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Prologue

To the best of my knowledge, being a harem girl in the old days would have meant living a caged life. No one around but a sultan you shared with everyone else, a bunch of humorless eunuch guards and some fellow women. Maybe, if I was lucky, a handsome rogue might have busted in, or an evil vizier or something.

The details were honestly pretty hazy. Most of what I knew about that time period came from Aladdin. I did know that the modern life was pretty good. This morning, the other girls and I were lounging around the pool. Bahira, Jane, Lise, and Shareefa were playing volleyball in the water, all topless. Mayuko was with the crown prince at the far end of the pool with her head in his lap, languidly giving him head while he watched the match. She was new and so I supposed he had to christen her.

I, on the other hand, was sitting in a canary yellow micro bikini beneath a parasol. The other difference between old slaves and new was that I wasn’t just here for my looks. I was also trained in medicine. The king thought it was smart to have someone on hand who knew how to do a tracheotomy or something at all his parties, no matter how raucous. I was also capable of handling any issues with the harem discreetly. All in all, it made me feel like a trophy among trophies.

It just meant that in the moment, I had a tablet with an academic journal open in one hand and a margarita in the other. I sipped and read about a new prescription drug trial while the other girls splashed and giggled. A part of me was a little jealous of them, but it paid off: being on a tablet made it much easier for the king to call me when he wanted something. A new message pinged on the screen. I opened it up, and saw that the king wanted me in his private chambers. I downed the rest of my drink in one gulp, set the glass down and padded away from the rest of my frolicking sisters.

The inside of the palace was nicer during the day anyway. The air conditioning was up and while the king had some gauche tastes in movies, there was enough genuinely classic art on the walls that the residence could have doubled as a museum. Normally I liked to take my time, but I hated to keep the king waiting.

I arrived at the master bedroom moments later. Like everything else at the palace, it was a mix of old and new: the bed was a royal purple four poster rig, big enough to bed about five. The floor was marble, the windows overlooked the garden and there was a gold fountain right in the room, flowing with ice cold water at about waist level, but he also had a flat screen TV that took up most of an entire wall beside it. Right now, it was tuned in to the volleyball performance outside with the sound off.

The king was sitting on the bed wearing a silken robe, his own tablet in hand. He was the single most handsome man I could ever remember seeing: despite his age, he was in excellent shape, strong and tall. His features were chiseled, even the flaws just adding character. He had the deepest brown eyes I’d ever seen. He turned the television off, set the tablet aside and said with a smile, “Ah, Linda. Prompt as ever.”

I slid smoothly to my knees on the cool floor and said, “Your Majesty.”

“So polite as well.” He smiled and added, “Would that all who serve me have your training. Of course, that is the business I was corresponding about now. Your colleagues sent a presentation for us to watch.”

“Yes Majesty?” I kept my eyes downcast, but the idea made my whole body tingle. I loved everything about being here, including the training. It would be wonderful if more than the girls had it.

“Rise,” the king said, “You’ve been so important to this deal, and I wanted to celebrate it with you properly before going over the boring details.”

I rose, but I said playfully, “I’m surprised we can’t do that with me on my knees, Majesty.”

“Perhaps in a bit,” he smiled back. Then, without any sort of warning, he grabbed me by the shoulders, pulled me to him and kissed me fiercely. His grip was steely and his body was hot against mine.

I could feel his erection pressing against my thigh. My heart flipped in my chest, and I leaned into the kiss eagerly, opening my mouth and meeting his tongue with mine. When he finally broke off the kiss, I was panting and my heart was racing. I struggled to think of something to say.

He didn’t wait. Instead, he reached behind me and flicked my bikini top open from behind, negligently letting it fall away, then he turned me around and bent me against the fountain, so that I had to brace against the cold golden lip of it.

A moment later, he had my incredibly brief bikini bottoms off too.


Chapter One

The air conditioning in Specimen Storage was kept about ten degrees cooler than the rest of the Ranch, but you’d never know it to step inside the room. The machinery that filled it kept it almost as warm as everywhere else. Mr. Abboud didn’t even comment on it, and he seemed to love to complain.

My guest was, instead, taken by the contents.

In another lab, Specimen Storage might have been where we kept tiny little containers of blood or tissue or the like. Here at the Ranch, the room had twenty cylinders, each about nine feet tall and five feet in diameter. They were made of transparent, high impact plastic, connected to computer terminals in the front and life support in the back and filled with a clear solution that was tinged slightly blue.

Things were different here. Mr. Abboud stood in front of the nearest one, where a girl of perhaps twenty with large natural breasts floated. Her wrists and ankles were tethered to the bottom of the tube by sturdy plastic cords. The lower part of her face was covered by a breathing and feeding mask, while her eyes were obscured by a large visor with oversized headphones. Her blond hair floated around her head like a halo. Her groin was covered, front and back, by a large black assembly attached to tubes for waste.

Her skin was flawless and milky, and if not for her current predicament, she could have been a model.

The rest of the cylinders were similarly occupied, each one containing a girl ranging from the ages of nineteen or so to twenty five in the same sort of harness. About a third of them had fake breasts, while the rest were natural. I could have rattled off all of their names and histories, of course.

All part of my job overseeing the place.

“This seems a little elaborate,” Mr. Abboud said, “I thought you would have your girls sleeping in a dorm, not in… what is this, cryosleep? It must cost a fortune compared to some secure cells.”

“Cryogenic stasis is something completely different, Mr. Abboud,” I explained, “And they’re not just being stored, they’re being kept in sensory deprivation. We find that it speeds up behavior modification immensely.”

Abboud reached for the cylinder as though he were going to put his hand on the surface of the cylinder. I gently put my hand on his arm to stop him, turning to look at him instead of the blond.

He had very pretty eyes, with far thicker lashes than I was used to, but was otherwise very average. Nose was just a little too big, teeth were perfect but his mouth was just a little too narrow. He was in good shape, and I suspected a personal trainer, but he wasn’t particularly athletic to begin with.

Abboud protested mildly, “I was only going to put my hand on the glass. Surely that can’t be a problem.”

I let go of his arm, but explained patiently, “The enclosure is temperature controlled. It’s important not to interfere with it in any way.”

I didn’t bother to tell him that if someone else had tried it, the tour would have been over. He represented too large an investment, and my boss insisted he get the royal treatment. Apparently, the man actually was a prince. I suspected it explained his manners.

“Bah,” Abboud pulled his hand back but shook his head and said, “That all seems overly cautious.” He looked back up at the subject and asked, “What do you need to do all that for anyway? I was told you just put some kind of chip in a girl’s brain to control her. If there is such a chip, why do you need to do all of this? And if this is effective, why bother with an expensive implant at all?”

I began to walk down the row of pods, inspecting them as I explained, “The problem is that turning a girl into a perfectly obedient doll is a complicated proposition. If we just hypnotize them, they’re obedient for a time. The problem is that if you treat them badly enough, or even just leave them awake long enough, they eventually begin to think for themselves again. Lobotomize them, they’re too dumb to do anything but lay there when you fuck them. Drug them, and there are harsh side effects.”

Abboud nodded and said, “I see.” He stopped at a pod containing a black girl with perky tits. Some of her skin was covered in bandages, including her right shoulder and a thin strip just above her belly. He nodded at the girl and asked, “What’s with her?”

“We remove tattoos from each subject,” I replied, “Ms. Anderson there had some tasteful stars on her body that we took off for her. By the time she wakes up, she won’t remember she ever had them.”

“I see,” Abboud nodded as he moved on. He asked, “Why not just give them a chip then? Side effects or something?” He stopped to ogle each subject, but I could hardly blame him. They had all been selected for their looks, after all.

“No,” I shook my head and said, “It’s easy to implant something in a girl’s brain that would control her gross motor functions. The doctors in our labs can - and have - whipped up devices that let them run girls around like puppets. As you say, it would obviously be much easier: there’s no real need to train a girl like that. She could be made to exercise, eat and fuck. The problem is that someone would need to be watching her at all times: a girl like that could not be trusted on her own. So you’d be paying for an operator seven days a week, and operating a person like a drone isn’t easy. Her movements would be herky-jerky, not unlike if someone were actually operating her via pulled strings. Worse, getting her to talk would be incredibly difficult. Oh, and someone would be watching every perverted thing you were doing with her at all times.”

“Gross motor functions?” Abboud actually laughed at that, “You do know how to talk dirty, don’t you, Doctor Stevens?”

I tilted my head and said, “I’m not here to talk dirty, Mr. Abboud. I’m here to explain our business to an investor. Any of the senior staff could have done that for you. At any rate, the point of sensory deprivation is to focus each girl on her training. The subjects are drugged into a trance state, then receive all of their stimulation from us. We control everything that they see and hear, and that allows us to control what they think at all times. By the time each of these girls wake up, they will be eager participants in the program, just dying to get their brain implants. None of them will need 24/7 monitoring, just routine check-ups.”

“Wow,” Abboud smiled and admitted, “All right, that’s very clever. What in the world do you make them dream about?”

“Being born and raised here,” I said, “Each girl is in this part of the program for about three months, but to them, it seems like two decades of training and school. They’re being raised to accept being the obedient property of their owners, with no concept of personal rights or dignity.”

That actually got a laugh out of the man. He said, “All right, I wouldn’t have thought of that. I will admit that it leaves out one element I would think is important here though.”

“What’s that?” I asked as we headed back toward the corridor.

“Touch,” Abboud made a boob-grabbing gesture for emphasis.

Privately, I cursed my boss for saddling me with this tour. I had real work to do, and any technician could have taken care of this. I tried not to let my impatience register and said, “It would be harder to keep them asleep if you were groping them, Mr. Abboud.”

“No, no,” he shook his head and chuckled, then explained, “Well, I mean yes. Obviously I want to paw your bottled bitches. But no, I mean… you’re giving them sight and sound. Won’t physical manhandling still seem shocking when they’re out of their sleep training?”

“That’s actually a good point,” I admitted, surprised he had anything astute to say, even though I nearly grimaced at ‘bottled bitches.’ Men who visited here were usually only interested in the end of the tour. I said, “The girls need some physical therapy after being kept asleep for months, and that’s when we get them used to being handled and touched by strangers.”

“And they’re helpless,” Abboud agreed, “So they’re both unable to resist, and probably grateful for all the help.”

I nodded and said, “That’s right.”

“Well,” he said, “I am duly impressed, but I want to see the training.”

“We can watch from an observation room, of course,” I agreed, “You can see a Trainer interacting with a girl who’s fresh out of the s-dep conditioning, helping her get used to walking again.”

Abboud said, “I would prefer to observe in person. My father wants me to see everything up close and personal.”

I didn’t know the details, but King Abboud had been allowed to use two of our girls during his last visit to the United States. I raised an eyebrow and asked, “Even after he had a chance to sample the goods?”

“With respect,” Abboud shrugged and explained, “Sex isn’t our interest. For the right price, you can find a whore willing to do whatever you want. The real issue is loyalty: we need girls who can flop around in the middle of important discussions and either remember nothing or be trusted to keep secrets. Part of us trusting you requires that you trust me. Show me everything, or the rest of the tour will indeed be pointless.”

I nodded and said, “I see your point. We have similar issues of loyalty to deal with here.”

That was a lie, of course. I understood the need for secrecy, but Abboud’s demand didn’t really make sense for that. If the king really cared how this all worked, he should have sent a fellow scientist. From his file, Abboud was a reasonably astute businessman, but he didn’t have the medical or engineering background to truly evaluate our methods.

All the same, ‘royal treatment’ was ‘royal treatment.’

“Good,” Abboud was jovial again, “I’m glad you see reason. May we proceed?”

“Absolutely,” I nodded, leading him down the corridor toward the physical therapy area. I said, “You will have to defer to the Trainer when we’re there. Don’t touch the subject without permission, and remember that the Trainer has final say over what goes on. Bad contact can set training back, and that would put us off schedule, something I’m sure your father wouldn’t like if he wants a share in our profits.”

Abboud waved his hand dismissively and agreed, “Of course, of course.”

I waved my security badge at the door of Training Suite Seven, because the girl inside was almost done with this phase. Despite my warning, it was unlikely Abboud could do anything to set her back.

The room beyond was small and cozy, a one-on-one area for physical training. There was a rowing machine, a set of weights, bars and mats. One wall was mirrored. It was small because each girl was trained separately in this phase. That way, if one girl ever had a problem of any kind, it wouldn’t set the others back.

There was a girl doing sit-ups on the mat while Trainer Kyle looked on. The girl used to be named Peggy, but her buyer wanted her to be ‘Jodi,’ so now that was the only name she remembered.

Jodi was petite, no bigger than an A-cup. She had clear gray eyes, and her straight brunette hair had regrown enough after brain surgery to be in a cute pixie cut. She wore a hot pink leotard. Her expression was one of intense concentration, but it shifted to surprise the second we stepped into the room.

As I entered, Jodi slid into a kneeling position, knees wide and hands behind her back. She kept her gaze downward and her mouth shut, though she was panting from the exercise.

Kyle was ruggedly handsome and in perfect condition, his body taut and lean, eyes piercing blue. His blond hair was kept in an almost military cut. He was in sweats and a plain white t-shirt, with a pair of black sneakers. He rose from where he had been crouching and said, “Good morning, Doctor, Mr. Abboud. How may we help you?”

I smiled at them both and said, “My guest wants to inspect a few units. Quality assurance, and all that. I thought Jodi would be a good dolly to start with.”

Jodi gasped at the phrase ‘good dolly,’ eyes widening slightly.

Abboud noticed that and asked, “What’s with her?”

Kyle said, “All the dolls here are programmed with triggers to help us show our appreciation for their good behavior. When Jodi is well-behaved, we call her a good dolly,” he stroked her hair for emphasis, “And she feels good.”

The combination of touch and trigger made Jodi let out a soft mewling noise. She blushed and her nipples stiffened visibly.

“What about bad behavior?” Abboud asked, peering at her with even more interest.

“Never happen,” Kyle patted Jodi on the shoulder affectionately and said, “So we don’t worry about that sort of thing.”

Jodi’s blush deepened, but she didn’t say anything.

“I’d like to ask her a few questions,” Abboud said, “Is that all right?”

Kyle gave me a quick glance, and I nodded slightly. He smiled at Abboud and said, “Go right ahead, Sir.”

Abboud said, “Look up at me, please.”

Jodi looked up immediately, focusing on him. She had good discipline though, and didn’t reply unprompted. She smiled happily at the attention though.

“Tell me a little about yourself,” Abboud said.

The girl smiled and said perkily, “Yes, Sir! My name is Jodi. I’m a Series Eight Doll, designed to serve and obey. I’m not done with training yet, but I’m very close!”

“I see,” Abboud nodded and asked, “Where were you born? What did you do before you came here?”

I frowned slightly, but I didn’t stop him.

Jodi kept smiling as she said, “There wasn’t any ‘before here,’ Sir. I was born in this facility, bred from the Ranch’s stock of slaves. I spent my entire life preparing for becoming a Doll.”

“So you don’t know anything about the outside world?” Abboud sounded skeptical about that.

“Of course I do!” Jodi shook her head and explained, “We study how free people live so that we can blend in. I’ve just never visited.”

“How do you feel about that?” Abboud asked, “Never going outside, never doing anything but train? Never being free?”

Jodi said brightly, “Wonderful! Being a Doll is the best life a girl could ever have. I would never want to do anything else. Training is so fun, and freedom is just awful.” She batted her eyelashes at him and added, “Who would tell me what to think?”

“That makes sense,” Abboud nodded. He paused for a moment before asking, “Is your remote control device usable, doll?”

“Yes, Sir.” Jodi nodded at a table in the corner of the room with a slim black remote. She said, “I’ve finished the whole waiting period, and it works great! Trainer Kyle uses it to put me to sleep when we finish each session so that I get my rest.”

Abboud looked up to Kyle and asked, “Would you demonstrate that for me?”

I nodded and said, “It’s just fine, Kyle. I’d like you to show Mr. Abboud quiet mode first. He expressed an interest in the hall.”

Jodi’s smile broadened. The girls were conditioned to be extremely proud of their implants, to see that as the most important difference between them and ‘normal’ women. She wriggled a little in place to get more comfortable in anticipation, and watched us all with interest.

“Yes’m,” Kyle brought the remote over, holding it where Abboud could see it, but he didn’t hand it over. He pointed to one of the controls and said, “This control places the Doll in a sort of ‘waiting’ state. She’ll be physically awake, but she’ll be unable to see, hear, think, that sort of thing.” He tapped the button.

Jodi’s eyes fluttered shut immediately and her head dropped down toward her chest. Her expression went slack and her breathing became deep and regular. She looked absolutely serene.

“When she’s in this state,” I said to Abboud, “You can talk about anything you want in front of her, and she will be completely unaware of what happened.”

“So,” Abboud asked, “You could tell me a little more about her actual background and it wouldn’t matter?”

“Right,” I nodded and said, “Her real name used to be Peggy, and she was just beginning a career in modeling when she caught the eye of a particularly wealthy and well-connected gentleman last year. He tried to play her conventional sugar daddy, but she wasn’t interested in that at all. A friend of his recommended our services. He put in a call, and in another month, she’ll be his property. And she’ll be going by a stage name, rather than her real one: as far as this unit is concerned, she’s always been Jodi.”

Abboud watched Jodi with interest as I explained the story. He asked, “How was she spirited away from her old life?”

“Maybe ninety or a hundred people die in car crashes in this country, Mr. Abboud,” I explained, “Per day. As far as the outside world is concerned, Peggy was just another unfortunate statistic.”

My guest laughed at that and said, “You’ve thought of everything, I see.” He looked at Kyle and asked, “Since she’s already been purchased, I assume I can’t sample her?”

“No,” Kyle shook his head and agreed, “I’m afraid that would not be possible. I could have her strip if you’d like to inspect her body, but we never let guests touch active trainees.”

“Go ahead and turn her back ‘on,’ then,” Abboud said, “I’d like to see that too.”

Kyle tapped another button on the remote.

Jodi’s eyes snapped open, her vacant expression was replaced with a big smile again. She looked up at us expectantly, almost squirming in her eagerness to please.

“Jodi,” Kyle said, “Please strip so that our guest can get a better look at you.”

“Yes, Sir!” she nearly bounced to her feet and peeled off her leotard. She let it drop haphazardly to the ground, which was a minor breach in discipline, but it was clear that she was just happy to be naked for company. She stood at attention with a big, toothy smile, waiting for him to examine her. Like most of our Dolls, she was completely smooth and hairless below her head. Most customers preferred that.

Abboud asked, “Have you ever known anyone by the name of ‘Peggy,’ Doll?”

Jodi shook her head and said, “No, Sir.”

“Would you mind bending over,” Abboud asked, “And splaying your cunt open for me?”

“Of course, Sir!” Jodi turned around, facing the mirror and braced against the weight machine. She bent forward and used her free hand to spread her bright pink pussy for us all to see without a hint of modesty.

Abboud glanced at Kyle and asked, “Can the remote make her cum?”

Kyle nodded and said, “Absolutely.” He held out the remote and said, “Press the pink button. Just once, and only tap, don’t hold it down.”

“Right,” Abboud tapped the pink button, then turned to watch Jodi.

The Doll’s eyes went wide in the mirror and her grip on the bar in front of her tightened until her knuckles were white. She let out a low, throaty moan, her whole body twitching. She held position though, not even trying to masturbate.

Abboud watched with fascination, a hint of an erection visible through his slacks.

Jodi finished a moment later. She blinked rapidly, but she didn’t speak or get out of position. Her discipline was impressive for the relatively brief time she’d been chipped.

“What do we say, Jodi?” Kyle asked, patting her bottom gently.

Jodi turned around and knelt again, face flushed. She looked up at Abboud and said, “Thank you, Sir!”

Abboud smiled down at her and said, “You’re welcome, Jodi. Good dolly.”

Jodi squeezed her eyes shut and said, “Mmm… thank you, Sir!”

Abboud turned to me and asked, “How does the device do that to her without any external stimulation?”

“It’s wired directly to the pleasure center of her brain, including the medulla oblongata,” I explained, tapping the base of Jodi’s skull lightly for emphasis. She stood still, but clearly enjoyed the continued attention. I added, “That allows us to control a variety of things that mere hypnosis wouldn’t be enough to do.”

“Fascinating,” Abboud nodded approvingly. “Well, I believe that will be all in this room. We can move on.” He turned to Jodi and Kyle and said, “Thank you both. That was most informative.”

Kyle said, “Yes Sir, Ma’am.” He turned back to Jodi as we headed out of the room.

Once we were in the hallway, I said, “We have a number of other training areas that you can look at, including a number of group activities, but the trainees are all going to be like Jodi back there.”

“That was impressive, but for now I have a question for you, Doctor.” Abboud said.

“Go on,” I nodded.

“As a woman,” he asked, “How do you feel about kidnapping and brainwashing these girls? Altering them against their will?”

“Every girl we take in ends up happier where she is,” I shrugged and explained, “It’s true they don’t have a choice about it, but in my experience, choice is overrated. The difference with Jodi back there is night and day. She came to us without any family or connections, but she’s going to spend the rest of her life upbeat, positive and fulfilled.”

“Well,” Abboud said, “I suppose I can’t argue with that. I believe I would like to try one of your girls before I actually finish the tour, but I can already assure you I will be giving my father a positive review of your facilities.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” I nodded at him and said, “Dr. Traylor wanted to be the one to set you up with a sample girl. If you’ll come back to our main office with me, he already had someone in mind.”

“Perfect,” Abboud said with a big smile, “That would be just perfect.”

We headed back to the elevator, and to the above ground portion of the facility. The Ranch actually looked like a farm above ground, albeit a very modern one. My boss, Dr. Traylor, kept his own office in one of the buildings up there instead of in the labs like the rest of us. He loved the fresh air, and insisted that rank had its privileges. It was still just as modern and clean as every other part of our compound though.

He rotated secretaries often, usually picking one of our floor models out of each batch for personal use. Right now, the girl in front of his office was an improbably buxom blond with gorgeous blue eyes and a secretary outfit straight out of the opening scene of a porno.

My boss was many things, but subtle wasn’t one of them.

The girl looked up at us and said, “Hello, Dr. Stevens, Mr. Abboud. Dr. Traylor has been waiting for you. Go right inside.”

“Thank you,” I offered the girl a polite smile, and stepped past her into Traylor’s office.

My boss was in his late fifties. I didn’t know exactly how old, because I didn’t have access to records about higher-ranking personnel. He looked like he had been a Trainer once upon a time though: despite his age, he was in great shape, and still pretty handsome. His hair was dark and short cropped, his eyes big and brown. He smiled at us and said, “Welcome back, Doctor, Prince. How was the tour?”

“Very informative,” Abboud said, “Dr. Stevens was very helpful, and I found the your facility impressive. I believe I’m ready for the last part of my visit.”

“Of course,” Dr. Traylor nodded and opened a drawer in his desk. He produced another black remote. He said, “I’m sure Dr. Stevens will be just as helpful now as she’s been all day.”

I suddenly felt very nervous, like I’d forgotten something important. It felt like maybe I’d left an oven on or misplaced my wallet, only to remember it an hour from home. I asked, “What subject am I getting for our guest, Sir?”

“She really doesn’t know,” Abboud looked at me and asked, clearly impressed, “Does she?”

“No,” Dr. Traylor said, “She was wearing a leash just two days ago.” He raised the remote.

It was obvious what was going on, but I still couldn’t process it. Somehow, during my work here, I must have been chipped. I couldn’t imagine why they would have done it: I’d been a loyal worker here for years. For a split second, I considered running.

Then Dr. Traylor pressed the button, and my entire world twisted.


Chapter Two

Memories unspooled in my brain, disjointed and vivid, completely washing away the room in front of me. I couldn’t even see my guest or my boss, only the past.

Most of the memories were of normal days at the Ranch, being trained. During each one, I woke in my bunk, padded naked to the group shower and ate breakfast with my fellow Dolls. There was never any talking. None of us had been told what to say, so we all just ate our food in pleasant silence and waited patiently for the Trainers to come and give us directions. Sometimes we went alone with them, and sometimes we went to group sessions.

Even though the fun each day was different, they all ran together. I never could’ve said how many happened or what order most of them happened in. Time didn’t mean much to a Doll. We had always been in the complex, born and raised. We were free of doubt, worry and disagreements. No one was jealous. No one was scared.

Sometimes individual moments bubbled to the surface anyway, distinct from the flood of random images. I focused on each one with delight.

Life at the Ranch was paradise, and I was so happy to remember it again.

~~~

The world resolved into a scene in a room like Jodi’s, one where I’d spent weeks relearning how to walk after getting chipped.

Today was special though. I was sitting on my haunches with a plug buried in my ass today, the largest one yet. I’d been wearing them in increasingly big sizes to help me learn how to accommodate a real cock there. It was a little uncomfortable, but it meant I didn’t need to wear a leotard. I was allowed to be naked for the entire session whenever I took one.

It was lovely.

Trainer Alan stood over me. He was the handsomest man I could imagine, with light brown hair and beautiful brown eyes. His face was rugged and square-jawed, and his body was taut and muscular. I knew from experience that he was strong enough to lift me right off the ground and hold me aloft, and the sight of him always made me wet. Right now, he had my remote in hand, and that was even better.

There was no point having a wonderful chip in my brain without someone using it.

Alan asked, “How are you feeling today, Linda?”

“Good, Trainer,” I smiled up at him, wishing that I could say something to let him know just how much I wanted him to use me right now. I squirmed a little in place.

“Anal plug fitting well, then?” he reached down and ran his fingers through my hair, sending little thrills of pleasure down my spine.

“Yes, Trainer,” I leaned into his touch, nearly purring with pleasure.

“What can you tell me,” he asked, “About the hippocampus, Doll?” His fingers wandered lower, down the nape of my neck.

“Hippos are fat!” I giggled, “A campus full would be funny.”

“That they are,” he laughed. Then he tapped a button on the remote and asked, “How about now? What can you tell me about the hippocampus, Dolly?”

The button made my whole body tingle. I was surprised to hear myself respond, “It’s a part of the brain, sorta horseshoe-shaped. Retains long-term memories. It is not directly accessed by a Series Eight chip.” I looked up at him in surprise. I could actually picture a diagram in my head, visualize where it was.

“Go ahead,” Alan asked, “Speak freely, Doll.”

“How come I know that?” I asked, “That sounds like doctor-talk.”

“It is,” he replied, fingers moving down my shoulder, still featherlight. He explained, “We’re programming you for doctor stuff because you’re the smartest Dolly that we have in training right now.”

“Smartest Dolly?” I asked, feeling befuddled, “But Dollies don’t need to be smart. We just need to fuck and suck.” I hoped he would take the hint.

My Trainer shook his head and said, “Don’t worry. You’ll get to do that too. See, we have an important customer coming. He wants a Doll, just like they all do. But we also need a doctor to go with him. We’re going to have special directions for you sometimes.”

“Like a secret agent?” I asked, eyes wide. I couldn’t believe they’d picked me. It seemed like Molly looked more like Black Widow. I wasn’t even redheaded. The idea of spying was exciting. Maybe I’d get to hang upside down on a rope or something.

“Like that,” Alan explained, “But don’t worry: you won’t remember most of this. You won’t even remember this discussion until it’s time. Tell me how you feel about that, Doll.”

“Sounds fun, Sir!” I smiled and said, “I can’t wait.”

“Well,” he unfastened his jeans, “Maybe you can wait a little.” He dropped them and his cock sprang free, already hard. His shirt hit the floor a moment later, but I barely even noticed his washboard abs. All I was interested in was his cock. All the Trainers were well-hung, but Alan was my favorite. His member was thick and veiny, like in the training films we watched so much.

I giggled and leaned forward, opening my mouth to take him inside it.

He smiled and said, “Naughty girl.” He gently pushed my head back and added, “I didn’t tell you where I wanted it.” His tone was playful rather than concerned, but he was right.

Normally, being corrected about something like that would make me blush. I knew I was supposed to wait for directions, but I felt feisty this morning. Suddenly inspired, I looked up at him and said, “A secret agent would take charge. Black Widow would never wait to be told when to blow you. Sir.” I stuck out my tongue, but I didn’t try too hard to push against him.

He laughed, then guided my head a little closer to his groin. He didn’t put his dick to my mouth though. Instead, he rubbed my face with his shaft, his flesh hot and throbbing against my smooth cheek, teasing me. He said, “Spies get tortured too.”

Something clicked in my brain. I couldn’t tell what was different, only that something was happening with my chip. My whole body tingled pleasantly. I gasped and heard myself say, “Oh no! You fiend! You’ll never make me talk!”

I felt like a puppet, reciting someone else’s lines, and it made the insides of my thighs slick with need.

“Maybe I can’t make you talk,” Alan laughed, “But I bet I can make you squeal!”

Alan pushed me sideways onto the mat I was kneeling on roughly, then rolled me face down on it. He crouched beside me and put one hand between my shoulders to pin me down. He was much stronger than I was, his hands warm and big. I wriggled a little, but didn’t bother to really fight. It was fun to be on the mat, cheek pressed against it. A moment later, he began to spank me lightly with his free hand.

I loved being spanked, and normally I would’ve wanted it a lot harder. He was using a cupped hand to make the blows loud rather than serious, and he was only hitting my cheeks. The plug changed things though: every single stroke of his hand made me clench around the thick hard toy, sending shocks of pleasure rolling through me that were so intense that they were edged with pain. My vision began to blur, and I began to let out helpless little mewling noises before I even realized I was doing it.

If he kept it up, he was going to make me cum just from the spanking, but he seemed to realize that too. My Trainer stopped short, leaving me breathless and aching with need. Dolls were never supposed to speak out of turn, but I managed to moan, “… please, Sirrrr…”

Trainer Alan rubbed my stinging ass cheeks, sending more waves of tingling pleasure and pain arcing along my body. He asked, “Please what, Dolly?”

I wriggled and squirmed, pushing my bare ass upward and pressing my forehead to the gym mat. I begged, “Please, Sir! I need it!” It was easier to ask now that he’d told me to.

He rolled me over, the mat icy against my bare back and ass. The plug pressed even deeper into me, sending a shock of sensation down my spine, so intense that it was impossible to tell if it hurt or felt good. I let out a short, sharp scream.

Alan didn’t even blink. He just pushed my legs high and wide. I was limber enough that he could get them right by my ears. All Dolls had to be: we did yoga and dancing to help with that. When he pushed into me, he felt even bigger than last time, and I could feel his cock rub against the plug through my sensitive flesh. The wonderful feeling nearly set me off instantly, pleasure arcing through my body. His first stroke was slow and deep, and even though I knew it was impossible, he felt even bigger than the last time we’d fucked. This time, he barely fit at all.

Once he’d plumbed my depths, he began to ram it into me, his motions swift and fierce. Every thrust was hard and deep, his manhood driving in and out of me like a piston.

I panted, the noises coming from me sounding less like a person and more like a rubber squeeze toy. I certainly felt like a chew toy, trapped between his hot, muscled body and the cold hard floor, hardly able to breathe. I squeezed my eyes shut, colors playing on the insides of my eyelids as he hammered me, uncertain if I would even be conscious by the time he finished. I could feel the chip in my brain holding back the orgasm, forcing my body to unnatural heights of need. No matter the electric tension there was inside me, no matter the delicious friction, I absolutely couldn’t finish without permission.

Finally, my Trainer came inside me, a hot torrent of sticky seed pouring inside. It smacked the inside of my thigh, and it was like flipping a switch. Pleasure exploded from both between my sopping thighs and the tingling base of my skull.

My scream was the last thing I heard before the memory dissolved back into a jumbled stream of endless days at the Ranch.

~~~

My memories resolved again. I was a doctor, and I was in Lab Nine, the lights down because we were using it. It was one of several areas where we kept reinforcement chairs for slaves to help condition them. The device itself looked a bit like a dentist’s chair, but with leather restraints. Right now, Doll Patti was strapped into this one, with an assembly covering most of her head. Large, noise-canceling headphones were feeding her ultrasound and subliminals. A device that looked like an optometrist’s autorefractor was just a couple of inches in front of her face. I had enough room to see her face, her expression one of total rapture. Colored light danced in her wide, glassy eyes, the brightest thing in the otherwise dim space.

She was following along with the flood of messages being poured into her helpless, pliable brain, a stream of barely audible whispers, “Obey. Obey. Obey. Obey. Kneel. Submit. Obey.”

While her face was mostly covered, the rest of her body was completely exposed. Her bare flesh glistened with sweat, and despite the fact that her mind was almost completely gone, her gigantic breasts heaved as she panted. A bright pink toy stuck out from between her legs, its buzzing almost subliminal too.

Her EEG readings were in one pane on the display in front of me, the colorful spikes narrow with her docility. The text of the messages she was being fed scrolled down the other side in real time. She was being fed far too many messages to keep up with verbally, her brain overwhelmed and soaking up command after command to accept and obey our authority.

The process was so thorough and intense that watching it felt hypnotic too. Seeing her so completely controlled had me wet beneath my conservative blue uniform. I thought about opening my pants and sliding my hand down them, watching the same words she was seeing. Letting them make me like her. I was sorely tempted, but her cycle was almost up. She’d be waking up soon, and even if I thought I could get away with such unprofessional behavior, there wouldn’t be enough time for me to really enjoy it.

I was so caught up in the fantasy that I almost missed the lab door slide open. I turned around and saw my boss, Dr. Traylor enter the room. Trainer Alan was just a step behind him.

Like all Trainers, Alan was fit and cute. He could’ve made a killing as a personal trainer at a normal gym. The good doctor, on the other hand, was simply magnificent. Just looking at him made me weak in the knees, and put butterflies in my stomach. I felt so lucky to be working with someone so smart and sexy. I realized that my face was hot from my arousal, which only deepened my blush. I stammered softly, “Hello Sir, Trainer. Good afternoon.”

Traylor took a look at the display and asked, “How is Patti’s session going?”

“All readings are in the green, Sir,” I smiled at him and said perkily, “She’s almost ready to wake up.” I was so happy to give him good news.

“How about you?” Traylor asked, “How’s your day going?”

“Great, Sir!” I gushed, “I’m so glad to be working here. I can’t imagine a better job.” Thinking about how great it was to work with brainwashed, sexually compliant Dolls was just getting me even more worked up.

“Good. But you look a little flushed,” Traylor replied, “Why is that, Dr. Stevens?” He added, his tone firm, “Be completely honest.”

‹Completely Honest›

“I was thinking about staring into Patti’s stream of commands and masturbating myself into a trance, Sir!” The words were out of my mouth before I realized I was speaking. I clapped a hand over my mouth, eyes wide.

The worst part was, the embarrassment was just making my arousal more intense.

“Mm,” Traylor turned to Alan and said, “I see what you mean. She’s definitely still having some issues transitioning into her new role.”

“Yes, Sir,” Alan agreed, “She nearly tranced herself during group exercise a couple days ago.”

“I - I can explain,” I floundered.

Traylor turned back to me and raised an eyebrow. He asked, “Can you, Doctor?”

“Well,” I realized that I actually couldn’t. I’d never had a fetish for mind control before coming here. All the same, I had to say something. I flailed, “It’s just that my life was so dull before I came here. I hardly even had a boyfriend, and now I’m around so much sex. The Dolls are turned on all the time, the Trainers are hot, and then there’s you, Sir. It’s just so hard to stay professional.”

I couldn’t believe I’d said that, but there was no taking it back.

Beside me, the work station beeped to let us know that the chair was done. I started to move to release Patti, but Alan stepped around me without a word and began to take care of it. Beside me, the devices surrounding Patti’s head unlocked and withdrew from her with a low mechanical whir, then Alan began to unstrap her.

Meanwhile, Traylor said, “That’s to be expected, Linda. May I call you Linda?” He didn’t sound mad.

“Yes, Sir,” I nodded, so happy that I wasn’t in trouble.

“Thank you. Linda,” he continued, “The bad news is that we’re going to need to take some steps to make sure your mind is more on your work. It’s of the utmost importance that you not be distracted by anything that happens in this place, no matter how sexy you find it.”

“Yes, Sir,” I looked away, hoping my disappointment wasn’t as obvious to him as it sounded in my ears.

Beside me, Alan gently helped Patti to her feet. She was off-kilter after such intense training, barely able to stand on her own, but it would pass in a moment. I’d seen it dozens of times before, always jealous of them.

“The good news,” Traylor reached out and touched my cheek, gently turning my head back toward him as he explained mildly, “Is that Mr. Shaw and myself are going on break in a moment. We came to requisition Patti for a little fun.” He added, his tone steely again, “You’re going to come with us.”

‹Come With Us›

I stared into his eyes, feeling dazed. I could hardly believe this was happening. I murmured back, “Come with you.”

“Yes, Linda,” he continued in the same tone, “You can blow off some steam by blowing the two of us with Patti.”

‹Blow Us›

“… blow you…” I agreed, nodding. I was lightheaded, my entire body feeling warm and tingly. Maybe I could learn something about having fun from the Doll.

“Then,” Traylor said in the same tone, “We’ll put you in the chair, and program you to be more focused on work.”

‹Program You›

“… program me…” I felt my whole body swaying, the idea of being put in the chair even more compelling than finally being allowed to have Dr. Traylor’s cock in my mouth.

“This is all perfectly normal,” he assured me in the same tone, his eyes so deep and beautiful, “It’s absolutely routine.”

‹Perfectly Normal›

“… perfectly normal…” I agreed. Of course it was. He was in charge of me. He had every right to train me as he saw fit.

Traylor snapped his fingers, and the sound nearly made me jump. I blinked rapidly, heart suddenly pounding. He asked me, “How’s that sound? Get you kneeling and sucking, then slap you in the chair until your head is a little more on-task. Good with you, Dr. Stevens?”

“Wish we’d done it sooner, Sir!” I smiled widely, no longer blushing. I asked, “You’ll be the one programming me, right?”

“Of course,” he stepped aside to let Alan help Patti out of the room. He started to follow, but I suddenly felt bold. I stopped him with a hand on his shoulder and let the door slide shut.

As soon as it did, I added, “You don’t have to keep it work-related, Sir.”

He smiled and said, “Understood.” He put his hand on my ass as he led me out of the room and assured me, “Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of your brain.”


Chapter Three

I came to my senses on my knees on the smooth floor of Dr. Traylor’s office. My head felt fuzzy, even crowded. I remembered two lives: one of them as a Doll in the Ranch from the time I could walk to just a couple of weeks ago. It was as real as anything else, even though I knew it wasn’t possible. We didn’t even have facilities to raise anyone, much less ‘breeding stock’ slaves. All our girls were brought in from the outside, their deaths faked. I still remembered being a doctor too, going to school. Late nights studying, long shifts as an intern.

The two sets of memories clashed in every possible way. Dolls were supposed to be simpering and brainless, docile and obedient. If an owner told their Doll the sky was green, she was supposed to agree. Being a doctor included being assertive, knowing more than the people around me.

I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to be now, and that confusion was heightened by the fact that I now knew both sets of memories were utterly fake. Maybe a year ago, I’d been someone else entirely. Probably someone without the slightest ambition, someone no one would miss and now she’d be a stranger.

The idea of them screwing with my head that much was making me wet.

Abboud asked impatiently, “How long is she just going to sit there?” The words reminded me that the two men were still standing right above me.

I blinked up at the two of them. I knew that if I were a proper Doll, I wouldn’t be able to speak right now, so I just put on the biggest smile I could.

Traylor said, “Her eyes are focusing properly again. I imagine the disorientation from recalling her true nature has worn off.” He looked down at me and asked, “How are you feeling, Dolly?”

‹Dolly›

The word was relaxing, calming my jumbled worries about who I was, who I was going to be. I could still think, but I focused on my boss. I said, “Better, Doctor.”

“Good,” Traylor said, “Linda, you’re auditioning to be Mr. Abboud’s personal Doll. I expect you to make us all very proud.”

“Yes, Doctor,” I agreed, “It will be my pleasure.” Privately, I wondered why I was still able to think. Serving the oafish prince would be a lot easier without the ability to think about what I was doing.

“A bribe?” Abboud raised an eyebrow.

Traylor shook his head and said, “I prefer to think of her as a gift.”

“Oh,” Abboud laughed and said, “That’s too bad. I’ll totally take a bribe. Two, if you’re feeling generous.”

“Not that generous,” Traylor laughed, “But by all means, consider Linda yours.” He looked back at me and said, “Take Mr. Abboud to Guest Suite Two and give him the royal treatment. Make him want only you.”

‹Royal Treatment›

The words slid into my brain pleasantly, wiping out the last of my confusion and muting my inner monologue. All that mattered now was showing Abboud the Royal Treatment. I wasn’t just ordered to go and fuck him, I wanted to more than anything, and I was glad he didn’t have to share me with Traylor. I rose gracefully off the floor and agreed, “Yes, Doctor.” I turned to Abboud and said, “If you’ll come with me, Sir?”

“Lead the way,” Abboud said, smacking me playfully on the bottom. Quite suddenly, he was the handsomest man in the compound. I loved his eyes in particular, so deep and soulful.

“Yes, Sir!” Being spanked, even just a little, felt good. I led him out of the office. The room my boss had picked out was above ground too, a luxury suite that we used to entertain clients in the ‘farmhouse’ on the property. We walked outside, past a group of a half dozen Dolls doing jumping jacks for a Trainer, and four more doing actual cleaning without supervision.

Quite suddenly, I had dim memories of doing both things: I remembered doing calisthenics out in the fields beneath the hot summer sun, feeling my body get leaner and better under the loving discipline of my Trainer. I remembered mopping and dusting to get used to doing those chores for a future buyer, learning how to cook fancy dishes I couldn’t even spell with the accuracy of a gourmet chef.

Inside the farmhouse, the building was as modern and clean as everything else, but far less sterile. We kept it in five star condition. Guest Suite Two was on the ground level. It had a king sized bed, a private bath and shower, a huge flat screen TV and a hot tub. If not for the separate wine fridge and the rack of immaculately clean sex toys along one wall, it would have been easy to mistake for a normal hotel suite.

Abboud looked around and allowed, “Not bad.” He began to undress, laying his suit carefully over a chair to avoid wrinkling it.

“Thank you, Sir,” I smiled at him. His approval felt warm and sunny. Whatever happened here, I had to impress him.

‹He Needs A Drink›

The thought popped into my head unbidden, followed by a list of the drinks in the minibar. I realized, with a thrill, that someone was running me. There had to be a camera in the room so they could see what I was doing. I resisted the urge to look for it. Instead, I asked, “Would you like a drink, Sir? We have some Dom Perignon set aside for you.”

“That sounds good,” Abboud agreed, shirtless now. His body was wonderful. He asked, “So, how long did it take to make you think you were smart, Doll?”

“Two weeks,” I answered as I pulled out the bottle of champagne and poured him a glass.

‹Relax Him›

The thought was powerful, making my whole body tingle. I cast a backward glance at Abboud, who was facing away from me, before I removed a small vial from my pocket. It had 5 mL of a colorless, odorless drug that we used to help unchipped girls relax and open up. I couldn’t remember ever taking it, but it would’ve been too early in the training. I upended the vial into the champagne and tucked it away.

It felt strange to be doing all of that by remote control, but still remember my education: I knew the alcohol would only serve to speed up the effects, helping overcome the fact that Abboud was bigger than most Dolls.

“Were you faking?” he asked, clearly fascinated by that, “Or do you have actual skills?” He dropped his pants, laying them over his shirt.

“I wasn’t faking,” I explained as I handed him the glass, “I assisted on a chip implantation three days ago.”

“Wow,” Abboud took a sip and said, “Never mind slaves, you guys would make a killing on college campuses.”

“Well,” I smiled and said, “It’s a little more involved than that. Without the chip in my brain that turns me into a mindless puppet and the months of brainwashing, I don’t think it would have been so easy. ‘Learn your job skills in under a year for the price of your free will’ is probably a hard sell.”

“Don’t be so sure,” he laughed. He added, “You seem a lot more lucid than Jodi. How does it feel,” he nodded to the remote on the nightstand, “Knowing that I’m going to turn you into a fuck puppet in a few minutes. Do you mind? Do you care?”

“It’ll be fun, Sir,” I smiled and asked, “Do you want me naked before or after?”

“Strip now,” he sat on the bed and raised the glass at me, “I’ve wanted a better look at you since the good doctor explained this whole thing to me this morning.”

“Yes, Sir,” I began to peel out of my uniform, starting with the top. My breasts weren’t a whole lot bigger than Jodi’s, but he seemed to like them anyway.

“That’s good discipline on the part of your men,” Abboud said. He took a longer sip and continued, “It seems like it would be hard to go from teaching you how to suck cock to taking orders from you, no matter how well they’re paid.”

“They’re conditioned too,” I said with a smile, “Not as much as us Dolls are, of course. No expensive chips in their brains or anything. But we couldn’t risk a bunch of men with access to all these hot, obedient slave girls without taking some steps to make sure they were perfectly loyal. Not to mention the possibility of a leak, blackmail or outright theft.”

I let my blouse hit the ground, followed by my skirt. I wouldn’t be needing them again. When I left here, it would be in normal civilian clothes. I wouldn’t miss the clothing: the plain blue uniform wasn’t very flattering, just designed to hold up really well for twelve hour shifts. I wasn’t so sure about the life though. Even if it was fake, it was strange to think about it all ending right now, in this room.

I wondered how long I’d worry about that. It seemed strange that Dr. Traylor, or whoever was pulling my strings, was letting me think this much.

“You could make a pretty penny at that too, then,” Abboud laughed and said, “My family would pay great sums of money for perfectly loyal employees, especially without the technology to worry about.” He finished the glass of drugged champagne and gave me an appraising look.

My bra and panties weren’t any more risque than the uniform, just plain white. Not even lacy. I took the bra off first, letting my breasts free. I was one of the ‘natural’ Dolls, for which I was grateful. Getting the huge implants seemed like a recipe for back problems. Without thinking about it, I began to rub my breasts for him, tweaking my nipples to get them hard. I looked down at him and replied, “I’m not in charge of that, but I know we’d be happy to offer you access to that technology. I can even talk about it right now.”

He stared fixedly at my bare chest, his expression softening even as his cock got visibly hard again in his pants. He blinked slowly and agreed dully, “Yes. Talk about it.” Abboud wasn’t slurring his speech yet, but he would be in soon.

‹Stimulate Him›

The thought popped into my head, intense and good. An image of a woman kneeling and sucking a cock unfolded in my mind, and I felt a tingle at the direct control. I slid to my knees in front of Abboud. I held eye contact as I unfastened his pants and tugged the fly open. I explained, “First, we have to get them all turned on. You’d like me to show you, wouldn’t you Sir?”

“Mmmmhmm,” he nodded, eyes looking more glassy by the moment. He spread his legs a little wider, but he didn’t move to whip it out.

I reached up and tugged at his pants. He had enough presence of mind to wriggle, helping me tug them down around his ankles. His cock sprang free, and I gripped it firmly. He was only average, but that was all right. All that mattered was getting him stimulated. I began to pump him gently, not wanting to move too fast and jar him from his increasing relaxation.

His eyes were wide. He nodded and agreed, “Yes.” With difficulty, he added, “I feel… funny.”

Words popped into my brain and began to come out of my mouth, someone else’s entirely. My whole body tingled with the realization that I was under complete remote control right now. My hand began to jerk him off faster all on its own, my grip tightening on his throbbing shaft. As I did that, I heard myself coo at him, “Everything is just fine, Sir. Absolutely nothing is wrong. Some music would help get you in the mood. Wouldn’t it, Sir?”

Goosebumps rose on my bare skin. I sounded just like Dr. Traylor. I was a puppet that could turn other people into puppets too.

Abboud was oblivious. His expression went to one of dull confusion. “Some music,” he agreed softly, “Yes. Some music…” he trailed off, clearly having trouble concentrating, “Music would be nice.”

Low, sensual music came on in the room. It was deeply familiar, a song laced with subliminal messages that Dolls fucked to during training. From my time as a doctor, I knew that it didn’t matter if I knew what was coming. My brain would react anyway, and so would Abboud’s.

He didn’t seem to notice that I hadn’t actually pressed a button or anything. Instead, his cock just stiffened and twitched in my grip. He let out a soft moan, his fingers clutching at nothing.

I leaned forward, feeling like I was on strings, and began to lick his shaft like ice cream, tracing every vein along the base. My motions felt just a little off-kilter, a little too stiff, and I loved it. I could picture someone at a terminal, typing away. The music was helping too, making my nipples hard, my skin ache with need. I was already sopping wet.

Above me, Abboud just sighed with pleasure. He tried to hold eye contact, but his eyelids were drooping, and his expression was going increasingly slack. His breathing became deep and even. Despite the relaxation, his cock was absolutely rock-hard.

I took him between my pursed lips, my head bobbing up and down faster now. As I began to blow him helplessly, the lights dimmed and a low throbbing noise filled the room, something that made my entire body vibrate pleasantly.

For a split second, Abboud looked surprised. He opened his mouth to say something, but the screen behind me flipped on. His eyes focused on it instantly, and his mouth just hung open, his words forgotten.

Still moving on strings, my head pulled away from his cock, and my body turned around on the floor. I settled into a position on all fours on the lush carpet in front of the suite’s bed, my gaze settling on the huge screen too.

Vibrant colors swirled on the display, a whirlpool of blue and purple and gold dragging my eyes downward. My body continued to move under its own power, my left hand reaching back and splaying my nether lips wide open for Abboud, but I was barely aware of it. Instead, I stared forward, no longer able to blink. The screen seemed to expand, swallowing up the rest of the room. Words began to shimmer across the surface, flickering just a little too fast for me to read.

Abboud slid to ground behind me with a soft little grunt, then clumsily mounted me from behind. One of his hands patted my side until he found my hip, while the other clumsily guided the head of his saliva-slickened cock inside me. He began to penetrate my inner passage while the messages on the screen penetrated my mind. Individual commands began to pop into my head one after the other, each one wiping out everything else in my mind:

‹OBEY›

‹SUBMIT›

‹KNEEL›

‹OBEY›

It felt like his cock was punctuating each command, driving the words deeper inside me. Forcing them into my eager, waiting subconscious.

Everything else melted away. My world was just the sensation of a man I no longer remembered thrusting into me, clumsy and mechanical, while the glorious Colors and Words thrust into my mind. My body was slick with sweat, pleasure arcing across my skin like electricity. My eyes ached, but I could barely blink. I could hear people moaning along with the Words, but I didn’t know who they were.

It might have gone on for hours or day, before a single word began to repeat for us:

‹CUM›

‹CUM›

‹CUM›

Pleasure crashed over me, explosions of joy starting both between my legs and at the base of my skull and radiating out in waves. A moment later, the cock inside of me spurted and cum filled my tight inner passage until it ran down the insides of my thighs. I heard two ragged screams, and I thought one of them had to be my own.

‹SEPARATE›

The man who was fucking me pulled out without a word. I wondered dimly who he had been.

‹SLEEP›

And then I wondered nothing else.

~~~

When Trainer Kyle woke me, Abboud was already gone. The Trainer helped me to the shower, and then I dressed in a pink sundress, something more suitable for a Doll than a doctor. Finally, he took me to the reinforcement chair, the same one I remembered watching Patti and so many other Dolls in.

This time, Abboud was in it. Jodi was between his legs, stimulating him while the chair programmed his mind. Dr. Traylor was at the controls. He looked up at me and asked, “How are you feeling, Linda?”

He was always so casual around other people having sex.

“Good, Sir,” I replied, “But a little funny. I remember both sets of fake memories. I guess that’s on purpose?” I looked at the chair and added, “This was all a setup from way before he even got here, right?”

“Yes,” Traylor nodded and said, “It was. You’ll be getting further instructions after you go home with him.” The monitor beeped and he said, “Ah, and there he is now, ready to get up. You’re his. You’ll help him.”

“Yes, Sir,” I agreed.

The chair disengaged, and Jodi pulled back, licking her lips. Trainer Kyle put a hand on her shoulder and said, “Be a good Doll and come along, Jodi. Time to wash up.”

‹Good Doll›

The words echoed pleasantly in my brain too, this time. I shivered in pleasure, but I didn’t say anything. I just watched Abboud while the two of them stepped past me and out of the room.

Abboud blinked heavily as the lights came up, his glistening cock softening. He looked even more dazed than in the guest suite.

I stepped over and asked, “How are you feeling, Sir?”

“Good,” he looked up at me, expression taking on new life. He asked, “What… what happened?”

Traylor rose from his chair at the workstation and said, “You wanted to know about our loyalty conditioning, so we took you through it step-by-step.” He added firmly, “The only way to understand it was to try it. Wasn’t it, Mr. Abboud?”

‹Only Way›

As soon as he said it, I knew my boss was right. There was no way anyone could truly understand what had been done to me without experiencing it firsthand.

Abboud’s expression softened a little and he parroted back, “The only way.”

“We’re going to have another session or two before we send you home with your new toy,” Traylor went on in the same tone, “Just to make sure. You will submit. Tell me what you will do, Mr. Abboud.”

‹Submit›

I wondered if I would be the one blowing him next time. I’d have to ask the doctor about that.

Meanwhile, my new owner agreed tonelessly, “Sub-mit.”

Traylor snapped his fingers, and I felt a head rush as the room came back into focus. He asked, “Is that all right, Mr. Abboud?”

“Yes,” Abboud agreed, expression alert again, “Of course. I appreciate your diligence in this matter. I can’t wait to tell my father what a good operation you have here.”

“I’m so pleased to hear that,” Traylor smiled down at him and said, “I’m going to leave you with Linda. You can get dressed, then maybe sit in on one of the group hypnosis lessons for Dolls. There’s one for mindless obedience soon. You can see how they’re conditioned for it firsthand.”

“That sounds great,” Abboud replied happily, “Thank you.”

I agreed, “Yes, Doctor. I’ll make sure he finds his way there.”


Epilogue

I came to my senses on my king’s four poster bed, my mouth and eyes dry, while my pussy was sopping wet. I was thankful that the bed was as soft and luxurious as it looked, because I’d fallen asleep in a heap, like a rag doll. On a less comfortable surface, I would’ve been aching from it. I squeezed my eyes shut to clear them, then looked around.

The king was behind me, sitting up on the bed wearing nothing but a bluetooth headset. His hands were at his sides and his cock was standing straight up, glistening with our mingled cum. His expression was rapt, his beautiful eyes huge as he stared at the television screen behind me.

Seeing that made everything click. I remembered that we had been watching the Ranch’s most recent video presentation. The king had been watching a lot of them with me lately. Sometimes the prince or his top aides joined us, just to help keep them all on the same page.

Everyone was really warming up to them.

Next, I turned to look at the screen. It was a familiar image: a camera panning around a line of girls naked and kneeling, servicing a row of men. All of them were clearly hypnotized, expressions vacant as they performed as they were told. I knew the feed was laced with subliminal messages, but I also knew this part wasn’t intended for me.

I was tempted to let it put me under again anyway, but I knew my orders. If I was awake, I was supposed to report. Instead of staring at the screen, I slid off the bed and padded to the king’s desk. I picked up his phone and dialed Dr. Traylor.

My boss picked up on the second ring. He said, “Hello, your Majesty.”

I took a seat, the chair cold against my bare ass and said, “Actually, it’s Linda, Sir.”

“Even better,” the doctor replied brightly, “How did the king like today’s presentation? I’m eager to discuss what we’ll need to set up a branch of the Ranch inside his borders. It will be so much easier to work without worrying about an unsympathetic legal system.”

I looked up at my owner on the bed. The video had moved back to a swirling spiral. He was staring into it with his freshly erect cock in hand, mindlessly jerking off as words appeared in the spinning colors. I said, “He’ll be ready in a few, but there’s something I’d like to give him a hand with first. Could you call us back in ten?”

“Of course,” Traylor agreed, “Go play doctor, Doll.”
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For more brainwashed doll action, check out:

All Dolled Up

Excerpt:

“Tell your prospective buyer how you feel about getting an entirely new personality put in your helpless brain, so you can be his toy.”

I knew permission when I heard it. I relaxed and moaned, “Good, sir. So good.”

“Show him.” My handler let go of me abruptly, putting me off balance.

I rolled with it, dropping smoothly to my bare knees on the cool floor instead of trying to catch my footing.

Mr. Middleton’s blue eyes went wide and I leaned forward and pressed my cheek against his very expensive Italian loafer. I savored the smell of leather as I nuzzled one foot, then the other. I could feel his hesitation even without looking at him.

I pressed the advantage, just like I’d been taught. I raised my head just a little and began to beg, “May I show you what I’m for, sir? Please?”

He replied, “I, uh… well…”

Mr. Williams said, “You know what you came here for.” He was keeping a lid on his amusement.

That was thoughtful.

I rubbed Mr. Middleton’s left calf with my cheek like a great cat and continued, “All this talk has me so hot, sir. I need you inside me.”

“Here?” Mr. Middleton asked, “In front of Mr. Williams?”

I glanced up. Mr. Middleton was blushing, but he wasn’t turned off. He wanted to do it, he just needed a little push. I bit the inside of his right thigh lightly, enjoying him tense. Then I said, “I’ll take you both at once. Please. Just use me. Here on the floor.”

Mr. Middleton shifted. He’d obviously made his decision. He twined his fingers in my hair possessively and tugged my head up so that our gazes met. He said, “No, I think I’d like a little privacy with you.” He looked up at Mr. Williams and asked, “That all right?”

Mr. Williams said, “Just her mouth, ‘til you buy her. I’ll wait just outside the door, and we can finish your tour after.”

I shivered at the two of them talking about me like a piece of meat. I didn’t comment, though. I just looked up at Mr. Middleton, watching his face.

His fingers clutched a little tighter. He nodded and said, “That’ll work.”

Mr. Williams gave me a pat on the cheek and said, “Be a good little fuck doll for Vic, Bambi.”

I moaned, “Yes, sir.”

He swept past me, heading for the door to my showroom.

Mr. Middleton didn’t wait for it to close. Instead, he looked down and asked, “He said all I got to use was your mouth. So… can you unfasten a pair of slacks with your teeth?”

I looked at his fly, and watched a progress bar quickly fill. Instructions opened in my pliant mind. It didn’t look that hard. I smiled and said, “Yes, sir.”

He let go of my hair and said, “Show me.”
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