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Clover's Toys


Eileen and Paige strolled up the dimly lit path to the house party, their laughter echoing in the crisp night air. The thump of bass beats grew louder with each step they took, melding with the distant chatter of eager partygoers. Eileen, her corn-silk hair swaying with the rhythm of her confident stride, glanced over at her friend, her bright eyes reflecting the excitement of the evening ahead. Paige, with her light brown hair and a sprinkle of freckles across her nose, bounced alongside her, a picture of eagerness.

The house loomed before them, windows glowing with the warmth of life and cheer. They pushed through the door, greeted by a wave of music and a sea of familiar faces. Their boyfriends, Colin and Aaron, had beaten them to the punch, already lost in the throbbing heart of the party.

The two friends weaved through the crowded living room, the air thick with the scent of cheap beer and the sweetness of body spray. They exchanged hugs, collecting drinks and sharing snippets of their week. Eileen, athletic with a contagious energy, filled her glass with soda, while Paige, her eyes sparkling, opted for something stronger.

For a while, Eileen and Paige weaved through the sea of faces, both familiar and fresh. Eileen, taller than most of the partygoers, scanned the crowd. Paige, petite with light brown hair and a sprinkle of freckles across her nose, danced to the music, her bright eyes darting around the room.

"I can't believe how packed this is," Eileen shouted over the din, her voice clear and confident. She had a knack for navigating these social mazes. "Where did the boys go?"

"They're around," Paige yelled back, her voice a little breathless from the dancing.

“I just want to keep an eye on Aaron,” Eileen explained. “I’m pretty sure Natalie’s here.”

Natalie, Eileen’s rival for captain of the college volleyball team, had made no secret about her designs on Eileen’s boyfriend. Natalie was a looker and she knew it–her perfect little nose, her perfect teeth, her perfect, fit body–Natalie knew exactly how to catch and keep a man’s attention, and she obviously thought it would suit her status to be dating the college’s star quarterback. Eileen knew she had a lot to offer in the looks department as well–she wasn’t exactly unsure of herself, either–but she also understood boys too well to feel entirely secure with someone like Natalie on the prowl.

“Don’t you trust Aaron?” Paige asked.

“I do, I guess,” Eileen replied. “But only as long as I have eyes on him,” she added with a laugh.

Paige smiled and nodded. She leaned closer, her eyes glinting with excitement. "Hey, guess what? I met someone really interesting this week; she’s supposed to be here and I want you to meet her. Her name is Clover."

"Clover, huh? What’s she like?"

Paige’s eyes flashed with enthusiasm "She's amazing! She hypnotized me and another girl in the dorm earlier this week. It was wild!"

Eileen raised an eyebrow. "Really? What was it like?"

"It's hard to explain," Paige said, her voice filled with wonder. "But she's really good at it. She said she'd do a demonstration for us some time. I’ll see if I can find her–maybe she can do it tonight.”

Just then, Colin and Aaron emerged from the crowd. Colin, tall and broad-shouldered, had a way of commanding attention without saying a word. Aaron, slightly shorter but equally charismatic, was grinning from ear to ear.

"What's got Paige so excited?" Colin asked, curiosity piqued, as he watched his girlfriend disappear into the crowd in search of her friend.

"Paige’s new friend Clover said she’s going to hypnotize us," Eileen replied. "It's supposed to be amazing."

Aaron's eyes widened. "Seriously? Sounds cool, but at the party?”

Colin rolled his eyes playfully. “You know Paige,” he said. “She’s a doer–once she has an idea in her head, she’s just gotta follow up right away!”

It wasn’t long before Paige reappeared, her ingenuous eyes alight with enthusiasm.

"So, did you find Clover?" Eileen asked

Paige bobbed her head. "Already arranged. She's setting up in the study. It'll be like our own little show."

“I love how cute you are when you’re excited,” said Colin, putting his arm around her. Paige grinned and reached up on tiptoe to give her boyfriend a kiss. “I’m in!” he said.

Aaron didn’t look quite as enthusiastic. “I mean, I’d like to some time, but we’re in the middle of a party...” He looked around at the crowd wistfully.

“Uh huh,” Eileen said. “And Natalie’s here, so you’re sticking close to me.” She stared him down with a raised eyebrow and a half-smile on her face.

“Come on, babe!” Aaron protested. “When are you going to lighten up about her?”

“As soon as she leaves,” Eileen assured him briskly, and she took him by the hand and led the way to the stairs. “But for now, you’re with me!”

The four climbed the stairs, the music's pulse muffled by the floorboards, and found the study. The room was dimly lit, with a circle of chairs in the center.

Eileen took a deep breath. "Okay, let's do this."

As they stepped inside, the door swung shut behind them, the sound echoing through the quiet room like a declaration of intent.

Clover sat in the center of the circle, a brunette with eyes a dazzling blend of blue and green.

Paige introduced everyone, and the friends took their seats, Paige's excitement on clear display as she sat next to Eileen. Colin and Aaron settled in opposite them, exchanging a mischievous glance that Eileen knew only too well. She sighed and quietly hoped that they would resist the urge to goof around and spoil this. Clearly this was something that Paige really wanted, and Eileen didn’t want it ruined for her.

Clover began to speak in a soothing, rhythmic tone that seemed to synchronize with the ticking of the clock on the wall. She spoke of relaxation, of letting go of the stresses of the week, of sinking into a peaceful, weightless state.

"Relax," Clover's voice was smooth and calming. "Take a deep breath in...and let it out slowly." Her instructions flowed like a gentle stream, each word carrying the weight of a promise. The room grew still as the quartet complied, the music from downstairs a distant echo. "Now, focus on my voice. My voice and your breathing. Deep, slow breaths. In..." she held the beat for a moment,” ...and out.”

With each breath, Eileen felt herself releasing tension, relaxing, just as Clover suggested. She could see that the same was happening to Paige, whose normally vivacious eyes had already taken on a glazed, faraway look as her chest rose and fell in time with Clover’s guidance. As she let herself drift away on the gentle breeze of Clover’s voice, Eileen felt a fuzzy, pleasant warmth begin to permeate her body. Breathing in, breathing out. Just listening to Clover’s voice. In...and out. Clover’s voice guiding her into peace and tranquility.

Colin and Aaron, however, clearly weren't taking it as seriously–a fact not overlooked by Clover, who directed the two smirking boys to look into her eyes as she continued to guide the group’s breathing. Clover first focused on Aaron, coaxing him to look deeply into her eyes as he allowed his mind to relax and absorb her words. Slowly, his smirk slipped away, replaced by a serene expression as he leaned back in his chair. Colin, then, became Clover’s direct focus, and he, too, was soon subdued by Clover’s mesmerizing gaze and voice.

"As you breathe and listen, listen and breathe," she continued, her voice soft, "you'll find your eyelids growing heavier, the stresses and worries of the world lifting from your shoulders."

One by one, they felt the weight of their eyelids grow heavier, the room fading into a soft blur. Eileen, the last to succumb, felt a thrill of resistance. She had always been fiercely independent, and even now a part of her rebelled out of sheer habit, despite herself. Yet, she couldn't help but be drawn in by the rhythm of Clover's words, the way they painted a picture of relaxation and peace. Finally, she too allowed her eyes to close, slipping into the embrace of suggested sleep.

“Your eyelids are growing heavier, and heavier. Heavier and heavier. So tired and sleepy. So heavy..."

The world around her grew quiet, and the beat of the party downstairs became a distant heartbeat. Clover’s voice seemed to caress her, enveloping her in its warmth, and she felt the tension in her body uncoil like a tight spring. Her thoughts grew hazy, each one floating away like a feather on a gentle breeze.

Clover's monologue grew more rhythmic, her words a lullaby of control. "Allow your body to sink into the chair, become one with the room. Let go of any tension, any doubt."

Clover's voice grew softer, a lullaby guiding them into a tranquil place. The room grew still. Even the music from downstairs seemed to hush itself.
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