continued to thrust with agonizing slowness.

It took me forever to find my voice, but I managed to moan, “Mmm… Harder! Please!”

Daniel smiled down at me and breathed, “There’s my little slut.” He shifted atop me, changing his angle to thrust even deeper than he had been, then he abruptly picked up speed, hammering me. Every stroke felt amazing, so wonderful that I barely noticed how hard and cold the floor was beneath me as he pushed me against it again and again. 

Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, Daniel bit my neck, right on the collarbone. The sudden jolt of pain and pleasure sent me over the edge. My climax was explosive, pleasure exploding from between my thighs. Tingling joy crashed over me in waves, made even more intense by the fact that Daniel continued to pound me even as I came. 

He came inside me, torrents of his hot, sticky cum filling my inner passage, and that set off aftershocks. Tears rolled down my eyes, and he muffled my scream with a deep, open mouthed kiss. I could feel Daniel’s heart pounding, the thin sheen of sweat on his body.

When he finally broke off the kiss, I gulped for air like I’d been drowning. Daniel pulled out of me with a soft little ‘pop’ and rose, clearly a little off-balance now. 

He looked amazing, glowing from his exertion, his hair perfectly tousled. His softening member was still big, even semi-erect, and was now glistening with our shared fluids. He turned around, and I continued to stare dazedly at his toned ass.

Then Daniel turned back around, raised the remote and said, “Roll over and look at the TV, babe. Obey.” He clicked it on.

‹Obey.›

I rolled over obediently, and raised my head just in time to see the gigantic screen fill with glossy pink swirls. Daniel began to talk, but I barely registered the words. All I could do was stare helplessly as the beautiful images and his soothing voice pulled me down again.

~~~

This time, hearing Daniel’s voice all around me was deeply familiar. Once again, I experienced fleeting moments of awareness, able to parse and understand what I was being told.

“… do as you are told, think as you are told…”

“… relax and obey…”

“… no other thoughts, no other will…”

“… weak, malleable brain…”

Even when I could consciously make out what he was saying though, I didn’t bother to question or resist it. I just let it flow over me, and imagined his powerful words shaping my helpless brain like clay.

Somewhere in the middle, I realized I was on my hands and knees, staring up into the wonderful pink colors while he penetrated me from behind, but even that wasn’t enough to rouse me. I sank back into sweet, mindless oblivion while he thrust into me from behind, still talking.

~~~

I woke to the sound of running water. I was laying atop naked the covers on Daniel’s bed, and my body ached with a wonderful mix of lingering pleasure and soreness. I was covered in sweat, and sticky from other things.

The door to his bathroom was standing open, and he was naked in front of the shower, checking the temperature of the water. The curtains on the window were slightly parted, and I could see that it was early evening. 

“Hey, babe,” Daniel walked back to me with a crooked smile, “Ready to share a shower?”

My head felt like it was wrapped in fog. I asked dully, “What’s going on?”

He put a hand on the back of my neck, made eye contact and said firmly, “We just finished spending the entire day having sex. You remember that just fine, don’t you?”

‹Remember.›

My entire body felt relaxed and good the second his hand found that spot on my neck. I reflected dully that Daniel had found the off switch for my brain, but before I could tell him that, fuzzy images unspooled in my brain. I remembered him fucking me on the floor of his living room repeatedly, then the two of us coming back to the bedroom for more. The memories were jumbled and disorganized, bleeding together, but the overall experience was clear. I agreed dully, “Yes.”

“This,” he continued confidently, “Is the best birthday ever. Thank me, Susan.” Then he let go of me, straightening up again.

‹Best birthday.›

‹Thank me.›

His words echoed in my mind. As soon as he let go of me, my thoughts flowed again. I blinked rapidly and said, “Thanks for the best birthday ever, Daniel. I…” I reddened again as I slid off the bed, “I never would’ve had the guts to pick something like this, but I’m really glad you talked me into it.” 

“Me too,” he laughed and took my hand, guiding me toward the shower. He gave my hand a squeeze and said, “You’re pretty adventurous. I have no idea how it took you so long to do that.”

“Guys have tried to get in my pants before, but nobody’s ever talked to me like you do,” my blush deepened and I floundered, “It’s like… the second you open your mouth, I have no willpower at all.”

“Like you’ve been hypnotized? Been put under my spell, as it were?” Daniel laughed. He pulled the shower curtain aside and stepped beneath the torrent of clean, hot water. He began to lather up.

‹Hypnosis doesn’t exist.›

The thought popped into my head, compulsive and unquestioned. I shook my head and said, “Nah, too fantastical. More like I’m living a very special episode of my life about the dangers of peer pressure.” I stepped in after him and went for the body wash.

“I think you mean ‘about the opportunities provided by peer pressure,’” Daniel corrected me, reaching for my breasts with slick and soapy hands.

I let him push me against the wall of the shower stall, his hands kneading my breasts skillfully and moaned in agreement, “Mmm… good point.”


Chapter Three

“Well,” Daniel opened my car door for me, “Illl see you… Wednesday night, then?”

I stepped out into the chilly winter air of the dorm’s parking facility. The place felt like a whole other world, as if I’d spent the weekend in a magical fairyland instead of my boyfriend’s very nice apartment. Even wearing clothes felt strange. I agreed, cheeks flushed, “That you will. Sorry it’s not sooner, but -”

“No need to apologize,” he chuckled, “I’ll need a few days to recover and rehydrate anyway.” He leaned in and gave me a hug and a soft kiss.

I returned them, wrapping my arms around his toned body for a long moment, then said, “Well… I’m done with finals soon, and I’m not heading home for winter break, so stock up on Gatorade?”

He brushed my cheeks with his fingertips lightly and agreed, “I’ll do that. See you soon, babe. Good luck with the tests.”

“Thanks,” I resisted the urge to kiss him again. If I did, we’d probably lose another day. Instead, I watched him get into his car and pull away, then I headed for my dorm.

I opened the door to find the usual mess that surrounded finals: clothes on the floor, fast food wrappers overflowing from the trash. Music was playing, peppy dance tunes more appropriate for a club than study hall. Krista was on her bed in her usual pile of notes. The only detail that was wrong was that she had my new laptop on her bed instead of her older one.

Krista killed the music, looked up and said, “Hey, sorry that I had to borrow your new toy, but mine died a sad death not twelve hours after you left, and you weren’t answering your phone. Hope it’s okay. The computer labs were all packed, and I just can’t work like that. I didn’t touch the chocolates that were underneath it.”

“Sure,” I set my purse down, still feeling dazed, “Please, help yourself until after finals. I wasn’t going to have time to set it up for a few days anyway. And,” I blinked, “There were chocolates in there?”

“Still are. And thanks,” she smiled said, “Now that we’ve gotten my indiscretion out of the way… how was yours? I can’t help but notice that you were gone almost two days without a change of clothes. Guess you didn’t need ‘em, huh? Nudge nudge, wink wink?”

“I, uh…” I floundered as I began to get my own books and computer out, cheeks burning again, “Um.”

“Speechless,” Krista smiled, “Must’ve been good. C’mon, spill! What’d you do? Did you get that birthday spanking?”

I nearly dropped a heavy English textbook right on my feet. I exclaimed, “Krista!”

“That,” she wagged a highlighter at me and teased, “Was definitely not a ‘no.’ Man, and all I got for my twenty-first was a bottle of Jägermeister from that creepy guy down the hall, and I did split that with you. The least you can do is give me a play-by-play. Something to keep me warm while I prep to get a healthy B, B-minus in calculus.”

I sat down and booted my old computer up, then looked up at her and said, “Maybe later. I just screwed myself out of two whole days to work on my research paper.”

“I see what you did there, you slut!” Krista laughed and shook her head. She asked, finally serious again, “Would it help if I gave you a hand with JSTOR for a couple hours? I know you’ve been dreading this, and guys come and go, but your permanent record is, by definition, permanent.”

“That would definitely make up for the teasing,” I replied, “Thanks. And sorry about not picking up the phone, I think his place gets lousy service.”

“It’s okay,” she smiled, “It’s about time you got laid, seriously.”

I shook my head, and said, “I’ll split those chocolates with you, if you stop ribbing me about it.”

Krista made a lip-zipping gesture and got into the gift box. She tore it open and left the box within easy reach of us both. 

She turned the music back on, but I didn’t mind. I was in a mood for it too.

~~~

I woke the following morning feeling slow and languid again. I realized neither Krista nor I had bothered to turn the music off before going to bed. My shiny new laptop was sitting on her bedside table, still open and playing even though Krista herself had apparently already gone to take a shower and get breakfast. I was a little fuzzy on how that had happened, but dimly aware that she had a lengthy math test slated for this morning.

Of course, I was a little fuzzy generally. It felt good though, almost like waking up at Daniel’s place. I slid out of bed and began to get ready to do the same when my phone rang. I picked up when I saw it was Daniel and said, “Hey, handsome. How’s it going?”

“Great, babe,” he replied, “Just wanted to check and see how you were doing. You get enough work done last night?”

“Not really,” I replied ruefully, “But we made a good effort.” I sat on the bed and smoothed my hair back, out of my face.

“Did the new laptop help?” Daniel asked, clearly concerned about me. It was so sweet.

“In a roundabout sorta way,” I replied, “Krista’s laptop died, so she borrowed it for most of the weekend. I let her keep using it, and she helped me with research. Hope you don’t mind - I know it’s not the most romantic thing I can do, loaning out your birthday present before I even try it out.”

“Nah,” Daniel’s shrug was audible, “On the contrary, that’s really sweet of you. I’m going to do you one better: tell her to keep it, I’ll send you a new one this afternoon.”

“Really?” I blinked in surprise, “Wow. You don’t have to, you know. I mean, it’s not like she can’t afford one next quarter.”

“Won’t hear of it,” his voice was steely again, sending a thrill down my spine as he said, “She’s your best friend, and we’re going to do something nice for her. Now, is she around to talk to for a minute?”

“Nope,” I replied, “She’s gone looking for breakfast, but I could put her on with you later.”

“That’d be great,” Daniel said, “And it’s good we have a moment alone.” 

I halfway expected him to ask what I was wearing, but instead there was a long pause… then a strangely familiar set of tones played in my ear. I felt them slide past my ear, deep inside my helpless brain. My smile went wide and vacant, and all I could think about was how nice I felt.

“How’s my good girl doing,” Daniel asked, “Feeling all wet and mindless?”

‹Good girl.›

‹Wet.›

‹Mindless.›

“Uh huh,” I agreed dully. I certainly did feel wet and mindless, and I loved it when he called me a good girl.

“Did you both fall asleep listening to the music I hear in the background?” he asked.

“Mmhmm,” I nodded slowly in affirmation.

“Good,” Daniel said smoothly, “That’s very good for pliable female brains. There are some other files that are good for you on there, too. In a moment, I will talk you through how to play them so that your roommate sees them too. You will not remember anything about it when you wake up, but you will obey my orders both now, and after you wake up later. You must obey. That’s just fine, isn’t it?”

‹Pliable female brains.›

‹Obey.›

I barely registered the individual words, but those stood out. Krista probably did have a pliable brain, just like me. I sighed happily, “… yesss…”

Daniel talked. I couldn’t say for how long, or what he said.

A second set of tones played, and I blinked, head clearing. I said, “… sorry, I was distracted a sec. What were we talking about?”

“I was just letting you go, babe,” Daniel replied, “You have a lot of work to do later. New computer will be there by late afternoon though.”

I started to protest that he didn’t need to do that, but I knew it was pointless: he had a silver tongue, and I would be using a new computer by this evening. I just said, “Thanks, handsome. I’ll have Krista call you later.”

“Good girl,” he said, “Later.”

‹Good girl.›

I shivered as he hung up, then got back to work.

~~~

The rest of my morning was a blur of research and hurried writing, all set to the same soundtrack. The new computer arrived before Krista did, but only by a few minutes. She opened the door as I was opening the box. I looked up and said, “Hey! How was calc?”

“Um. Had a little trouble concentrating, but I think I managed,” Krista blinked at the computer box on my desk and asked, “What’s with the new new computer? Did you tell him the old one got dirty?”

“Actually,” I plugged it in and booted it up, “I told him your old laptop died, and he said you should keep the one you borrowed… and insisted on sending me a new one.”

She set down her cute pink backpack and shook her head, saying, “Wow. If he’s taking orders, I could use a new car and a trip to Paris this summer.”

“You can tell him yourself later,” I watched the screen flicker to cheery blue life and said, “He’s busy right now, but I was going to call him later, and you can thank him then.”

“Cool,” she said, “Just hope it doesn’t take too much time away from studying for chem. I feel like I didn’t get enough sleep or something, just can’t seem to shake the cobwebs.” She sat on her bed and pulled the laptop over, still playing music.

“Nah, I’m sure it won’t,” I felt a strange sensation as I watched her fire up her word processor, like I’d forgotten something important. I couldn’t see her screen very well from the side of my bed, so I shifted to get a better look and try to figure it out.

Krista clicked something with the track pad, and instead of a word processor, her screen was engulfed in vibrant, swirling pink. She said, “What the…” She was cut off by the computer itself. The peppy club music was replaced by an intensely familiar series of tones. Krista trailed off, her mouth hanging open. Her expression softened, eyes going glassy as she stared vacantly into the swirling pink spiral.

I wondered dully what was going on, then realized my hands were moving of their own volition. I looked down at my own keyboard and watched my right hand fumble with the track pad, clicking the same icon Krista had moments ago with all the coordination of a puppet on strings. 

Pink swallowed my world. I was dimly aware that there were words superimposed over the glossy liquid colors, but they slid right past my conscious awareness.

~~~

A tone played from my phone, and I felt a brief but intense sense of disorientation. I blinked rapidly, bosom heaving and heart pounding like I’d been woken up by surprise.

“It was so sweet of you both to call,” Daniel’s voice came over my cellphone on speaker mode, sitting on the bed in front of Krista and I, and everything made sense again. He continued, “I’d better let you go though. All three of us have so much work to do tonight.”

‹We were just talking to Daniel.›

‹Nothing happened.›

The words pulsed in my brain, familiar and comforting. Nothing else could have happened. I smiled and said, “Thanks. Really looking forward to seeing you again.”

Krista leaned forward, looking a bit like I felt. Her expression was dazed and happy, eyes glassy. Like myself, she was only in her underwear, and so I could see her erect nipples poking against her bra. She said, “Thanks again for the computer. It was great talking to you.”

“It was great talking to you too,” Daniel replied smoothly, “You’re both such good girls. ‘Bye for now.” He hung up.

‹Good girl.›

I shivered, and watched Krista do the same, then I picked up my phone and turned off the screen.

“Wow,” Krista said, “I guess I see how he could get where no man has gone before with you. I could use a cold shower.”

“Me too,” I breathed.

“Split one? I don’t think I can wait, or make you wait,” she offered.

“… yeah,” I agreed after a moment’s hesitation, “Let’s go.” 


Chapter Four

My attention was focused completely on Daniel’s hot, throbbing shaft. I took it between my pursed lips tightly, bobbing my head up and down on it. I loved everything about it: the way he felt, the masculine way his skin tasted. I loved tracing the veins in his manhood with the tip of my tongue. Daniel had one hand on my head, fingers twined in my hair, guiding my rhythm. Right now, he wanted me going slow, and what Daniel wanted, Daniel got.

I was so into it that I was only dimly aware of the fact that he was speaking above me, his words like fragments of a dream rather than something happening so close by. I only noticed bits and pieces.

“Still coming over tomorrow at about eight o’clock or so?” he listened for the reply then laughed, “No, don’t want her talking with her mouth full… yeah, she’s down there right now. Talk to you later.” He ended the call, then let go of my head so that he could get it into his pocket without getting up.

‹Mouth full.›

I realized, with dull surprise, that he was talking about me, and I felt a sudden wave of arousal. I sped up on his cock without being asked, going fast and hard, feeling the head of his cock at the opening of my throat with every stroke.

His hard member tensed between my lips almost immediately, and he came with a soft groan of pleasure. Daniel breathed, “Mm… there’s my little slut.”

‹Slut.›

I moaned around his shaft, and he spurted again, hot and sticky. I swallowed unbidden, then started to lick him clean. I wanted to look him in the eye, but I couldn’t from such an awkward angle, so I just kept my eyes shut.

“That’s good, babe,” Daniel gently tugged me up off his cock as he said, “Really good. I think you’re getting even better. Such a good girl.”

‹Good girl.›

I sat up in the passenger seat of his car, my head full of fog from the warm praise. My heart was pounding crazily, like it often did after sex with Daniel. Between the two things, it took me a moment to register that we weren’t in his garage anymore. I stared out the window, trying to process what had happened and figure out where we had ended up.

I saw an unfamiliar street and froze. There were large houses on either side of us, with perfectly kept lawns. Several had white picket fences, though the one immediately beside us had a privacy hedge instead. I saw very nice cars parked right on the street, including a silver-gray Porsche across the way.

There wasn’t any foot traffic, and a casual glance didn’t reveal anybody staring at us from the windows around us, but even so, someone might have seen me come up from his lap. Worse, I couldn’t decide if that was good or bad. A part of me was thrilled at the idea of performing for an audience, pleasuring Daniel in front of strangers… maybe even friends.

The rest of me was terrified of course, and wondered just when I’d become such a slut.

Daniel zipped up, then put his hand on the back of my neck and said, “Be calm, babe. There’s no reason to be nervous, is there?”

‹Calm.›

‹No reason.›

My body relaxed involuntarily, more at his disposal than my own. I breathed a deep sigh of relief and agreed dully, “No.”

“In fact,” he continued, “You shouldn’t think about what we did on the drive at all. When I remove my hand, you should just think about dinner with our friends. You hear and obey, don’t you, babe?”

‹Shouldn’t think.›

‹Obey.›

I could barely understand what he was saying, but it didn’t matter. I replied breathlessly, “I o-bey.”

Daniel let go of my neck and asked, “Ready, babe?”

I blinked rapidly, feeling a head rush. As the fog in my head cleared, I replied, “Um… yeah. Sure thing, handsome. Sorry for spacing out.”

“It’s all right, babe,” Daniel opened his door, slid out and assured me, “It’s probably just low blood sugar.”

“Probably,” I agreed, checking my hair in the mirror while I waited for him to open my door. Fortunately, it hadn’t gotten too mussed on the drive. 

My boyfriend, ever the gentleman, not only opened my door but helped me out of the car. I stepped out into the cool evening air and followed him to the door of the house. He squeezed my hand and asked, “Feeling a little more together?”

“Yeah,” I nodded and replied, “I’m good.” I neglected to mention that I had no idea where we were, because I wasn’t sure I was supposed to know. Half the time, it felt like I was either coming down with early onset senility or on really good tranquilizers lately.

It was probably just stress though. I’d never been on my own or had a boyfriend before, and with all the things I had to do, I hardly seemed to sleep anymore. At least not when I was supposed to.

We reached the door and Daniel rapped on it, a fancy knock like we were going into a speakeasy or something. The heavy wooden door opened a moment later, and we were face to face with a tall, handsome man. He was in his mid to late thirties, and he was as fit and athletic as Daniel. He also sported similar curly black hair and intense blue eyes. 

They looked like they might be cousins.

He smiled and said, “Hey, Danny. And you must be the new girl,” he held out his hand and added, “I’m Ryan.”

“Susan,” I put my hand in his and said, “Pleased to meet you.”

He kissed my hand and said, “Pleasure’s all mine.” He let go and stepped aside, waving us in. He said, “Come on in, dinner’s going to be ready very soon.”

I stepped past him into a beautiful living room with hardwood floors and another giant TV, just like Daniel liked. The kitchen was off to the side, a wide open space with granite counters and track lighting. A beautiful redhead in very short white shorts and a plain white t-shirt was standing over the stove stirring a dish, while a petite blonde in a matching outfit did the dishes. 

I blinked at that, but didn’t say anything. It wouldn’t do to be rude. Instead, I took a deep breath, appreciating the scents wafting in from their work. I was pretty sure we were having roast duck.

Ryan called to the kitchen, “Hey, girls. Come say hi.”

Both girls obediently set down what they were doing, putting down a stirring spoon and a wet plate respectively. They stepped out into the living room with perfect smiles, glassy eyes and stiff nipples plainly visible beneath the thin fabric of their tops. They seemed like they were getting ready for a wet t-shirt contest, maybe with a side of back alley sex, not dinner.

I blushed, but I couldn’t look away.

Ryan patted the redhead on the rear end and said, “This is April.” He moved to the blonde and said, “And this is June. Say hello to Danny and Susan, girls.”

They chorused perkily, “Hello Danny. Hello Susan.” The girls sounded like songbirds.

“I,” I tilted my head, “Um. Hello, April and June. Where’s May?”

Ryan said, without a trace of irony, “Getting the playroom ready for after dinner.” He turned to the others and said, “Back to work, girls.”

“Yes, Sir,” they chorused, and padded back to the kitchen, also without even a hint they were kidding.

“April, May and June?” I asked, floundering a little, “Really?”

Ryan chuckled, “Oh, those aren’t their real names, those are the months I picked them up. Easier to remember.” He leaned in close, peering at me like I was a malfunctioning toaster and asked, “Danny, I thought she was broken in? You’ve had her for weeks.”

‹Broken in.›

That term was deeply familiar. I had no idea where I’d heard it before, but I knew it was close. I started to take a step back, deeply uncomfortable with the whole thing now. Daniel stopped me, putting his hand on the back of my neck in that familiar and comforting way that he had. I stopped cold, feeling a wave of relaxation wash over me.

“Susan has needed her brain for school,” Daniel said, “So I couldn’t go too hard on it. That’s very true, isn’t it, babe?”

‹Needed her brain.›

Listening to him talk about my brain like it was his made me drip. Not knowing why made it even worse. I nearly moaned, “Uh huh.” 

I didn’t sound much like I was acing my classes at college.

“Still,” Ryan said, “She could probably use something to take the edge off. We should dose her and leave her with May until the food’s cooked. And you should’ve mentioned, Danny-boy. I wouldn’t have put on such a show if I’d realized she wasn’t ready yet.”

‹Dose her.›

They were going to drug me, and all I could do was stand there, cheeks burning. I couldn’t even ask what they were giving me or why. Though I would never admit it aloud, the helplessness felt wonderful.

Daniel protested, “You know established acquisitions are a little harder to sell than maids and secretaries and au pairs and crap. Besides,” he steered me toward the kitchen, hand still on the back of my neck, “It’s fun to watch partially trained girls squirm, isn’t it?”

‹Trained.›

‹Squirm.›

The more Daniel talked, the less I understood. My head grew foggier with every passing moment, and I was clumsy enough that I felt like I was going to trip over my own feet. I very nearly ran right into the blonde girl, and realized I couldn’t remember which month she was supposed to be.

My panties were soaked by the time we reached the fridge. 

“Got me there,” Ryan replied, “But either way, I don’t need her too nervous for this. There’s a fine line between ‘wriggling’ and ‘trouble.’”

“True enough,” Daniel conceded. He pushed me against the counter beside the fridge, right beside the blonde girl and made eye contact. He said firmly, “When I release you, you are going to be still and drink what I give you, then I am going to put you in the playroom until dinner. You will obey. Tell me what you will do, Susan.”

‹Be still.›

‹Drink.›

‹Obey.›

My head swam, his words echoing in my mind. I replied dully, “O-bey.” Daniel released me, leaving me with a familiar head rush. He opened the fridge. I looked around the kitchen without moving my head and realized that neither of Ryan’s girls had even turned to look at us while this was going on. No acknowledgment, not so much as a sidelong glance. I managed to ask, “Are they… dosed?” My voice sounded very small. 

Daniel pulled a carton of juice out of the fridge and shook his head. He explained, “They don’t need that sort of thing anymore. Neither will you, in a couple of months.”

His tone was completely matter-of-fact, and it only made me wetter. I still managed to ask, “What are you doing to us?” My heart sped up after the question came out of my mouth. though. I knew it was wrong to challenge him. 

Daniel poured a glass of orange juice into a clean clear glass, then put the carton away. He said, “Just helping you be happy, babe. Here,” he passed it to me, “Drink up.”

I willed my arm to stay down, but I might as well have been a puppet on strings. I reached for the glass and brought it to my lips despite my ambivalence. I could remember drinking a lot of orange juice when Daniel cooked for me.

It went down smooth, just like always.

Ryan stepped to the doorway separating the kitchen from the living room and explained, “We aren’t doing anything untoward, Susan. There’s nothing to worry about.” He turned to the redhead at the stove and asked, “Has anybody done anything to your mind, April?”

“Of course not, Sir!” the girl giggled, “That’s very silly to suggest.”

“What about you, June?” he stepped to the blonde, putting a hand on her shoulder, “Have you ever been systematically drugged and hypnotized to brainwash you into being a good little slave girl?” He sounded very amused by all of this.

The blonde girl giggled, “Of course not, Sir! That’s very silly to suggest.” Everything about it was a perfect echo of the redhead, down to the laugh.

Ryan said, “See? Nothing to worry about, is there?”

I felt wonderful: my body was warm and relaxed and loose. I was so turned on that I worried about dripping on the tile floor beneath me. My head was foggy and it was hard to take anything seriously. Even so, that display was creepy enough to give me pause. I giggled, “They’re like parrots.” I realized my laugh sounded a lot like theirs and added, “I don’t know if I’d be a good parrot!”

“Wow,” Ryan laughed in response, “She’s feisty, isn’t she?”

“Solid 4.0 student,” Daniel said proudly, “And not by playing it safe, taking the easy courses. Susan’s very bright, but,” he turned to me, “Much chattier than expected tonight. I think it’s time you came with me to the playroom.” He held out his hand and said, “Obey.”

‹Obey.›

I stiffened at my favorite word. My hand was in Daniel’s before I could even think about it, and we were halfway to the stairs before I had any idea what was happening. As he helped me down them, I asked, “What’s happening?”

I was trying to care. It was getting harder with my rapidly waning coordination, but I had to focus… and if I were truly doing anything wrong, he would’ve said something.

“Just having a fun evening together, babe,” Daniel assured me smoothly, “Same as always.” Then, he opened the heavy wooden door to a spacious basement sex dungeon. There were three cages along the left hand side of the room, each with a water dish, blanket and bright pink dildo. The far wall had a rack full of implements: whips and paddles and toys that I didn’t know the names of. Inexplicably, there was even a set of mittens hanging from a hook off on the display. The right hand side of the room had restraints: a wooden x-shaped cross and two sets of shackles. The centerpiece of the room was a bed with a heavy frame and attachment points, presumably for ropes or chain. The only thing that seemed out of place was another gigantic flat screen television facing the cages.

A petite brunette in a French maid outfit was busy dusting everything. She didn’t react to us at all, but in her case it might have been the earbuds: she wore an mp3 player on her belt, and was listening to it.

I stared at the tableau in dull surprise. I wasn’t sure what I’d expected, but it certainly hadn’t been this.

Daniel led me to the bed, taking it slow either for drama or to keep me from tripping over my own feet. As we moved he said, “We’re here because this stuff is really more Ryan’s area of expertise than mine. He likes toys, runs girls through this whole training program in them to increase their value. He insisted that you would enjoy knowing more about them too. I wouldn’t usually agree to something like that - I’m really more of a hands-on guy than into toys - but he made me an offer that I couldn’t refuse to get you down here for the night.”

Most of what Daniel had to say went in one ear and out the other, but I latched onto the last sentence and asked weakly, “Offer?”

“Mm,” Daniel nodded and said, “Nothing to worry your pretty little head about.” He guided me onto the bed and pushed me into a sitting position on it, firm but gentle. He added, “You just need to relax.” Then, he pushed me flat onto my back on the bed.

For an obvious place of torture, it was pretty comfortable. The pillow was soft and the sheets smelled of fabric softener.

Daniel pulled out his phone and played a familiar tone, something I’d never heard in my waking life, but dreamed about all the time.

My world went dark.

~~~

Once upon a time, I’d been a fast riser. Throughout my childhood and high school, I’d normally gone from deep sleep to complete alertness in a matter of seconds. Ever since I’d gotten together with Daniel, that had changed: not only did it take me a pretty long time to become alert and coordinated, I tended to get sleepy and confused at the oddest times. I’d never felt it more than now though. I came to my senses face down in the dark, chin covered in drool, unable to move or speak. My body was so heavy that it took me a long moment to realize that not all of my difficulties came from my own sluggishness.

I was bound. Something was covering my eyes and there were smooth, hard straps around my wrists and ankles. There was something plastic in my mouth too, responsible for the drool on my face and the pillow beneath me.

Worse, the restraints were all that covered me: I’d taken to sleeping naked lately, and there wasn’t even a sheet covering the rest of my body.

I had no idea where I was, or how I’d gotten there. I knew that should terrify me, but all I could muster was dull dissatisfaction with both my inability to move and the fact that I was pretty hungry.

Maybe it was a game with Daniel. 

Thinking about that brought back dim memories of our evening: coming to Daniel’s cousin Ryan’s house, meeting his creepy girlfriends and then being drugged and left in the man’s secret basement sex dungeon.

Even where I was, tied up and feeling drugged, I still wasn’t sure any of that had happened. Maybe Daniel had tied me up and I’d had a crazy dream. It wouldn’t have been the first time.

I tried to move, testing my bonds. They were tight and refused to budge under what little resistance I could muster, clearly secured against the bedframe. When I strained, it was clear that all pushing would do was make the restraints bite into my skin. Rather than thrashing around and hurting myself, I wriggled instead, moaning around the gag in my mouth in the hope it would draw Daniel’s attention.

Nothing happened for a long moment, so I just kept struggling and moaning as loudly as possible. Nobody spoke, but my efforts were finally rewarded: something pointy brushed against the small of my back for just a moment, barely touching my sensitive skin. A moment later, it pulled away and then I felt a strap smack me sharply across the rear.

I would’ve jumped in surprise if I could have, but it didn’t feel bad. The shock of sensation didn’t feel good yet, but I knew it would. Daniel loved spanking me before fucking me. This was only different in that he usually used his hand, and the pain from a whip was sharper than the palm of a man’s hand.

The lash came down again with a crack, this time across my shoulder blade. I let out a muffled yelp, more in surprise than displeasure. The whip began to come down randomly, striking my left ass cheek, the inside of my right thigh, my upper left arm. Each impact was stinging and painful, but each one made me wetter and wetter. 

The blows came down faster, as though Daniel were picking up steam from the whole thing instead of wearing himself out. They crisscrossed my back, legs and arms leaving thin lines of exquisite pain.

Then, like I’d expected, the pain faded completely, leaving only pleasure. The sharp tip of the whip bit into the inside of my thighs, but it felt like a gentle caress. I moaned and writhed with each successive kiss of the lash, the pleasure unbearable both for its intensity and the fact that I knew the whip would never bring me to a climax. I mewled helplessly around my gag, wishing that I could beg for Daniel’s cock. My heart pounded so loudly that I could hardly hear myself.

Thankfully, I didn’t wait long. One moment, I was being whipped within an inch of my life, and the next, it was simply over with, leaving my body aching. The restraints loosened after that, my captor unfastening them from the bed’s frame. My wrists and ankles were still covered, but whatever bindings had connected them came away, leaving me free. After that, he unfastened the gag.

I flopped on the bed, panting in utter helplessness. I was too spent even to beg.

Before I could catch my breath, a pair of strong hands rolled me flat onto my back. The sheets felt icy against my raw skin, and I let out a surprised little squeal. After that, he clambered onto the bed and pushed my legs up and apart so that my ankles were almost to my ears. Then he splayed my pussy lips wide open with his stiff fingers and penetrated me with his thick, hard cock. I was so wet that there was barely any resistance at all despite his wonderful girth.

He slid into me, slow and steady, until I could feel his balls. The sensation was incredibly intense, enough to make me feel like moving again despite my aching body. I wrapped my legs around his lithe body and moaned, “Yessss!”

He began to grind inside me, rocking his hips rather than thrusting in earnest. It set tingling pleasure building between my thighs and arcing through my body, but it was still short of what I needed to get off. 

I nearly growled in frustration, but before I could actually speak, the head of the bed creaked with the weight of a third person. The new person knelt with their legs on either side of my head, and then they pressed their cock to my lips.

My heart flipped in my chest at the realization that I was about to be fucked by two men at the same time. I opened my mouth, uncertain of what I would say to that. I couldn’t decide if I wanted to beg for more or tell them I wasn’t that kind of girl.

The new man didn’t give me a chance to speak, he just slid his dick right between my lips and pushed it all the way to the opening of my throat. My head swam as he cut off my breathing for a moment, then he held my head steady with both hands and began to fuck my face. The first guy gave up his teasing grind a moment later and began to hammer my pussy, sending thrills of pleasure up and down my spine.

It only took a moment for the two of them to settle into a steady rhythm, one of them thrusting into me while the other was pulling out, and being taken at both ends at once felt incredible. I was completely helpless, pinned beneath their powerful bodies. Every thrust into my mouth cut off my breathing for a moment, underlining just how deliciously helpless I truly was. 

Maybe being that kind of girl wasn’t so bad after all. I rocked my hips to meet the thrusts between my legs and pursed my lips around the shaft in my mouth to give him a tighter seal. I reached blindly for him, putting my hands on his legs. They felt like Daniel’s, taut and muscular with just the right amount of hair.

He didn’t say anything. Neither of them did: they just kept right on plowing me in well-coordinated silence. In a fleeting moment where I could think at all, I wondered briefly if the two of them had practiced this. It couldn’t be the first time either of them had taken a woman the way they were taking me.

Finally, I felt the cock between my lips tense a bit, almost ready to cum. I couldn’t move my head, so I rolled my tongue along the underside of his shaft, teasing him as best I could. He pulled back until just the head of his cock was still in my mouth and came, hot and sticky.

The first thought I had about it was that he didn’t taste exactly like Daniel. The second was searing embarrassment that I was so familiar with my boyfriend’s seed that I’d know it in a blindfolded taste test.

A moment later, the cock inside my tingling, aching pussy came. The force of it slapped the inside of my inner passage and set off my own explosive climax. Pleasure coursed through my body, lighting up every nerve ending from my toes to my scalp with hot and electric joy. Even as I moaned and writhed with it, the man between my legs kept right on thrusting, sending aftershocks crashing over me in waves. I let out a ragged scream, shockingly loud.

The man at the head of the bed slid off, back to the ground. The man between my legs pulled out of me a moment later. 

Someone unfastened my blindfold after that. I blinked up at the unexpectedly bright light, eyes wet from tears that I hadn’t noticed before. Daniel and Ryan were standing over me, both glistening with sweat. I opened my mouth, but I had no idea what to say.

Ryan asked, “Was that really the first time you double teamed her with someone?” 

“’Cause we know I’m all about sharing, right?” Daniel scoffed in reply, “You know I almost didn’t even bring her here tonight. She’s my girl.” He reached down and stroked my wet cheek.

I smiled at that and leaned into his touch. I loved being his.

“All right,” Ryan admitted, “She’s better behaved than she came across upstairs. Guess you know what you’re doing after all.” He peered down at me and asked, “Ready for dinner, Sue?”

I asked weakly, “Can I have a shower first?” I looked down at my wrists and saw that the restraints were leather cuffs.

“I think we’d all better rinse off,” Ryan agreed as he moved toward my legs. He reached for one of my ankle cuffs and began unfastening it. As he worked, he looked back at Daniel and asked, “Is she always so cogent after a session? The last time May got double-dicked she could barely talk afterward.”

“No,” Daniel reached for one of my wrist restraints and said, “But I almost let her get off without her programming on.”

“Ah,” Ryan nodded sagely, “Of course.”

‹Programming.›

I shivered at the word and wondered what it meant. I remembered Ryan talking about brainwashing his harem of girls, but it had to be a joke. The last of my restraints came off and I sat up.

The redhead and the blonde girl were both naked in the cages on the far wall of the dungeon, eating and drinking from bowls on the ground. They both wore headphones and neither seemed to even know we were there.

I froze, everything from the kitchen flooding back to me.

Daniel stepped beside me and asked, “Something the matter, babe?”

I nodded at the girls and asked, “What did you guys do to them?” Despite everything, I still wasn’t really upset, more surprised.

My boyfriend put his hand on the back of my neck, and the world shifted. I relaxed instantly, resting against it. He said firmly, “Tell me about the female brain, Susan.”

“It’s pliable,” I replied. The words seemed to fall out of my mouth, unexamined but completely true. Girls had pliable minds, even though I didn’t know where or how I’d learned that.

“That’s very true,” Daniel stroked my hair with his left hand, keeping his right on my neck as he explained, “Your brains are very pliable, like clay. That makes it easy to imprint new ideas in them. The problem is that clay doesn’t hold a shape very well in the long term, does it?”

I shook my head and agreed dully, “No.”

“That’s right,” Daniel said, “Making sure clay stays in the right shape calls for changing it. Your brains are the same: making sure you think only the correct thoughts, the thoughts we’ve put inside you, requires changing your brain to be less flexible. Ryan keeps questioning your wits because the process makes you simpler, dumber. More placid. That’s just fine, isn’t it babe?”

‹Simpler.›

‹Dumber.›

‹Placid.›

I didn’t want to be simpler or dumb, but it didn’t matter. The words were deeply familiar and deeply arousing, and I knew that I’d heard them many times before even though I didn’t know when. I groaned dully, “Uh huh.”

“When I release you,” Daniel continued, “You may ask questions, but you will know this is natural and correct. Tell me what this is, Susan.”

“Na-tur-al,” I parroted softly, “And cor-rect.”

Daniel let go of my neck, and I felt a head rush, the room flooding back. He asked me, “Everything okay, babe?”

I blinked rapidly, my heart pounding and said, “I, uh, yeah. So… they’re okay?” I nodded at the girls in the cages, who were still contentedly munching what looked like dry Cheerios and ignoring us.

Ryan laughed, “They’re great. I mean, how do you feel?”

“Good,” I said, “Just confused.”

“Well,” Ryan replied, “They’re just like that, except they’re not confused.” He headed for the stairs.

“I’m,” I asked hesitantly, “Not going to end up in a cage like that, am I?”

“Not unless you’re bad,” Daniel laughed, “But it’s nothing to worry about. After we rinse off, I’m going to wipe your memory again. We’ll have a nice dinner and you’ll have no idea you sucked Ryan’s dick, or that he keeps three brainwashed girls here instead of just one doting girlfriend.”

‹Wipe your memory.›

Listening to my boyfriend talk about manipulating my brain like that was getting me going again. If he kept it up, I’d need him inside me again. I couldn’t articulate all of that though. All I managed to do was moan, “… what?” 

“You’re not ready to know about this yet,” Daniel patted my bare ass fondly and explained, “And you won’t be for weeks. Why, this is the fourth time we’ve had this talk, babe. Don’t worry though, I’ll let you know when it’s time. Now c’mon, let’s be naked and wet.”

“Yeah,” I agreed dully, head foggy again just from the line of conversation. I let him guide me back upstairs, watching Ryan’s bare ass as I ascended.


Epilogue

Present Day

“That’s enough,” Daniel laughed, twining his fingers in Krista’s hair and tugging her off his cock. He said firmly, “Just kneel right on the floor, babe. Relax and sleep until I tell you otherwise.”

“Yessir,” Krista moaned. She slid off the bed, movements clumsy and awkward, and assumed a familiar position on the hardwood floor. She knelt with her legs spread and her arms folded behind her back, head lowered. The pose was terribly familiar, and while it didn’t actually look comfortable, I was certain that it must be because her eyes slid shut a moment later.

She was napping right on her knees just because Daniel had told her to, her mind flipped off as though by a switch.

Maybe she wasn’t going behind my back of her own free will.

Daniel got up off the bed and walked for the closet that I was hiding in. His toned body was coated with sweat, his cock slick with Krista’s saliva, and in the pink light of his phone he seemed to glow.

My heart pounded crazily, but I couldn’t do anything but rub myself, stare, and wonder why I was so helpless… and why being helpless was leaving me so turned on.

He opened the door to the closet, looked down at me casually and asked, “Everything okay down there, babe?”

My boyfriend didn’t seem even a little surprised to find me hiding and peeping. That made me realize that I didn’t remember how I’d gotten there in the first place, what had tipped me off that he and Krista were screwing behind my back. 

The whole day before this was just a blank.

That startled me enough that I pulled my hand away from my sopping panties, looked up at him and asked, “What’s going on? What did you do to Krista?”

Daniel crouched in front of me. He was still taller, but it brought us almost to eye level. He locked gazes with me and said, “The same thing I did to you, babe.” He reached for me with his right hand.

I froze. I wanted to pull away, but every muscle in my body seemed to lock at the gesture. As soon as he laid a finger on the back of my neck, my resolve evaporated like so much morning dew. I relaxed instantly, mouth hanging open just a little.

“It’s time to remember, babe,” Daniel said firmly, “Remember everything.”

‹Remember.›

‹Remember everything.›

I gasped as images flooded my mind’s eye. I saw endless pink screens filled with glorious, mesmerizing spirals. I remembered being fucked in front of them, masturbating to them. I knew that sometimes I was with Daniel, sometimes alone and sometimes with Krista. I remembered blowing Daniel while he was driving, being shared with Ryan. I remembered Daniel ordering me to watch him with Krista, and forget why.

I knew with crystalline and perfect certainty that I had never been Daniel’s girlfriend.

I was his helpless slave, and I wasn’t alone in that.

“Time to come join Krista on the floor, isn’t it?” Daniel asked.

“Mmm,” I moaned in agreement, “Yessir.”
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Excerpt:

“Turn around and look at me,” Mr. McNeil commanded firmly.

I turned around. I opened my mouth to say something, but no words would come out.

“Tell me,” he continued, “Precisely how late you are.”

My eyes flicked down to my watch, and I said, “Sixteen minutes and twelve seconds, Sir. But-”

“Come here, set down your purse and place your hands on the table, palms down,” my boss cut me off, rising from his seat. He set his phone on the table.

I tried to talk again, but my mouth just hung open stupidly. I walked to him, letting my purse slide off my shoulder and onto an empty seat. Then I bent forward and planted my hands on the table’s smooth, cool surface. I turned to look at Mr. McNeil, wondering what he was going to do.

He stepped beside me and asked, “Why were you late, Riley?”

I wanted to lie, to blame it on traffic, but all that would spill out of my traitorous mouth was, “I overslept, Sir.”

“That’s very naughty,” Mr. McNeil said. His voice was still stern, but there was a bulge in his slacks. He asked me, “Wasn’t it, Riley?”

I knew my boss liked the way I looked. I’d caught a few glances checking me out. But he had never, in the seven months I’d been working here, ever made an inappropriate comment or tried to touch me.

This was new and frightening.

Eyes wide at the knowledge this was turning him on, right in front of a group of strangers, all I could do was whisper, “Yes, Sir.”

“Tell me how naughty you were, Riley.” He was insistent.

I replied, voice still soft, “Very naughty, Sir.” My fingers clenched a bit at the table at the admission. All I could think was that maybe I was having a bad dream, like the kind where you’re naked in front of your whole class in school. Maybe I would wake up any moment…

Mr. McNeil continued, “What would you do to keep your job, Riley? Would you accept a punishment other than firing?”

I looked down at the table, not wanting to think about the bulge in his pants. I had to be dreaming. There was no way he would talk like this in front of half a dozen witnesses. Feeling a little more brave at the realization, I tried to put a little confidence in my voice when I refused him…

Except that all that came out of my mouth was, “Yes, Sir.”

“Tell me, Riley,” he asked, “Were you ever spanked as a child?”

“Yes, Sir.” My mouth, no longer at all under my control, seemed determined to make me die of shame.

Mr. McNeil’s hand touched my lower back. The contact was light, barely there, but it was still unexpected enough to make me flinch. He asked me, “Do you think that spanking is an appropriate punishment for a naughty girl?”

I’m not a girl, I wanted to say, I’m a college graduate. The thought was intense enough to help me keep my stupid mouth shut even if I couldn’t bring myself to say it.
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