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Chapter 1: 

Further Investigation Required




Claire knew something was wrong. At first, she'd thought that her roommate Kayla was just really committing to a new persona before her job interview, like a method actor or something. It wasn't as strange as it sounded; Kayla had always been lazy and eager to get away with as much as she could, and often masked that by being very good at acting different than she was. The idea that she'd practice being someone she wasn't to get a job, after she left her last one, wasn't too out of the ordinary.

But almost a month had gone by, and Kayla was acting like a completely new person. It was one thing to try to get hired by putting on a fake persona, but at this point she had already been hired. There was no reason to keep up the act. And yet, Kayla seemed to have kept at it. Not only that, she seemed to have altered her entire life and personality further. She'd changed her entire wardrobe almost, not to mention she'd become extremely hardworking, not just at work, but at home too. A few days after she got hired, Claire had found her cleaning the house, and not just picking up or doing dishes. Kayla had been steam cleaning the carpets and organizing everything perfectly. Their apartment was starting to look and feel like it wasn't lived in.

And yet, every attempt to convince Kayla that she was acting strange had failed. It was like she simply didn't remember who she was. Either that, or she seemed to remember everything differently. Claire was normally a very logical person, and yet she found herself reaching for ever more extreme possibilities. Was her roommate replaced with a  robot? An alien? Did she have her brain replaced? It didn't make sense.

Seeing as her roommate wasn't getting any better, Claire began to observe her closely, trying to figure out what was going on. Maybe, just maybe, there was some clue as to what was happening. Unfortunately, she couldn't find any leads, none at all, at least not from Kayla's behavior. Perhaps she'd just have to accept that whoever Kayla was before was gone now.

Or, Claire could go into deep cover, and try to get a job at the same place, and see if something odd was going on. Surely, if she could at least get an interview, maybe she could figure out what was going on.

At first, Claire simply floated it with Kayla, figuring that she would be against the idea; only instead of being against it, Kayla seemed oddly enthused with the idea. Before Claire knew it, Kayla was trying to plan her outfits, saying that she'd already talked to her boss and hiring manager, trying to give her tips on how to get hired. It was rather strange. Though at this point, Claire just chalked it up to whatever weirdness had happened to Kayla. Before, she never would have thought about planning an outfit or trying to appear professional; now she appeared to be an expert.

Still, it was important to play along. Claire let Kayla do everything; pick her clothes, drive her to her work, and give her all the advice she could think to give. Which it turned out, was a lot. Not that Claire had paid much attention; it all seemed to blend together somehow in her head. She could tell that Kayla believed what she was saying, which just made it more confusing. The old Kayla never would have talked about all of this, or even thought about it. But here she was, rambling on like it was something she'd always known and talked about.

Honestly, Claire was more than happy to get away from Kayla by the time they got to where Kayla worked. The place looked nice at least, but everyone who worked there seemed impossibly cheerful and chipper, almost unnaturally so. Though now that she was waiting, she could explore a little bit, or at least look around. Though it seemed like a normal office building, with cubicles, there were an odd amount of full length mirrors around, almost like they were there for all the employees. Why they were there, Claire didn't know, but she was going to find out. At first, she thought there was some kind of spy equipment, maybe a hidden camera, something to cause the employees to act this way. But as far as she could tell, there wasn't anything like that. Just a lot of mirrors.

Mirrors that she kept catching the employees looking themselves over in. Multiple times. In multiple mirrors. Sometimes, it seemed like they were almost programmed to look themselves over each time they looked in a mirror. It was very, very odd.

Odder still, Claire found herself doing the same. There was nothing remarkable about how she looked; she certainly wasn't the only Asian woman here. Nor was she dressed oddly; Kayla had dressed her in a relatively plain white button down and professional looking khaki pants. Maybe it was her hair? No, that couldn't be it either, given she had just pulled her black hair back into a ponytail. But there had to be something. Something that she could find that made her want to keep looking in this mirror...

“Ms. Feng?”

Claire almost jumped out of her skin when she heard her name. How long had she been looking in the mirror for? Had they noticed? Was that odd? “Y-yes?”

Okay, all she had to do was get it together and relax. This guy didn't look like anything special; if anything, he looked like he belonged in a stock picture frame. Slim frame, well tailored suit, cropped hair; definitely a manager of some kind.

“I'm John Evans. I work as the hiring manager here; I can see you now, if you would like.” He extended his hand, and Claire was happy to shake it, if only to try and make herself seem more presentable, more together than she actually was right now. At least her heart rate seemed to be dropping.

“Call me Claire. And I'd love that. I've heard wonderful things about this place from my roommate.”

He flashed her a soft smiled, nodding slightly, before motioning for her to follow him into another room. “Ah, yes. Kayla told me a lot about you. She said you were interested and thought you would make a good employee.”

“Well, I hope she didn't tell you too much about me.” Claire quickly took stock of the room. Yet another seemingly boring, basic space; neutral walls, a basic desk... The place looked like it was designed to be used for actors or something. It didn't feel like a place that was used as a real office. At least the chair she sat down in was comfortable.

“No, not too much. I usually like to save as much as possible for the interview itself. Not that I don't trust Kayla, she's one of our best employees. But it helps to hear everything from the individual. That way there's no misunderstandings.” He looked over the papers on his desk, before once again turning his attention to her. “So, Claire, tell me about yourself.”

“Well, I've been a temp worker for a number of years now, just kind of looking for the right thing. Admittedly, part of it comes down to the fact that I'm reluctant to commit to any one place; I don't want to end up at a place I'm not going to like, and it's really hard to just uproot your life once you get a job somewhere. I got my degree in English, because I thought at the time I wanted to be a writer, but that didn't pan out.”

Suddenly, Claire stopped herself. Why did she just start talking like that? She normally was more careful with her words; and telling this guy about her reluctance to commit was not going to make it easier to get a job here and figure out what was going on.

“Alright, thank you for that. Tell me, why do you want to get a job here?”

“Honestly it's because I think something weird is going on here. My roommate has been acting weird since she interviewed at this place, and I want to know why. At first, I thought she was just doing some kind of method acting thing to convince you that she wasn't so lazy, but it's like she's become an entirely different person and...”

Once again, Claire suddenly shut her mouth. When had she decided to be so honest? So much for being sneaky. Why had she decidedly open her mouth and just spill her entire plan? That wasn't like her at all. This was odd. Too odd. Suddenly, she stood up; she needed to get out of her quickly.

“I'm sorry, I don't know what came over me, I'll just see myself-”

“Please, Claire, sit back down. Don't leave just yet.”

Before she realized it, she was seated again. Yes, she should stay for a bit; maybe everything wasn't lost. She just needed to get herself back together.

“So, if I understand you correctly, you're worried that your roommate has been acting strangely, and wanted to see what was going on. That's perfectly acceptable and understandable. In fact, I think it's very good that you wanted to figure out if anything had happened to her; it means you're a good friend and someone that can be trusted.”

Claire found herself beaming; she felt rather redeemed now that someone else had told her that her plan was a good one. That it was coming from someone who was ostensibly part of the reason that Kayla was acting strangely wasn't in her head anymore.

“Thank you for thinking so. I was worried that I would come off like a crazy person or something.”

“No, not crazy. Please, relax and be yourself. You don't need to worry about anything. After all, all you're doing is interviewing for a job here; I'm sure before the end you'll see why Kayla is so happy to be working here.”

The tension practically melted from her body, and Claire found herself melting into the chair. When had she gotten so worked up? It wasn't worth working up at all, was it? No, no it wasn't. He was right, all she was doing was trying to get a job; and clearly once she did she'd see why Kayla enjoyed it so much. There was nothing to worry about.

“You're right. I'm sorry for before; I really shouldn't have assumed the worst.”

“It's alright. No need to worry, Claire. Though since you have a degree in English, we probably have a position open for you. One I think that you'll enjoy if you enjoy writing. Being able to take a lot of information and distill it into an easily readable form is always useful, and I think you'd be good at it. Assuming of course, that you'd like to give it a try?”

“I would, yes. I think that's something I could do.”

“I'm glad to hear it. You also seem like someone who wants to go above and beyond your basic job description. You're someone with ambition.”

That was true, she did have ambition. She wanted to work extremely hard, to achieve things with her life. She would definitely go beyond the basic job description. “You're right about that too.”

“And you seem like someone who will do anything required of you. You'll do anything that's asked of you, without any questions, because you want to do a good job.”

Claire nodded. It was like he knew her exactly. She would do anything he asked of her. She was determined to do a good job. “I agree, that's exactly like me.”

“And you don't have any qualms about what I tell you to do. If I tell you to do it, you'll do it without hesitation. You are, after all, committed to your job. You're willing to do whatever it takes to please your boss.”

Claire nodded again. She would do whatever it takes. He could ask her to do anything, and she'd do it without question. “Anything at all. I'm really willing to go above and beyond.”

“I'm glad to hear it. You're interested in sexual opportunities as well. In fact, it's what you've been thinking about since you've gotten here. You're very interested in making sure that you stand out, and that you are even more desired than the other people who work here.”

Claire shifted in her seat. How did he know all this? It was like she was an open book, like he knew everything about her. She didn't know how he knew, but on some level, it was a relief to know that it was accepted. That said, Claire didn't know how she was supposed to stand out, how she was supposed to be more desired. She felt almost plain compared to all the others.

“Is something the matter?”

“Well I, I mean, I don't know how much I'll be able to stand out. I mean, I want to, don't get me wrong. But I'm just not sure that I really can.”

John nodded in understanding. “Well, there's a lot of ways that you can stand out. In fact, I'm thinking of hiring you for a position that just opened up instead of the one you applied for, if you're interested in a bit more work and a bit more money.”

“I'm listening.”

“Recently, I hired your roommate Kayla to be my boss' assistant. It's actually worked out quite well for them both. So well in fact that I'm looking for a personal assistant as well. And I think you're perfect for the role. Furthermore, it would help you stand out exactly like you want. Of course, this assumes that you're prepared for that sort of responsibility.”

“I am. I definitely am.” Claire had never been more sure of anything in her entire life. In fact, she was more than certain that she could handle being his personal assistant. Nothing was more important to her.

“That's good. Now, of course, before we finish hiring you, we need to train you. Of course, we can do this training today, and I think you'll take to it quite well. In fact, I think you're quite eager to get started.”

He was right again, she was eager. It was taking all her willpower not to jump out of her seat and ask him what he wanted her to do for this training. But she kept it together, even as he was getting up and motioning her to follow. Almost like an obedient dog, she quickly followed, wordlessly responding to his signals without any hesitation. She was so excited to be trained, so excited to be his assistant. She didn't know what it entailed of course, but that didn't matter. She wanted it. She needed it.

And she was going to be great at it.


Chapter 2: 

Training Day




Claire had to admit that she was excited, even if she didn't know exactly why. All she knew was that right now, going through whatever training her new boss had for her was the most important thing for her to do. Whatever it was, whatever he wanted, she was going to do. She was ready. She could do this.

The room that he brought her into was, honestly, kind of boring. Like John's office, it had very neutrally painted walls, and not too much furniture. The only thing of note was a backless, armless couch in the middle, large enough for someone to lay on. Honestly, Claire didn't know what kind of training they would be doing here at all. Certainly, it didn't seem like it was going to be anything normal.

“Just lay down on the couch for me Claire.”

Instantly, Claire moved to lay down on the cushions, taking note of how comfortable they were. Honestly, she didn't know what to expect now; she'd had training for a lot of different jobs, and none of them had started like this. That said, she wasn't against it; she'd do anything he said. She was eager to please, eager to prove that she could deal with whatever he wanted her to deal with.

“Are you ready?”

Claire heard him sit down above her head, though she couldn't see him at the moment. Still, she nodded, deciding to trust her new boss with whatever he was going to do to train her. She was ready. She knew she was.

Suddenly, she felt his fingers touch the side of her head. “Relax Claire. You're ready. You have nothing to worry about. Just close your eyes, and relax.”

Claire's eyes closed automatically, she wasn't even questioning his commands anymore. Her body practically melted into the couch cushions, stress and tension she didn't know she even had evaporating from her muscles. Her body felt like it was made of lead, too heavy to move. Not that she wanted to. All she wanted to do was listen to John's voice.

At the same time, it was getting harder and harder for Claire to understand his words. She knew she was hearing them, she knew she was listening, but consciously she was struggling to grasp what they were. She just got bits and pieces, even though she could feel her body taking note of them. It was like she was made of wet clay, like she was being molded and sculpted by him; she didn't know what form she was going to end up in, but it felt so good, so intensely pleasurable, that she didn't want him to stop.

Claire could feel parts of herself falling away, disappearing into the ether, completely out of her grasp. She could feel other things being made a part of her, though she couldn't figure out what parts were added once they became a part of her. On some level, she didn't really care. It felt good. It felt arousing.

There was something new that she wasn't used to. Claire could feel the heat growing in her core, feel the need to touch herself growing as the words filled her mind. It was like being submerged in some kind of liquid almost, being melted down and reformed into a mold, and yet she had no idea what she was becoming. She didn't really care either. All she wanted was to continue feeling this arousal, this pleasure that was growing in her, building inside of her. The pleasure was driving her, eating her, demanding to be satisfied, and yet she couldn't move at all. All Claire could do was lay there, as she felt her mind being molded.

Suddenly, she arched her back, as pleasure shot through her body. A shuttering gasp left her lips, as she felt part of herself give way. Who was she? What was she? What was her purpose? There was such intense arousal flowing into her, as she felt needs rushing to fill the gaps. She was Claire. She was supposed to serve. She needed to serve. She needed to be good, to do everything John asked. She needed to work hard for him, to do everything he told her. He was never wrong. She would listen to him, obey him, do whatever he asked.

To obey him was to feel pleasure. To serve him was to be happy. Servitude was arousing. Obedience was pleasurable. There was nothing more important to Claire than to serve well. There was nothing more important than what he told her to do. It was why she existed. She existed to serve. To please him. To serve his ever whim. She needed to. She wanted to. She had to.

Who had she been before? Did it matter? No, Claire decided, it didn't. She was better now, still becoming better. John's words molded her mind, and she was eager and happy for it. The new her was better, she decided. Better and happier and more liberated than the old her had been. The new Claire was happier, more driven, free of all those awful, terrible thoughts and feelings. All she needed to do now was serve, and she'd be happy. All she needed to do is obey, and she'd feel more pleasure. She could do that. She wanted to do that. She needed to do that.

She almost felt like she was in a dream, as she opened her eyes at his command. She felt so good, so light, so happy and overwhelmed by all the pleasure, that she couldn't help but want more. Claire opened her mouth to speak, and she knew words came out, but she couldn't hear what she was saying. It probably didn't matter. She just needed to serve, to pleasure John.

Claire got on all fours, using one hand to pleasure herself, just as he demanded. She begged his name, begged for release, but it wasn't given to her. Not yet. Her hand worked tirelessly, and she never thought of stopping. She continued, unceasingly, to beg for release, begging to be allowed to cum, to be allowed to get off, but still he refused her. Claire felt like she was going mad with need, her hand working harder, faster, unable to bring her over the edge she sought.

Finally, John cupped her head in his hands, and spoke a single word.

“Cum.”

The word cut through her mind, cut through the fog and confusion, through all her thoughts and desires. It struck her like a lightning bolt; her body shook as her muscles clenched, before she came harder than she ever had before. She felt her own juices coat her hand, felt her body spasm as the pleasure shot through her, striking every muscle and nerve with such ecstasy that were it not for his demand that she remain on her hands and knees, she would have collapsed right then and there.

Finally, the pleasure subsided, but it was clear he was not done with her. He commanded her to strip for him, and Claire neither hesitated nor resisted his command. Indeed, she was so eager to do so, that she almost tore off her clothing in her haste; it took a stern command from John to force her to slow down, much to her embarrassment. All the same, she wasted no time in tossing her clothing aside, shirt and pants discarded without a second thought towards what she was doing. Her underwear too, was thrown aside, all former restraint and reservation erased from her being by his words.

Now nude, Claire's body stiffened to attention when he told her too. He inspected her, and yet she was unable to do anything at all. His touch aroused her more than she had expected, every brush of his skin against hers sending waves of pleasure through her entire body. She wanted to say something, to move, to touch herself or throw herself at him, but she could do nothing at all. All Claire could do was remain still, as his hands caressed every exposed part of her body.

Claire felt her own juices dripping down her legs, her body responding to the pleasure she was being given despite her lack of movement. Internally, she yearned for more, to be touched by him, to be commanded by him... Not being able to move was maddening when every instinct in her mind told her to jump him and pleasure him however she could.

Up until this point, she hadn't been able to so much as make a sound, but when he gently bit her erect nipples, Claire moaned loudly. When he did it again, her body trembled, unable to cum until her told her to, while still craving ever greater pleasure. She needed it so badly, needed him to allow her to get off, and yet it seemed so far away...

Finally, he told her to cum, and once again Claire's body convulsed with overwhelming pleasure and arousal. She trembled, juices running down her legs, forming a puddle on the floor, as moans were drawn from her lips. And yet, the orgasm didn't relieve her needs. If anything, she felt even more arousal now, as the need built right back up again.

Claire felt him touching her, felt him inserting his fingers into her, felt her body instantly and automatically reacting to his every touch and movement. Moans were easily drawn from her, her mind becoming foggy and detached from what was going on. It was like a dream, like she wasn't entirely there, and yet she both felt everything and never wanted it to end. She needed this. She needed this so badly, more than words could express.

Finally, John let her move, but she was merely positioning herself on the couch, so that she could present herself to him. She was back on her hands and knees, ass in the air, ready for him to take her however he wished. Claire found herself begging him for it, begging for him to take her, begging for him to let her feel even more of the pleasure she had come to love.

John didn't wait long. As soon as Claire felt him insert himself into her rear, a gasp let her lips; she'd never felt anyone or anything in her like this before. But just as he promised her, it felt pleasurable; Claire found herself craving more, desiring more, needing more, even as he moved in and out in the most rhythmic fashion.

He allowed her to cum freely, and Claire found herself riding wave after wave of pleasure in a way she had never so much as imagined. As soon as it built up, Claire came, and as soon as it was over another began to build. The cycle seemed like it would never end, and she found herself unable to want it to end in the first place.

Still, after a point, her finally removed himself from her, giving her a brief respite as he commanded her to lay down on her back. Now able to move again, Claire was rather amazed at how exhausted her limbs were; a moment before, she hadn't noticed at all. Now though, her limbs felt like weights, like she'd been working out for hours. Honestly, it was good to be able to just lay down and not think about things...

Not that she had long of a break. Now that she was laying down, John inserted herself into her again, causing Claire to squeal in bliss. Once again the pleasure returned, and once again it rushed through her body seemingly without limit. It felt like she was on some kind of drug, the euphoria was so intense that her body almost seemed to melt away. Orgasms came easily now, and yet the pleasure never seemed to end. A puddle formed beneath her, soaking the cushions with her juices, and yet her body seemed unable to stop. If anything, it seemed ready and willing to continued experiencing as much pleasure as John was willing to give her...

Eventually however, his body tired, and he removed himself from her. Claire's body was heavy, completely exhausted from the experience she had just endured. She wasn't even certain that she could lift her arms or legs if she wanted to. John was saying something, but consciously, Claire didn't hear it. Subconsciously however, she knew it was praise, because she felt the pride swelling within her; she had been good, she knew she had been. She'd been exactly what he wanted. That was all she was supposed to be. It was all she needed to be.

She was sad that he was leaving, sad that he was away from her, but he told her others would be with her shortly. Sure enough, he was correct, as two women entered the room to carry her nude, wet body out of it. Claire didn't know where they were taking her, and she didn't care. She'd never been happier.


Chapter 3: 

A Change In Perspective




Claire's life had been so much different since she got hired as John's personal assistant. Honestly, she couldn't remember why she was confused about Kayla's changes in the first place; they made so much more sense now that she had been hired. Her life was so much better now that she had direction, now that she had someone to tell her what to do and where to go. It was easy to understand why Kayla had been so different; her life had become so much better!

Now, Claire didn't think anything of going into work, and she found herself eager to be there as much as possible. Every day she found herself chatting away with Kayla, talking in the car about how excited they were to help their bosses. And of course, Claire made sure that she was always available to service her boss, and anyone else John asked her to. Still, he made sure that only he was allowed to have her at work, something she was rather honored by; it made her special.

Though there were a few parts of her job that were tiring; having to tell the girls in customer service to stop getting distracted by each other was always a chore. And of course, she had to manage everyone's workflow on John's behalf; someone had to make sure that everyone got their work done on time. And of course, Claire was now in charge of scheduling all his meetings, something she took pride in doing very, very well. She'd never seen anyone leave unhappy.

Though Claire still found herself wanting, no, needing more in her life. When she went home, she found herself wanting to tell Kayla what to do as well, something she brought up with John at the earliest opportunity. Strangely enough, John actually agreed with her, and after a little bit of extra training for Kayla, Claire found herself with her own plaything at home. It was something that she certainly enjoyed... and she was certain that Kayla enjoyed it as well. Sometimes, Claire got the urge to maybe take home some of the other girls, but she stopped herself. After all, it wouldn't do to get too greedy.

Then there were the makeovers. Kayla's boss, Hannah, had come by a number of times to take Claire out, to help her out in her own way. Honestly, Claire had never really considered herself someone who enjoyed getting her hair and nails done, but now she really enjoyed it. That and all the time at the gym! She couldn't remember ever liking working out as much as she did now.

The result was that, after a few months, Claire barely recognized herself. She looked professional, in a way that she never thought that she could look. Shorter hair, smaller waistline, but she was still herself, deep down. Or at least, she felt that she was. She certainly felt better than before, so really, if she wasn't still herself, did it matter? Claire had long since decided that it didn't.

Of course, now that she'd done so much, she'd begun scouting potential new employees. After all, it was important to make sure that John had only the best and brightest working for him. And while Claire was rather new herself, she had a fairly good idea of exactly what John was looking for. All she needed to do now was start finding people and convincing them to submit an application.

Yes, clearly, everything was going much better now. And to think, she had been suspicious of what happened to Kayla! How silly she had been, being so suspicious. Truly, things were better now.

But she didn't have time to think about all of that. She had more important things to do, like service her boss...
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