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Prologue

“You’re dumping me over the phone?” the man on the other end of the line sounded incredulous rather than sad. Maybe the reality of the situation hadn’t hit him yet. I wondered dully if that was normal for him, what he would do after he’d had time to process the situation. It seemed like I should know, but I couldn’t remember. I had only the vaguest recollection of his face right now, tanned and strong-chinned. I mostly remembered that he was handsome, but it wasn’t important today.

All that mattered was the slick, oily looking graphic on the screen in front of me. Staring at it made me feel like I was floating. I was lightheaded, my whole body tingling pleasantly.

Blue words appeared on the screen in front of me and I was parroting them before I even realized it. I read, “Things just aren’t working out.”

Despite how spacey I felt, I certainly sounded sincere. I wondered dully what things weren’t working out.

“Can’t we talk about this?” he protested, “Meet somewhere for coffee or something? I mean, this is completely out of the blue. You can’t just -”

“I’m sorry,” I parroted a fresh set of words on the pulsing display, heedless that I was cutting him off, “But I don’t see the point in arguing about this any longer. Goodbye, Lawrence.”

“Wait, I -” the man finally raised his voice

An extra couple of words appeared in green after the blue. They just said, ‘Hang up,’ so I ended the call while he was in the middle of his sentence.

As the line went silent, so did I. I just sat comfortably. My phone hung between my fingers precariously. A small voice in the corner of my mind wanted me to set it down or tighten my grip, but I couldn’t find the energy to do either. I couldn’t even look down at the desk in front of me, because that would mean taking my eyes off the screen.

The green words were replaced with pink ones, harder to read both because they barely stood out over the swirling opalescent gray in front of me and because they were coming much faster than the earlier prompts. I only caught a few here and there: ‘GOOD GIRL,’ ‘RELAX,’ ‘OBEY.’

I didn’t really need to understand any of them. I could feel the commands sliding past my dim awareness to deeper parts of my brain. Right where they belonged.

The last thing I was aware of was someone gently taking the phone away before I could drop it.


Chapter One

“So, what are you working on?” Cheryl popped the cap off her beer and sat on the couch beside me. She added, “Big scoop, Ms. Lane?”

My roommate liked to tease me a little about my dream of being a ‘real’ reporter, sneaking around places after dark and breaking huge stories instead of writing puff pieces for online venues. All the same, she was supportive apart from the joking, and I needed someone to talk to about it. Tonight more than usual, as I thought that I had found something.

“Maybe,” I set my laptop on the coffee table, nodded at the screen and said, “I think I just might. It’s weird, anyway. But hey, maybe you can tell me.”

“Sure.” She leaned in to look at the screen, blond curls falling around her face, but she was careful not to hold the beer anywhere near my machine. It had been my entire last paycheck, and wasn’t getting replaced if it broke any time soon. Right now, there were two pictures tiled side by side on the screen. One was a decent close up of a prim looking brunette, while the other was of a blond in a slinky red dress on the arm of an older man in a suit at a party. They looked to be the same woman in her early to mid-twenties, no older than me, although she’d clearly had a boob job in between the two photos. Cheryl blinked at the pictures and asked, “Is the story about sugar daddies or something? The state of the economy being such that getting a giant plastic rack is better than trying to find a job flipping burgers or making coffee?”

“Not exactly,” I scooted the computer more toward me again. I pointed at the brunette and explained, “This is an article about a girl named Susan Simon, a piece written by someone who knew her pretty well before she died in a car crash two years ago.” I expanded the other article and went on, “The blond isn’t named, but the picture is with a high level executive from some German corporation at a big pharmaceutical expo. Guess when?”

Cheryl tilted her head and said, “You wouldn’t be asking if it made sense. I’m going to go with ‘less than two years ago.’” She took a swig of beer.

“Yep,” I nodded and said, “This picture is from two days ago.”

“I’m assuming no twin sisters or anything,” Cheryl peered at the article, eyes narrowing as she read the details of Susan’s life.

“Nope,” I shook my head and rattled off, “No living relatives. No sisters, no parents, not even a dog. Oh, and nothing about her being adopted, so there shouldn’t be a long-lost sibling nobody knew about either.”

“Hm,” Cheryl set down her beer, reached for the laptop and asked, “May I?” She zoomed in on both pictures. The blond picture started smaller, so got a little grainy at higher magnification. Nevertheless, they were clearly the same person, down to a beauty mark on the left side of her chin that looked completely natural.

I nodded and said, “Yeah.” As she put it on her lap to read, I went on, “There isn’t anything about the blond, obviously. She’s just arm candy. But seriously, same girl.”

Cheryl nodded slowly and said, “Yeah. That’s super creepy, but I can’t really argue it. It’s pretty fucking uncanny.” She tabbed open the article about the conference and asked, “How did you even come across this, Nat? I mean, this is all pretty random.”

“Susan went to school with us,” I explained, “I was just looking at some old school newspaper stuff. Inspiration, you know? As for the conference, I was doing some reading about the whole deal for work. It’s one of the biggest conferences for drug companies in the whole country, and they want a brief article about it. Total fluke I noticed this at all. If I hadn’t had both pages open within five minutes of each other, I never would’ve spotted her. Hell, if I hadn’t liked her dress, I never would’ve spotted her.”

“Huh,” Cheryl skimmed the article and asked, “So, I guess the real question is, what are you going to do about this? I mean… you don’t have a name for the mystery blond, and this is a really weird line of questioning to pursue anyway. I mean, if she faked her death or something, why is she going to tell you?”

“Well,” I reached for the laptop, which she passed back, and I brought up some more articles. I explained, “The girl’s a non-starter, but the guy is some kind of muckety-muck with a multinational corporation out of Germany. Hofmeister Industries, I guess. They have their fingers in everything from frozen food to missile guidance systems. This guy is highly placed in drug research, which is why he’s here,” I pointed to him on the screen, “I found out that his name is Steffen Aachen, and I know what hotel he’s staying at. Probably with our doppelganger. Plus, I am technically supposed to be writing about this, so… I was thinking about maybe stopping by and seeing if I could bump into him or something.”

“Really?” Cheryl laughed and asked, “You’re going to stalk some poor guy who’s just trying to go to a conference with this story? That’s batshit, Nat.”

“Well,” I shrugged and said, “I prefer to think of this move as ‘motivated.’ I mean, if I could dig up some real dirt someplace, maybe I could get a real job instead of freelancing. Content farming is only better than real farming in that there’s no real soil to get my hands grubby.” I waggled my fingers at her for emphasis.

“You got a pair,” she raised the beer my way and admitted, “Gotta give you that.” She drank to me, then said, “All right. Well, I guess if you’re going to do something this dumb, someone better help you. Tell you what: after I finish this beer, we’ll raid my closet for something you can borrow when you go.”

I began to protest, “I was thinking about wearing my -”

“Nuh uh,” Cheryl shook her head, waved the beer a little sloppily and explained, “If you’re going to be trying to blend in at a five star hotel, you’re going to need better than what’s in your closet, Nat. No offense.”

“Heh,” I sighed and agreed, “All right.”

I shut my eyes to blink.

~~~

Quite suddenly, I was laying flat on my back. My eyes were too heavy to open even though I’d been fine a moment ago, and the rest of me didn’t have any more energy than that. My whole body was leaden and filled with the sensation of pins and needles, the worst of it concentrated right at the base of my skull and the middle of my forehead. For a brief moment, I wondered if I’d passed out right on my couch. Maybe Cheryl was on the phone with 911 this very moment, and I just couldn’t hear her.

A male voice made me reconsider. He asked me, “So Cheryl knew about your investigation, Natalie?” The voice was familiar, but I couldn’t place him. I just knew that he was older, and had the distinct impression that whoever was talking wore horn-rimmed glasses.

In my addled state, the second thing that sprang to mind was simply that he was too formal. Nobody called me ‘Natalie’ except my parents, and only when I screwed up as a kid. Despite what was in my head, I heard myself reply, “… yesss…”

I sounded so sleepy that it was less a word than a soft exhalation.

“That does complicate matters somewhat,” the man said, his footsteps audible as he approached me. From somewhere close by, he asked, “Did you tell anyone besides Cheryl about Susan?”

“… no…” I whispered breathlessly. I wasn’t sure why I was answering his questions. I wanted to ask who he was, where I was, but nothing would come out.

“It’s all right,” he said, “We’ll just need to bring your friend Cheryl in for a little chat too.” He added, “She won’t mind. It will be nice, just like this one.”

If I could have spoken, I would have scoffed: right now, it felt like someone was interrogating me right as I tried to go to bed. What I really wanted to do was sleep.

Maybe that made me frown slightly or something, because the man responded to my discomfort. He reached down and brushed my cheek lightly with his fingertips, dragging them along my skin. The intimate gesture was electrifying, transmuting the uncomfortable tingling I’d felt into something wonderful. His fingers sent little thrills up and down my spine, my body shivering with pleasure. The most striking part of the experience was that the whole thing felt very familiar, like being touched by a boyfriend instead of a stranger. As he rubbed me lightly, he asked, “It’s just fine if I bring Cheryl in for this treatment, isn’t it, Natalie?”

I wanted to lean into his touch, but I was a lump. I couldn’t even twitch. All I could manage to do was whisper, “… uh huh…”

The words were sincere though. I had just enough presence of mind to decide that Cheryl wouldn’t mind this treatment. Not one bit. She’d love it.

“I think that covers all the information leaks we’re going to need to address later, then,” the man said absently. He sounded like he was talking to himself more than to me. His fingers strayed beneath my chin and he addressed me again, “Which means that I’m going to move on to Phase Two of your processing. You’re going to get sleepy, but you’re going to wake up feeling much better. That’s true, isn’t it, Natalie?”

I had no idea what he was talking about, but he was still right. I really was looking forward to Phase Two. I replied sleepily, “… yesss…”

He stepped away. There was a loud beep from wherever he went, and then I was gone.

~~~

I felt a moment of disorientation as I approached Steffan Aachen. He had come to a bar near his hotel alone and on foot, and I’d tailed him the whole way. Since the doppelganger girl wasn’t with him, this seemed like the perfect opportunity. The bar wasn’t noisy or crowded. Everything was just right for me to ask him some questions.

The stress of it was clearly getting to me though. It felt like I’d just been somewhere else. Still, there was no going back. I slid onto the bar stool right beside his. The bartender stepped to me, and I said, “Beer, please. Whatever’s on tap.”

He said, “Sure,” and poured me a foaming mug before heading to the far end of the bar for another customer.

Steffan turned to me and said, “Hello there, miss.” His accent was very mild. He was quite handsome in person, with short blond hair and a physique more in keeping with a personal trainer than a businessman. His skin and teeth were perfect, and he had just a hint of cologne.

All of this only served to make me more nervous, of course. I suddenly felt underdressed even in Cheryl’s nicest black cocktail dress. At this point, I was all-in though. “Hi,” I smiled at him and said, “Nice suit.”

“Thank you,” he nodded and gave me an appraising look before adding, “You have a good outfit too. May I ask what brings you out on such a fine night?”

I blushed, and for a moment I thought about discarding the whole plan and just flirting. The entire story sounded ludicrous in my head. Losing my nerve, I said, “Just out for a walk and a beer. Nothing interesting.”

Instead, he asked, “Would you be interested in some company?”

This isn’t how it happened.

The thought bubbled up, accompanied by intense dissonance. This was definitely not how the night was supposed to be going. I was supposed to be asking him questions, not going out. All the same, I heard myself reply, “That’d be nice, thank you. That’s a cute accent by the way. Where are you from?”

“Germany,” Steffan replied, “And how about yourself?”

We never said that.

The thought was compelling, but I didn’t know where it was coming from. This was the first time I’d ever spoken to Steffan. I couldn’t be remembering things that hadn’t happened yet. That was crazy.

All the same, all that came out of my mouth was, “Right here. I mean, not right here, obviously. That’d be weird.”

The floundering was me all over. I talked like that when I was nervous, and I was definitely nervous now. Despite that, my sense that everything was wrong continued to build. The conversation was off. Inauthentic.

Wrong.

I tried to focus on why, and the whole world seemed to skip, like a record scratch or a freeze in a video file. For just a moment, everything in the bar seemed to stop and blur. The room went indistinct, the edges on the bar softening and the glasses dissolving to blocky pixellated artifacts. My body was frozen, paralyzed so thoroughly that I couldn’t even blink. The only thing that seemed to be moving was my heart, pounding so loudly that my ears throbbed with it.

For one brief and terrifying moment, I thought maybe I was having a stroke.

Suddenly, everything was normal again. Even my pulse was back to normal. I looked down at my hand to see if it was shaking, but I seemed steady. I blinked a few times and reached for my beer.

Maybe I’d imagined it.

If Steffan noticed my weird fugue, he didn’t mention it. Instead, he set down a finished drink and said, “Come along. We should get some fresh air.”

As soon as he said it, everything snapped back into place: Steffan and I had been talking, and he was charming. I couldn’t remember exactly what had been said, but it didn’t matter. I wanted to go with him.

I looked at my own beer and saw that it was empty too. I only bare remembered drinking it, but it must have been because I was having so much fun. I slid off my stool and agreed happily, “That sounds great.”

A small voice in the corner of my mind reminded me that I was supposed to be asking about something. A girl he was with, something about a mystery. It was hard to concentrate. I felt a lot more tipsy than I should have after just one beer, but it was nice.

Steffan offered me his arm and the line of thought evaporated. I took it and let him lead me outside, too happy to worry about anything. We stepped beyond the awning at the bar’s entrance and I looked up at the night sky. It was clear, beautiful even through the city’s ambient light. The Moon was a shining crescent framed between two nearby buildings. I was so into it that I barely noticed where Steffan was leading me until we were at the mouth of the alley behind the bar.

I wanted to ask what we were doing there, but I couldn’t seem to open my mouth.

Steffan led me further into the alley, behind the dumpster. I couldn’t smell anything from it, thankfully. Then he pushed me against the back wall of the bar. The wall was smooth and cold against my back through Cheryl’s dress. I gasped at the sensation, and he kissed me while my mouth was open. For just a moment, I stiffened. We’d only just met, and I wasn’t that kind of girl.

Steffan was a good kisser though. He nibbled at my bottom lip, his strong hands warm on my shoulders. I melted into his embrace right there.

When he finally broke off the kiss, I was panting for air and my heart was pounding. I leaned against the wall for support and looked up at him, wondering what else he would do.

Steffan reached into his pocket and produced his phone. As he slid the screen unlocked he said, “Here, I want to show you something important.” He raised the phone and tapped a couple of controls.

I wondered dully what he could possibly be talking about, then the screen switched from the normal phone icons to a swirling pinwheel of glorious pink light. I stared down into it and felt the world around me dissolve.

~~~

I was laying on my back again. For a moment, I wondered where Steffan had gone, if maybe I was waking up after a night of drunken sex with him. I felt wet enough for that: my bare thighs were slick, cool enough that I wished he would pull the covers over me. Whatever we had done, I felt ready to go again, too.

“How are you feeling, Natalie?” It was the stranger with the horn-rimmed glasses again. I wasn’t with Steffan at all, but I didn’t mind.

The stranger was nice.

I heard myself whisper, “… horny…” As soon as the word came out of my mouth, I blushed furiously. I didn’t want to admit that to a stranger, even a nice stranger. All the same, telling him only made me hotter. My nipples stiffened, and my skin ached to be touched.

“You were remembering your time with Mr. Aachen, weren’t you, Natalie?” he asked, though it was clear he already knew.

“… yesss…” came my soft reply.

“At the end of your time,” the stranger went on, “Mr. Aachen showed you something special, didn’t he?”

I could picture the vibrant pink spiral as soon as he said that, see it unfolding in slow motion in my mind’s eye like the most beautiful flower I could imagine. I wanted to look at it more, and I agreed, “… oh yesss…”

“Do you know anything about hypnosis, Natalie?” the man asked.

All I knew about hypnosis was that it was a Vegas party trick, but it didn’t seem like what the strange man wanted. I squirmed a little and replied, “… nooo…”

The admission felt bad. I didn’t want to disappoint him. If I did, he might not touch me anymore.

“That’s all right,” the man said. He brushed my cheek with his fingertips lightly and explained, “The pattern Mr. Aachen showed you was hypnotic, something that we’ve designed to help girls like you. The spiral is carefully designed. It helps relax and soothe a girl so that she feels good. It heightens physical sensations.” For emphasis, he dragged his fingers from my cheek to my neck, raising goosebumps again. Then he ran them down my chest, between my breasts. I wanted him to touch them, fondle them. He added, “Tell me what it does for physical sensations, Natalie.”

“… height-ens…” I breathed, shuddering at his wonderful touch. I dully wondered what it would be like to get off like this.

The stranger’s fingers traced a line down my belly, and then along my left thigh. He continued, “It also opens up the mind up for instruction. That’s what I’m doing with you right now: you’ve been relaxed and soothed. Your mind is open so that I can interview and instruct you. That’s just fine, isn’t it, Natalie?”

‘Fine’ felt like an understatement. It was wonderful. I agreed softly, “… uh huh…”

“In fact,” the strange man continued, “You’ve always wanted this. You might not remember it though, do you?”

“… nooo…” I couldn’t remember ever imagining hypnosis was like this. I’d only ever seen it done on TV, and if it felt like this, I didn’t know why the audience wasn’t treating hypnotists like rock stars.

All the same, the stranger had been right about everything else.

He said, “That’s all right, Natalie. In a moment, you’re going to sleep again, and you’re going to remember an important time you thought about this. You’re happy to hear that. Tell me how you feel right now, Natalie.”

Listening to him talk so much mostly made my head feel muddled, but I was still able to follow along. I wanted more of whatever he was doing, and I replied breathlessly, “… hap-py…”

“Good girl,” the man rubbed the inside of my thigh lightly and assured me, “Very good girl.” He stepped away.

I managed to make a soft mewling noise in protest, but then there was a beep.

I was gone again.

~~~

I had the day off. Sort of, anyway: freelancing, I was never exactly on or off the clock. Cheryl was, by contrast, at her regularly scheduled work hours. That left me the apartment to myself for hours. Since nobody expected anything out of me, I was sitting on my bed with my laptop, in a long t-shirt and panties. No sense in getting dressed if I wasn’t going anywhere.

Besides, I was horny.

I pulled up a search engine and began to type. The sensation was odd, like my body was on autopilot. It reminded me of driving home tired, minding traffic and making appropriate turns without really thinking about it.

The next thing I knew, I was at a seedy looking website promising ‘real hypnosis videos.’

Something stirred in me. I couldn’t remember ever looking at that sort of thing before, but I was curious. I clicked the first link and was greeted by a video of a dark haired girl sitting in an office chair and staring at her computer monitor. She was wearing almost the same outfit as I was, but her t-shirt was black and pulled up to reveal a very large natural bust. Her panties were pink and soaked through. She had a large pair of noise canceling headphones on, and a Hitachi wand in hand.

The screen of her monitor was filled with a beautiful pink design, spinning slowly. Images and words overlaid it, one after the other, rapid-fire, just a little too fast to take in properly. I saw flashes of girls sucking dick, words like ‘SUBMIT,’ ‘OBEY’ and ‘MIND POP.’ All the while, a low background noise seemed to spill out of her headphones, a hum overlaid with little electronic chirps.

The girl stared at the display, eyes wide and glassy, working the vibrator against her sopping panties and mouthing along with some of the words. Her nipples were stiff, and a little drool was collecting at the visible corner of her mouth because she couldn’t remember to close it all the way.

I was mostly staring at her.

It shouldn’t have been sexy. Normally, I liked something a little more vigorous… but I couldn’t get her expression out of my head. She wasn’t just having a good time, she was completely lost in it. Helplessly masturbating while someone pushed ideas into her brain.

It was the hottest thing I could imagine. I was so caught up in it that I wasn’t sure when I started masturbating either. I couldn’t look away to find my dildo, but my fingers found their way between my legs, making slow circles without any conscious thought. I found myself mouthing the words along with her sleepily.

Going with the flow was so easy, and when I came, it felt better than I could ever remember. My toes curled and my heart pounded, and joy washed over my body and mind.

~~~

“And wake, Natalie,” the strange man instructed me.

I was on my back again, but this time my body was tingling with afterglow. I squirmed a little, feeling livelier than I had before. I still couldn’t find my voice or open my eyes though. Then the man reached down and rubbed the slick inside of my thigh, sending tingling thrills of pleasure down my legs and up my spine, and I managed to coo softly in delight.

He asked, “You loved getting off to hypnosis videos, didn’t you?”

It was such a silly question. I couldn’t remember ever cumming so hard, not even with a decent boyfriend. I replied dully, “… uh huh…”

“There’s nothing strange or bad about being hypnotized,” the man continued, “Is there?”

“Nooo…” I moaned, feeling and sounding more awake by the moment.

“After Mr. Aachen hypnotized you,” the strange man explained, “He brought you here, so that I could do more work with you. You feel grateful about that. Tell me how you feel about being brought for further hypnosis, Natalie.”

“Grate-ful…” I agreed happily.

“I’m going to leave you here overnight,” the stranger’s fingers crept further up my leg, but not quite to my pussy as he explained, “But we’ll talk in the morning. Goodnight, Natalie.”

I wanted to reply, but there was a beep, and I was gone again.


Chapter Two

I woke up feeling muddled, my head foggy and my body much warmer than usual. I opened my eyes and saw that at least part of it was a shaft of light peeking in through the curtains, lined up just right to leave the upper half of my body awash in warm sunshine. As I woke fully, that made me realize I wasn’t home. My bedroom didn’t even have a window, and nowhere in my shared apartment actually had a view.

A quick look around the rest of the room revealed that I was in a hospital suite of some kind. There was a computer workstation in the corner with an uncomfortable looking stool, cabinets, a sink. The bed I was laying on wasn’t my own, but a proper railed one, and I was covered in only a sheet. There was an IV drip poked into my left arm.

I could also feel something smooth taped to my forehead. I reached up and felt a metal disk the size of a nickel attached to a wire that trailed off someplace. Hopefully it was just a monitoring device rather than a bandage.

All of this had me keenly aware that I should be freaking out, maybe screaming for a nurse, but the whole thing barely felt worth raising an eyebrow over. I felt good. Mellow. Placid.

Based on that, I assumed the other reason I felt warm was drugs, and probably lots of them. I only hoped the flow would be steady through whatever had happened to me.

I laid back, basking in the comfortable heat, and tried to remember how I had gotten here. The last thing I remembered was Steffan Aachen taking me to his car. Everything after that was a blur, though I felt like I’d had some pretty good dreams in the meantime. Maybe there’d been a car accident. A concussion? I didn’t know what they did for those.

Something about not sleeping, but that was from Hollywood, so I should probably be napping.

Fortunately, I didn’t have to think about it for very long. The door at the far end of the room opened, and a handsome man in a smock entered. He was in his late forties, maybe early fifties, with curly black hair and bright blue eyes. His glasses were horn-rimmed, and seeing them gave me an intense sense of deja vu. He had a sleek black tablet in hand instead of a chart. He smiled at me and said, “Good morning, Natalie. It’s a pleasure to see you awake. I was hoping you would come around soon.”

“Thanks, uh,” I replied, feeling awkward as I realized I couldn’t read his name tag yet, “Doctor…?”

He stepped closer and said, “Campbell.” He had a good voice, strong but mellow. Something that belonged on the radio.

Now that he was beside me, I could make the tag out, along with a mysterious rectangular design, like a Japanese character or something. I couldn’t figure out what it meant, but it looked deeply familiar. I nodded and agreed, “Doctor Campbell.”

He raised the tablet and asked, “How are you feeling?” He unlocked the screen, but mostly kept his eye on me instead.

“Mellow,” I said, “But confused. I’m, uh, not sure what I’m doing here, Doc.”

“You took a pretty good bump on the head,” Campbell explained, “But we’re taking care of it. And just so you don’t worry, everything is being covered. Mr. Aachen’s insurance is top notch. You won’t pay a dime.”

The mention of Steffan roused me a little bit. Enough to feel mild concern even through the haze of painkillers. I asked, “Is he all right?”

“Just fine,” Campbell nodded, “Your vehicle was struck by an oncoming vehicle that ran a red light. The collision was on the passenger side. He had some bruises, but missed all the real action. I’m sure he’ll be by to talk to you later, but he had to go after we released him. Something work-related.”

That also jogged my memory. I frowned and asked, “Has anybody contacted my, um, my job?”

I couldn’t remember where I worked. That gave me a heady twinge of fear. Hopefully, it was just the medication keeping me off-balance, and not brain damage.

“Yes,” Campbell nodded, “We contacted your roommate already, and she assured us that she had the necessary information. The insurance company will be releasing funds to cover some of your expenses, so she’s not left high and dry.”

“Thanks,” I relaxed again, grateful that Mr. Aachen hadn’t skimped on car insurance.

“As for you,” he said, “The most important thing is making sure that you rest, which is what I came to talk to you about. You’re not going to be able to be up and about for some time. Weeks in these same four walls.”

I frowned at that, looking back up at him. I protested mildly, “That sounds really boring.”

“Yes,” he agreed, “Normally, we’d at least have someone walk you around in a wheelchair to get some fresh air, but we’re a ways off from even that. So I wanted to talk to you about an unusual therapy. Do you know anything about hypnosis, Natalie?”

Being naked in front of him wasn’t enough to make me feel anything on the medication they had me on, but hearing him bring up my secret fetish was. Images danced in my head of masturbating to hypnotic images, spirals, girls in trances.

If not for the drugs, I knew I would have covered my face up, but I just couldn’t care that much. I blushed lightly and said, “A little.”

“A fan, I see?” Campbell noticed my blush. He patted my shoulder gently and said, “We do a fair bit of research at this facility, including in that. What I wanted to propose was this: we can rely on hypnosis for some management of your pain, and officially, that’s just a way of reducing the amount of painkillers we have to give you. That’s better for your body and your recovery. Unofficially, if you’re tranced, you won’t notice how long you’re stuck here. The days will fly by.”

An image of the very first girl I’d ever seen tranced was stuck in my head, how happy she’d been without a thought in her head… and that clip had only been half an hour long. I couldn’t imagine what she would have been like if she’d done it longer. I floundered a little and asked, “… days?”

My voice sounded small. I had to have misheard him.

“Days,” he agreed, then added, “Weeks, by the time we were done.”

I was getting wet beneath the thin sheet, my nipples visibly hard against it. It made my blush deepen, but I supposed it didn’t matter. If the doctor hypnotized me, I wouldn’t be able to lie about it anyway.

I would have to do as I was told.

“Of course,” the doctor went on, “That would depend on having your consent. I’d need you to -”

Heart pounding, I eagerly said, “Yes!” I put a hand over my mouth as soon as I realized I’d interrupted and added, “Sorry.”

He smiled and said, “That’s quite all right. I understand this sort of thing works better with an enthusiastic subject, and you do seem… enthusiastic. Don’t you?”

I nodded and said, “Little bit. Sorry.”

“Not at all,” Campbell said, “I’ll go ahead and get our resident expert on the subject. He’s always happy to see a new patient.”

“Oh,” I said, unable to keep disappointment out of my voice, “It won’t be you?”

“No,” the doctor shook his head, “I’d rather you saw our best. That’s our motto here: nothing but the best. Don’t worry though, I’ll still be by to check on you periodically, and we’ll be talking a lot before your next procedure. You’re in good hands.”

“Thank you, Doctor,” I settled back in. I was still turned on, but I was already feeling mellow again. Whatever I was on, it seemed impossible to hold onto a bad feeling for more than a moment. The second I stopped concentrating, it slipped away.

That seemed fine to me.

“You’re very welcome,” Campbell assured me. He added, “Someone will be by for you very soon.”

I nodded and said, “Guess they’ll know where to find me.”

He chuckled, then he headed out.

I thought about the whole thing for a minute and tried to wrap my mind around what had just happened: it occurred to me that it was weird for a brain surgeon to be recommending a hypnotist to keep me from getting bored. It seemed like I had been investigating Steffan Aachen for something weird too, but I couldn’t think of what.

Focusing was very difficult, and I really wanted what Doctor Campbell had offered.

Thankfully, I didn’t have to think about it long. A very handsome man who looked to be in his mid-thirties entered the room. He had curly brown hair and lovely blue eyes, and he was dressed casually instead of wearing scrubs. He had exactly the same sort of tablet the doctor had been using though, so I imagined those were standard at whatever clinic I was in. He smiled at me and asked, “You’re Natalie, right?”

I nodded and said, “Yeah. You’re the, uh, the guy?”

He smiled and agreed, “I’m the guy. William Horn.” His voice was, if anything, even better than Dr. Campbell’s, rich and warm. He held out his hand.

I shook it and said, “Pleased to meet you.” I let go of his hand and wriggled a bit to sit up better.

Horn pulled up a chair and asked me, “So, did Dr. Campbell explain all this?”

“Sort of,” I replied, “He said you were their expert on hypnosis, and that you’d be helping me with pain management?”

I was blushing again.

He smiled and asked, “Did he tell you anything else? Maybe bill this as having some entertainment value?”

“Maybe,” I agreed, shyness pushing it through my medication-induced mellow.

He smiled and asked, “Do you have any questions about what we’re going to do, or would you prefer I just get started?”

I hesitated. On the one hand, I didn’t even know the name of the clinic. I hadn’t signed anything. I didn’t even know exactly what he planned to do, besides hypnotize me.

On the other hand, he wanted to hypnotize me.

After an agonizing moment of indecision, I shook my head and said, “No. You can just get started.”

He nodded and said, “I’m going to use a visual aid.” He turned the tablet so that I could see the screen. That moment, it was just a black mirror. He tapped it though, and it flickered to life. A beautiful pattern was spinning on it, a spiral within a spiral. Both were monochrome, not entirely like one I remembered daydreaming about, but watching them spin in opposite directions was dizzying anyway.

I gasped in surprise and stared down at it. He set it on my lap, the tablet smooth and cool through the sheet.

Horn asked, “This is a familiar pattern, isn’t it, Natalie?”

“Yes,” I agreed, rapt already.

“You’ve looked into it before,” he continued, “Haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I repeated. A tiny voice in the corner of my mind wondered how he knew that, but it didn’t really matter. It was true. I had.

“That means you know the spiral is special,” Horn continued, “You know it is designed to draw your gaze, to pull your eyes down. Right now, as you look at it, you can feel your eyes drawn to the center of the pattern. It’s almost as though they were pulled by magnets, by gravity. Drawn down, toward the center…”

I could feel exactly what he was talking about, a nearly physical tug on my gaze, pulling me downward. I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t even blink. All I could do was focus.

“… and as you continue to look, you can feel its effects on your body as well,” Horn continued, “Your breathing is beginning to slow already. Slow, steady, deep breaths. And as you do that, you can feel your body relaxing. Your body is warm and heavy. Your arms are warm and heavy. Your legs are warm and heavy…”

As he droned on, I started to lose the thread of what he was saying, but it didn’t feel important. All that mattered was staring into the spiral, letting it pull me down. I couldn’t remember ever feeling so relaxed.

“… nine, feel yourself drifting further down with every passing breath…” he continued.

The counting brought my attention back to him a little bit. He was right: counting backward was definitely making me sleepy.

“… five, and feel your eyelids grow heavier and heavier. Too heavy to keep open…”

My eyes slid shut of their own accord, and it was a relief. I was dimly aware of them stinging from staring so long.

“… two, almost there, almost asleep. So relaxed. So happy. And one, sleep, Natalie…”

And I was gone.

~~~

“… and three, feeling warm and relaxed,” a familiar voice said firmly.

He was certainly right about how I felt. My head was muddled and foggy, like I was waking from a deep sleep, but my body felt wonderful. Every part of me was tingling and warm and I felt immensely turned on. My stiff nipples rubbed against a thin piece of fabric, and my bare pussy was sopping wet.

“Two, almost awake, but still feeling so good,” the man continued, “And one. Wake up, Natalie.”

My eyes fluttered open of their own accord, and I raised my head with some difficulty. It took me a moment to recognize the handsome face looking back at me, but I managed to say, “Hi, Mr. Horn.”

There was no way he could miss seeing how aroused I was, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t even blushing.

“It’s actually ‘Professor,’” he smiled and explained, “But it’s nothing to worry about.”

“Professor Horn,” I nodded in agreement. That made sense. If he were teaching me things, I would remember them.

“Now then,” he said, “Part of the process here is to wake you up sometimes. Ask you some questions, see how you’re doing before getting you relaxed again. You are going to answer all of my questions with absolute honesty. Everything you say here is just between you and me. There is no need to be shy or hesitate. You can be completely open. Tell me how you will answer my questions, Natalie.”

That was so easy. I smiled brightly and answered, “With absolute honesty.”

He made eye contact and said, “Good girl, Natalie.”

The warm praise made me squirm a little bit. There was already a damp spot on the bed beneath me. I wanted desperately to touch myself. I thought about begging, but it didn’t feel right to speak out of turn. He was a Professor, after all. I just looked up at him and hoped he could read it in my face.

Professor Horn asked, “Was this your first time under real hypnosis, Natalie?”

“Yes,” I nodded slightly, holding eye contact.

“I see,” he nodded thoughtfully before asking, “How long have you wanted to be hypnotized, Natalie?”

“Always.” The word came out of my mouth before I could even think about it. It wasn’t true in the most literal sense, but I couldn’t imagine not wanting it.

He didn’t seem to care about splitting hairs. He just nodded and asked, “And how does the idea of being hypnotized make you feel, Natalie?”

“Horny,” I admitted happily. Keeping my fetish secret for so long had been difficult. If I’d only liked spanking or something, getting a boyfriend to play along would have been easy. None of the boys I’d ever met before today could have done it even if I had asked. Saying it aloud felt freeing.

The professor didn’t seem embarrassed either. He didn’t blush, hesitate or break off eye contact. Instead he just asked, “Would you have told me that before I put you into a trance, Natalie?”

“No,” I said. Telling him ‘no’ felt strange. Wrong. Still, it was true. I definitely wouldn’t have said a word before.

“That means,” he continued, “That you’re only telling me this because I have instructed you to. Even after just one brief session, my instructions are capable of overriding your will. You also know that every question I ask you is a further demonstration of my power over you. That’s true, isn’t it, Natalie?”

I shivered with pleasure at the idea and agreed, “Yes.”

Admitting to that made me tingle now. I had to say it. I was hypnotized to.

“That makes you feel happy and excited,” he said firmly, “Tell me how you feel about obeying my instructions without thinking or hesitation, Natalie.”

“Happy and excited,” I answered eagerly. He was right. Just talking felt wonderful right now. He could make me do anything. Of course, all I really wanted was for him to touch me, or make me touch myself.

“And of course,” Horn went on, “The best part is that this is completely normal. There is nothing strange about what we’re doing. Tell me how it is to talk to me this way, Natalie.”

“Normal,” I agreed. That made perfect sense. He was a hypnotist. It was normal for him to hypnotize me.

“Tell me, Natalie,” he asked, “What were you doing on the night of your accident. Do you remember?”

“Talking to Steffan Aachen,” I answered brightly.

“Were you on a date?” Horn asked, “Planning on getting naked with him?”

Naked.

I wanted to beg to drop my sheet and get naked with him, but it felt even hotter to be forced to just answer his question. I shook my head and said, “Nooo…”

I was seeing someone. I was sure of it. I couldn’t remember his name or anything about him, but I knew I was already dating… some guy. I wanted to tell him, but he hadn’t asked.

“What were you doing, Natalie?” he leaned forward in his chair, clearly interested.

“Spying,” I said. The truth was more complicated, but that felt like the best one word description, and more was definitely too much right now.

He raised an eyebrow and asked, “Spying? What in the world could you be spying on him about? Was it his business activities?”

“No. It was about Susan,” it took me a moment to remember any details with the fog in my brain, “Susan Bishop. She died, but she was in a picture with him. After. Wanted to ask him about it.”

“Did you know Susan?” Horn asked, sounding very curious now.

“No,” I shook my head slightly, feeling a little more awake now that we were talking about something that needed thought. I clarified, “We went to the same school. College.”

“So you thought that Steffan was involved in a conspiracy?” Horn asked, clearly amused, “Some shadowy group kidnapping girls and making them disappear? That’s very silly. Tell me what that is, Natalie.”

He was right. Nobody would do that. I agreed with a big smile, “Silly.”

“Nobody would ever do anything like that,” Horn explained gently but firmly, “No one would ever kidnap girls, fake their deaths and brainwash them to use as slaves. That’s completely ridiculous. Tell me what that is, Natalie.”

He was right. I didn’t remember ever drawing those conclusions, but it didn’t matter. Professor Horn was always right. I agreed, “Ridiculous.”

“In fact,” he went on, “It makes you giggle, just knowing you ever wondered that.”

I giggled before I could even think about it, and that made my body tingle. I felt a little like a passenger in my own head, just along while he drove.

“Fortunately,” he said, “I can help you with silly thoughts. I can replace your incorrect thoughts with good ones. That’s part of my job: correcting your thinking. Tell me what my job is for you, Natalie.”

That made my heart pound. I repeated, “Correcting my thinking.”

“Good girl,” Professor Horn nodded. Then he leaned forward and touched my cheek lightly, dragging his fingertips across my skin lightly. The contact was electric, sending setting my whole body alight with desire. He asked, “It’s been a long time since you had an orgasm, hasn’t it, Natalie?”

I leaned into his touch and moaned, “Uh huh.”

“You just wanted to talk to Steffan because he was hot,” Horn explained firmly, “And you wanted to get laid. Tell me what you wanted with Steffan, Natalie.”

“Mmm…” I closed my eyes and agreed, “To get laid.”

“All that other talk, the conspiracy talk, was just a funny dream you had after the accident,” Horn assured me smoothly as he continued to stroke my face, “Because you took a nasty bump on the head. Tell me about the conspiracy story, Natalie.”

“Funny dream…” I replied. That made so much sense. I’d gotten into a car accident and conked my head. That was all. I’d dreamed the whole crazy thing up. That made a lot more sense than any of it being true.

“The more that you think about it,” Horn dragged his thumb across my lower lip and said, “The more you know that you just needed to get laid. It didn’t have to be Steffan. You just need sex. Tell me what you need, Natalie.”

“Sex,” I breathed. I couldn’t believe he was finally talking about that, finally touching me. It felt like it had taken forever.

“Of course,” Horn said, “You’re stuck in that bed. Helpless. You can’t really get up and do anything, can you, Natalie?”

“Noo…” I moaned.

“But you still need relief,” Horn said, “Your body is aching for it.” His hand slid away, leaving me wriggling and desperate for a moment, before I felt it brush against my shoulder. He tugged my sheet down, exposing my bare breasts. I opened my eyes and looked up at him. He cupped my right breast with his warm hand and rubbed my stiff nipple. Horn said, “You’re so needy. Tell me what you are, Natalie.”

I gasped at the sensation of him rubbing, pleasure radiating from where his finger touched my nipple and moaned loudly, “Neeeeeedy…”

“Right now,” Horn locked gazes and said, “You have to cum. If you don’t cum, you’ll go crazy. Tell me what will happen to you if you don’t cum, Natalie.”

“Go,” I moaned, “Craaaazy…”

“You want me to make you cum,” he said, “Ask me to make you cum, Natalie.”

“Please,” I stared into his eyes and pleaded, “Make me cum!”

Professor Horn leaned in and pawed my breast more roughly with one hand. I felt his other slide down my side, then tug my sheet completely away. It fell to the floor, and he gripped the inside of my thigh. He forced my legs apart and rubbed my slick folds with the heel of his hand.

I moaned, unable to break eye contact or form words.

Horn teased me mercilessly, delicious friction sending thrills down my legs and up my spine. Without pausing, he said, “As I touch you, it’s getting harder to think. All your head has room for are the wonderful sensations, and my words. Nothing else. You can feel my words pulling you down. You can feel the pleasure pulling you down. Tugging at you. Emptying you. You must relax. You must obey. Tell me what you must do, Natalie.”

‹Must Obey>

The words were intensely familiar, almost a mantra. I could remember staring into spirals and repeating them endlessly. My entire body stiffened and I agreed breathlessly, “… o-bey…”

“It feels so good,” he continued, “Sinking deeper and deeper, your mind open to the pleasure I’m giving you. Tell me what your mind is, Natalie.”

“…o-pen…” I said softly. I sounded like the girls in the videos, completely lost.

“That’s good. You have to be open to get filled,” Horn turned his hand and splayed his fingers. He penetrated me with his middle and ring fingers, pushing them into my sopping pussy for emphasis. He said firmly, “Tell me what I can do if you’re empty.”

“… fill… mmm… meee…” I moaned.

“Good girl,” he tweaked my nipple sharply and began to thrust his fingers inside me. They were so much wider than a cock.

‹Good Girl>

The words echoed in my empty head, leaving room for nothing else. I was a Good Girl. I was Open. I would Obey.

Horn hooked his fingers inside me, stretching my tight inner passage. The shock of sensation was wonderful, like he’d found a spot deep inside me he could just press to give me pleasure. His hand sped up inside me, pounding me, even motion setting off waves of tingling anticipation.

All I could do was lay limp and stare into his eyes while he pawed at my breasts and pistoned his hand inside me, making helpless little animal noises as the pleasure built.

“Cum, Natalie,” Horn ground his thumb against my slippery wet clit and commanded me, “Cum now!”

‹Cum>

Pleasure exploded from the core of my being, washing over me in waves. He kept pumping his hand inside me even as I twitched and wriggled and moaned for him, making the sensation seem to last for ages.

“And sleep, Natalie,” Horn said firmly.

‹Sleep>

It didn’t matter that his fingers were still buried deep inside me. I was out like a light.

~~~

I drifted in warm darkness, weightless and sleepy. Someone was talking, but the words didn’t matter. I could almost imagine them washing over me like waves on the beach, lapping gently at the edges of my brain. Smoothing out my head, leaving everything flat and calm.

It wasn’t until he started counting backward that I perked up a little.

“… three,” the Man said, his voice making my body tingle, “Almost awake, feeling happy and peaceful.”

‹Warm and Peaceful>

He was right about that. I felt like I was waking from a restful nap, still a little drowsy.

“Two, able to think again,” He said, “Fog clearing from your mind.”

‹Able to Think>

I recognized who was talking. It was Professor Horn. I smiled brightly.

“And one,” Horn finished, “Eyes open, wide awake.”

‹Wide Awake>

My eyes snapped open at his command, heart beating very fast. I definitely felt like I’d just woken from a nap, my body still heavy and warm. I also felt a pleasant tingling sensation, almost like afterglow.

Nothing else in the room looked any different. I was still draped in a thin, sheer sheet. Professor Horn was sitting beside me. He looked so handsome. He smiled down at me and asked, “How are you feeling?”

“Good,” I smiled back up at him, “Really good.” It took me a moment to remember that he was someone Important, and I added hastily, “That is, really good, Sir.”

He nodded and asked, “What do you remember about what we did?”

The question made me feel a little unfocused. Thinking about my whole day was a little slippery. Even the part where he woke me up was getting slippery. I said, “Um. Not much. You came in here and introduced yourself, then you showed me…” I closed my eyes and concentrated, and I could remember an image of a spiral on his tablet’s screen, “You showed me a spiral, Sir. Everything is fuzzy after that. Until you started counting to wake me up just now.”

Thinking about that was making me a little fuzzy now.

He patted my shoulder lightly and said, “Don’t think about the spiral right now. Focus on me.”

‹Focus>

My eyes snapped open again, the image gone as quickly and easily as it had come. I looked up at him instead and said, “Yes, Sir.”

“You’re a very good hypnotic subject, Natalie,” Horn continued, “Do you have much prior experience being hypnotized?”

“No, Sir,” I replied, feeling a little shy, “Not exactly.”

The handsome professor tilted his head and asked, “What does that mean? You can be absolutely honest with me.”

‹Absolutely Honest>

That was certainly true. The good professor had made a fantasy of mine come true. I could tell him whatever he wanted about it. I said, “I have an, um, a thing for hypnosis. I like to watch videos where girls are hypnotized, and they do sexy stuff. To themselves, or let someone play with them. I would watch and touch myself.”

“So,” Horn didn’t sound at all surprised or scandalized as he said, “You have a hypnosis fetish.”

“Yes, Sir,” I agreed.

“How does it feel to tell me about that?” Horn asked.

“Freeing, Sir,” I said, “I’ve never told anyone else about it in the whole world. Not a friend, not a boyfriend, nobody. It’s… nice to be able to talk about it with someone who understands.”

“That’s too bad,” Steffan said, “I’ll bet you would have enjoyed having a boyfriend who understood. None of your prior relationships have lasted long, have they, Natalie?”

I couldn’t remember very well, but I knew he was right. Professor Horn was Always Right. None of my relationships had lasted very long. I had a dim recollection of a recent breakup over the phone. I agreed, “No, Sir.”

“All the same, your viewing habits probably account for your high suggestibility,” Horn nodded thoughtfully and explained, “You’ve been thinking about and anticipating something like this for a long time. Sort of programming yourself to be receptive. Tell me what you’ve programmed yourself to be for a hypnotist, Natalie.”

“Receptive,” I parroted back, feeling suddenly lightheaded, “And highly suggestible, Sir.”

The idea that I’d been programming myself had never really occurred to me before, but it made my whole body perk up. I was already sitting in a puddle.

“Now, one of the main uses of hypnosis is to improve recall of events,” Horn said, “And I’d like to check that. I’d like you to tell me what you remember about the night that you were brought in here. And again, be honest.”

“Well, Sir,” I thought about it for a moment and said, “It’s a little foggy, but I was out with Steffan Aachen. He was going to take me back to his place. The last thing I remember is getting in the car though. Nothing about the accident. I’m glad though. Sounded scary. I don’t really want to remember that.”

He nodded and said, “That all makes sense, and I’ll respect your wishes. Thank you, Natalie. You’ve been a good girl for me today.”

‹Good Girl>

I shivered with pleasure at the praise. I wanted to be a Good Girl for him. I replied happily, “Thank you, Sir.”

“Unfortunately,” Horn said, “I’m going to have other duties to attend to shortly, so I’m going to have to go. The good news is that I’ve gotten you all set up to watch some hypnosis videos right here in your room. They’re a little more professional than the ones you watched at home, but they’re more effective. That will help you pass the time. If you need anything else: food, help to the bathroom, you have a button to call, and a nurse will be by for you. Do you have any questions, Natalie?”

“I, um,” I hesitated.

“It’s all right,” he said gently, “Go on.”

“Where am I?” I asked, “I don’t recognize the hospital.”

“You’re at a small clinic attached to a private school,” Horn said, “The rest is a long story. For now, I would like you to watch what I’ve set up for you, and get some rest. Consider it doctor’s orders. You will obey. Tell me what you will do for me, Natalie.”

‹Obey>

The word made my whole body stiffen pleasantly. I said, “Obey, Sir.”

“Thank you, Natalie.” He rose, offered me the tablet and explained, “I’ve set this up to work as a remote control for you to use with the monitor over your bed.” The screen was already on what looked like an oversized remote, complete with buttons for ‘play’ and ‘pause,’ but no channel change. He said, “We can talk about this all more tomorrow. Sound good?”

“Yes Sir,” I took the tablet gingerly, unable to believe my good luck, “Thank you so much.”

He said, “You’re welcome. Try it out.”

I tapped the button for play, and watched a beautiful spiral unfold on the screen near my bed. I was caught up in it so fast that I never even heard him leave the room.


Chapter Three

My world was a blur of disjointed images and sensations. Only a few things stood out in my mind. I remembered the taste of chocolate pudding, the feel of a cold toilet seat. I remembered spirals. I remembered the word ‘OBEY’ all in caps, burned into my brain.

Everything else was a blur, too jumbled to make out until Professor Horn’s voice roused me. I heard him say, “Good morning, Natalie.”

His words snapped me back to Earth. I blinked awake, eyes blurry and heart pounding. My body was warm and sluggish and tingling with pleasure, and there was a line of drool running down my cheek. My hand was between my legs, my middle finger penetrating my slick pussy lightly, and the scent of my arousal was still in the air. I’d been playing with myself, either in my sleep or in a trance, while he came in. I was still covered by the sheet, but it did nothing to conceal that. Professor Horn could definitely see it. I blushed furiously and sat up straight, pulling my hand away. I said, “Um. Good morning, Sir. I’m sorry, I, uh…” I floundered, not even sure how to apologize for something like that.

Professor Horn made eye contact and the entire train of thought evaporated unspoken. He said firmly, “Relax. You have nothing to apologize for. Tell me what you have to apologize for, Natalie.”

‹Relax>

“Nothing, Sir,” the words came out of my mouth before I could even think about them, but my brain caught up a half-second later. Thinking about it confused me: even though I knew Professor Horn just had to be right, I couldn’t think of why.

He saw the confusion on my face and asked, tone gentler, “What is it, Natalie?”

“It’s just that I was…” I trailed off, cheeks burning.

“When you are with me, you can be completely open and honest,” Horn assured me confidently, “Tell me what you must be for me, Natalie.”

I felt lightheaded, body relaxing again. My arms went limp at my sides and I agreed happily, “Open and honest, Sir.”

“That’s very good,” Horn replied, “Can you tell me why it’s important to be open, Natalie?”

“So you can fill me, Sir,” I replied instantly. The words came out of my mouth before I could think about them. My blush deepened, but I didn’t try to take them back.

Horn nodded and said, “That’s right. Can you tell me how you knew that, Natalie?”

“It just popped into my head, Sir,” I replied. Trying to pin down where I had heard the words before made my whole head feel foggy.

“Why do you think that happened, Natalie?” Horn asked in the same even tone of voice.

“Because you told me so, Sir,” I replied. That answer felt a little less certain: I was inferring it rather than feeling it just bubble out of my subconscious. All the same, I thought it was true.

“That’s right,” he agreed, “And that’s very good. Can you tell me what my job is for you, Natalie?”

That one was much easier. I replied, without hesitation, “Correcting my thinking.”

“Good girl, Natalie,” the professor nodded.

‹Good Girl>

I shivered, toes curling at the praise. I said softly, “Thank you, Sir.”

“Tell me what you were doing as I came in the room, Natalie,” Horn said, his voice firm again.

This time, I felt perfectly comfortable as said, “Masturbating, Sir.”

“Were you in control of your body at the time?” Horn asked. He sounded like he already knew the answer.

“No, Sir,” I shook my head and said, “I was either in a trance or asleep. I don’t know.”

“So you were masturbating mindlessly,” Horn said, “No choice. No thoughts. Not even aware of what you were doing. That’s true, isn’t it, Natalie?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. The idea made my whole body tingly. I wanted to go back to touching myself.

“Are you in a committed relationship, Natalie?” Horn asked. As before, it sounded like he knew.

Unfortunately, this time that only made one of us. I thought I had a boyfriend, but I couldn’t even remember what he might have looked like. I also thought we’d just broken up. That made sense. I never would’ve cheated, and I’d gone with Steffan to get laid. Maybe Mr. Aachen had been an attempt at rebound sex. I said, less certainly, “I don’t think so, Sir.”

“So you’re not breaking a promise to anyone by letting me see you, are you, Natalie?” Horn asked.

That was a good point. I replied, “No, Sir.”

“My presence doesn’t make you uncomfortable, does it?” Horn asked. He sounded confident about that. He knew it didn’t.

I shook my head and replied more vigorously, “Not at all, Sir.”

“So you don’t have any social obligations that would make this awkward, and you don’t personally mind if I see you this way,” Horn explained, “That means that the only thing that made you ashamed before was a social norm. You’re not ‘supposed’ to do it, and you have accepted that without thinking about it. Social norms are programming. Tell me what social norms are, Natalie.”

I turned the idea over in my head for a moment. It made sense: I’d absorbed the idea at a young age, too early to think about it critically. I was just programmed to be modest. I replied dazedly, “Programming, Sir.”

“Out in the world,” Horn said, “There are good reasons to obey that programming. Laws. Customs. Group expectations. You obviously can’t just take your top off on the street or something.”

The image made me squirm a little. For some reason, taking my top off in public sounded really good right now.

Ignoring my tell, Horn continued, “None of that applies here though. Here, you must be completely open and honest with me. No shyness. No modesty. Tell me what you must be for me, Natalie.”

“Open and honest,” I agreed. That felt good, even though we’d already talked about it. Repetition felt nice. Natural.

“Lower your sheet, Natalie,” Horn said.

I reached up and tugged the sheet down, letting it slip off of me and onto the floor. Beneath it, my body was bare, and I was still so obviously turned on from before Professor Horn had come into the room. I wondered what he was thinking, whether he thought I was pretty, whether he thought this was funny or embarrassing. I couldn’t find my voice to ask anything though, just sit there, drool still slick on my cheek, thighs glistening wet, and wait for his appraisal.

Professor Horn didn’t look like this was the least bit unusual. Maybe he made girls get naked for him all the time. He did look me up and down, but all he asked was, “How does that feel?”

“Strange, Sir,” I admitted.

“You do still look a little uncomfortable,” Horn agreed, then said, “Before we go any further with today’s work, I would like to help you with that. How would that be, Natalie?”

Much as I liked that he’d given me videos to zone out to, what I really wanted was an actual human being doing it. The truth was that I didn’t really care what for. I smiled and said, “That would be nice, Sir. Thank you.”

“Good girl,” Horn said, “Close your eyes and listen to the sound of my voice.”

‹Good Girl>

My fingers clutched reflexively at the bedspread at the tingling pleasure his words brought. My eyes snapped shut of their own accord, and I felt myself focus on his words. The whole thing felt much more intense than before.

Of course, I’d been watching the training videos he left with me nonstop since then.

“My voice is all you hear,” Horn went on smoothly, “All you are focused on. You can feel my words sliding right into your mind. Penetrating your thoughts. This is easy and natural. So simple that I’m going to count to five, and by the time I finish, you will enter a deep, pleasant sleep. Tell me what you’re going to do for me, Natalie.”

“… sleep…” I breathed, already sounding halfway there.

“That’s just right,” Horn replied, “One, feeling your body grow even more relaxed. Deep breaths, feeling warm and heavy. Two, feeling yourself sink down, as though pulled by gravity. Three…”

I zoned out completely well before he reached five.

~~~

“Two,” Professor Horn said, “Able to think, and one. Wake and obey, Natalie.”

My eyes fluttered open. I was in exactly the same position I’d been in before, but it felt different now. Natural. I hadn’t done anything wrong. Professor Horn had left me videos, and I had watched and obeyed. The only way I could have masturbated during them was if he wanted me to.

I smiled at him and waited for him to say something more.

Horn asked, “How are you feeling, Natalie? Good with being naked?”

“Yes, Sir,” I nodded and said, “I feel fine, Sir. Hungry.”

“Would you like me to call for a nurse?” he asked.

For a moment, I hesitated. I’d be naked for a complete stranger. On the other hand, I knew this was a test. He wanted to see if I’d be good, just go with it. I replied, “Please, Sir. That would be good.”

He smiled and said, “All right.” He got up and pressed my nurse call button for me, then reached down and brushed my cheek with his fingertips.

I rubbed my cheek against his hand.

A moment later, the door opened and I leaned just a little to the side to see who was here. A woman stepped into the room with a breakfast tray and said, “Good morning, Professor, ma’am.”

Professor Horn turned to greet her and said, “Good morning, Susie.”

Nurse Susie stepped closer, and I got a better look at her, but it was hard to figure out what was going on. Her uniform was on the line between ‘real nurse’ and ‘porn parody of a nurse.’ Her skirt was a little too high and her improbably generous cleavage was a little too visible. The woman herself looked just a couple of years older than me, with perfect skin and bleached blond hair tucked into a ponytail. Her breasts looked fake, and her nails were painted bright pink. She had a small beauty mark on the left side of her chin. She was very pretty, although I had never liked that style of hair.

Now that Horn moved, she had a clear view of my naked body, but she didn’t even blink. She just offered the tray to Horn and said, “Here you go, Sir. Did you need anything else?”

She looked familiar, but I couldn’t think of why.

Horn said, “Not right now, thanks, but you’re a good girl to ask.”

‹good girl>

Even when they weren’t aimed at me, the words made me tingle. The effect on Susie was more pronounced: her whole body tensed, and she squeezed her eyes shut for a moment, her expression one of rapt joy. She replied, “Oh, thank you, Sir.”

She had been hypnotized too, triggers left in her mind. I could feel myself getting worked up all over. I didn’t want her to go. I wanted her to stay and explain what was going on. I couldn’t make myself speak though, and even if I could, it wasn’t for me to ask something like that.

“I’ll call for you if that changes,” Horn didn’t say a word about her reaction as he continued, “But for you, you’re dismissed.”

“Yes Sir,” she nodded at me, “Ma’am.” She turned and walked out of the room. Her figure was perfect from behind.

From the uniform, it couldn’t be a secret that she was brainwashed. Horn couldn’t just be using her for his own benefit.

The professor sat back down, tray in his hands. That jolted me back a bit: as much as I needed to know what was going on, my stomach couldn’t take much more. The tray had scrambled eggs, some toast, little single servings of butter and jam like in restaurants, a couple of sausage patties and bottles of both milk and orange juice.

Horn asked, “Feel up to handling this yourself, Natalie?”

“Yes, Sir. Thank you,” I nodded and sat up straighter. He handed me the tray, which I took gratefully.

“Tell me,” he said, “What you remember about your time here, Natalie.”

I began to carefully butter my toast. My hands were a little shaky, but I didn’t really want to be fed like an invalid, brain surgery or no. I replied, “I was out with Steffan, but we got into a car accident. When I woke up, I was here. Dr. Campbell told me I’d had an operation, and needed at least one more. He said he was going to get me a hypnotist to help during my stay. That was you. You hypnotized me. Oh, and you said I was in a clinic that was part of some private school. After that, you left me watching videos. I, uh, guess I did that all night. I don’t remember much else until you woke me up just now, not even what I ate or how I made it to the bathroom.” I wanted to ask what was going on, but I bit my lip.

“Go ahead,” Horn appeared to read my mind as he said firmly, “You can speak freely until breakfast is over.”

‹Speak Freely>

The words felt like a key turning in a lock. I looked up at him and asked, “Where am I? Why doesn’t anyone care that I’m naked? What’s with the nurse? You brainwashed her, right? I mean…” I blushed, “I appreciate all the help, I just don’t understand what’s going on at all.”

Despite my confusion, I used one of the napkins on the tray to wipe my face, then I began to eat.

Horn laughed and said, “You’re at a place called the Damiano Academy. It’s a very exclusive private school for girls, where we use techniques including hypnosis to help them do more than learn. We make sure our students are happy. You ended up here because Mr. Aachen shares your passion for hypnosis. You were talking about it during your night out. Do you remember?”

That dimly rang a bell. I thought perhaps Steffan had shown me a hypnosis app on his phone, but my recollection was foggy. I swallowed and said, “Not really, Sir. But… I mean… how?”

“We’re very private,” Horn explained, “Only people who are carefully vetted get to learn anything about us, much less how to employ our graduates. Mr. Aachen was on the list.”

“I…” I thought about that for a moment before finishing, “I see. So he was going to show me? And that’s allowed?”

Horn said, “Someone has spoken to him about bringing a girl here unannounced, but now that you are here, it’s a little late to worry about clearances.”

There was only one place this could be going. My stomach flipped and I asked, “… that’s why you’re in my head?”

It was just like in the videos I used to watch, except they were fiction or amateur.

“We can’t have you talking about this when you go,” Horn explained, “So you won’t be able to any of it. Not even the talks we’re having.”

“… go?” I asked, voice tiny. The idea of being made to forget all of this made tears well up in the corners of my eyes.

“Unless of course,” Horn said, “You decide to stick around. From what Mr. Aachen said, it sounded like you wanted to be recruited when you spoke with him.”

Thinking about that night felt very slippery. I couldn’t remember anything except what Professor Horn and Dr. Campbell had told me about it. I said, “I, uh, can I think about that?” I blushed and added, “That’s a silly question to ask around here, isn’t it?”

Horn chuckled and said, “Finish your breakfast, then we can get Susie back in here. She finished our program a few months back, and she’ll be happy to tell you all about it. In the meantime, I’m going to step out so that you can think about this more clearly. How does that sound?”

“Thanks, Sir,” I replied, “That’s… really nice of you. Especially since you don’t have to let me.”

Horn rose and patted my shoulder. He said, “Of course, Natalie. I’ll be back shortly. Just finish eating and press the call button.”

“Yes, Sir,” I nodded and uncapped my milk as he left the room.

Even with Professor Horn gone, I felt muddled as I sat alone and ate breakfast. I dimly remembered talking to my roommate Cheryl about something important just a little while ago, but I couldn’t even remember what that had been. I was pretty sure I had broken up with my boyfriend, but I couldn’t even remember his name or what he looked like. I didn’t remember a car crash, but I had apparently had surgery for it. I knew that I should want to go. The smart choice would be to just tell Professor Horn to do whatever he needed to do, and get me back home.

In fact, a small voice in the corner of my mind suggested that probably wasn’t fast enough. If I were watching me in a movie, I’d be yelling at the girl to just take out her IV and sneak out of the building. Find a cop. Get free. The only problem with that was that I didn’t want to leave. This was my lifelong dream. I was more aroused than I could ever remember.

I drank the last of my juice, set the tray on the table beside me, and pressed the nurse call button.

Nurse Susie arrived first. She stepped to the side of my bed and said, “Professor Horn said you had some questions, ma’am?”

“Yeah,” I nodded and asked, “Um. Is it weird that I’m naked? Should I cover up?”

Susie shook her head and said sincerely, “Not at all. We’re very open about the beauty of the female form here. You look good.”

“Thanks,” I blushed. As put together as she looked, that sounded even more flattering from her. I asked, “Professor Horn said this is part of a private school, and that you went here?”

“Oh yes!” Susie said brightly, “I graduated just a few months ago, and now I work for the school. Professor Horn taught some of my classes. Etiquette was the best one! Are you thinking of coming here?”

I nodded and said, “I am. But is it as simple as just… wanting to? I mean, how did you end up here?”

“I was recruited,” Susie said, “They found me in a dead-end job and offered me something better. If they made you an offer, they’ll take care of everything. Just say yes.”

“What was it like?” I asked.

“Intense,” Susie nodded down at my naked body and said, “I think you get the idea already.”

I bit my lip and nodded. I said, “I… I guess I do.”

“Is there anything else that I can do,” Susie asked with a smile, “To peer-pressure you into accepting?”

“What’s it like after?” I asked, “You’ve already had all the training. Do they still do all this to you?”

It was easy to be naked around Susie, but it was hard to be as candid with her as it was with Professor Horn. I still wasn’t sure I could say the words aloud.

“It’s wonderful. I’m still me, I’m just the best possible me,” Susie smiled, “And I still get reinforcement every day. I just don’t need it to be a good girl. Coming here was the best decision I ever made.”

Listening to her say ‘good girl’ gave me a little tingle, but it was very different than when Horn said it, even in passing. I shrugged that off and asked, “So they’ll let me go if I ask?”

“Of course,” Susie smiled brightly, “They can’t make you do anything you don’t want to do, deep down. They’re just coaxing it out of your subconscious. Easing up on a lifetime of repression. If this doesn’t convince you… well, they’ll have to cover all this up a bit, but you’ll be fine. You’ll go home. The only down side is that you won’t be here, and they’ll never ask you back.”

I nodded quietly, thinking that over. I wasn’t sure I believed that part.

Susie leaned down a bit and said, “Everything will be fine, no matter what you do. Try not to stress about it. Just follow your heart.” She added hesitantly, “Are you ready for the professor again? He said you’d want to see me alone for a bit, but he’s honestly better at explaining things than I am. That is his job, after all.”

As soon as Horn came back, I knew I wouldn’t be able to say no. I’d melt. If I wanted to make a break for it, I’d need to get out now, somehow. Maybe out the window. A part of me wanted that… but the voice was small, and getting smaller as I saw that Susie could still walk and talk. She wasn’t a zombie.

Susie just seemed happy.

I admitted, “Yeah. I’d like that.”

She smiled and said, “Good. Be right back.” She stepped to the door, opened it and just poked her head out. Susie said, “She’s ready, Sir.”

Professor Horn stepped back into the room. Now that I was thinking about it, I could feel the effect it had on me: he was the handsomest man I could think of. My body reacted instantly. My face flushed, my heart sped up. It was harder to think. Horn stepped over and asked, “Was Susie a help?”

“She was,” I agreed, “But…”

“But you still have doubts,” Horn nodded and replied, “Don’t you?”

I just nodded.

“The truth is,” Horn said, “You don’t want to be conflicted. You don’t want to choose. You want to be more like her.” He turned to Susie and said, “Nap Time, Susie. On your knees.”

‹nap time>

The word made me want to yawn.

Meanwhile, Susie’s eyes fluttered shut, her expression went vacant, and she sank to her bare knees on the tile without a word of complaint, arms folded behind her back, chest on display. Her breathing was deep and even.

“Tell me, Susie,” Horn asked, stepping behind her so that I could watch them both, “Who thinks for you?”

“You, Sir,” her reply was sleepy and contented.

“Tell me what you would do for me, Susie,” Horn said, rubbing her cheek.

“Anything, Sir,” Susie sighed contentedly.

Horn looked up at me and said, “You want to obey me. Tell me what you want, Natalie.”

‹Want to Obey>

“To obey, Sir,” I said. The words came out of my mouth before I could think about them, but they were true. I couldn’t decide. If I stayed, I’d never be able to take it back. I’d be lost. But if I left, I’d always want this and never have it. I wanted him to make me.

“In a moment,” Horn continued, “I’m going to put you into a trance and correct your thinking. I will wash the doubt and worry from your brain. You will want only what I tell you to want. Nothing else. Tell me what I’m going to do with your thinking, Natalie.”

‹Correct Thinking>

“Correct it, Sir,” I said dazedly. My worry about all of this was fading rapidly. He would take care of me. I wouldn’t have to feel torn. I’d just end up like Susie, happy and kneeling.

“Thank me for brainwashing you, Natalie,” Horn said, “Tell me that you need it.”

‹Brainwashing>

‹Need It>

The words echoed pleasantly in my increasingly foggy head. I parroted happily, “Thank you for brainwashing me, Sir. I need it.”

“Good girls, Natalie, Susie,” Horn said firmly, hand on Susie’s shoulder.

My whole body tingled with pleasure. Susie twitched, mouth opening in a surprised little ‘o,’ but she didn’t say anything.

“Nap Time, Natalie,” Horn said.

‹Nap Time>

I was gone instantly.


Chapter Four

Images of girls in blue school uniforms filled my world. All of them were in their early to mid-twenties, like me. All of them were pretty and smiling, bustling about a picturesque campus. The grass was green and perfectly manicured. The flowers were in bloom. The buildings were old brownstones, and the teachers were handsome men, mostly older.

A deep male voice explained, “The Damiano Academy trains girls to know their place.”

‹Know Their Place>

The thought washed over me, filling me with joy. I wanted to know my place. I needed to know my place. It was the most important thing I could imagine.

The outdoor images were replaced by indoor ones. First there were girls in classrooms with rapt expressions, all staring forward and mouthing things in unison. Those images were replaced with a half dozen girls on their knees, blouses unbuttoned to reveal their bare breasts. A row of men lined up in front of them, faces out of the frame, and dropped their jeans, and the girls began to suck them off in unison. Their expressions were still vacant, eyes glassy.

“Our students,” the voice over continued, “Receive the deepest conditioning via hypnosis and a variety of medical interventions. Every girl leaves the program ready for a life of blissful and unquestioning obedience.”

‹Blissful Unquestioning Obedience>

I squirmed as the words filled my head. I needed to obey.

Without warning, the voice was replaced with a low hum that made my whole body vibrate. A moment later, a pink dot opened over the image and spun open into a beautiful spiral. Vibrant pink light filled my vision, and then my head.

I drifted in mindless pink ecstasy, body alight with pleasure.

~~~

An electronic beep woke me from wherever I’d been. I came to my senses laying in a comfortable chair. My body was bare and sweaty, and the air was thick with the scent of my arousal. I was tingling and warm and relaxed, the familiar feel of leather straps binding my wrists and ankles to keep me secure while I dreamed.

I opened my eyes to the familiar sight of the clinic’s Reinforcement Room. I was in the hot seat, and Professor Horn was waiting for me. This time he had a visitor too, a very athletic looking blond man in a nice gray suit. I smiled at them both and waited patiently for them to address me.

A good girl was seen and not heard.

“I had my doubts,” the blond man said as he looked me over, “But I must admit that she seems to be taking to the advanced treatment regimen.” He had a distinct German accent. It was kind of hot.

“It’s been extremely successful in correcting her thoughts and behavior,” Horn said, “The only snag was with the altered memory imprints. It was hard to get some of the sequences to stick. We’ve ended up purging some memories to avoid confusing her.”

‹Purging Memories>

Most of what they were talking about went right over my head, but that term made me shiver in pleasure. Professor Horn was deciding what I was allowed to remember.

“So she has no idea who I am?” the man asked.

“You can address her directly,” Horn said, “She’s very docile, or I would have left her in the machine for our chat.” He turned to me and said, “Good afternoon, Nat.”

“Good afternoon, Teacher,” I smiled brightly.

The blond man said, “Hello, Nat. Do you remember me?”

I wracked my brain for a moment before admitting, “You look a little familiar Sir, but I’m afraid not.” I felt a twinge of discomfort at failing to know something here, but the professor didn’t look disappointed. That was good.

“My name is Steffan Aachen,” the man said, “And we met once before, when I brought you here. Does that ring a bell?”

That clicked. I nodded and said, “Oh! Of course. I’m sorry, Sir. Everything about that day is hazy because of the car accident. Dr. Campbell had to operate on my brain afterward. Twice. He said he had to snip a little bit out the second time, but it couldn’t have been anything important. I feel great. I just wish my hair would grow back faster.” I gestured at my head, just in case he hadn’t noticed. My hair was still growing back. All I could manage right now was a page boy cut, and it wasn’t very flattering.

He nodded thoughtfully and said, “That must have been very scary, not knowing where you were or what was going on.”

“Maybe at first Sir, but I don’t really remember. I just know that Teacher explained everything,” I smiled at Horn and said, “He made sure I was thinking correctly.”

“Do you remember what we were doing before the, uh, accident?” Steffan asked.

I said perkily, “You were going to take me back to your place and fuck my brains out, then you were going to enroll me in the school!”

“And that’s what you wanted?” Steffan tilted his head with interest. An erection was visible beneath his neatly pressed slacks.

“Oh yes Sir,” I nodded and agreed, “I’ve wanted to be a brainwashed fuck doll all my life. It was my deepest fantasy.”

Just talking about it was getting me going again. I squirmed a little in my seat.

Steffan turned to Horn and said, “All right, that’s remarkable progress for such a short time. I would never be able to tell she was so new. My superiors will not only consider this mess cleaned up, they’ll be very interested in this new process.”

“Of course, there’s no such thing as a free lunch,” Horn said, “Full disclosure: this new process does cause some cognitive impairment not present in the more traditional conditioning. She can read, but math is mostly off the table, and she’ll never be a good speller again.”

Hearing the professor talk about me negatively made me uncomfortable. I didn’t see what being smart had to do with being a fuck doll anyway. I knew enough to follow directions.

Fortunately, Steffan agreed. He said, “Being a dumb bunny suits her better than the intrepid reporter thing. I’ll convey your full report to the men upstairs, but I imagine they will find many applications for this regardless.”

I let out a small sigh of relief, but neither man seemed to notice.

“True enough. Just have to be thorough,” Horn said, “And in the interest of that… your report wouldn’t be complete without an examination of the goods, would it?”

“No,” Steffan agreed with a smile, “It would not.”

They were going to use me.

Horn turned to me and said, in a firm voice, “Nat is a mindless fuck doll. Tell me what she is.”

‹Mindless Fuck Doll>

I imagined Professor Horn had slid a key deep into my brain and turned it. The room twisted. The last thing I heard was my own voice breathing dazedly, “Mind-less fuck doll.”

~~~

I woke to the feel of a throbbing hard cock rubbing against my cheek, feverishly hot and slippery wet as I laid supine and naked on a comfortable bed. It wasn’t the first time I’d been woken up that way since coming here, but it always felt special. In my addled, half-tranced state, I always imagined that I was Sleeping Beauty, being woken up by the manhood of my fairytale Prince Charming.

It was far better than a kiss.

I opened my eyes and saw Professor Horn standing over me. He was the usual suspect. Past him, I could see that we were in one of the school’s guest suites. They all looked the same, like high end hotel rooms, right down to having hot tubs and minibars.

Someone else slid onto the bed behind me, and I remembered Steffan Aachen coming to visit. I turned my head back and saw that it was him, as naked as Professor Horn. He had a great body, far too good to keep hidden beneath a suit. He was taut and muscular, and his cock wasn’t quite as good as Teacher’s, but it was still thick and erect and aimed right at me. His member was wet too.

I’d been sucking them both while I was out. My heart sped up at the whole scene. I had never been shared by two men before. I hadn’t really expected it. Thankfully, some of Teacher’s videos had been about this, so I had an idea of what to do. I rolled over onto my back and spread my legs to give Steffan access, and looked up at Teacher, opening my mouth for him expectantly.

I hoped I looked as good as the girls in the training films.

Professor Horn put his cock against my face again, rubbing the head of it against my lips, the shaft against my cheek. I could feel drool on my chin. I panted with need.

Steffan mounted me, pushing my legs wide apart with one hand and guiding himself into my waiting pussy with the other. The head of his cock rubbed against my sensitive skin for a moment, and then he plunged into me. He shifted a little on top of me, his body pressed against mine. His chest crushed my bosom and he leaned in to nuzzle my neck as his cock penetrated me. He began to rock his hips, grinding inside of me.

I moaned at the fullness of it, the delicious friction already building between my legs.

Professor Horn cut me off mid-noise, sliding his cock into my waiting, open mouth. I pursed my lips around his shaft as he slid it deeper into me, the head of his cock at the opening of my throat. I relaxed as best I could to deep throat him.

Steffan picked that moment to nibble at my neck, his teeth worrying lightly at my flesh just as Teacher pushed his cock into my throat.

The sensation was heady, a complete loss of control. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move. All I could do was hold as still as possible while Steffan continued to grind inside of me. I couldn’t remember ever being more helpless, even

It only lasted one long moment before Horn pulled back and let me breathe again, but my whole body was tingling, and I was already close to the edge. He slapped my face lightly with his cock and said, “Show Steffan a better time, Fuck Doll.”

‹Fuck Doll>

Something clicked in my head. I didn’t feel passive anymore. Instead, I wrapped my legs around Steffan and held him close, my carefully manicured pink nails on his back.

Steffan bit down harder on my neck, sending a thrill of pleasure and pain down my spine, then he let go and growled in my ear. His breath was hot and steamy, so close. Without a word, he shifted, raising his body off of mine a bit and forcing my legs up. He went from grinding deep inside me to thrusting, his cock pounding in and out of me hard and fast and sudden. I gripped Steffan for dear life, nails digging into his poor skin.

Meanwhile, Professor Horn kept rubbing my face with his cock, teasing my lips. He held eye contact, so I couldn’t even blink while Steffan pounded me.

Horn reached down and gave my hair an abrupt tug. At the same time, he said firmly, “Cum!”

‹CUM>

Pleasure exploded from the base of my skull and the depths of my sopping inner passage, washing over me. I bit my lip to keep from screaming and tightened reflexively around Steffan.

At the same time, Steffan’s expression was one of surprise more than anything. He came with a shocked gasp and wide eyes, spurting his hot sticky seed deep inside me instantly, as though Horn had thrown a switch somewhere in his brain. The impact was enough to set me off again, white hot joy lighting up every nerve in my body. I melted as his cum dripped down my thighs, relaxing and letting him go.

Steffan panted. He looked less like a man who’d just gotten off, and more like someone trying to understand a joke that went over his head.

Horn said, “You’re satisfied now, aren’t you, Steffan?”

“Yes,” Steffan agreed dully, his softening member still half-buried inside me.

“Then you should go clean up,” Horn said firmly, “And take a nap. That’s true, isn’t it, Steffan?”

“Yes,” Steffan agreed in the same monotone. He pulled out of me and got up without another word.

I watched him go quietly. My surprise aside, Steffan had a great ass. After the shower was audible, I gave Teacher a quizzical look.

“You can ask,” Horn said with a soft chuckle. He was still holding his slick cock, ready to use it on me.

I rolled back over on my tummy and kissed the head of it, then looked up at him and asked, “What did you do, Sir?”

“Personally?” Horn said, “Nothing. He was a worker here before his big promotion. The male sex trainers get some conditioning to keep them thinking and behaving correctly with the girls. He’s moved up in the world since then, but there are always fragments left over.”

I took his cock in my hand and began to pump it gently, aimed at my face. As I did that, I said, “I didn’t know you could do that to boys.”

“Don’t worry,” Horn said with a wink, “You’re going to see lots of things here. You might even remember some of them.”

I laughed, then I went down on him.

Teacher was the most fun person in the world.


Epilogue

My life at the Academy was simple: unlike most of the students, I didn’t take classes. I just worked for the staff, anywhere they needed me. Sometimes I fucked either them or a guest. Sometimes I cooked or cleaned.

This morning, I was in a nurse’s outfit. At least, an Academy one: the skirt was just a little too short and my cleavage was just a little too exposed. I wasn’t wearing panties, either. Teacher said they would only get in the way today.

I was helping him with a new girl, another ‘nontraditional student,’ he called us. Her name was Cheryl, and she was cute as a button. She had hardly any chest to speak of, but her body was lean, fit and tiny. Teacher had described her as ‘tight,’ and I could see why.

Her face was naggingly familiar, but I saw so many girls at the school that she probably just looked like one of them.

Right now, she was strapped into the Reinforcement Chair, which wasn’t helping. The top half of her head was largely obscured by a bulky VR rig. The rest of her body was naked and glistening with sweat. She was straining a bit against the leather restraints, twitching and jerking as images bombarded her mind. Her mouth hadn’t completely shut the entire time, and a trickle of drool ran down her cheek as she breathlessly whispered along with the commands. Her thighs glistened with her juices. As brief as my time serving at the Damiano Academy still was, I’d already learned to lipread the word ‘obey.’

Finally, Professor Horn tapped a control on the room’s workstation. Cheryl’s body reacted as surely as if she were physically wired into the machine: she relaxed instantly, melting bonelessly against the chair. Her panting switched to deep, even breaths and her head sank to her chest.

Professor Horn lifted the helmet off her head, but I knew from personal experience it wouldn’t be enough to rouse her. I never remembered him doing that. Instead, she just remained still as he unstrapped her. Once he was done, he said, “Good morning, Cheryl. I’ve brought a guest to help you with an important decision. Are you feeling up to talking?”

Cheryl blinked up at the both of us, her expression still pretty vacant. She focused on my face for a moment and asked softly, “Do I know you?”

Professor Horn said firmly, “Nat helped when you first arrived, Cheryl. You remember her face looking down at you. That’s true, isn’t it, Cheryl?”

‹Remember>

When he talked that way, it always made my head fog up. He was absolutely right, of course. That’s why Cheryl looked familiar to me too. I’d helped bring her in. I knew that was it.

Cheryl’s eyes went a little unfocused at the suggestion. She nodded and agreed dully, “Yes Sir. I remember.”

She sounded like a total zombie.

“I brought Nat in here to talk to you about hypnosis,” Professor Horn explained, “So that you could ask some questions without me in the room. You will be absolutely open and honest with her. You will ask anything you want. That’s just fine. Tell me how you feel about that, Cheryl.”

“… fiiine…” Cheryl breathed happily.

Horn turned to me and said, “Tell her anything she wants to know about the Academy, and come get me when you’re done. I’ll be right in the hall.”

I smiled, nodded and agreed, “Yes, Sir.”

Making a brand new friend here was always nice.
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The Doll Academy: Passing Notes

Excerpt:

“As you all know from this week’s lecture, hypnosis is extremely effective at helping memory retention,” Professor Horn explained, “But what you don’t know - in fact, one of the better kept secrets about the Damiano Academy - is that we use hypnosis extensively to help with the education process. It’s the reason our students are all so uniformly successful, instead of having to deal with a certain inevitable number of dropouts and failing grades and so on. Going forward, many of our lessons in Etiquette will include hypnosis. In fact,” he paused for dramatic effect, “I want to show you something. Everyone look down at your tablets.” He raised his, and tapped a few commands.

Looking down at the tablet on my desk, I saw a form come up. The body was all legalese gibberish. I didn’t recognize the document, but the top of it read ‘Waiver for Educational Hypnosis,’ and I did recognize my own signature at the bottom. I’d gotten good at signing things with a stylus. It was dated two weeks ago.

I realized, with dull surprise, that we’d all agreed to this weeks ago and didn’t remember. My heart beat faster, and I could feel my panties dampening. That explained both how we had known the answers to his questions, and why I kept falling asleep in class.

From the soft little gasps around me, several other girls had just come to the same conclusion.

“As you can see,” Professor Horn said, “You all agreed to this already, and we’ve been doing it for some time now, but none of you were able to think about it outside of class sessions. I like to do this demonstration to help all my students truly appreciate what a profound effect hypnosis can have on their memory and perception. You could all answer my questions without even knowing how.”

He was talking about mind control. Professor Horn was controlling our minds, and now he was just talking about it in front of the class, the way we might talk about American History or calculus or something.

My heart fluttered and I wished I had dared to wear my vibrator to class. I was suddenly desperate to touch myself. I looked back up at Professor Horn, wanting to raise my hand, to get his attention, but nothing came to mind except wanting permission to get off.
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