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A Hard Bargain Driven


Prelude

My house was pitch black, and my heart pounded as I padded silently through it. 

I wasn’t scared of the dark, of course. That would be silly. After five years in the same space, I knew every inch of the place: where the sharp corners were, the doorknobs, anything I might trip over. I only needed to keep one hand light against the wall to know where I was. I took the stairs down to the living room a little slower, but it was less about caution than anticipation. 

The whole thing felt a little like sneaking a peek at my presents on Christmas Eve as a child, slipping past my sleeping parents and shaking the boxes, hoping to guess what was inside them.

Of course, tonight, I was the present, the thing to be unwrapped. By the time I reached the foot of the stairs, I certainly felt ready for it. Beneath the thin fabric of my nightgown, my nipples were already hard, and I was already damp. I could feel the blood in my cheeks, the shortness of my breath.

The kitchen offered just a little light, the combined radiance of streetlights and porch lights filtering in through the leaves of the tree in our backyard. It seemed bright in contrast to where I’d been, the hard lines of the appliances glinting in the shadows.

I hesitated at the back door, taking a backward glance at the darkness. For a brief moment, I considered making my way back upstairs and sliding back into bed beside a man I no longer loved. 

As good as this all felt and sounded, it was still a risk. 

No one would have to know what almost happened, a small voice argued in the corner of my mind, I could just write this off as a fantasy, a dream. Forget about it. 

Of course, I knew that was wrong. I knew what my life had been in this house, and I knew that nothing would change if I turned around. I would go through the motions until one of us died of old age, doing the laundry and cooking meals and gazing longingly out of every window in this place, without the hope of ever leaving again.

This deal was now or never.

I stepped into the warm night air and gently closed the back door behind me. It clicked locked, and the soft noise was all the finality I truly needed. My keys were still on the far side, and there was no going back now without concocting lies and excuses.

I made my way forward with confidence, hurrying now that I was so exposed. My nightgown hardly covered anything, and though it was unlikely that a neighbor would glance out the window at three in the morning, it wasn’t impossible. I got past the gate and nearly ran down the street, the pavement hard through my slippers. 

The journey was surreal, familiar houses dreamlike in my flight. I almost didn’t believe any of it was really happening. I couldn’t imagine what would happen if I stumbled across a neighbor walking a dog, or a policeman making the rounds.

The voice of dissent changed tactics too. This time, it whispered, He’s not going to be there. You’re going to have to turn around in shame.

As usual, the voice was wrong. I went two blocks down, right to the parking lot outside the neighborhood park, and there was a nondescript brown utility van waiting for me. It didn’t have a logo or any other identifying mark, but it was running.

I went straight for the door on the side. It opened before I even got there. Nathan was holding the door, looking as handsome as ever. His bright green eyes and perfect smile made my heart flip in my chest. I breathed, “You’re here!”

He helped me inside, his grip firm and confident and said, “I would never leave you, Tina.” Beautiful as he was, his voice was better, almost angelic.

I let him help me into the seat beside him, and the door slid shut automatically. As it locked, I turned and asked him, “Now that I’m all in, can you tell me where we’re going?”

Nathan smiled and said, “All the way to Shangri-La, baby doll.”

‹Shangri-La.›

The words were intensely familiar, but I couldn’t remember where I’d heard them before. As I turned the problem over in my mind, I felt a wave of drowsiness wash over me, enfolding me like a warm blanket. I slumped a little in my seat and the rest of my questions died on my lips, my mouth hanging slightly open.

My wonderful new man tapped the back of my neck three times, then reached across me to fasten my seat belt. With what little presence of mind I had left, I knew that was very thoughtful, because I was now too tired to move.

I was asleep before he finished.


Chapter One

My kitchen was bright and cheery, the product of countless hours of scrubbing. Nobody had to ask me to do it. The truth was that I liked my personal space tidy, and I spent a lot of time in here most days.

Right now, the room and, indeed, the entire house smelled of fresh apple pie. That was Greg’s favorite. It was a little cliche, but everything about him was old fashioned.

I hummed to myself as I deftly chopped carrots for the salad I wanted to serve with dinner. I was halfway through one when something buzzed from beneath the dining room table. I set the knife down and crouched.

Greg’s phone was laying face down on the kitchen floor, buzzing with an incoming message. It must have fallen out of his jacket pocket during breakfast, before he headed out for work.

Maybe he was calling it to see if he’d left it here. I picked it up and turned it over, the device still buzzing in my hand.

There was a text on the screen from someone named Kathleen that read, ‘missin u.’

I didn’t know anyone named Kathleen who should be texting Greg, especially not with something personal like that. I frowned at the phone and considered looking at the rest of his texts to find out if he was cheating, but it would’ve been underhanded. I turned the phone off and set it on top of the table. 

Returning to salad preparation took an act of will, but I gritted my teeth and did it anyway. 

We could talk about it later.

~~~

I came to my senses slowly, my emotions and my physical sensations at odds. My head was swimming with the images I’d seen, the first miserable hints of my ‘loving’ husband having an affair. My thoughts were jumbled and sluggish, as though my head were stuffed full of cotton. 

Despite that, my body felt amazing. My body was warm, heavy and incredibly comfortable. My skin tingled lightly, a pleasurable version of pins and needles that was tantalizingly familiar. I was too relaxed to even open my eyes.

“Kathleen, was it?” the man’s voice was deep, smooth and confident as he asked, “The woman your husband was cheating on you with?” 

“… yessir…” I breathed. I was foggy enough that it still took me a moment to recall his name. Nathan. I briefly wondered if I should address him by name, but I realized with dull surprise that I’d already called him ‘Sir.’ Adding his name to the end would just make him sound like a knight or something.

“We’re going to talk about what happened next,” he said, “And that’s just fine. Isn’t it, Tina?”

I felt a moment of conflict. On the one hand, I really wanted to go along with whatever he said. Nathan was simply the best. On the other, the last thing I ever wanted to talk about again was my husband’s infidelity. I wished he would talk to me about something else, so I could focus solely on how good his voice felt.

Perhaps noticing my hesitation, Nathan stroked the back of my neck, giving it three light taps. Warmth and pleasure washed over me, and my resistance melted like fresh snow.

I breathed softly, “… yessir…”

~~~

I sat in the bedroom in my nightgown, my aging laptop beside me. It got a little warm in my actual lap anymore. It was Saturday, but I was on my own for the weekend: Greg was at a conference in St. Louis for work. He was the top salesman at a box company. Before we got together, I wouldn’t have expected selling packaging to be so complicated, but apparently it was. He’d been to five or six of these things in the past few years.

This was the first time the whole thing had bothered me. Greg insisted he didn’t know any Kathleen, and that the text had clearly been a wrong number, but I wasn’t so sure.

I pulled up a browser window and typed in ‘gmail.’ The login screen popped up a second later. I didn’t know Greg’s password, but I doubted it would take more than a guess or two. He wasn’t very creative about that sort of thing.

The only problem was, I didn’t want to be That Person. The jealous wife, the one who snooped and checked up and worried about every little thing. Even if he was cheating on me, it wasn’t worth sinking to that level.

I logged into my own e-mail account instead. Greg had promised me pictures of the St. Louis Arch.

There were three new entries in my inbox, but none of them were from him. They were all from ‘anonymous_friend_5827.’ I wondered how they had gotten past my spam filter, and popped one of them open to take a look. Maybe someone had thought of a cleverer scheme than pretending to be a Nigerian prince or wanting to make penises bigger. 

The first message didn’t have any text, just a single image file. As scams went, I decided that really was novel, so I clicked for it to load.

A moment later, I was staring at a picture of Greg with a slender young woman on his arm, both standing on a busy street corner. Whomever had taken the shot had been across the street, and the quality wasn’t great. It might have been done with a palmed phone or something.

I didn’t think it was an old shot of him with a prior girlfriend because he was wearing the same suit he’d left in yesterday. He also had the same haircut, rather than the longer style he’d favored back in school. For her part, the woman was maybe twenty, with bleached blond hair and a slinky black cocktail dress. She didn’t really look like she belonged at a business conference. 

Kathleen, I presumed.

My heart beat faster and I wondered who would send me this, and why. All I could think was that maybe a coworker of his didn’t like to see him doing this to me.

Unable to help myself, I opened the next one. As with the first, there was no text, only a single file attachment. This one had Greg kissing the blond on a busy street. The shot had the same impromptu feel as the first.

I wasn’t sure I wanted to see the final e-mail. In point of fact, I was absolutely certain that I did not want to know the rest of this story… but all the same, I couldn’t look away. I clicked on it next.

The last shot was through a hotel room window, and it was much more professionally done. The image was crisp, taken with a real lens from across the street. The balcony of their hotel room obscured my view, but Greg was naked from at least the neck up… and the girl was in front of him, presumably on her knees. I could only see the top of her head, but it was level with my husband’s crotch.

I didn’t need to see more to know what was going on. I stared at it for a little while anyway, teeth gritted, heart pounding audibly in my ears. I almost missed that this third message had some text with it. The message read, ‘I can help. Meet me for lunch tomorrow at noon. Signed, A Friend.’ The web page for a local diner was linked beneath the invitation, someplace all of a block away. I wished the mysterious stranger had picked something a little closer to ‘now’ to meet up, or left a phone number or something. 

I had no idea how I was going to sleep in the meantime.

~~~

The world was moving, and it took me a long moment to remember that I was in a van. As before, my body felt wonderful while my head was unpleasantly muddled. I couldn’t find the wherewithal to open my eyes, but I could hear people talking.

“I don’t see why you need to do that now,” an unfamiliar female voice said, “I mean, she’s already right here. Seems like time to give it a rest, just let her sleep.” She sounded younger than me, her voice a little high pitched. She was speaking from somewhere ahead of me. The driver’s seat, I supposed.

“On the contrary,” Nathan replied, “This is a crucial juncture.” He stroked my arm gently, his light touch raising goosebumps on my bare skin. As he touched me, he continued, “This is a big step for most girls. She needs all of this now, more than ever.” He leaned in close and breathed in my ear, “Isn’t that right, Tina?”

I shivered at his hot, steamy breath tickling my sensitive skin. His words pushed away the bad dreams I’d been having about Greg, leaving me feeling blissfully happy. I had no idea what he was talking about, but it didn’t matter. All that mattered was that he said it. I agreed dreamily, “… yessir…” I only wished I could open my eyes to look at him.

Nathan’s hand moved up my arm to my shoulder, his touch still featherlight. He said, “We’ve talked about enough bad things for one morning, haven’t we?”

My mind was still mush, but that certainly made sense. I agreed, a little livelier now, “Yessir.” I wriggled a little in my seat, even raising my head a little off my chest.

“In fact,” he said firmly, “There’s absolutely no reason to think about this anymore at all.” His hand slid up the nape of my neck as he continued, “I want you to forget all about it. You can do that for me too, can’t you, Tina?”

I turned the words over in my head, my thoughts still incredibly sluggish. Listening to him talk felt intoxicating in a very literal sense. I was already unsure what, precisely, he wanted me to forget. Even so, I agreed, “Yes Sir.” My voice didn’t sound sleepy anymore, despite the fact that I still felt deeply relaxed.

Nathan snapped his fingers, the sound shockingly loud in the enclosed space.

My head was up in an instant, eyes wide and heart pounding. I felt like we’d just been talking, but I couldn’t say about what. I must have dreamed it. I took a deep breath and panted, “What’s going on?”

“You’ll have to pardon the theatrics,” Nathan said smoothly, “I thought it was a good idea to let you sleep through most of the drive. I know you’re not used to keeping such terrible hours. The thing is, we’re almost there, and I thought you might want to be coherent when we arrived.” He held out a handkerchief.

I realized I’d drooled in my sleep. Blushing fiercely, I took the handkerchief and wiped off my cheek. While I did that, I looked out the window. I saw that we were no longer in the city. We were driving on a narrow road between two fields filled with cherry trees in bloom, and the sun was up. Given the hour I’d left home, we’d clearly been driving for some time. I asked, “Where’s ‘there?’”

For some reason, that’s when it hit me: not only had I really left home, I didn’t know where I was going, or what would happen when I got there. I didn’t even have real clothes on. My nightgown hardly covered me up, and while I trusted Nathan, I didn’t know either the driver or who would be at the destination at all.

A sensation of rising panic cut through my earlier relaxation.

Nathan put his hand on the back of my neck, turning my head to meet my gaze. The gesture was intimate and familiar, and it was immediately calming. His lovely green eyes were endlessly deep, deep enough to swallow me whole. He said firmly, in his angelic voice, “It’s time to relax. Isn’t it, Tina?”

I squirmed a little in my seat. When he talked that way, it seemed like time to do all sorts of things besides relax. Nevertheless, I heard myself agree, “Yes Sir.” 

The words were completely automatic. I didn’t think about them at all. Calling Nathan ‘sir’ was new, and I had no idea where it came from. I’d certainly never addressed Greg that way, or any man beneath the age of sixty really. Despite that, it felt good. Natural.

He was definitely a ‘sir.’

Nathan turned to look at the driver and said, “As you can see, this is a difficult time for Tina. Her mind needs a lot of guidance during this transition.”

The notion of him guiding my mind sent a thrill down my spine, and I let out a soft little gasp. 

The driver agreed, “Guess I do, at that. Sorry for questioning you, Sir.” She sounded contrite.

“You’ll have to forgive Evelyn up front there, she’s new to this aspect of our work. She’s learning quickly though, much like you will.” Nathan turned back to me and explained, “I think you would feel better if we talked about something nice now. I want you to think about Shangri-La, baby doll, just Shangri-La.”

‹Shangri-La.›

My eyes slipped shut again, and my head drooped back to my chest.

~~~

I wasn’t really sure how a person was supposed to dress for a clandestine meeting. I didn’t own a trench coat and my sunglasses were far from inconspicuous. I’d spent most of the morning trying to decide what to do about that, before finally settling on a conservative black skirt and white top, something that would not have been out of place in an office.

In fact, the whole thing had occupied so much of my attention that it was only as I stepped into the diner that I realized I had no idea who I was meeting or how to make contact. I froze in the doorway a moment. The place wasn’t exactly packed, but it didn’t matter: I couldn’t exactly go from table to table and ask who was spying on my husband for me.

Whoever it is will know what I look like, the voice of reason protested in the corner of my mind, It’ll look more suspicious if I just stand here.

A waitress came up to me a moment later and asked, “Where would you like to sit?”

“I, uh, I’m waiting for someone,” I floundered, “But I’d like to do it away from the windows. It’s, um, a little bright out today.”

“Sure thing,” the young woman offered me a wide, fake smile, “Right this way.” She led me to a table in the corner and asked, “Is this good?”

I took a seat and said, “Yeah. Coffee, please. Decaf.”

She nodded and said, “Right away.” She handed me a menu and went behind the counter for the coffee.

I looked at my watch and saw that it was still only 11:43. I’d always been a little too punctual, but it didn’t usually bother me. This time, I pulled out my phone and checked my e-mail, feeling obsessive.

The waitress arrived with coffee two minutes later and asked, “Do you need more time?”

My stomach was still in knots, and the very last thing I wanted was food. All the same, I couldn’t just order a coffee and wait. I glanced at the menu and picked the first thing I could see without grease. I said, “Danish please,” and offered the menu back.

The waitress took it and said, “Sure.” She sounded a little sympathetic now. I must’ve looked pretty bad. I sure was feeling it. She came back with my Danish another minute later, leaving me to stare at both it and the time. The clock dragged, every minute seeming to take two or three. That’s how I knew that the man I was supposed to meet arrived at exactly 11:56.

He was in an immaculate navy blue suit with a briefcase, and he only took a moment to scan the lunch crowd before heading my way. 

Suddenly, I felt a moment of panic. What if what he has to say is even worse than the e-mails? I thought about fleeing, but he was between me and the only proper exit in the room. Somehow, ducking into the kitchen seemed like it might make my situation even more awkward.

A moment later, it was too late anyway. He sat down across from me and said, “Christina Baucom, I presume.”

“You already know that,” I picked up my fork and toyed with the danish and asked, “Who are you? Why did you contact me?”

“My name is Nathan,” he said, “And I only wish that we could be meeting under better circumstances. I’m here to help you because my employer and I have an interest in women who have been wronged.” 

I blinked and asked, “What?”

He set the briefcase down beside him and answered, “In effect, you have a guardian angel, Mrs. Baucom. I’m here to help you.”

“… how?” I wasn’t sure what I had expected to hear, but somehow, that wasn’t it.

“Would you take a walk with me and discuss it?” he asked, “Some of the things I have to show you are not appropriate for public spaces. Given that you read my e-mails last night, you must understand the need for discretion in any further talks.”

“If you wanted to go someplace private,” I raised an eyebrow and asked, “Why meet me here?”

Nathan pulled out a black leather wallet and said, “I thought it was a little presumptuous. It seemed polite to let you get a look at me before you decided whether or not to trust me, hear out what I’m offering. That said, I have a great deal to do today. Are you interested in my help, Mrs. Baucom?”

On the one hand, a complete stranger was asking to be alone with me… but on the other, Greg was cheating on me, and it looked like Nathan was a lawyer of some kind. I’d never heard of a divorce lawyer going so far out of their way to drum up business, but I could see them fleecing Greg pretty good. Having slept on it, that sounded like exactly what I wanted: to leave him unable to afford his new girlfriend or mistress or whatever she was.

Besides, Nathan didn’t exactly dress the way I imagined a serial killer might. The only movie one he looked remotely like was the guy from American Psycho, but he didn’t seem half as uptight.

I bit my lip and agreed, “Yeah. Let’s have a look at what you can do.”

The waitress came back up to us and asked, “What can I get for you?”

Nathan flashed her a smile entirely too perfect even for toothpaste commercials and said, “I’m afraid I just need to pay. The lady and I are heading out.” He pulled a couple of twenty dollar bills out of his wallet, looking so crisp that they might have been fresh off the presses. He added brightly, “Please keep the change.”

The waitress smiled back and said, “Thanks! I appreciate that.”

I blinked in confusion at that. If he was looking for a payday out of me, that didn’t make much sense. Even so, it would be rude to ask about. When Nathan picked up his briefcase and headed for the door, I just followed him out quietly. I didn’t bother with a backward glance at the danish. It had smelled good, but nothing about this was helping my appetite. As we stepped out onto the street, I said, “Big tipper.”

“She looked like she could use it,” he chuckled as he headed to a sleek black Lexus parked in front of the diner. He unlocked the doors with a fob, then opened the passenger side door for me. As I slipped in, he added, “My activities in that regard are not limited to the professional sphere.”

I buckled up, wondering just exactly what I was doing.

Nathan got into the driver’s seat and pulled away from the curb.

~~~

My mind was foggy, but it felt nice. I knew I had just been sleeping, dreaming of the first time I’d ever met Nathan. I was dimly aware that I wasn’t really awake yet either. I couldn’t do much more than shift slightly in my seat, and even my eyelids were too heavy to raise.

“You don’t remember what happened next,” Nathan asked gently, “Do you?”

I wasn’t sure I remembered much past my own name, that very moment. I couldn’t have told him what day it was, where we were or much of anything requiring stringing together more than a word or two. Despite that, I tried to remember what had happened after I rode in the car with him, that first time.

Thinking about it was strange: everything up until the moment he pulled away from the curb was crystal clear. I could picture details that normally eluded me: the faces of a man and woman who were walking past us, the pine fresh scent of his car’s air freshener, the feel of a stray lock of hair on my forehead. Just one moment past, everything was just fog. It was like a corrupted video file, everything dissolving to static.

Except that focusing on the static was exciting. My body remained deeply relaxed, but the sensation was still arousing. My nipples stiffened beneath the thin fabric of my nightgown, and I could feel the moisture between my legs. 

All I wanted to do was touch myself right there in my seat, in full view of him, the driver or any passing trucker. To my increasing frustration, I couldn’t work up the energy to ask though. All I could do was agree sleepily, “… no Sir…”

“But that’s just fine,” Nathan continued, “Because I will tell you everything you need to know. You trust me completely. That’s why you came with me tonight. That’s true, isn’t it Tina?”

He was right, of course. He was always right. I replied dully, “… yes Sir…” 

“In a moment, it will be time to get up,” he said smoothly, “And you are going to remember that trust. There is nothing to be afraid of here. You’re safe, and you are in my care. Tell me what you are, Tina.”

“… safe, Sir…” I breathed. I wanted to add ‘horny,’ but he still hadn’t asked.

Nathan snapped his fingers.

I felt an intense sensation of deja vu, enough to make me shiver. I raised my head and looked around, heart pounding. The sun had risen off to my left, and was now peeking through rows of cherry trees as the van went down a narrow dirt road. It looked like we were in an orchard somewhere. I hadn’t really thought about where he would take me, but a farm never even made the list. I didn’t want to ask about it directly though. In my head, it certainly sounded ungrateful. Instead, I asked, “Um. Guess we’re getting close?”

Now that this was actually happening, the whole thing felt completely surreal.

“In point of fact,” he smiled, “We’re almost there. I wanted to give you a moment or two to compose yourself. How was the ride?”

“Great,” I replied sheepishly, “I can’t remember the last time I fell asleep in a moving vehicle like that.” I realized I’d drooled all over my cheek… and worse, that I might be leaving a wet spot on the seat beneath me. I asked, “Got a handkerchief? ‘Cause…” I looked down at my nightgown and finished, blushing furiously, “… that might cover me better than this outfit.”

The driver gave me a backward glance, and I saw that she was a very pretty blond, maybe twenty at the oldest. She chuckled and said, “It’s all good, ma’am. Nobody at the Ranch will give you any trouble over wardrobe, or lack thereof.” 

“The Ranch?” I asked, sounding as lost as I felt.

Nathan explained, “It’s home to a lot of women who need a place to stay, either temporarily or permanently. Evelyn,” he nodded at the driver, “Still calls it home. There’s a lot of help to be had, and no judgment. She’s right. Nobody will even blink at you showing up like that. Happens more often than you’d think.”

That all sounded weird, but I trusted him more than anyone I had ever known. I nodded and agreed, “Okay.”

Then I looked out the window to try and get a better idea of where we were going. ‘Ranch’ seemed about right: there were a lot of buildings, including grain silos and a big red barn. There weren’t any animals, but I did see women. There were maybe twenty of them in pink sweats doing a workout in a field nearby, while a handful of other ones bustled about cleaning things.

Evelyn pulled up to a stop, parking beside three vans that looked just like ours. She hopped out and opened the door for us, smiling brightly. She said, “Welcome home.”

Nathan stepped out. 

I fumbled with my seat belt for a moment, then I stepped out into the morning light too.


Chapter Two

While the outside of the buildings at the Ranch looked rustic and old fashioned, the barn was certainly not a real barn. The interior was a very modern looking gym, filled with machines to lift weights, row, bicycle and so on. I saw a number of scantily clad girls on treadmills and wondered why they were inside rather than out with the others. There were also a few men overseeing the operation, maybe personal trainers from their toned bodies and sweats. The whole thing looked pretty professional. All of the girls looked very intent about their progress. Nobody was talking or slacking off.

I wondered briefly why the whole thing warranted hiding at all. The false front was clearly elaborate, right up there with theme parks hiding sophisticated machinery behind the appearance of simplicity. A little voice in the corner of my mind wondered if I’d managed to get myself into some kind of fitness cult. Pilates and paganism, it whispered, Or maybe Spinning for Satan?

On the up side, Evelyn had been correct: nobody was giving me any funny looks. Nobody was looking at all. They all just went about their business as though I wasn’t there at all, even the men.

As Nathan and I walked along one side of the gym toward an elevator set in the back wall, I asked, “What now?” 

Our driver had already taken her leave.

“Processing,” Nathan said, “We get you all checked in, and then get you a room. Then, breakfast. Unless you’re starving. I can flip the order if you need to find pancakes before forms.”

“Nah,” I shook my head and said, “Believe it or not, the paperwork thing is reassuring. A hint of normalcy in the weirdest day of my life. I can pretend…” I trailed off, not sure how to finish that sentence. 

The elevator doors slid open. As we stepped into it, Nathan asked, “Pretend what?”

“Nothing, I just…” I thought about what Greg would be doing right now. He’d wonder if someone had taken me. I asked hesitantly, “… Is there a phone? I really shouldn’t have just left without leaving a note, so it didn’t look like a kidnapping or something -”

“Tina,” as Nathan cut me off, he put a hand on the back of my neck and gently guided my head so that our gazes met. He said, “I want you to relax. I understand that today marks the start of a huge transition in your life, but what I need you to remember about that is that I have brought you all the way to Shangri-La today.”

‹Shangri-La.›

I felt a wave of relaxation wash over me, as surely as if I’d taken a Valium. My eyelids became absolutely leaden, but I couldn’t blink. All I could do was stare deeply into his crystal green eyes and listen intently.

“This is where all of your problems end,” Nathan said, his tone firm but gentle, “Including worrying about Greg, or any other aspect of your old life. All that matters is that you’re here. In fact,” he reached up to stroke my cheek lightly, “By the end of the day, you won’t think about anything else at all. You are going to be a blank slate, ready to accept the new training and direction that I will give you. Tell me what you are going to be, Tina.”

‹Won’t think.›

‹Blank slate.›

‹Training.›

‹Direction.›

Nathan’s words slid into my mind, warm and powerful. All I could do was turn them over and over in my head, feeling how true they all were. I leaned into his touch and replied breathlessly, “… a blank slate Sir…” Saying it aloud only made it more true. My brain was foggy and helpless, ready for him to keep filling it with his wonderful voice.

“In fact,” Nathan said, “You’re my blank slate right now. You’re passive. You’re docile. You have no thoughts. You have no worries. You hear only my voice. Tell me what you are right now, Tina.”

‹Blank slate.›

‹Passive.›

‹Docile.›

‹No thoughts.›

‹No worries.›

‹My voice.›

“… Your blank slate Sir…” I breathed, swaying in place a little. His words felt forceful enough to push me off balance, as though they possessed actual material substance. My body tingled and hummed with them, even as I grew heavy and drowsy. 

“Tell me what thoughts you have, Tina,” Nathan’s hand moved my cheek to my shoulder to steady me. In the background, I was dimly aware of the elevator doors opening, but it might as well have been happening to someone else.

“… no thoughts, Sirrr…” I moaned. That was not precisely true: my hazy thoughts were filled with his echoing words, how docile and passive I felt. None of them came from me though, only him.

Nathan broke eye contact, but he kept one hand on my neck. He guided me through the open elevator door and out into a gleaming white corridor. My eyes were wide open, but I couldn’t take anything in. I couldn’t read the signs on the doors, and I had no idea how far we went, or even whether or not we passed anybody else.

All I was really aware of was Nathan’s hand on the back of my neck, warm and strong, guiding me to where I ought to be. Some time later, he sat me down, and I slipped away entirely. 

~~~

A woman’s voice somewhere in front of me roused me from my impromptu nap. She asked, “So this is the rush job, huh?”

“Mmhmm,” Nathan agreed, “Can’t say as I blame him. If I could afford one of my own, I’d pick her.”

Rush job? I tried to understand what that might mean, wishing that I could speak. It sounded like he was talking about me though. With great difficulty, I managed to open my eyes. I saw that I was in an examination room, the same kind of generic setup I’d expect to see in any clinic or hospital, except that none of the walls had extra information about cancer or depression or any other random medical condition. Nathan was talking to a very pretty brunette in blue scrubs. The woman had a tablet computer in a big black padded case, and she looked to be in her late thirties to early forties.

I struggled even harder to speak, but only got as far as opening my mouth.

Nathan looked over and said, “Welcome back, Tina.” Then, he snapped his fingers.

The effect was like flipping a switch: the good news was that my body was able to move again. The bad news was that I couldn’t remember what we’d just been talking about. I couldn’t believe how distractible I’d become lately. I stretched and asked, “… what’d I miss?”

Nathan said, “Tina, this is Dr. Triggs. She’s doing your examination today. I thought you might be more comfortable with a female doctor, all things considered.”

I smiled and said, “Thanks.”

Dr. Triggs favored me with another one of the perfect smiles that seemed to be the norm around here. She said, “Go ahead and disrobe for me, Tina.”

I glanced at Nathan and saw him give a little nod, then I went ahead and peeled off my nightgown. It wasn’t like it had covered anything anyway. There was a blue plastic bin beside me, so I dropped it in there. I blushed and asked sheepishly, “Are you guys going to be getting me something else after? I, um… that is to say, I didn’t exactly pack for this trip.”

The doctor smiled and said, “Of course. Nathan will take care of all the details. I’m sure he’s mentioned that he’s your guide for the time being.”

“Yeah,” I smiled and nodded. I’d never stood buck naked in front of Nathan before, but it felt like the most natural thing in the world, like we’d done it dozens of times. I wasn’t self-conscious at all. 

“Oh,” the doctor glanced at my hand, “The ring will need to come off too.”

I looked down at my wedding ring, white gold with a two carat diamond. I knew that I should care about letting it out of my sight. For the past five years, I’d worn it almost nonstop, and never had it out of arm’s reach. Beyond that, it had cost about six grand altogether - Greg had had a very good year, before he proposed to me. It was tasteful, it was lovely. Objectively, her request should have been a big deal. 

All the same, trying to be concerned was like leaning on empty space. I just couldn’t muster the slightest dismay. After a moment’s hesitation, I slipped it off and dropped it in the bin, atop my sweaty nightie, and said, “Right.”

I didn’t bother to ask if I’d see it again. It was part of my old life.

The doctor smiled at me and said, “That’s very good compliance.” She offered Nathan a sidelong glance and asked, “Did she really get this far on just two months of conditioning? I mean, I know you’re good, but that’s very impressive.”

“Conditioning? Like… we’re talking about my hair, right?” I blinked in confusion. I felt a strange tingling sensation at the word. Despite the question I was pretty sure that they weren’t talking about my hair care.

“Actually,” Nathan said, “It was only six weeks. Tina here is a complete natural, one of the best subjects I’ve ever encountered on an assignment.” He smiled at me and said, “We’re just talking about how receptive your mind is to hypnotic programming. What can you tell the good doctor about your experience with hypnosis, Tina?”

‹Receptive.›

‹Hypnotic programming.›

“I have no experience with hypnosis, Sir.” The words fell out of my mouth, completely automatic. Hearing them made me feel muddled though. On the one hand, I knew what I said was true: I had never been closer to a hypnotist than watching a stage show on TV. On the other hand, I had the intense sensation that I’d forgotten something important, the sort of feeling I might get if I left the oven on, or left my keys at work. The more I tried to focus on it, the more slippery it felt.

“That’s very good,” Nathan made eye contact and said, “Tell me what you are today, Tina.”

I stared into his beautiful green eyes and replied dully, “Your blank slate, Sir.” I clenched at the words, my skin aching to be touched.

“And tell me what you can remember about our meetings, Tina,” he continued smoothly.

“Nothing, Sir,” I replied. The response was automatic, but I tried to remember anyway. Thinking about it left me feeling even more sluggish and helpless than before.

“The doctor needs to have a look at you, Tina,” Nathan stroked my bare tummy, “But while she does, I’m going to help you remember what we’ve been doing together. How you’ve been preparing for your time in Shangri-La, Tina.”

‹Shangri-La.›

I let out a soft, pleased sigh as the world slipped away.

~~~

I drifted gently in the space between sleep and awareness. My body was heavy and limp, but somehow, I was sitting up. My body was resting on a narrow, backless seat that yielded a little beneath my weight. It didn’t feel like a stool so much as an oversize strap. I would’ve slid right off, but my wrists were bound at about the height of my neck, tethered to something with thin straps. My lungs burned with something sweet and floral, like the room was heavy with incense. I was naked, apart from a pair of large headphones covering my ears… and a thin sheen of sweat that covered every inch of my body. 

Strangest of all, I was immensely turned on. I had the faint impression that whatever recording I’d been listening to had been dirty, but I was too dazed to be embarrassed.

Someone pulled the headphones off, and the movement set my seat moving just a little. I realized that I was on a swing.

Am I naked in a playground? The thought was sluggish and confused. I couldn’t decide whether to be worried or turned on by public nudity.

Whoever was in front of me stroked my cheek lightly with one hand, and put another on my shoulder to steady me. The touches were intimate and familiar, no hesitation in either. They set my skin tingling. Then, the man in front of me asked, “How are you feeling, Tina?”

It took me a moment to register that I was with Nathan. I felt a moment of dissonance: the handsome lawyer wasn’t my husband, and I was naked with him. Some part of me knew that was wrong, and yet it felt like the most natural thing in the world. I heard myself admit dully, “… I feel horny…”

I felt disconnected from the admission, like someone else was talking and I was just listening in. The helpless sensation only made the embarrassing admission hotter. 

Maybe I’m dreaming about Nathan, I wondered sluggishly, I wonder if I can think that in a dream?

“That’s perfectly normal,” Nathan’s hand moved a little lower, down the nape of my neck as he stepped behind me and explained, “Stimulation is a part of the process. First,” he ran his hand down my spine lightly, sending thrills up and down it, “Your mind is opened. Then,” he leaned in and kissed the top of my head, “information is placed within it. Finally,” he splayed my ass cheeks apart with his stiff fingers, “Pleasure is used to seal the lessons deep in your mind, where you can no longer question them.”

Something pressed against my exposed ass. It wasn’t his cock - it was too rigid, cold and slick with lubricant. I shivered as he inserted it into me, feeling more exposed than I ever had in my life. The intrusion was a strange mix of uncomfortable and arousing. Whatever he was putting in me couldn’t have been wider than a finger, but it felt gigantic as it penetrated me.

I couldn’t help but squirm, though I was confused about whether I wanted to force the toy deeper or get away from it.

Nathan slapped my backside sharply. There was a split second of pain, mixed with pleasure so intense that I saw stars on the insides of my eyelids. I let out a squeal of surprise. 

“Sit still,” Nathan said firmly, as he checked the motion of the swing with both hands, “Obey, Tina.”

‹Obey.›

The word centered me instantly. I froze before I could even think about it, not even bothering to acknowledge the command. Being so helpless made me tingly wet. I panted, my mouth still hanging open.

I barely had enough presence of mind to wonder at him calling me ‘Tina’ instead of Christina.

Nathan patted my backside, gently this time, one hand on the swing to hold it in place. He gripped the toy again and began to gently push it further inside me. As he worked it deeper, he leaned in close and breathed in my ear, “Good girl, Tina. Open your eyes.”

‹Good girl.›

‹Open your eyes.›

My eyes flicked open before I could really think about it, responding to his voice rather than my will. To my relief, I saw that we were in a bedroom, rather than a playground. There was a king-sized bed in front of me, with a brown leather bag on it. The blinds on the windows beyond the bed were closed, but I could tell that it was sunset from what little light peeked in through the slats. 

I realized I’d been with Nathan all day. I wanted to be alarmed by that, especially since I had no idea what had happened in the missing time, but all I could muster was a dim echo of it. Still, it pushed me to be a little more mobile. I looked down and saw that I was, indeed, naked on a swing. It was just bolted into the ceiling, rather than an outdoor frame. My wrists were fastened to the chains on it with zip ties.

I knew that should freak me out. I would never have agreed to be tied up by my husband, much less a strange man. All the same, it felt wonderful. The toy in my ass began to buzz, setting me vibrating at the core of my being. My pussy tingled, making it almost impossible to concentrate. Nathan dragged a hand along my side as he stepped in front of me. 

He was naked too.

The only naked man I’d ever been face to face with was Greg. My husband was cute, and he took decent care of himself: he knew which end of a salad fork was up and he jogged most mornings. Before yesterday, I’d never had any complaints about him.

Nathan was, on the other hand, gorgeous. His body was toned, lithe and perfect. He didn’t look like a lawyer, he looked like a professional athlete, maybe a runner or swimmer. He didn’t have any tan lines, either. The only detail that was out of place was that his erect cock had a black tattoo of some kind on it.

The whole thing was surreal enough to shake me out of my fog, if only just a little. I managed to whisper, “What are you… mm… doing to me?”

He didn’t talk right away. Instead, he put his left hand on my shoulder to steady me and splayed my nether lips open with his right hand, his stiff fingers amazing against my tingling pussy. He carefully positioned the head of his cock in front of me, then made eye contact. He smiled and said, “I was planning on fucking your brains out, Tina. Literally, in this case.”

I stared up into his beautiful green eyes, unable to look away. I panted, “… but I’m married.” The objection sounded weak, even to me.

He let go of my shoulder and ran his fingers through my hair, twining them in it possessively. He said, “Your marriage is already over, whether the papers are drawn up yet or not. You know it. I know it. Greg won’t be surprised after what he’s done. A formality won’t stop me. The only thing that can is this: tell me that you want me to stop, and I’ll take you home right now. Do you want me to do that, Tina?” 

I felt a moment of intense conflict. On the one hand, just because Greg did something horrible didn’t mean I should too. On the other hand, I was so turned on that I might cry if I didn’t get off. I mouthed, “No,” barely able to make a sound.

Nathan gripped me with his big, strong hands and plunged inside me, yanking me onto him in a single hard stroke. Between his thick cock and the toy buzzing inside me, the sensation was so intensely pleasurable that it almost hurt. I could feel his hardness rubbing against it through the thin, incredibly sensitive wall of my inner passage.

I let out the start of a sharp scream, but Nathan muffled it with a lingering, open-mouthed kiss. By the time he finally broke it off, all I could do was gulp helplessly for air.

Then, before I could catch my breath, Nathan began to pound me in earnest. He used the swing to bring my entire body forward and back, impaling me on his cock. Every stroke penetrated me completely, an overwhelming mix of pleasure and pain. It felt like he might split me open with the force of them. 

I came in moments, white hot pleasure washing over my entire body. This time, he didn’t bother to stifle my ragged cry of ecstasy. For a split second, I felt a mix of relief and disappointment that it had happened so fast. I wasn’t sure I could take any more.

A moment later, I realized Nathan was just going to keep pounding me. Even as I came, he continued hammering my sopping pussy, setting off even more incredible tingling pleasure. I flailed helplessly in my restraints, arms shaking, legs kicking at empty air as he kept going and going. I squeezed my eyes shut, tears rolling down my cheeks.

Nathan came inside me after an eternity of that blissful torment, his hot cum setting off one final aftershock of electric bliss. He leaned against me, finally panting himself. Then he tapped the back of my neck three times.

The scene shifted in the blink of an eye. One moment, I was hanging limp in my sex swing, toy still buzzing in my ass. The next, the toy was gone, and I was resting on Nathan’s lap, his arm across my belly holding me upright. I could feel his semi-erect cock beneath my bare ass, and his steamy breath very near my ear. We were sitting on the bed, facing the room’s television screen. 

My body was still tingling from what he’d done to it. I was sweaty and sensitive, heart still beating very fast. Despite that, my head felt foggy, almost like I’d been napping.

He asked me, “Awake, Tina?”

I nodded and said, “Uh huh.” I didn’t sound very awake.

“Good. I want you to keep your eyes forward, Tina.” He reached for the remote beside us, and the screen flicked to life.

Glossy patterns of pink and purple filled my vision, rippling like oil. As I stared at it, wide-eyed, more elaborate patterns began to emerge. Geometric shapes twisted, like living MC Escher designs. Even without Nathan’s order, I would’ve stared at them.

He leaned in and breathed in my ear, “It’s time to finish your Lesson.”

The patterns seemed to expand, engulfing my entire world.

~~~

When I opened my eyes, I expected to be coated in a sheen of sweat and our shared sexual fluids, but I was just laying naked on a hospital bed. Something cold was pressed against my forehead, and Nathan’s warm hand was on my cheek. Dr. Triggs was standing at the computer terminal nearby.

I realized, with a fierce blush, that she might have heard the whole story. I bit my lip, uncertain of what to say. I couldn’t bring myself to ask.

He stroked my cheek and asked, “Do you remember now?”

I took a deep breath and nodded slightly, whispering, “Uh huh.” Of course, it wasn’t entirely true. I had no idea what had happened before or after the swing, but I had the idea.

Nathan had done something to my mind. Something so profound that I couldn’t really remember it, even when he told me to… and now I was in the compound where he worked, and nobody knew where I was. They could do anything to me here. I might not even know my own name by the time they were through with me.

The worst part was, that all sounded incredibly hot. I was already slick between my bare thighs from the memory of Nathan taking me on the swing, but I pressed them together hard and rubbed them, wriggling on the bed.

“So,” he continued, “You understand what’s going to have to happen next. Don’t you, Tina?”

I nodded and whispered, “Yes, Sir.”

He smiled and said, “Good.” He turned to Dr. Triggs and said, “You can go ahead, Doc.”

The doctor replied, “Thank you, Nathan.” She began typing into her workstation, rapid fire.

I was gone before she finished.


Chapter Three

I rode my rowing machine with a purpose, keeping rhythm with some peppy club beat that I couldn’t name. My arms and legs were burning with exertion, and my lungs ached, but I still wanted more. According to the digital display at the head of the machine, I still had two minutes left on my workout, then I would have to yield the device for cleaning, and the next girl. Wasting that precious time was definitely Wrong.

There were five other girls in the gym with me, all between the ages of about twenty and thirty. The smallest was a blond who couldn’t have been more than five feet nothing. The biggest was a statuesque brunette who was easily the tallest person in the room. I hadn’t bothered to learn any of their names. This was a transitional space for all of us, and one that kept us busy virtually every moment of the day. There was neither time for nor any point in trying to form friendships here.

We also had a single male Trainer. Now that I lived at the Ranch, I knew he was mostly a formality: all the girls here had the same work ethic that I did. No one was speaking or even going slow. Every single girl here had the same laser-like focus that I enjoyed. 

That’s what we were doing here, of course. The Ranch was a place for girls to be their very best in both body and mind, trained for perfection. Only the most special people were ever accepted. As the clock ticked down to 30 seconds, I sped up, feeling my heart race. I didn’t want to be complacent just because I was one of the lucky few.

A bell dinged, and we all stopped at the same time and stepped away from our machines. All the girls were dripping with sweat and breathing heavily, but we were all smiling.

The Trainer was a very cut man of perhaps thirty named Trevor. The only difference in his outfit and the ones we all wore was that his was dull gray, while we were in pastels. He had a military haircut and, from his bearing, I assumed it had been earned. He stepped to the door and said, “Single file, ladies.” 

We queued up without a word of reply and followed him out of the gym like a row of sweaty little ducklings. As we filed out, two girls in skimpy maid outfits sidled past us. They looked ready for a fetish film shoot, but they opened a closet in the gym and began to clean the equipment before we’d rounded the corner. Like us, they worked efficiently and quietly.

Another group of girls passed us as we walked down the clean white corridor, a half-dozen trainees led by a very athletic black man. I dimly remembered that his name was Luke, and that he’d been in charge of me at some point. The Trainers rotated periodically. It was hard to say how often though: I hadn’t looked at a calendar since I’d been here, only clocks.

It was easy to lose track of time, as busy as we were.

We reached what would have been a locker room in a normal gym. Our lockers only latched shut instead of actually locking though. There was no need to worry about theft, not here. We all peeled out of our sweats and dumped them in one of the washing machines set against the wall. Trevor did the same, revealing a body free of tan lines. The only strange marks were bar codes tattooed on both the base of his magnificent cock and his right ass cheek.

I wanted to ask about them, but girls didn’t speak out of turn here.

My group filed into the shower a moment later. It was a single room large enough for a couple dozen people to use at once, easily. Trevor picked a side and we all lined up along it. There were no spigots, of course. The water simply turned on of its own accord. 

I took just a moment to enjoy the steamy water on my sore muscles, then began to scrub myself. There was no clock in here, but I knew we wouldn’t have very long. Showers at the Ranch tended to be short but plentiful: a change and a quick one after each time we got sweaty.

The water turned off, and we filed back out to the locker room to towel off and change into fresh sweats. We were still quiet, but there was palpable excitement this time. Now that everyone was worn out from exercise and relaxed from a hot shower, it was everyone’s favorite time of day.

We were going to have our daily Lesson.

My group hit the elevator. The ones here were very large, the sort you’d expect in a hospital, so we all fit comfortably. Still, I suspected it was one of the reasons we were never in groups larger than a half dozen or so.

Trevor hit the button for sub-level three. He looked even more excited than the rest of us, though I supposed that being a man, he couldn’t help it. His shorts were tented already, just in anticipation.

There was no running in the halls, but we hurried as best as we could the moment the elevator doors opened. The Ranch’s underground facilities were sprawling, but our training room was close by.

The doors slid open for us. Another pair of maids were finishing up cleaning, and hurried out as we entered. The room still smelled faintly of arousal beneath the lemon-fresh cleaning solvents, but everything was dry.

At first glance, the room looked a bit like a small theater. There was a giant screen at the far end, and there were three descending rows of seats all pointed at it. The similarities ended there, though. The chairs themselves were large and adjustable, more appropriate for a hair salon than a movie theater. They all had stirrups and arm rests with restraints, but we never needed them. Each chair also had a large piece to cover someone’s head, but they had headphones and what I supposed was some form of EEG rather than hairdryers.

Washing a brain required more feedback than getting perfect hair, after all.

We filtered in, Trevor taking the first chair. I moved past him and got into my own chair eagerly, smiling with excitement as the device behind me descended to cover the top of my head. The headphones slid in, confining my head pleasantly as the screen flickered to life.

The lights in the room dimmed and familiar patterns of pink and purple filled my vision. A moment later, the headphones offered a soothing drone, and I was gone.

~~~

Waking from a Lesson was always slow going, but I never minded it. My entire body tingled pleasantly, and my head was still foggy from the ideas placed there. I couldn’t remember any of them, but that was all right too. Every time I blinked, I could see the afterimages of brilliant spirals on the backs of my eyes.

The lights came up slowly to give us time to adjust. The petite blond was already on her feet, and a lovely black girl with enormous breasts was just about there. I rose too, gripping the arm rest to keep steady. Trevor was still out, his cock rock hard beneath his sweats. I gave it a longing look. Sometimes, we were allowed to serve a Trainer after a lesson.

My daydreaming ceased when I saw the silhouette of someone standing in the doorway. I turned and saw a handsome, green eyed Trainer named Nathan. We weren’t supposed to have favorites here, but he was mine anyway. Even so, it wouldn’t do to speak out of turn, so I didn’t say hello or wave. I did offer him my brightest smile though, and took a moment to admire him. Unlike all of us, he was in a nice gray suit, which meant he wasn’t here for training of any sort.

Trevor rose next, pants still tented. He turned, saw Nathan and asked, “What can I do for you, Sir?”

Nathan stepped into the room and said, “I’m here for Tina. She has a guest today. The rest of your trainees should proceed with your day as normal.” He turned to me and said, “Tina, you’re with me.”

A guest could only mean one thing: someone wanted me. My heart flipped in my chest and I padded down the row to get to Nathan. I wanted to ask him all about it, but I bit my lip to keep quiet. 

Trevor nodded and said, “Yes Sir.” He turned to the rest of the girls and said, “Line up.” 

The girls finished getting up and fell into line, but I barely noticed them anymore. I simply stood beside Nathan and waited for him to move, trying not to bounce on my toes with excitement.

As we walked to the elevator, Nathan asked, “How are you enjoying your time at the Ranch, Tina?”

“I love it, Sir!” I gushed, “I’ve never had so much time to focus on being a better person. Life was always so busy before, but now everything is simple.” I didn’t remember much about my old life, but I knew that I was too occupied to exercise, and had never had a Lesson pumped into my sleepy brain back then.

“Good,” he smiled. The elevator doors slid open and we stepped inside. As they closed behind us, he said, “I’m sure you’re curious who your guest is, aren’t you, Tina?”

“Yes Sir, I really am.” I resisted the urge to pepper him with questions, but it was getting harder. If he wanted me to stay quiet about it much longer, he was going to have to trigger me.

He chuckled and said, “Don’t worry, he’s waiting right upstairs.” 

I bit back a sigh and agreed, “Yes, Sir.” 

We stood in silence for a moment as the elevator rose. When the doors opened again, he looked me up and down and said, “No pout. That’s impressive. You’re a good girl, Tina.” 

‹Good Girl.›

I let out a low moan as the words filled me, then nearly purred, “Thank you, Sir.”

“You’re welcome, Tina.” He patted my backside, and led me out onto the ground level of the Ranch. 

We stepped out of the ‘barn’ into the open air, and I couldn’t help looking around again. It was the first time I’d been outside since my arrival, and I only dimly remembered that.

The place was incredibly picturesque, and looked very old fashioned on the outside. There were a handful of girls tending the gardens, these ones in normal farm clothing instead of the maid outfits favored below. There were also a couple dozen girls jogging in one of the fields with two male Trainers. 

I wondered how long girls were in training before they were taken outside for runs.

We came to one of the outer buildings, a small cabin that looked like it would’ve traditionally been a house for field workers. Nathan entered without knocking, and I saw that the interior was, like the rest of the Ranch, deceptively modern. It looked a lot like a very fancy hotel room… with a few extras. There was a sex swing near the bed, and shackles bolted into the far wall. Somehow, I knew that a polished wooden box beside the cross would be full of toys.

There was a single man inside, sitting on the bed with his phone in hand. He was dressed quite casually, just a pair of black jeans and a button down shirt he hadn’t tucked in. It all looked brand new though, like it had never been worn before. His carefully gelled haircut was definitely expensive. The man himself was handsome, with deep brown eyes and perfect, swarthy skin.

I almost asked him what he was doing here, buying women. I had no idea what I cost, but he didn’t look like the sort of man who needed to pay for companionship at all.

Nathan said, “Mr. Williams, this is Tina. I apologize for the delay, but she was in the middle of a session, and it’s harmful to interrupt hypnotic conditioning. Tina, I’d like to formally introduce Rafael Williams. You will recognize your Buyer.”

‹Recognize Your Buyer.›

I was always more sensitive to triggers after a Lesson. Nathan’s words were no different: I felt an intense head rush as I focused on my Buyer, the rest of the room seeming dim and distant. I slid to my knees and looked up. I wanted to drink him in as best I could, little details leaping out at me now: I loved the curve of his jaw, the twinkle in his eyes, his strong looking hands.

Nathan stroked the top of my head gently and asked, “Do you have any questions about handling her?” 

“No,” my Buyer shook his head and said, “Your explanations have been very thorough. I believe I can take it from here.” He looked back at me.

“In that case,” Nathan said, “She’s all yours. Just call for me when you’re finished with the test drive. And have fun.”

Rafael said, “Thank you, I will.”

The door opened and shut behind me, but it barely registered. I only had eyes for my handsome Buyer. He set his phone aside and met my gaze, his eyes endlessly deep. He asked, “Don’t remember me, do you?”

My heart sank. I lowered my head to the floor and admitted, “No, Sir. I’m sorry, Sir.”

He laughed and said, “That’s all right. They told me that you would be especially foggy given the time of day that I was visiting. It’s nothing we can’t address shortly. Worst case, I’m certain they can simply correct that in your training. For now, just come here.” He tapped a spot on the carpet in front of him with the toe of his shoe.

I crawled forward, feeling an immense sense of relief at the notion they could restore my memories of him. I stopped in front of him, still on my hands and knees, and bowed my head to the floor.

He lifted his right foot off the carpet and rubbed my cheek with the toe of his sneaker, the black rubber cool against my cheek. I leaned into his touch, then he slid the shoe beneath my chin and nudged my head up, so our gazes could meet. He said, “I’m not used to you being so quiet. Is that part of the indoctrination they’ve given you?”

I nodded and said softly, “Yes, Sir.” This whole line of conversation made me nervous. I wanted to be perfect for him, but I didn’t really understand what he wanted.

Obviously noticing my discomfort, Rafael smiled and said, “Why don’t you speak freely, Tina? You can start by telling me about how you like it here, and what your time has been like. I’ve been on a small guided tour, but I haven’t had a chance to talk with any of the other… merchandise. No opportunity to really see how you live.”

Merchandise. I was property. The idea made me shiver with pleasure. Feeling relieved at his command, I smiled back at him and gushed, “I love it here, Sir. I’ve never been in better shape. All my times have improved, and I can run a solid three miles on the treadmill. Oh, and Dr. Triggs says that my brainwave readings are the best out of any new trainee this year. And…” I blushed and trailed off, uncertain if I should finish.

“And?” my Buyer reached down and stroked the top of my head, running his fingers through my hair.

‹Good girls have no shame.›

The thought popped into my head. I knew it was artificial, but that only made it more intense. I volunteered, “… I’m up two sizes in anal training. Not quite ready yet, but soon.”

He laughed and said, “Good, good.” Then he twined his fingers in my hair and gave me a gentle tug. He said, “Time to get up, let me have a better look at you.”

I let him guide me up. He let go of my hair as soon as we were eye to eye. I stood over him, keenly aware that my sweats were damp from the earlier Lesson. This close, he was definitely going to be aware of my earlier arousal. I only hoped he liked it. 

Rafael rose too. He was half a head taller than me, and smelled faintly of a nice, musky cologne. He reached down and pulled my shirt up. I raised my arms, letting him peel it off of me. He dropped it to the rug beside us negligently, still looking at me. I kept my arms raised to let him get at my sports bra more easily. He unhooked it next, letting it fall to the floor too. I lowered my arms and kept my eyes on his. Finally, he reached down and hooked a finger into the waistbands of both my sweat pants and my panties, tugging them loose and letting them drop around my ankles.

I took a deep breath and stood as still as I could. While I waited for instructions, I struggled to remember where I’d seen him before. His face was naggingly familiar… but thinking about my old life tended to make me foggy, and this was no different. The harder I tried, the more slippery it became. 

He cupped my breasts, fingers kneading my pliant flesh while the firm palms of his hands rubbed against my stiffening nipples. He breathed, “Just the way I imagined. They offered to augment them, but I wanted you just as you are.”

“Mmm,” I quivered at the casual discussion of my body and panted, “Thank you, Sir. I know you could have anyone you wanted, any way you wanted…” I left the question behind it unasked. 

Rafael leaned down and replied, breathing softly in my ear, “So why you? And why buy, when I could just pick someone up anywhere? Simple: I didn’t get where I am today by settling.”

“No, Sir,” I trembled at the stimulation. I raised my arm to touch him, but I didn’t know if ‘speaking freely’ extended to putting my hands anywhere that I wanted.

“Now, they explained that your trigger was simple…” he tapped the back of my neck three times.

Everything became very foggy, very quickly.

~~~

“Christina,” Greg had his hand on the small of my back as he nodded at the well dressed man before us, “I’d like you to meet an old friend of mine. This is Rafael Williams.” My husband had to speak up a little to be heard over the general good cheer of the Christmas party we were attending. In the background, there were couples in elegant dresses and suits sipping punch and eating dainty little cookies.

“You’re even more lovely than Greg said,” Rafael took my hand and kissed it. 

I laughed and said, “You’re too kind.” I withdrew my hand and asked, “So, how do you two know each other?”

“Oh,” Greg said, “We used to get into all kinds of trouble. You know, before you convinced me to settle down and be a productive member of society.” He winked at me.

I shook my head and laughed again, “Did I?”

Rafael said, “I’m sure there’s a difference. The stories I could tell you…” he caught a glance from Greg and added, “But won’t.” He looked back at Greg and asked, “On the other hand, I am intrigued to hear about the business proposal you had for me. Is this a good time for a demonstration?”

“Oh honey,” I turned to Greg and asked, “You aren’t going to waste our first night out in weeks on trying to rope your friend into some hot new deal, are you? Can’t it wait?”

Greg slid his hand a little lower down my back, just above the curve of my ass, and leaned in close. He whispered something in my ear, but the words slid right past my ear, and deep into my brain. He added, voice low and intimate, “We’re going to find a quiet room to show my friend what you can do. Nod if you understand and obey, baby doll?”

‹Obey.›

‹Baby Doll.›

I nodded, eyes half-shut. Whatever he wanted to do was fine. I was his baby doll.

“Got somewhere quiet around here, Raf?” Greg asked. He kept his hand on my back, which was good, because I was feeling very unsteady on my feet, swaying ever so slightly in place.

Rafael cocked his head and gave me a more appraising glance. He nodded and said, “Come with me.”

The walk through the party was surreal and disjointed. I only took in flashes: a face here, a tablecloth there. My sense of time was completely off-kilter: I could’ve sworn the elevator ride took forever, but I was barely even aware of the rest of the walk to Rafael’s suite. It felt almost as though I were dreaming.

The three of us stepped inside, and Rafael asked, “So… how do we proceed?”

“Remember that hooker in Vegas?” Greg slid his hand lower and cupped my ass through my skirt. He continued, “We were so drunk, and -”

Hooker in Vegas. I knew I should be upset. Greg having girlfriends before we got together was one thing, but paying for sex was another. Still, I couldn’t muster so much as a frown. I felt a sense of Zen-like calm that was only growing deeper.

“And I asked if she offered a 2-for-1 special?” Rafael laughed. He looked at me and asked, “You really don’t mind any of this? Greg told me that he had you under control, but this really is something else.”

I blinked at him, uncertain of what to say. I wasn’t really supposed to talk unless Greg told me to, but I didn’t want to be rude. I looked to my husband for help.

Greg gave my ass a fond squeeze and said, “Christina, kneel and ask us both to whip it out for you. While you’re waiting for us to get ready, unbutton your blouse so we can cum on your tits. You must obey.”

‹Obey.›

Rafael cocked his head in surprise. He started to say something, but before he could, I slid to my knees on the clean brown carpet, looked up at him and said dully, “Whip it out for me, please.” I felt too sluggish to muster much enthusiasm. Without waiting for a reply, I fumbled with my blouse. Greg hadn’t said how many buttons to unfasten, so I was determined to open them all.

“Go on,” Greg stepped in front of me and unfastened his fly, producing his semi-erect cock. My eyes focused on it immediately, as though it were highlighted. Greg began to stroke it, aimed at me.

Rafael was only a moment behind in unfastening his fly. I glanced his way and saw him stroking it too. He looked a little longer than Greg. He stepped closer to me and said, “I thought you were exaggerating about all this. Is it all right to talk about it in front of her?”

Greg put his free hand on my forehead and said, “My friend and I need to talk some business. You can give us some privacy simply by ignoring what we’re talking about. There’s no need to hear it, no need to think about it. Just focus on sucking some dick, starting with our guest. You understand and obey, don’t you, baby?”

‹Obey.›

‹Baby.›

I stared up at him wide-eyed, soaking in the words. It made sense of Greg to want some time alone with his friend. I replied dazedly, “Uh huh.” Then I turned to Rafael and took his cock in my mouth, savoring the feel of it stiffening between my lips. I bobbed my head up and down, enthusiasm for the act cutting through my sluggish drowsiness. He was rock hard in moments, throbbing in my mouth. 

Awake enough to be playful now, I pulled off of him and began to lick the underside of his slick shaft, tracing every vein on it with the tip of my tongue. Rafael groaned with pleasure and stroked my head, running his fingers through my hair. He looked down at me, making eye contact as I ran my tongue around the head of his cock. I could understand what he was saying, but I could hear his breath catch in his throat, feel his heart race.

Doing it with Greg watching only made it hotter. I could see him watching what I was doing out of the corner of my eye, and I wanted to make him proud. 

Rafael’s fingers twined in my hair, stopping my playful exploration of his cock with a firm but gentle touch. He held my head steady, and began to fuck my face, thrusting his shaft into my mouth with a sudden and fierce intensity.

A soft voice in the corner of my mind expected me to gag, but my body seemed to know what to do. My throat relaxed as he face-fucked me. The only point of discomfort was his grip in my hair, which was a little close to my scalp for comfort, but I held as still as I could to keep it from being distracting.

Rafael came in moments, pulling almost all the way out of my mouth to keep from choking me. 

I swallowed eagerly, and the world faded to black.

~~~

I blinked rapidly, feeling a moment of intense disorientation. One moment, I’d been on my knees, wearing a tight red dress. Now, I was naked, my butt against the wall, my arms shackled above my head. Rafael was still in front of me, but now he was naked too. My brain was foggy, and it took me a moment to realize that he’d just made me remember something from my old life. Little bits and pieces of other memories came back: I realized that it hadn’t been the last time Rafael had come by. I dimly remembered speaking to him.

It took me another moment to understand the implications, but my eyes widened as I realized, “… Greg brainwashed me?”

Saying it aloud made me clench. For the first time since I’d been at the Ranch, I felt less than perfect clarity. A part of me wanted to see Greg again. 

Rafael stepped closer and explained, “He’s the one who got me involved with this whole operation. They wanted my investment capital, access to international shipping. He was with them for some time before that. Long enough to have you seen to. I think they would’ve insisted even if he hadn’t, if only so that you wouldn’t notice his activities. I’m sure he didn’t mind the side benefits. At any rate, I made owning you a condition on signing up.”

That brought my attention back to the here-and-now, centering me enough to shake off the cobwebs from my earlier trance. The idea that I’d been a bargaining chip in a merger was the strangest mix of upsetting and almost unbearably hot. Feeling completely lucid, I met his gaze and asked softly, “… why?”

“That’s complicated. Of course, if a powerful man ever tells you he had only one reason to do anything,” Rafael replied with a gentle smile, “They’re being disingenuous at best. In your case… there was a certain amount of perverse curiosity. I didn’t think Greg would really agree at first. And then of course,” he reached for my breasts, taking them in his strong hands again, “There was the simple matter of wanting you, rather than the anonymous sex toys that they make here.” he tweaked my nipples playfully and explained, “You’re so much hotter.”

“Mmm,” I moaned, little spikes of pleasure radiating from my breasts, “Thank you.”

“Now that that’s out of the way,” he let go of my chest and stepped close, pressing his body against mine, “There were a few other things I wanted while I was visiting.” He reached between my legs, guiding the head of his cock to my slick nether lips, and penetrated me.

I let out a gasp of pleasure and moaned, “Mmm… Thank you, Master.”


Epilogue

Dawn was a quiet time in my new home, and I liked to keep it that way. I padded quietly up a flight of stairs and down the hall, the first rays of sunshine peeking in from between narrow gaps in the thick curtains. I was grateful for a little light. I’d only been here for a few weeks, and everything was still very new. I slipped into the master bedroom without a sound. The hinges were kept well oiled, and I wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing to rustle or catch on anything. My Master was a heavy sleeper, but I still liked to surprise him after a quick morning shower sometimes.

I found him as I’d left him a half an hour earlier, resting in the middle of the bed. He was in a tangle of covers though, clearly having tossed and turned a little.

Out in the world, he was a shipping tycoon, feared and admired. It seemed like as his slave, I ought to feel the same sort of awe, if not more than the people he merely employed. All the same, I couldn’t help but think he was adorable, and found it hard to take him too seriously.

I supposed if he really disapproved, he could simply have it written out of me… if he hadn’t put the idea in my head in the first place. Even away from the Ranch’s daily brainwashing, it was hard to tell which thoughts were truly mine. 

Rather than worry about that, I moved forward cautiously. Once I was close enough, I hopped back onto the bed with a playful, “Boo!”

Rafael woke with a start, eyes wide. He laughed, “One of these days, you are going to give me a heart attack, pet.”

I straddled him and asked, “Can you think of a better way to go?”

He cupped my bare backside and admitted, “No.” Then he gave me a playful swat on the backside and said, “Doesn’t mean you’re not going to make it up to me though.”

“Yes, Master,” I leaned in and kissed him.

It was going to be a good day, another in my own personal Shangri-La.


A Tough Act to Swallow


Prelude

Peter Owens had the sort of voice I could listen to for hours, even if all he was doing was reading the phone book. It was deep, smooth and confident, no matter what subject he chose. That was why there wasn’t even a hint of hesitation when he asked, “George, when’s the last time Nikki here sucked your dick?”

I should have jumped. A small part of me wanted to, but it was easier to just sit quietly on the couch. My brain was sort of foggy, as though I’d had a lot more wine than I remembered drinking with dinner.

My husband George looked similarly mellow. His expression was slack, his big brown eyes glassy and unfocused. He blinked in sleepy confusion and asked dully, “Huh, Pete?” 

“Nikki,” Peter nodded at me and explained patiently, “I want to know the last time this hot piece of ass got on her knees and took your cock in her mouth. And,” he leaned forward and added firmly, “You want to tell me that.”

‹Hot piece of ass.›

I quivered at the description, feeling my cheeks flush. Peter knew better than to talk about me like that, much less to my husband, but it didn’t matter: I wanted him to go on.

George didn’t seem to mind either, although he was usually pretty protective of me. He shifted slightly in his big, comfy chair and said, with a small frown, “Nikki doesn’t suck cock, Pete.”

My cheeks burned at his admission. I couldn’t believe George was telling someone, even such a close friend, something so intimate about our love life.

Peter turned to me. His own wine glass was half full, and still in his hand. He made eye contact, his crystal blue eyes meeting mine as he asked, “Why won’t you suck your poor husband’s cock, Nikki?” 

It took every ounce of willpower to keep my mouth shut. I bit my lip and offered him a tiny, apologetic shake of my head. I wanted to actually say something, but I knew that if I opened my mouth, I’d just answer him.

Peter leaned forward and said firmly, “You want to tell me every intimate detail. We’re such old friends.”

‹Tell me every intimate detail.›

‹Old friends.›

A thrill ran down my spine, and I shuddered. He was right, of course. Maybe the wine really had affected my brain: I’d forgotten what good friends we were, and how much I wanted to talk to him about my sex life.

My blush deepened, but I opened my mouth and said, “… it’s dirty…” I sounded half asleep. More than that, my voice sounded small, far younger than normal.

“What,” Peter sounded amused, “George doesn’t shower? I’ll admit I don’t want to check that closely, but he smells fine to me.” He added, voice going all firm again, “Explain yourself.”

‹Explain yourself.›

That didn’t feel like conversation. It felt like Peter was ordering me to speak. The thought made me feel tingly and moist. I answered dreamily, “… no, blowjobs… are slutty… dirty…” 

Stringing together a sentence was so hard, on nights like these.

Peter turned to George and asked him, “Is that what Nikki told you, Georgie?”

My husband nodded slowly and agreed, “… uh huh…” His voice sounded as sleepy as mine, now.

“How do you feel about that?” Peter asked gently, “Don’t you wish your hot little wife would get on her knees and blow you, George?”

“… yuh huh…” George agreed dully.

‹Hot little wife.›

“I want you to picture that,” Peter continued, “Nikki here, right on the rug. Picture her looking up, holding eye contact as her lips wrap right around your shaft. You can picture that in your mind, can’t you?”

George’s answer was obvious at a glance: his nice gray slacks were tented with an erection. Still, he breathed eagerly, “… yessss…”

‹Picture that in your mind.›

I squirmed in my seat a bit, listening to them talk about me like I wasn’t even there. It was making me wet a lot faster than just the orders and praise.

If Peter noticed my reaction, he didn’t comment on it. Instead, he kept his focus on my husband as he said, “I can help you with that, George. Nikki and I are old friends. I bet I can make her see how wrong she is. You would really love that, wouldn’t you, George?”

My husband nodded, faster this time, and agreed eagerly, “Yesss…”

“In fact, George,” Peter continued, “You really want to watch. The idea of having someone teach your wife to suck dick is the hottest thing you can think of. Try thinking of something hotter. You can’t, can you George?”

George shook his head and moaned, “… nuh-uh…” 

“That’s good,” Peter said, “I’ll tell you what: you have my permission to whip it out, while Nikki and I are working. Go right ahead and jerk off, if you get too turned on. That’s really nice of me. Thank me, George.”

‹Teach your wife to suck dick.›

‹Whip it out.›

Peter’s words were meant for my husband, but they still bounced around in my brain, wiping away anything else on my mind. My heart pounded in my chest, even though my body felt sluggish and heavy, and I could feel moisture trickling down the insides of my thighs.

Watching George’s reaction didn’t help at all. He fumbled with his fly, fingers clumsy and useless. Even as he worked to unbutton his fly, he said dreamily, “… thanks, Pete…”

That was jarring enough that I found my voice. I managed to whisper, “What… are… you… doing?”

Peter rose and stepped toward me. He was already a head taller than I was, so he towered over me while I was sitting down. He looked down at me, smiled indulgently, and said, “Poor girl. You’re having such a hard time thinking. It’s like your head is full of fog, thick as pea soup. It’s wet and slippery and irresistible. The harder you try to fight it, the thicker it gets.”

‹Hard time thinking.›

‹Fog.›

‹Wet.›

‹Slippery.›

‹Irresistible.›

The words seemed to fill my head. I tried to remember what we’d even been talking about, but I couldn’t focus. All I could hear were Peter’s words, echoing in my brain over and over. I wondered hazily if he was talking about me: I was certainly wet and slippery. I opened my mouth to say so, but all I could muster was a soft little groan.

Peter reached down and stroked my hair affectionately, the way he might pet a cat or dog. He said, “Really, all your pretty head has room for are my words. You can think of nothing else. You don’t mind, though. It feels good.”

‹Think of nothing else.›

‹Feels good.›

That was certainly true. I stared forward, taking in absolutely nothing that I saw. All that really mattered was that Peter’s wonderful words were filling my brain. I favored him with a big, vacant smile and leaned into his touch.

“Now, I’m your oldest, dearest friend,” Peter assured me, “Repeat that back for me.”

“… now,” I parroted softly, “… oldest… dearest… friend…”

“But there’s more than that between us,” Peter continued confidently, “We were lovers once, and that was the most intense sexual experience you ever had in your life.” His fingers drifted to my cheek, brushing against my bare skin as he finished, “That’s very true, isn’t it, Nikki?”

“… uh huh,” I agreed, suddenly keenly aware of how close Peter was, and how stiff he looked beneath his slacks. I stared fixedly as he unzipped.


Chapter One

Six Months Earlier

The sound of snapping fingers jolted me to awareness. I felt dazed, like I’d woken from a nap… one where I’d been dreaming about something very good. My eyes and mouth were bone dry, and it felt like every drop of moisture I’d lost there had ended up right between my legs. My stiff nipples rubbed against my blouse, every breath making it feel like someone was rubbing them. My cheeks burned as I rose to consciousness.

Then I opened my eyes, and saw that I was on stage, and my blush deepened furiously. An audience of dozens of people were watching me. I struggled to remember what had happened. The last thing I’d known, I had gone out with my friends Jenny and Carol to see a hypnosis act for our girl’s night out. It had been Jenny’s birthday wish, of course.

Jenny had been eccentric for as long as I’d known her. Every birthday was an exercise in crazy. When she was seven, she’d made her favorite Barbie into a punk rocker with food coloring. Last year, it had been horse riding lessons, and the year before that, a trip to Ecuador for reasons that still eluded me. This year, she just happened to want a stranger inside her head, and I’d come along on a lark. 

I just didn’t understand how I’d ended up on stage too. The last thing I remembered was sitting down to watch the show. Right now, the stage hypnotist had his back to us, facing the crowd, and I realized I didn’t even remember what he looked like.

For a brief moment, I considered making my escape: there was a fire exit beyond the stage, and my purse was on the ground beside me. All I had to do was get up and make a dash for it. The only trouble was that my whole body felt leaden. Exhausted. I couldn’t budge a whole finger, much less stand and move.

The hypnotist asked the audience, “Now that we have our volunteers, you’d like to hear from them, wouldn’t you?”

The audience cheered, but I hardly heard them. It felt as though they were very far away. All that mattered was his voice: it was magic, sending little thrills up and down my spine. The notion of fleeing evaporated like the morning dew, and I stared at him with renewed appreciation.

The hypnotist turned to Jenny, back still toward me, and asked, “How are you doing, Jennifer?”

The petite brunette squirmed at his direct attention in obvious arousal. Her expression was rapt, almost worshipful, doe eyes wide and glassy and blank. She said thickly, “Gooood, Sir.” 

The ‘Sir’ threw me. I turned it over and over in my foggy mind, wondering where that had come from. I could hear the capital ‘s’ in her tone.

He turned to Carol and asked, “What about you, Carol?”

“Nice, Sir,” she sighed happily. The pretty blonde squirmed a bit under his direct attention too, sitting up a little straighter so that her large breasts jutted out. She clearly wanted attention. That was funny to me: Carol didn’t believe in hypnosis, and had balked at coming out tonight, yet here she was on stage…

And she was calling him ‘Sir,’ too.

Finally, he turned to me, and I finally got a good look at him. He was tall and handsome, with crystal blue eyes and a mop of curly black hair. I felt a needy tingle between my legs and wondered if Carol was faking to get his number.

She was the only single member of tonight’s outing, after all.

The hypnotist met my gaze and asked, “How about you, Nikki?”

His beautiful eyes were all I could focus on. My earlier thoughts about Carol and Jenny evaporated like the morning dew, and all I could do was stare back. I heard myself admit breathlessly, “Happy, Sir.”

The ‘Sir’ stirred the barest twinge of a thought from me, like maybe that was strange, but it felt completely natural. 

“Now, all three of you have already helped me out a lot by coming up here and letting these good people watch you go into a deep, deep sleep,” he assured us, “But it would be even better if you were willing to perform for them. You’d all like to help me that way, wouldn’t you?”

‹Deep sleep.›

‹Perform.›

I barely heard myself breathe, “Yessir,” before the world went dark again.

~~~

My entire world was filled with a shiny silver pocket watch. My head felt like it was wrapped in a thick velvet blanket, all thought smothered as I tracked the watch swinging back and forth, and back and forth. 

The emptiness of it was blissful: not only did I not have a care in the world, I couldn’t imagine them.

From somewhere beyond, a Voice said, “Nikki, bark like a puppy for me.” 

‹Bark like a puppy.›

I didn’t know who was speaking, but whoever he was, his voice was magic. The thought filled my foggy head, compulsive and irresistible. The only thing I could think about or want was to bark. I opened my mouth and barked brainlessly, “Woof! Woof, woof, woof!”

“Puppies are very fun,” the Voice said smoothly, “Simple. No thoughts beyond simple animal needs. No cares or worries. You would love to be my puppy. Wouldn’t you, Nikki?”

‹Love to be my puppy.›

I couldn’t imagine something more true. Whomever the Voice belonged to, I was desperate to be his puppy. I wriggled in my seat, my eyes still tracking the watch, and barked eagerly, “Arf! Arf, arf!”

“There’s a good girl,” the Voice assured me, “When I tell you the command ‘Heel, Nikki,’ you will become my puppy. Of course,” the Voice continued, “A puppy is completely loyal and servile to her owner. When you are my puppy, you will be completely loyal and obedient to me. That’s all very true, isn’t it?”

‹Loyal and obedient.›

“Woof!” I agreed eagerly. I couldn’t imagine anything better than that.

“Later on,” the Voice said, “I’m going to snap my fingers, and you will wake with absolutely no memory of these instructions. But that’s just fine, because you will be my puppy whenever I please. That’s very true, isn’t it, Nikki?”

“Arf!” I barked happily, “Arf! Arf!”

“Until then,” the Voice commanded me, “You will think of nothing else. You will hear nothing else. You will float in a pleasant and dreamy haze, mindless until the snap of my fingers unlocks your awareness. The only sign of your obedience I need is your open mouth and wagging tongue, girl.”

I opened my mouth and panted.

~~~

Snapping fingers roused me again, though I still felt sluggish and drowsy. For a split second, I dazedly wondered why George had chosen to wake me up that way. It passed the second I opened my eyes to the rapt crowd below the stage, and I remembered what was happening.

That I was performing. 

The realization sent a thrill of pleasure down my spine and between my legs, and I had to stifle a moan. My cheeks burned at the realization that dozens of strangers could see me so very turned on. Worse, I was worried I’d leave a puddle in the folding chair I was slumped in. I tried to look left and right to see what had become of Peter, Jenny or Carol, but moving my head was entirely too much work. 

Fortunately, Peter didn’t make me wait long. He put a hand on my shoulder and asked me, “Are you a dog person or a cat person, Nikki?”

That raised titters from the audience, but I was only dimly aware of them. I blinked heavily and replied, “Dog, Sir.”

“Do you own one?” Peter squeezed my shoulder affectionately.

“No, Sir,” I replied drowsily. I added, almost as an afterthought, “Allergic.”

It was an understatement, but I couldn’t muster the energy to explain in any more detail. Besides, hearing about that probably wasn’t what the audience was after. I was certain I was supposed to do something else, I just didn’t know what.

Yet.

Peter’s smile was audible as he asked, “So it’s been awhile since you played fetch. Hasn’t it, girl?”

‹Girl.›

The single word made me clench. I stifled a second moan and replied, “Yessir.”

“But,” he continued gently, “You’d really like to tonight. Wouldn’t you?”

“Yessir,” I agreed eagerly. Dull confusion gnawed at the edge of my consciousness: there weren’t any animals allowed in the club. Fun as it would be to play with a dog in front of all those people, we couldn’t possibly do it.

Peter’s hand moved from my shoulder to my cheek, and even that trace of resistance melted. I leaned into his touch as he said, “Good. I think our wonderful audience would love to see that.” His other hand came into view, a rawhide bone dangling from between his fingertips. He began to wag it back and forth.

I stared at it in dull surprise, eyes tracking the toy as though drawn magnetically. I wanted to ask him what he was doing, but I couldn’t string the words together. Instead, my mouth just hung open, still very dry.

The next words out of his mouth should’ve been a surprise, but I could’ve mouthed them with him. Peter said firmly, “Heel, Nikki.”

~~~

My world twisted. It was like losing my train of thought to shocking news. For a moment, all I could do was blink in confusion. It took me a moment to realize what was wrong: somehow, I was sitting in a people chair. I had no idea how that had happened. I knew better than to get onto one of those without permission. Worse, my Owner was watching with a toy in his hand, something I knew I wanted to play with.

I was tempted to get on the floor immediately, but I didn’t want to risk losing the bone for disobedience. I whined in distress, staring at it.

My Owner said, “Down, girl.” His tone was firm, but there wasn’t a hint of impatience. Clearly, I wasn’t in trouble.

I slid off the chair without taking my eyes off the chew toy. The stage floor felt cool and hard beneath my bare flesh. I wished briefly that I’d worn a longer skirt, something that would’ve covered my knees.

‹Puppies don’t wear skirts.›

The thought gnawed at the back of my awareness, a small voice of dissent in the corner of my mind as I turned my hand back and forth to track the rawhide bone. I growled low in the back of my throat and pushed the errant thought down.

My Owner raised the toy and asked, “Everything all right, girl?”

“Arf!” I rose up on my hindquarters and snapped at the toy, despite knowing that I’d come up short. 

He smiled and commanded me, “Fetch!” 

The toy sailed across the stage a moment later, and I gave chase. Nothing else mattered: not the clapping and laughter from the audience, not the sleeping woman on a folding chair to my left. I snatched up the toy and trotted back to my Owner with the bone clamped proudly between my jaws, drool running down my chin.

There was nothing in my head but brainless, joyful excitement. 

When my Owner told me, “Good girl!” even that tiny flickering of thought was wiped away.

~~~

My head felt like it was stuffed full of cotton, all thick and opaque and impossible to think around. I couldn’t remember where I was, or what I was supposed to be doing. All I knew was that I was sitting in a chair, my chin and panties both slick. My eyes were too heavy to open, my body far too heavy to move. My knees felt scraped up, and my jaw was sore. The chair beneath me was hard and uncomfortable.

Dimly, I wondered if I’d fallen asleep in the kitchen after scrubbing the floor or something.

“How are you doing,” Peter’s voice was distant, and I poised to answer until he finished, “Carol?”

I wondered dully if I was supposed to tell him I was waking up, or maybe just try to go back to sleep. I got as far as opening my eyes before I realized the entire train of thought was moot: I wanted to watch at least as much as the audience beyond them did.

Carol was standing beside him, looking extremely animated. She replied perkily, “Very well, thank you!”

She didn’t seem sleepy.

“Now Carol,” Peter continued, “You’ve seen your best friends act like animals. What was that like?”

“So cool!” Carol gushed, “I had no idea you could do that for real! I thought it was just fake, but Nikki would never have pretended!” 

‹Animals.›

I wondered, with faint alarm, what that was supposed to mean. It sounded vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t remember anything since coming onto the stage.

Meanwhile, Carol seemed to realize she’d put her foot in her mouth. She clapped a hand to her cheek and babbled, blushing, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to say that I thought you were a fake, I just-”

“Focus, Carol,” Peter said firmly, putting a hand on her shoulder as he cut her off, “You will not worry about it. Repeat that back for me, Carol.”

‹Focus.›

‹Not worry.›

‹Repeat.›

Even though the commands weren’t aimed at me, I straightened up a little in my chair, lips parting as though to begin parroting the handsome hypnotist’s instructions. He was right, of course: everything was fine.

Carol straightened up too, as though she were coming to attention. She replied with airheaded perkiness, “I will not worry about it, Sir.”

It was like her brain shut right off. I quivered at the thought.

“In fact,” he continued, “We’re alone right now, and you can say anything. Repeat.”

‹Alone.›

‹Repeat.›

I felt a head rush. I could still see the audience seated past the two of them, but it was as though they were in sepia tones. Part of the background, rather than participants in the scene before me.

“In fact,” Carol parroted with the same brainless enthusiasm, “We’re alone right now and I can say anything.”

“Good girl,” Peter let go of her shoulder and Carol’s posture relaxed to something more natural immediately. He asked, “What were you saying, Carol?”

“Sorry,” she blinked rapidly and admitted dazedly, “But I’m not really sure. Um. What were we talking about?”

“That’s all right,” he replied smoothly, “We were just talking about how I made your best friends frolic and play like animals. Do you think I could do that to you, too?”

‹Animals.›

For a fleeting moment, I wondered if he’d made me cluck like a chicken, but the thought faded the second Carol spoke again. 

“Probably,” she blushed and admitted, “But…”

“But?” Peter prompted her with a smile.

She asked hesitantly, “Wouldn’t it make sense to do something else, since you already kinda did that?”

Peter smiled and nodded, “It would, wouldn’t it?” He stroked his chin thoughtfully and asked, “Why don’t you tell me about the last time you got off, Carol?”

Carol put a hand to her mouth and exclaimed, “Sir!?”

“It’s just the two of us here, isn’t it?” he asked, clearly trying not to sound smug, “So there’s no harm in talking about it. Is there?”

My confused blonde friend looked toward the audience, then past me, then back to Peter. She agreed, still sounding shy, “Yeah, guess not.”

Peter tilted his head and asked, “So…?”

“Um,” Carol blushed furiously, “In the shower this morning.”

“So just with your fingers?” Peter sounded very amused. 

“Yeah,” Carol’s voice was getting smaller by the minute. She crossed her arms and shifted her weight a little, like she might be thinking about taking a step back.

“And talking about it,” he continued, “Is making you think about it. Isn’t it, Carol?”

“Well,” she floundered, “Um… yeah. A little.”

Peter snapped his fingers and cocked his head at her. Behind them, I was dimly aware of the crowd’s intent gazes. He asked, “And how ‘bout now?”

Carol moaned, “Yesss…” 

He snapped his fingers two more times, setting her twitching with each sound, then asked, “And now, Carol?”

“Ohh, yesss!” Carol squirmed in obvious delight, and started to reach for her skirt. 

I wished I could move my arms, too.

Peter put his left hand on her forehead and said firmly, “Freeze.”

‹Freeze.›

I felt every body in my muscle stiffen and tense, then watched Carol stand ramrod straight again. The blonde woman gasped helplessly, hands glued to her sides before she could raise her skirt and finish herself off.

Peter continued, in his new and commanding tone, “Three… two… one, cum Carol!” He snapped his fingers again. Carol moaned incoherently through an expression just as rigid as the rest of her body. Peter just said, “And three… two… one… cum again, Carol! And cum again, Carol!”

‹Cum.›

The single word echoed in my head like a bell, leaving my sopping wet pussy tingling madly… but both my body and brain knew it wasn’t meant for me. As Carol continued to moan and quiver, all I could do was languish in torment, almost there but never reaching it.

Finally, mercifully, Peter commanded, “And sleep!”

‹Sleep.›

Maybe he only meant it for Carol, but he wasn’t that specific. I slipped away again without a moment’s hesitation.


Chapter Two

“C’mon,” Carol led me by the hand, “We gotta go have a talk with that guy!”

The rest of the audience for the hypnosis show was filing out, laughing and talking. More than a few aimed lewd stares our way, but neither Jenny nor Carol seemed to even notice them. I replied hesitantly, “I, uh, I don’t know. It’s already pretty late, and George will be back from his conference on Monday, so…”

“So what,” Jenny teased, “You’ve got a curfew? C’mon, what’ll it hurt? You’ve got the whole weekend ahead of you, alone and free.”

‹I want to go backstage.›

“I…” I trailed off, uncertain about how to finish that sentence. The thought of going and talking to Peter was very compelling, but I pushed it aside. Really, that desire was the whole problem: I wanted to go see him badly enough that it felt wrong to do it. I knew how silly that would sound to the others, though. It wasn’t as though they were talking about tearing off his clothes. Worse, it wasn’t like I could tell them that I’d love to, but not until after I had a cold shower and a change of panties. After a moment of floundering, I just protested weakly, “… I dunno.”

“Very compelling,” Carol giggled. Her eyes were still shiny, and her cheeks were still flushed from whatever he’d done. She tugged at me and said, “We came here to talk to a hypnotist, and we’re not leaving until we do. That was Jenny’s birthday wish, and it’s our job to make wishes come true.”

Jenny took my other hand and agreed, “That is a very good point. Anyway, he won’t bite.”

“Besides,” Carol insisted, “It’s not like you’re fooling us. We know you want to go backstage too.”

‹I want to go backstage.›

The thought pulsed in my head insistently, echoing Carol. I tried to push it aside again, but it was like fighting the tide. I heard myself agree hesitantly, “I want to go backstage too.”

Saying it aloud made it easier to accept. I was tempted to repeat it, but that felt too silly.

“Ah, that’s the spirit,” Jenny laughed, “Resignation. Let’s go!”

I let the two of them sweep me away, even as the last of the audience filed out. Moments later, we found ourselves at his door. 

Carol only had to rap on it once before Peter opened it up, regarding the three of us with his beautiful blue eyes. My blonde friend froze, and I wondered if she simply hadn’t thought her plan through. 

He smiled at the three of us and asked, “Something I can help you ladies with?”

“Well,” Jenny said, “We paid good money to see a show, and ended up as props instead of audience members. I thought you might make it up to us.”

Peter blinked, clearly surprised by that. She always was the boldest of the three of us, though. He stepped aside and opened the door wider, then waved us in. He laughed, “I don’t think anybody has ever put it to me in quite that way before. That’s worth a ‘yes’ by itself. Please, come in.”

Carol blushed vibrantly, but she still slipped past him first. Jenny tugged me through behind her, and then Peter shut the door. It clicked closed with a certain finality. He gestured at a couch along the wall and said, “Have a seat, please.”

Under other circumstances, I might have felt confident with three of us and only one of him, but I already knew he had us outnumbered. Still, I wasn’t going to be rude. We were the guests here. I sat in the middle without a peep, flanked by my friends.

“So,” the hypnotist turned to us and said, “You know the old saying about how a good magician never reveals his secrets? There’s something to that. It’s against the code to do a real Q&A. So that’s a problem.”

Jenny cocked her head and asked, “Then why invite us in?”

“Because,” he smiled, “The rules are far less specific about truth or dare. I’ll tell you what: each of you gets to go a round or two with me. Since you’re clearly the ringleader, you can go first. Deal, Jenny?”

“All right,” Jenny asked, “Am I ever going to remember everything you did to me?”

“On your own? That varies from person to person,” Peter loosened his tie and explained, “It’s like how medicine hits everybody a little differently. Your recollection will not be the same as Carol’s, or Nikki’s, or whomever else I might have put under. Of course, I could help you remember if you wanted me to. I’d just have to hypnotize you to do it.”

“Hm,” Jenny leaned forward, “Tempting. But not until everybody else gets a turn.”

Peter took off his tie, set it aside and said, “Agreed.” He turned to Carol and asked, “And what did you want to know, gorgeous?”

Carol blushed and stammered, “I, uh, Um.”

“Relax,” he said firmly, “Just relax and tell me everything that’s on your mind, beautiful.”

‹Relax.›

‹Tell me everything.›

I felt an intense sense of déjà vu as he spoke, along with a deep and abiding calm. The only thing I could compare it to were some prescription tranquilizers I’d taken for a nasty sprain a few years ago. I sat back, feeling pleasantly warm.

“Yessir,” Carol sounded pretty laid back too as she admitted, “I just wanted your number. I was hoping we could go out.”

“Well,” Peter smiled and said, “I don’t know how I could turn that offer down. I’ll make sure you have it before you leave, pretty girl. That sound good?”

“Yuh huh,” Carol nodded slowly, “Thank you, Sir.”

“No trouble,” Peter smiled down at her. Then he turned, fixed me with his crystal blue eyes and asked, “What do you want to know, Nikki?”

I was transfixed by his gaze, unable to blink. My head felt foggy and heavy. I heard myself admit dully, “I wanted to know what animal you made me and why, Sir.” 

There was that ‘sir’ again. He seemed too young to be a ‘sir,’ but it rolled right off my tongue anyway.

The hypnotist tilted his head, clearly a little surprised by that. He asked, “How do you remember that you were an animal at all, Nikki?”

“Woke up,” I felt myself blush as I admitted, “While you were making Carol cum, Sir.” A part of me wanted to ask why he hadn’t made me cum too, but I couldn’t work up the nerve through my drowsy lethargy.

Carol gasped and asked softly, “… cum?”

Peter smiled and said, “Relax, Carol.” The couch shifted subtly as she melted into it beside me. Then he continued, “That’s very clever, Nikki. I’m very glad Jenny brought you here tonight. Good work, Jenny.”

Jenny said blissfully, “Thank you, Sir.”

‹How did he know that?›

The thought tugged at the corner of my awareness insistently. He couldn’t have known Jenny brought us here unless he already knew her, but she hadn’t said anything… I felt a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach.

Peter kept his gaze locked on mine as he said, “I turned you into a puppy for a little bit. You see, puppies are loyal and playful, and I wanted you to be those two things for me tonight. Tell me what puppies are, Nikki.”

‹Tell me.›

“Loyal and playful, Sir,” I heard myself parrot. It seemed like there should be something wrong with that, but I was too foggy to imagine what it might be. Being loyal and playful didn’t sound too bad. As it was, my panties were soaked. 

If nobody played with me, I would definitely have to play with myself later.

As Peter continued unbuttoning his shirt, he said, “All right, I’ve answered one question from each of you. My turn. Of course, I’m going to want you to be more comfortable. Freeze, girls.”

‹Freeze.›

I sat up straighter, body stiffening in response to the command. It didn’t feel so much like I was cooperating with him, willingly or unwillingly, but instead like magic. Like my entire body were bound. I realized dully that I was helpless. In the deepest, darkest corner of my mind I wondered if I should be worried.

“And,” Peter continued, “As your bodies go rigid, you can feel your arms and legs grow heavier, as though weighted down. Your chests are tighter, constrained. Your heads and eyelids are heavy. These sensations feel good. Your hearts are beating faster even as your bodies relax. Your skin is tingling, aching to be touched. Each of you is soaking wet in anticipation of what else I might tell you to do.”

‹Heavier.›

‹Tighter.›

‹Tingling.›

‹Wet.›

The lingering traces of worry evaporated. I wriggled a little, as much as I could with my body so tightly bound. My skin tingled, aching to be touched.

Peter continued firmly, “And you can feel your minds focus on my words and my voice automatically. This is completely natural. You have always been drawn to my words. When I brought you on stage, it only took a couple of minutes to render all three of you blank slates, no thoughts in your minds except for the ones that I put in them. You can feel that power again now, and you love it.”

‹Focus.›

‹Blank slates.›

‹No thoughts.›

The wonderful words bounced around the inside of my brain, making me feel empty except for their powerful echoes. I felt a big, vapid smile spread across my face. I did love it.

Peter opened his shirt, revealing a toned chest with just the right amount of dark curly hair. He turned to Jenny and said, “Tell me what thoughts are in your mind right now, Jenny.”

“… ones you put there…” Jenny sighed blissfully.

“And nothing else,” Peter said firmly, “Repeat that back for me, Jenny.”

Jenny breathed softly, “… an’ nothin’ else…”

“Carol,” our hypnotist continued, “How long did it take to turn the three of you into blank slates?” He hung his shirt over the back of a chair, then put a leg up on it to untie his shoe.

“… couple minutes…” Carol breathed dreamily.

Finally, he turned to me and asked, “How do you feel about being completely obedient to me, Nikki?” Peter took off a shoe.

“… love it…” I heard myself admit softly.

“Now,” Peter said firmly, “The truth is that the three of you came backstage so that I could take complete control of your minds and bodies. You were just too shy to ask until I did so. That’s very true, isn’t it Jenny?”

Jenny agreed dully, “Uh huh.”

“What about you, Carol?” Peter asked, his other shoe finding a spot beneath the chair.

Carol whispered, “…yesss…”

“And you, Nikki?” Peter unfastened his belt.

I stared, mesmerized by the sight. He was gorgeous, and he was going to be naked soon. Something about that dimly struck me as wrong, but I couldn’t put it to words. All I had to say for myself was, “Yessir.”

He smiled at me, sending tingles up and down my spine. Then he turned back to Jenny and asked, “How long before you need to be home, beautiful girl?”

“… soon, Sir…” Jenny answered, still sounding dazed.

She was supposed to spend the evening with us, same as we did every few weeks, but we normally got home by one or two. Her husband Peter would be expecting her. Besides which, she had a traditional birthday party tomorrow afternoon, and it was already after eleven.

“What about you,” Peter met my gaze and asked, “When do you have to be home by, gorgeous?”

‹Gorgeous.›

I looked into his crystal blue eyes and shivered. I heard myself reply, “… any time…”

My hypnotist glanced down, maybe at the wedding band on my hand and asked, “No one waiting up for you at home tonight?”

“…nosir…” I confirmed, feeling lightheaded at the admission. 

“And how long,” Peter asked, a hint of eagerness in his voice, “Does that situation last, Nikki?”

“… Monday…” I breathed.

He turned and said, “Good girl, Jenny. You did a perfect job. On your feet, drop your panties, and tell me how well you did.”

‹Drop your panties.›

The command wasn’t aimed at me, but I tingled with anticipation anyway as I watched my friend rise. She moved unsteadily, looking like she’d had much more to drink than we’d ordered with dinner. 

Jenny hiked up her skirt and dropped a pair of frilly black panties around her ankles. Then she said dully, “… perfect job…”

Peter patted her ass and said, “Get on your hands and knees on the floor, Jenny, and crawl two steps forward.” He turned to Carol, tapped a spot on the floor with his toes and added, “Kneel right there, babe.”

‹Hands and knees.›

‹Kneel.›

The words pulsed in my brain, making me feel even foggier. I squirmed, feeling a twinge of jealousy as I watched Jenny lower herself to the carpeted floor and crawl forward. She lowered her head and raised her ass, offering it up even though it was still covered by her skirt. Then my energetic, bohemian friend simply waited, still as a piece of furniture.

Carol slid off the couch directly to her knees, not standing first. From her awkward motions, I wasn’t sure if she did that because she hadn’t been told to stand up, or because she lacked the coordination right now.

Peter let his slacks drop around his ankles. He had plain black boxers beneath them, already tented by his erection. He lowered those a moment later, revealing his beautiful cock. It was big and thick and veiny, something out of a movie rather than anything I’d seen up close. He asked, “Carol, when’s the last time you sucked cock?”

‹Sucked cock.›

Even in my dazed state, the question made me blush furiously. 

Carol admitted softly, “… months…”

It was strange to hear her admit that. I never had, not even with George.

“You miss it,” Peter took a step closer as he continued, “Don’t you?” It wasn’t really a question.

“Yesss…” Carol let out a soft little moan, swaying in place on the floor.

My cheeks burned even hotter at her admission. 

‹My best friend wants to suck cock.›

The thought was distracting, almost enough to get me to speak. Peter just looked down at Carol and said firmly, “Get me hard babe, but don’t finish. Be a good little fluffer.”

Carol leaned forward without another word, taking as much of his enormous shaft into her mouth as she could. The petite blonde could only fit about two thirds in her mouth, her cheek bulging with it. She closed her eyes in obvious bliss.

Peter twined his fingers in her curly locks possessively, but then he looked back up at me. Maybe he’d seen the look of shock on my face. He locked eyes with me and said, “Relax, Nikki. I am in complete control of you. You have no desire, except to serve me. Tell me the only thing you want to do right now.”

‹Relax.›

‹Complete control.›

‹Serve me.›

The words washed over me, wiping away my embarrassment and replacing it with laser-like focus. I heard myself say, with brainless perkiness, “Serve you, Sir.”

“Good girl, Nikki. Now, the best way you can serve me,” Peter explained helpfully, “Is to hike up your skirt and masturbate while you watch your friends service me, Nikki. Obey me now.”

‹Hike up your skirt.›

‹Masturbate.›

‹Watch.›

‹Obey.›

I broke eye contact with him the instant he told me to, my gaze locking instead on Carol. She hadn’t stopped during our exchange: her head was still bobbing up and down on his enormous cock, which was now glistening from her enthusiastic attention. I fumbled with my skirt and reached beneath it, rubbing myself through my plain white panties. He hadn’t said to take them off, but the sheer fabric only made it hotter.

I loved that I had already soaked them through.

Peter said firmly, “The moment you cum, you will sleep, Nikki. You hear and obey. Repeat that for me.”

‹Cum.›

‹Sleep.›

‹Obey.›

“Mmm,” I moaned, grinding the heel of my hand against my sopping pussy, “I hear and obey, Sir.” It felt like the words were coiled around my awareness, ready to snuff out the last lingering wisps of my awareness… and that only made me want to rub myself harder and faster.

Apparently satisfied, Peter looked back down at Carol. He tightened his grip on her hair and held her head in place. She let out a muffled little noise of surprise, and then he began to thrust into her mouth, fucking it like she was a doll rather than a living partner. She made helpless little squeaking noises as she gagged on the deep, hard thrusts.

My hand pushed my panties aside, completely outside of my control. I penetrated myself with two fingers and began to thrust them inside me. The stimulation was maddening, made even worse by the certainty that I would never cum this way… but deep down, I knew I didn’t want to do it watching Carol suck Peter off.

I wanted to see him fuck Jenny.

Peter continued thrusting into Carol’s mouth for a long moment. She was clearly having a little trouble breathing, but it didn’t seem to bother her. She didn’t struggle or twitch, just let him do what he wanted.

Like me, she just seemed to want more.

Finally, Peter pulled his enormous, veiny cock out of Carol’s mouth, glistening wet and connected to her lips by a thin strand of saliva. She let out a little mewling noise of disappointment, and looked like she might actually speak out of turn. The gorgeous hypnotist cut her off though, placing the palm of his right hand on her forehead and commanding, “Cum, Carol!”

‹Cum.›

Carol’s glassy eyes widened in dull surprise. She moaned and twitched, collapsing in a heap on the floor, a puppet with her strings cut.

Peter stood over her, erect cock sticking straight out, and added firmly, “Sleep, Carol.”

‹Sleep.›

Both commands echoed in my helpless brain too, sending tingling thrills up and down my spine, and making my eyelids feel heavy. Still, I knew they weren’t meant for me. My hand kept working between my legs, teasing and wonderful and awful all at the same time.

Carol stopped twitching, her breathing going slow and deep. 

Peter stepped past her and moved to kneel on the floor behind Jenny. I watched as he pushed her skirt up, revealing her sopping wet pussy. Her thighs were slick with her own juices, and she shuddered when he exposed her. He rubbed her slit with the heel of his hand, grinding it against her lips without penetrating her at all.

I wanted to tell him to hurry, but I couldn’t find the words. Jenny seemed to agree: she ground against his hand, moaning incoherently with need.

Peter pulled his hand back and asked, “Jenny, how old are you?”

“… thirty one…” she half-whispered, arching her back and thrusting her bare sex at the empty air where his hand had been.

Jenny and I were only a year apart.

“Good girl,” he said, drawing his hand further back, “Time for your birthday spanking. Isn’t it, pretty girl?”

‹Spanking.›

My hand sped up inside me, thrusting in and out with abandon, even as my cheeks burned hotter.

Jenny pressed her face to the floor in abject subservience, and agreed, with a little more life in her voice, “Yes, Sir.”

Peter slapped her ass and said, “One.”

‹One.›

“Thank you, Sir,” Jenny panted, “May I have another?” 

“Two,” Peter smacked her again, a loud and meaty sound against her firm backside. His hand already beginning to redden her cheeks.

Jenny squealed and repeated, “Thank you, Sir, may I have another?”

‹Two.›

I stared, my hand slowing down, my mind feeling even more sluggish than before. I blinked slowly, eyelids heavy. When I could keep them open, I stared at Jenny’s pert and increasingly red backside, bouncing just a little with each stroke.

Listening to Peter count was mesmerizing. He only got to ten before I slipped away.

~~~

I floated in silky, warm darkness, feeling completely empty and peaceful. It might have been for hours or days or years: time didn’t mean anything to me at all.

Then, out of nowhere, I heard my best friend Jenny cry out, “Oh, God!”

I blinked awake dazedly. 

Jenny was still on all fours on the floor, but Peter wasn’t spanking her anymore. Now, his slacks were around his knees, his huge cock buried inside Jenny’s sopping pussy. His ass was no less impressive: muscular and toned, not a blemish visible anywhere on it or his legs.

For a moment, I stared at it all in dim confusion, wondering why my happily married friend Jenny was getting fucked on the ground like an animal.

Then, Peter slapped her ass and said, “There’s my good little birthday girl. Cum!” His exertion was plain in his voice. It sounded like he’d been at it for some time.

‹Cum!›

My vision blurred for a moment at the power of Peter’s voice in my head. When it came back into focus, I remembered: we had been hypnotized.

Jenny was just serving him, like we all wanted to do.

My hand returned to my slippery nether lips, rubbing furiously. I could feel pleasure building between my sodden thighs, the anticipation almost electric. My skin tingled with it, my brain fogged with it.

Before I could finish, Peter turned and made eye contact with me, his eyes still shiny and alert. He panted raggedly, “Nikki, cum!”

‹Cum!›

My body responded instantly, completely out of my control. Pleasure exploded from between my legs and washed over my body, setting every nerve tingling. I felt my toes curl in my shoes, and my hands twitched helplessly even though all I wanted to do was keep rubbing myself.

‹Sleep.›

Peter’s earlier command nagged insistently at my pliable, dazed brain. Drowsiness washed over me, my arms hanging limp at my sides, my head drooping. My heart was still doing flips in my chest, but it didn’t matter.

I couldn’t even manage to close my mouth before the world went dark again.

~~~

“Jenny, Carol,” Peter’s rich, powerful voice was back to normal, “Have you ever been hypnotized?”

I blinked awake for… I wasn’t sure how many times it had happened this evening. My mouth felt dry and full of cotton, and I felt drool on my chin. My cheeks burned, but even my embarrassment couldn’t give me the power to move on my own.

I needed permission.

All I could do was open my eyes to try and figure out what was happening. I saw Peter standing in front of Jenny and Carol. Both my friends had straightened up their clothing a little, and were kneeling in front of him, side by side. Their faces were rapt and adoring, eyes glassy as they looked up at him. My friends chorused, sing-song, “No, Sir.” 

I shivered, not sure if I should be jealous or afraid of their mindless look. I did wonder, with what little brainpower I could muster, why I wasn’t on the floor with them though.

Peter continued, “Jenny, Carol, have we ever had sex?”

They chorused again, “No, Sir.”

“Jenny, Carol,” he asked, “What will you do when I call you later, with directions?”

Their blank, vapid smiles widened as they chorused, “I will hear and obey, Sir.”

“Good girls,” Peter’s smile was audible, even though he wasn’t facing me. He asked, “Carol, what are you going to do after I wake you?”

Carol recited obediently, “Take Jenny home. Let her use my shower. Forget. Sleep.”

“Good girl, Carol. Cum for me,” Peter ordered before turning to Jenny, “Jenny, tell me what you are going to do after I wake you up.”

‹Cum.›

Carol moaned and twitched, her eyes rolling back into her head. My own body tingled at the word, in anticipation of the moment he would say it to me again.

He had to say it again soon.

Jenny didn’t even blink, ignoring the display. She kept her eyes fixed on Peter’s face as she replied, “Go to Carol’s house. Clean up. Change. Forget. Go home.”

Peter put a hand on her forehead and said, “Good girl, Jenny. Cum for me.”

‹Cum.›

Jenny squeezed her eyes shut and let out a soft little cry of pleasure, but she didn’t collapse, instead leaning against his hand. Watching her nearly set me off again. My hands twitched, wanting to raise my skirt again.

Peter watched them both recover, much faster than last time, and he said, “Jenny, Carol: rise. Wake. Go.”

My two best friends stiffened, then rose to their feet unsteadily. They still looked tipsy. Fortunately, none of us had planned to drive ourselves home tonight. 

Nobody wanted to be the designated driver on a girls’ night out.

Both of them blinked rapidly, then they turned and filed out of the room without another word, or so much as a glance my way. 

Peter turned to me. He said, clearly a little surprised, “Not a very heavy sleeper, are we, Nikki?”

My brain felt vapor-locked. I knew he wanted an answer, but forming one felt beyond me. I managed to stammer, cheeks burning again, “N-no Sir?”

I sounded ridiculous. Stupid, even.

My gorgeous hypnotist stepped closer, putting a hand beneath my chin and raising my head a bit. Contact with his warm skin felt electric, like we were completing some kind of circuit. He locked eyes with me and said gently, “Relax, Nikki. I would like to apologize for dividing my attention, this evening. It was just very important to me to treat Jenny to a real birthday celebration. We’re good friends, she and I.”

‹Relax.›

My head swam, too foggy to really process everything he was saying. I wasn’t even sure if he needed me to reply, so I just smiled and nodded mutely.

Peter smiled and continued, “It’s okay, pretty girl. We have the whole weekend ahead of us. By the time it’s over, we’re going to be good friends too. You’re very happy about that. Aren’t you, Nikki?”

‹Good friends.›

‹Very happy.›

Blissful warmth washed over me, and I agreed joyfully, “… yessir…”

“Wonderful,” Peter rubbed my cheek lightly, “Time for some marching orders, then. Sleep, Nikki.”

‹Sleep.›

I was gone again.


Chapter Three

“… three,” Peter’s voice slowly came into focus, “… Two… and one. Welcome back, Nikki.”

I blinked heavily, body tingling and sat up with some difficulty. Then I opened my eyes to what looked like a nice hotel room. I was sitting in the room’s only bed in a plain white slip and a pair of panties, while Peter sat beside me at the desk in his boxers. I had no idea what we’d been up to, but whatever it had been, I was pretty turned on: there was a wet spot beneath me. I rubbed my temple, as though I might massage the confusion out of my foggy brain, and I replied, “Um, hi, Petey. What’s… what’s going on?”

I sounded about as dull as I felt.

Peter smiled at me and said firmly, “We’re just having a weekend out of town. You know, to get away from it all. Tell me what we’re doing, Nikki.”

‹Tell me.›

I rubbed my eyes and parroted, “We’re just having a weekend out of town. To get away from it all.” 

Coming up with my own description seemed like too much effort. Fortunately, saying that aloud cleared a lot of the cobwebs: quite suddenly, I remembered everything. I was twenty two, and Peter and I were celebrating my very last Spring Break with a weekend of dirty hotel sex. No loud dorm parties, no roommates, no worries about cleaning up after ourselves. Nothing to get in the way of our fun.

That explained my panties.

As I lowered my hands, I noticed a strange light spot on my ring finger, like I’d been wearing a wedding band. That that didn’t make any sense, though. I didn’t plan to get married for years, not even to Peter. I shook my head and pushed the thought away. Today was no time for worries. I smiled up at my college boyfriend and said brightly, “I remember. This was such a good idea! I don’t know how I forgot.”

Peter smiled and said, “Don’t worry about it. In fact, there’s no need to think about it at all. You will forget it. That’s very true, isn’t it Nikki?”

‹Don’t worry.›

‹Don’t think.›

‹Forget.›

My head felt foggy again, his words echoing inside my sodden brain, leaving very little room for thoughts of my own. I hesitated anyway, wondering if I really should feel that way. Then Peter locked gazes with me, his crystal blue eyes endlessly deep. I stared into them and agreed dully, “Yessir.”

Calling my boyfriend ‘sir’ gave me an intense sense of deja vu, and made my already wet pussy tingle.

“What were we talking about, Nikki?” Peter asked, his voice more commanding than curious.

I felt a twinge of dissonance in the depths of my brain, a nagging sensation that I should know, but it faded under Peter’s piercing gaze. Feeling lightheaded, I admitted, “I forget.”

“That’s okay,” he rose from the chair, his erection tenting his boxers, and walked toward me without breaking eye contact. He said, “Raise your arms, Nikki.”

‹Raise your arms.›

My body moved to comply before I could even think about it. Peter reached down and pulled my slip over my head, then tossed it to the floor. 

As he broke eye contact, I started to ask him a question, but as soon as he reestablished it, the words died on my lips. My mouth just hung open stupidly as I stared up at him.

Peter took me in his hands, pulling me toward his body and said, “Tell me how long we’ve been together, Nikki.”

‹Tell me.›

My brain felt vapor-locked. All I could think about was how warm and strong his grip was. Even so, I heard myself recite, “Six months, two weeks, three days.”

I had no idea how I was talking, but that still sounded about right.

“And,” he continued, “Tell me what you’d do for me, Nikki.”

That one was easier. I heard myself say, “Anything,” and I couldn’t imagine saying anything else.

I loved my boyfriend.

“Good girl,” Peter nodded, not sounding surprised either. Then he leaned in and kissed me on the lips, his mouth hot and wet and hungry. I melted as he nibbled at my bottom lip, his grip still steely. 

It was an eternity before we came up for air, my heart pounding like a frightened rabbit’s. When he finally broke off the kiss, I panted helplessly, cheeks flushed.

Naturally, Peter was less impacted, still completely in control of himself. He wasn’t even breathing hard. He lowered me to the pillows behind us, hands not shaking in the slightest. He nudged my legs apart with his knee, then he splayed my nether lips open with his hard fingers. A moment later, I felt the head of his cock penetrate me, his thick member sliding inside of me with agonizing slowness.

I gasped and moaned, wanted to grind down on it, but I couldn’t move with our gazes locked. I couldn’t even find the words to beg him to go faster. All I could do was lay back, legs spread wide, mouth hanging open, staring up into his crystal blue eyes as he ground inside me with maddening, teasing slowness. 

Peter’s expression was one of utter discipline and focus. He rocked his hips, gyrating slowly, making me feel even more full than I had before. He was so big.

‹Bigger than George.›

‹Better than George.›

The thoughts pulsed in my brain, dull and confusing. I couldn’t recall dating anyone named George, but I had a sudden and vivid memory of uninspired sex. Fast thrusts, a body panting above me with exertion. I remembered cum spilling into me before I’d had a chance to get off, using my fingers to finish… but Peter was my only boyfriend. I couldn’t imagine cheating on him. 

I furrowed my brow, trying to reconcile the two thoughts.

Peter leaned in and kissed my ear, breaking eye contact. For a moment, my thoughts seemed a little clearer. I could see George’s face, open and expressive. Then Peter whispered, “Focus, Nikki. No thoughts. No will. Just my words.”

‹Focus.›

‹No thoughts no will.›

‹My words.›

His words washed over me, enveloping me in fog again. I struggled feebly to hold onto what I’d been wondering about, but it was wrapped in impenetrable, delicious uncertainty. I groaned, helpless against his power.

Then, Peter thrust into me. It wasn’t one of the maddening gyrations he’d been torturing me with, but a sudden and deep plunge into the core of my being, making me feel completely full. The shock of sensation was almost enough to send me over the edge by itself. Every other thought evaporated, instantly gone. My toes curled, and I clutched at the blanket beneath me reflexively.

My mouth hung open uselessly. I couldn’t even find the presence of mind to close it.

Peter shifted over me, locking gazes again, and began to hammer me. The hotel bed creaked beneath his fierce rhythm, shifting beneath us. Every thrust set tingling anticipation building between my thighs, up and down my spine. The sensations were nearly unbearable, made so much more intense by Peter’s crystal blue eyes. 

It felt like they were penetrating me too.

Several long moments passed before I even found the presence of mind to rock my hips and meet his powerful strokes, driving him even deeper inside me. I wanted to beg him to speed up, but try as I might, it was all I could do not to drool. As it was, tears were forming in the corners of my eyes, and I could hear myself making helpless little squeaking noises, like I was less a woman he was fucking, and more a chew toy he was playing with.

Finally, when it seemed like my body could take no more, Peter just said one word, “Cum!”

‹CUM›

The single thought nearly flattened me, roaring in my sodden brain like thunder. White hot pleasure cascaded from the core of my being, where Peter’s cock had penetrated me, and raced along every nerve ending in my body. My form went taut beneath Peter’s, stretched like a bow by the incredible sensation. I heard a short, ragged scream come from my mouth, but I could barely feel it.

Peter came inside of me a moment later, hot and sticky and wet. The force of his ejaculation almost felt like a slap inside me, setting off aftershocks of pleasure. Ecstasy so intense it ached rocked me, even as his seed ran down the insides of my glistening thighs.

“Sleep,” Peter’s voice was just as firm.

‹SLEEP›

My world dissolved to black.

~~~

“Master…” my own whisper roused me to half-awareness. I was laying on my side, too tired to open my eyes. My cheek was damp, and my mouth tasted unaccountably salty. My whole body felt light and heavy at the same time, as though I were sleepily drifting in warm water.

Maybe I was dreaming.

“Tell me whom your Master is,” the Voice was firm but gentle, floating somewhere above me in the velvety dark.

‹Master›

“… you…” the reply fell out my mouth, sending a thrill down my spine. I knew it was the truth: I needed to obey the Voice in all things.

“Tell me how good that feels,” the Voice continued. A warm hand found its way to my thigh, stroking me gently.

‹Good›

I shivered, and heard myself say, “… goooood…” I wanted to lean into His touch, but I couldn’t quite manage.

“You have no will,” the Voice assured me smoothly, “No thoughts. Do you, Nikki?”

‹No will›

‹No thoughts›

The last thought to flicker across my nearly empty brain was simply, “… no…”

~~~

I woke to warm sunshine on my cheek, and the sound of running water. My entire body felt tingly and good. I stretched languidly, pleasantly sore. Last night was something of a blur, but I knew it had been good. I rolled out of bed, a big smile plastered across my face and and padded toward the bathroom. 

The door was ajar, and Peter was standing in front of the mirror, buck naked. He had a toothbrush in hand.

‹Even flaccid, he’s bigger than George.›

The thought tugged at the corner of my awareness for a moment, but I pushed it aside. I didn’t know any George, much less how he was hung.

Peter turned to me, smiling at least as much as I was. He said, “Good morning, love. How are you feeling?”

“Wonderful,” I said, “This was the best idea you ever had.” I craned my neck up and kissed his cheek, then asked, “Anything you want this morning?”

My boyfriend stroked my hair affectionately and said, “Mm… maybe kiss my feet, dear?”

‹Kiss my feet.›

The words felt heavy in my brain, all I could think about. I slid smoothly to my knees on the cool tile floor, then bent forward and pressed my lips to the top of his right foot, then his left. His skin smelled clean, just the natural scent of masculine flesh. I rose to my haunches, looked up at him and asked, “That what you had in mind?”

“It’s a start,” Peter reached down and stroked my hair affectionately. He said, “Bark like a dog, Nikki.”

‹Bark like a dog.›

My head felt pleasantly foggy, like maybe I hadn’t woken all the way up after all. I smiled and replied, “Arf! Arf!” Then I butted his thigh with my cheek, and wagged my rear end.

My boyfriend asked, “Does it feel strange to do whatever I say?”

When he put it like that, it did seem like I should mind. I turned the idea over in my mind though, and I couldn’t really say why. All I did know was that thinking about it was getting me wet all over again. Finally, I shook my head and said, “Nah. It’s kinda nice. Hot.” I blushed at the admission.

“Really,” Peter said, “It’s just easier, having no will of your own right now.”

‹No will.›

I shivered and agreed, “Mmmyeah.”

“Good girl,” Peter ran his fingers through my hair and said, “Tell you what: why don’t you fluff me while I finish brushing my teeth, then I’ll fuck you in the shower. Sounds good, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Sir,” I agreed, rising to take his magnificent cock between my lips.

I knew it would be the best weekend ever.


Chapter Four

Present Day

Peter unzipped his fly and produced his beautiful cock. It was enormous, even semi-erect. I stared at it, feeling a head rush. It was like the rest of the world was very far away now. I was only dimly aware of George looking on, his far less heroic dick in hand.

My best friend had whipped it out, and my husband was masturbating to the scene. The surreal scene made me feel lightheaded, like my head was an empty balloon simply tethered to my body. I couldn’t find the presence of mind to say anything better than a surprised little, “… oh!”

Peter reached down, twining his fingers possessively in my hair. He gripped it firmly and tugged my head up, locking gazes with me. He asked, “What do you remember about the last time we fucked, Nikki?”

I knew I’d been with Peter in the past, before I met George, but the details were hazy. Worse, trying to focus on them made me feel sluggish, like the memory itself was quicksand trying to suck me down. I replied dully, “Nothing, Sir.”

His grip tightened and shifted, and Peter said, “It’s time to remember now, Nikki. Remember blowing me. You will obey.”

‹Remember.›

‹Obey.›

My world twisted, and I felt an intense sense-memory of Peter’s enormous member between my lips. I didn’t remember looking at it so much as the taste, the feel and the scent of it, his throbbing glans pressed against the back of my throat. 

I blinked, eyelids suddenly quite heavy and breathed, “… yessir…”

Calling Peter ‘Sir’ made me juice, worse than I already had. It felt right in a way I could scarcely put into words.

“There was nothing dirty about my cock in your mouth,” Peter asked me smoothly, “Was there?” 

‹Nothing dirty.›

“… no sir…” I whispered obediently. His cock couldn’t be dirty. Nothing about Peter could be wrong at all. His eyes were just too deep, his voice too magical.

He tilted my head back down, breaking eye contact and leaving me facing his semi-erect manhood. He said, “Get me hard, then stop.”

‹Hard.›

I leaned forward and took the head of his cock between my lips gently, careful to keep my teeth away from it. It twitched at the stimulation, growing stiffer immediately. I began to bob my head up and down on it, lips pursed tightly around him.

The act gave me intense deja vu. I knew I’d done it before, maybe a lot of times. I suddenly wondered why I’d ever had a problem with giving head.

Peter stroked my hair lightly and said, “Good girl. Give that, mm, your full attention.”

‹Good girl.›

‹Full attention.›

I quivered at his praise, moaning around him. That just made him harder, throbbing with excitement in my mouth. I didn’t even try to talk: my mouth was full. 

“George,” Peter said firmly, “Come stand over here, arms at your sides.”

I felt a twinge at the edge of my consciousness about that, and wondered if George should really be watching. Maybe something was wrong with that. Peter’s cock tensed in my mouth before I could explore that line of reasoning. Instead of worrying about it, I slowed down to keep him from cumming yet. He’d only wanted to be nice and hard. Maybe he’d fuck me if I did a good enough job for him.

“Sure, Pete,” George replied as casually as if Peter were asking him to pass the mustard. My husband shuffled over. I should see him in my peripheral vision, moving like a sleepwalker, stiff cock wagging as he walked. He stopped within arm’s reach, swaying in place a little.

“Nikki’s training,” Peter said, “Is going pretty well. You’re really glad you had me teach her about sucking dick. Aren’t you, George?”

‹Training.›

The word made me shiver in pleasure, even though I dimly realized that wasn’t quite right either. Training me had definitely been Peter’s idea.

Everything was always Peter’s idea.

“Mm,” George looked down at me and agreed dully, “Uh huh.”

“I think,” Peter’s grip on my hair tightened, stopping my head from moving, “That it’s your turn to take part in training. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, George?”

It wasn’t really a question. But then, I couldn’t imagine George turning it down: he’d wanted me to give him head for years.

“Mmyeah,” George agreed. His hand moved toward me a little, but he let it fall back to his side.

I realized, with another thrill of pleasure, that my own husband was waiting for Peter’s permission to so much as touch me.

This was clearly not lost on Peter. He tugged me firmly off of his erect shaft and looked down, making eye contact again. Then he said firmly, “Nikki, it’s George’s turn to take part in training. You want to suck him until he’s hard, then keep him there.”

‹George’s turn.›

‹Training.›

‹Suck him.›

“Mmmhmmm,” I moaned, trying to nod my head, but restrained by his firm grip. I let him turn my head toward George. My husband’s cock already looked pretty stiff, a single drop of precum on its head. I leaned forward and licked it off, unsurprised that it was sweet rather than salty.

I knew how this was supposed to go.

My husband started to move, to put his hands on my head, but Peter cut in before he could make contact. Peter said firmly, “Freeze, George.”

‹Freeze.›

George went stiff as a board, his eyes looking glassy. The command sent a tingling thrill up and down my whole body too, but I knew it hadn’t been meant for me. 

My orders were still clear. I pursed my lips tightly over George’s shaft and slid down it, rolling my tongue along the underside. He didn’t taste bad either, although it didn’t drive me crazy the way Peter did. I looked up, gazing into his blank eyes. His expression was vacant, and the sight of it had my panties soaked.

“Things are better,” Peter assured George, “When I have complete access to Nikki. Mind and body. She’s so much more fun afterward. That’s very true, isn’t it?”

‹Complete access.›

‹Mind and body.›

‹Fun.›

I sped up on George’s cock, skin aching with need at the wonderful way Peter was talking about me. 

“… yessss…” my husband breathed in agreement, body tense at the attention I was lavishing on him. He couldn’t move, but he felt like he wanted to vibrate out of his skin.

“I’m glad we have an understanding about that,” Peter said, “Now, lay down so that Nikki can stick her ass up in the air for me. I think the best way to celebrate tonight is by splitting her for dessert. You agree completely. Don’t you?”

‹Splitting her.›

“… mmmyeah…” George panted, pulling away from me with an utterly brainless expression. 

I couldn’t help it: as his cock slid from between my lips, I gave Peter a sidelong glance and pleaded, “Please, Sir. I need it.”

“Face down in George’s lap, Nikki,” Peter said firmly, “And put your ass up for me. Obey.”

‹Face down.›

‹Ass up.›

‹Obey.›

The last word gave me another head rush. I turned back to George dazedly. He lowered himself clumsily to the dining room floor in front of me, glistening erection sticking straight up like a flag pole. I crawled forward, between his spread legs, and lowered my head again. I licked his shaft like a lollipop, then pulled back and swirled my tongue around its head. Beneath me, George moaned and tensed, but his arms stayed at his sides.

Behind me, Peter flipped up my skirt and hooked a finger underneath my sodden panties, tugging them down around my knees. I leaned further forward, offering myself to him in the hope that he’d hurry.

Peter didn’t disappoint: a moment later, he put one hand on my left hip to steady himself. He used the other to splay my slippery nether lips open with his fingers, then plunged his stiff manhood deep inside me. He penetrated me with one deep, powerful stroke, his balls slapping against me.

I moaned around George’s cock, and rocked my hips backward to meet Peter’s forceful strokes. Tingling pleasure was already building between my thighs, driving me wild.

Behind me, Peter said firmly, “Things, mm, are better, when you obey me. Both of you. Aren’t they?”

‹Obey.›

‹Both of you.›

My head felt fuzzy again, wrapped in velvety fog. Peter was so right. Everything was good now that both of us obeyed him. I moaned in agreement around George’s cock, “Mmhmm!”

George groaned, “Uh huh!” 

“Mm,” Peter continued, “Focus on that while you near climax. When you cum,” he paused and ground inside me, moving from side to side with maddening skill, “You will sleep and obey. Mindlessly.”

‹Focus.›

‹Cum.›

‹Sleep.›

‹Obey mindlessly.›

The words bounced around my brain, erasing everything else. My entire world shrank to the sensations I was feeling, to pleasuring George, and the certainty that I would be completely mindless in the next few moments. I ached for it.

I squeezed my eyes shut to focus on it more completely and sped up on George’s shaft. Instead of licking and teasing, I began to bob my head up and down on his throbbing member with abandon, lips as tight as I could manage.

The sooner he came, the sooner he’d be mindless too.

Behind me, Peter picked up the pace as well. He leaned forward, shifting his angle so he could penetrate me more deeply, and began to piston in and out with fierce concentration. I could feel his heart racing, hear his ragged breath. 

I lost all sense of time, the moment feeling like it could go on forever. White hot pleasure building between my legs, the feel of my husband’s cock in my mouth. The wonderful feeling of being penetrated from both ends. My brain wrapped in sweet, impenetrable fog. George laying beneath me, eyes glassy, expression one of vacant bliss.

The three of us might have stayed that way for heartbeats or hours.

Finally, Peter’s cock tensed inside me. He was right at the edge. Peter nearly growled, “Cum George!”

‹cum›

The command sent a shiver of pleasure through me, but I had the presence of mind to pull up on my husband’s cock to keep from choking. An instant later, George came with a moan of pleasure, filling my mouth with his hot and sticky seed. I caught it on my tongue and swallowed greedily, feeling another intense sensation of deja vu. It seemed like I’d sucked cock before. 

Maybe a lot.

Beneath me, George’s body went slack, eyes slipping shut. 

Peter came an instant later, his cum filling my sopping inner passage to overflowing, then running down my thighs. The force of it was enough to set me off too, pleasure exploding from the core of my being and washing over me in waves. I could feel tears at the corners of my eyes, my hands gripping the linoleum beneath me helplessly. 

“Cum, Nikki!” Peter gave the order anyway.

‹CUM›

The force of the command set me off again. My entire body spasmed and twitched, and I saw stars. I let out a helpless little cry of pleasure, George’s cock sliding out of my mouth, and then I collapsed on top of my husband’s still form.

A moment later, I was gone.

~~~

The familiar sound of Peter’s snapping fingers woke me from wherever I’d been. As always, I felt good: my sex was pleasantly sore, my entire body tingly with afterglow. My mouth tasted a little salty. I could barely remember anything that had happened tonight, but I didn’t care. I felt much too warm and peaceful to worry about it.

Too docile, really.

I opened my eyes to my living room and looked around sluggishly. I was on the couch with George, while Peter sat across from us in our nice leather recliner. I said, “Mm. Hi, Peter.”

Peter smiled and replied, “Hi, Nikki, George. How are you doing?”

George said sleepily, “Pretty good, thanks.” He put his arm around me, tugging me a little close.

I snuggled against my husband and agreed, “Yeah. I’m great. Tired though.”

“Good,” Peter said, “I know you both want bed soon. I just wanted to do a little scheduling before sending you there. Have I ever hypnotized either of you?”

‹hypnotized›

George and I exchanged a puzzled glance before looking back at Peter. I shook my head, while George said, “Nope. Why?”

“Just wondering what you’d say if I asked to put you under,” Peter smiled confidently, “Maybe get Nikki to service us both after a nice, home cooked dinner.”

‹Service us both.›

I shivered and blushed, then turned to George.

My husband shrugged and said, “Anything you want, Pete.” He reached up and stroked my hair, then added, “But all you really need to do is ask. Right, honey?”

Listening to my husband offer me up to our houseguest made me squirm. I realized I wasn’t wearing any panties, and wondered dimly where they’d gone. Maybe I hadn’t worn them at all, knowing Peter was coming by. I tilted my head and agreed, “Yeah. Anything you want. Should I…?” I trailed off, wondering if I should get on the floor for my boys.

“Oh,” Peter shook his head and raised a hand to stop me, “Not tonight. It’s late. But I do want to borrow you next Saturday, Nikki. Say, seven o’clock until Sunday morning, and we can have brunch when I bring her back?”

“Sure,” George agreed happily, “Sounds good. Nikki?”

“Yeah,” I agreed, “I’ll be there with bells on, Peter.”


Epilogue

Six Months Later

“What about her?” Peter asked. He had one arm around me as I sat in his lap, the other hovering over the glossy screen of my iPad.

I wriggled a little, enjoying the feel of his semi-erect cock against the inside of my thigh. Then I peered at the image he’d settled on in my Facebook. It was a head shot of my lovely friend Wendy, smiling brightly on a pier somewhere during her last vacation. She had green eyes, and curly auburn hair. I thought about it for a moment and said, “I’m not sure she’s your type, Sir.”

At the foot of the bed, Jenny looked up from her own tablet and asked, “Who?” Jenny was still wearing a lacy black bra, but her panties were… somewhere. I was sure they were still in our hotel suite anyway. Peter had taken them off with his teeth, so they couldn’t have gotten too far.

“Wendy Connolly,” I tapped the screen and said, “And she’s divorced, Sir.”

“Ah,” Peter rubbed my tummy and agreed, “Good for her, but probably not appropriate then. Who else do you have?”

Jenny held up her tablet, offering a picture of a gorgeous Asian woman with straight black hair and intense brown eyes. She said, “Maybe Mei here? She’s been married for a year or two now.”

“Mm,” Peter held out his hand and said, “Let me see.”

“If I may,” Jenny passed him the tablet and asked, “Why do you like all your pets married, Sir?”

“Yeah,” I looked up at him and added, “You could keep Carol at your house in a cute little French maid outfit all the time, not a thought in her head. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

Peter tapped the screen to look at more shots. As he did, he shook his head and explained, “You’re more fun when you’re taboo, girls. Besides,” he swiped his finger again, “I’m doing both your husbands a favor too. That’s a lot kinder than taking you out of the dating pool completely. Isn’t it?”

It wasn’t a command exactly, but his voice had that steely tone he used he wanted us to agree. I could feel myself reacting to it instinctively, and see that Jenny was too. Her pretty eyes went a little glassy.

We sighed and chorused, “Yessir.”

Peter’s cock twitched beneath me. He loved it when we spoke in brainless unison, so we’d taken to practicing it when he wasn’t around. Our Master set aside Jenny’s tablet, then took mine and put it on top of hers on the nightstand. He gave my left breast a fond squeeze and said, in that same wonderful tone, “I’ll get you some tickets to take Mei to my next show. Now,” he took my stiff nipple between two fingers, “You’d both like to celebrate your new slave sister properly. Wouldn’t you?”

‹Celebrate›

‹Slave›

“Yes, Sir!” We chorused again.

I loved my new life.

###


Secondhand Slave


Prologue

Every night for weeks, I dreamed the same dream. 

I was always completely submerged. That part didn’t strike me as odd: I had always loved the water. I’d even been on my high school swim team. These dreams were never about swimming, though. I was always floating upright in warm water, rather than the cool water I was accustomed to in pools and lakes. 

Stranger still, I was never free. My body was always tethered. I could feel thin, hard straps around my wrists and ankles, allowing very little motion. There was always a black mask and tube fitted over my mouth, the seal uncomfortably tight over my mouth and nose. I could feel the strap rubbing against my bare scalp. All the air that I breathed smelled faintly of wood polish. 

The upper half of my body always felt strangely stimulated. My nipples were stiff despite the lack of external stimulation. A tingling sensation ran up and down my spine and along my arms, a pleasant version of pins and needles. I couldn’t feel much below the waist though, only enough to know that everything was still intact. My groin and legs were just very numb.

Wherever I was, it seemed that I was there a long time. Sometimes it would be ‘night,’ and the lights beyond my tank would dim. It was never completely dark though. I could always see blinking lights, though they were blurred through both the water that I rested in, and the housing of whatever giant aquarium that I occupied. The lights were mostly green and blue, though I saw the odd yellow or orange. 

During the ‘day,’ I could see people in blue scrubs beyond the glass. They bustled about, but their tasks were mysterious because I couldn’t hear a word anyone said. They were blurry enough that I could neither make out faces nor exactly what they were doing beyond my tank.

Time itself moved in fits and starts, too, the way it often did in dreams. Sometimes a day or night would linger for what felt like lifetimes, leaving me to drift helplessly while my view remained almost static, nothing to mark the passage of time but the beating of my heart. Other times, day and night would alternate rapidly, the effect choppy and disjointed. Sometimes the fast time shifts made my head hurt, a deep pain in the base of my skull. The longer periods were always easier.

Deep down, I knew that the bizarre confinement should panic me. Even pet goldfish had more freedom than I did. All the same, I never felt motivated to speak or strain against my bonds. I was content to drift, passive and silent.

Knowing that it was all just a dream helped immensely.


Chapter One

I woke abruptly, my heart beating a little too quickly, images of the strange watery prison that I always dreamed about still fresh in my mind. For what felt like the thousandth time, I laid between the sheets for a moment and wondered what was going on with me, whether I should maybe start writing the dream down, or seeing a shrink about it or something.

When I opened my eyes, the clock beside my bed was blinking 7:45 in bright red. Once upon a time, that would have been far too early for me to even think about moving on a Saturday morning. Today, I was grateful that I always woke up right on time, well before the alarm clock. All the jumbled worries I’d felt a moment ago were swept aside, replaced with euphoric and crystalline certainty that it was Time To Get Up. 

I smiled, rubbed my eyes and slid down beneath the covers, rolling over to face my boyfriend Frank. Enough warm sunshine made it through and around the thin white cover to let me see his chest. I laid light kisses down it, marveling at how perfect he was. Frank was older than I was. Indeed, he was only three years younger than my dad, but I was convinced that the process had improved him in the fashion of a fine wine. 

By the time I reached his cock, he was clearly stirring. He shifted as I kissed it on the head, rolling onto his back and spreading his legs just a little. I straddled him and took it between my pursed lips, my heart beating faster when I tasted myself on him. His shaft stiffened almost immediately, throbbing in my mouth. I rolled my tongue along the underside of it and bobbed forward, feeling it brush against the roof of my mouth, near the opening of my throat.

I didn’t seem to have much of a gag reflex anymore, at least not in bed.

Frank took my head in his hands and gently tugged me off of his glistening member. I wriggled in his grip for just a moment, wanting to finish him off before he was too busy, but he made eye contact, and I froze. His brown eyes were endlessly deep, capturing my attention immediately.

I stared up into them, body relaxing. All I wanted to do now was wait patiently for whatever he had to say.

“Sorry, but I gotta get to the shower, babe,” he said firmly, “I’ve got a lot to do at the office today, and if I let you get started here, I’m gonna get sidetracked.”

I felt a brief, flickering moment of resistance. Frank had been putting in 60 hour work weeks since the start of summer, and while I was proud of his work ethic, I wanted to see him. More than that, I wanted attention.

The truth was, this summer had been boring.

He caught my hesitation and added firmly, “Override: eclaircise. You will join me in the shower. You are happy about that. Acknowledge, Bri.”

‹Eclaircise.›

The word echoed pleasantly in my mind, wiping away all my silly objections. Frank was right, of course. He was always right. All I really needed was to take a nice hot shower with him, and thinking about it had already brightened my mood. I smiled at him and agreed perkily, “Yes, Sir.”

Once upon a time, I’d only been his secretary. The habit of calling him ‘sir’ was proving hard to beat even though we were sharing our lives now, but he didn’t seem to mind it. On the contrary, his cock twitched beneath me at the term.

I wanted to lick it, but not half as much as I needed to wait patiently in case he had any other important instructions.

“That’s my girl,” Frank patted my cheek affectionately and said, “End override.”

‹End Override.›

I blinked rapidly and slid off of him, onto the thick carpet beside the bed. Normally, Frank wore the pants, but the bedroom was one place where he’d given me an opportunity to decorate. The master bedroom looked a bit like a dollhouse, right down to the four-poster bed we slept in and the pink and white color scheme. I patted Frank’s leg gently and said, “C’mon, sleepyhead. Big day today, and the longer you lay there, the less time I have to motivate you.”

“Yes, dear,” he agreed with a laugh, then he rose and followed me to the door.

Our bathroom was as palatial as the rest of the place. The shower could have fit five normal people or one good sized horse. Frank had said something about it having been designed to be wheelchair accessible by whomever had actually built the house. 

I felt a sudden and overwhelming urge to be naughty the second I stepped into it.

The sensation was easy to rationalize, of course: if I was only going to get Frank for a little while, I didn’t want to waste it scrubbing myself down. 

The truth was that the feeling was more compulsive than anything though, almost obsessive. I stepped to the far end of the stall and turned on the water, cranking up the heat.

Intensely hot water struck us both. Frank nearly jumped back out of it and yelped in genuine surprise, “Ow! What’s the big idea, Bri?”

I laughed and let the steamy cascade roll off my body, loving the feel of the heat soaking into me. I turned, presented my ass to him and replied playfully, “Maybe I’m just in dire need of a spanking, Sir. You know how badly girls need discipline.”

“I suppose I do,” Frank agreed, “And I suppose I’m not going to get any peace unless I play with you a little, am I?” He stepped past me, careful to avoid the steamy cascade, and added some cold water to it. 

“Probably not, Sir,” I gripped the railing along the side of the shower stall tightly, spread my legs just a little and waggled my backside for emphasis as I explained, “I just need something to remember you by, later in the day.”

“Right,” Frank said. Then he shoved me face first against the smooth tile of the shower stall, careful to avoid blocking the stream of hot water.

My heart flipped in my chest at the swift motion. I knew he wasn’t going to let me slip, but it still felt precarious. As I caught my breath, I took a moment to enjoy the sharp contrast of hot and cold. My breasts were crushed against the smooth, icy tiles, and my waist was being forced against the hard rail, while steamy water continued to hit my back, rolling down my bare ass. 

A moment later, Frank hit my left ass cheek. The blow was a mix of tingling pleasure and pain. Right now the pain was ascendant, the stinging sensation made even worse by the hot water, but I still loved it. He said firmly, “One!”

“Thank you, Sir,” I replied without a moment’s thought, “May I have another?” I didn’t think I could stop myself from saying the words, and it was intensely arousing to know that I responded to him that way naturally.

“Two!” he hit my right ass cheek this time, just as hard. As before, I asked for another without any conscious effort. 

By the time he got to seven, I knew that a spanking was just what I needed. I felt a growing sense of euphoria with every stroke. I could tell that it was working Frank up too: his hand had to hurt by now, but the strokes were just getting faster and harder.

At twenty one, the strokes didn’t hurt anymore, the stinging pain transmuted into even more pleasure. I was panting with it, and keenly aware that the moisture between my legs wasn’t entirely the fault of the shower.

“Thirty,” Frank said, pausing. He was breathing hard now too.

“Thank you, Sir,” my voice was ragged now, but I still sounded cheerful as I parroted brainlessly, “May I have another?”

“No,” Frank rubbed my bare bottom, his hand feeling as icy as the shower stall wall now. He pulled it away a moment later and said, “Turn around, Bri.”

I turned around, the water feeling even hotter on my cold breasts, and the railing almost shockingly cold against my aching ass. I took the opportunity to try and catch my breath… and to admire Frank. He looked wonderful, glistening from the shower. I loved his broad chest, his toned tummy, his strong legs… and most of all, I loved the thick and veiny cock he had in hand now, as he looked back at me. 

He smiled and said firmly, “Assume position thirty-two, Bri.”

‹Thirty-two.›

I felt a split second of profound dissonance. 

On the one hand, I didn’t remember ever studying a list of sex positions, much less memorizing dozens of them by number. Much as I loved sex, especially with Frank, that sounded a little too close to making it a profession for me. 

On the other hand, my body seemed to know exactly what he wanted. Before I knew what was happening, I reached behind me and gripped the railing tightly again, using it to steady myself as I stood on the tiptoes of my left foot and raised my right leg as high as I could. 

Being out of control of my body made me feel even more spacey than the spanking had. I felt a little like a puppet on strings, and the sensation was incredibly arousing. I had just enough presence of mind to be grateful for the yoga lessons I’d been taking, but not enough to question what was happening to me.

Then Frank stepped in front of me, shielding my body from the torrent of steamy water, letting me rest my leg against his shoulder. He splayed my nether lips open with his left hand, and guided himself into me. He was being careful not to slip on the wet tile, so he penetrated me with agonizing slowness. I quivered and moaned, holding as still as I could in the hope that it would speed him up, but it still seemed to take forever. 

When Frank finished with that, he braced against the wall, his hand beside my shoulder, and he began to grind inside me, rocking his hips instead of thrusting. It made sense not to move too vigorously and risk pitching us both to the slick tiles, but it was delicious torment. His deep, slow movements set pleasure building between my legs, but nowhere near enough to let me climax. I couldn’t risk letting go of the railing to touch myself, nor could I really expect him to do it for me.

I squeezed my eyes shut, panting raggedly and hoping he would help me finish once he had.

Instead, after what felt like ages, Frank nearly growled, “Cum, Bri. Cum now.”

‹Cum.›

I wanted to protest that I was trying, but before I could open my mouth, pleasure coursed through my body, lighting up my nerves with hot, electric joy. I clenched involuntarily around Frank’s throbbing member and he came deep inside me, his sticky cum rolling down my thighs.

The stimulation set off fireworks in my brain and between my legs. I let out a short, sharp scream, and my body spasmed, almost badly enough to make me lose my footing.

Frank gripped me firmly, helping me stay upright, then he pulled out of me. He said, “Clean me up, babe. I really am running behind now.”

I slid to my knees, the aches in my body mixed with a soft afterglow, and I took his softening cock into my mouth again. 

This time, I was too spent to tease him.

~~~

Twenty minutes later, Frank was straightening his tie and checking his hair. I sat on the bed, clad only in a t-shirt and panties, still feeling utterly spent. Still, I was enjoying watching him.

As he finished with his final preparations, he looked at me in the mirror and asked, “Are you feeling a little better, Bri?”

I tilted my head and said, “That was fun, but I still miss you.” I asked hesitantly, “Do you have to put in full days on a Saturdays too?”

“I’m afraid so,” Frank finally decided the tie was straight and said, “This project is probably the most important in my entire career. On the up side, it’ll all be done in a couple of months, and things can settle down around here. Can you hold out that long?”

I resisted the urge to pout. Tempting though it was, my ass was still sore from the shower. Instead, I replied, “I’ll do my best.”

“Good,” Frank turned around to face me and said, “In the meantime, I’d like you to spend the day getting some Reinforcement. I’m not sure what happened this morning, but you could clearly use it. You seem a little glitchy.”

‹Reinforcement.›

I didn’t really know what he was talking about, but I could still hear him capitalize the word in my mind and thinking about it left me with an intense sense of deja vu. I turned the term over in my mind, feeling increasingly muddled, the more I tried to focus on it.

Undeterred by my confusion, Frank continued, “I think it would be best if we run a deep cycle and a full diagnostic. That way your mind will be utterly blank when I get home, and we can have a nice mischief-free dinner before I fuck you to sleep.”

‹Deep cycle.›

‹Diagnostic.›

‹Mind blank.›

The more he talked, the less I could focus on any individual word. Only a few slipped through, throbbing in my brain despite my complete lack of comprehension. Whatever was going on, it was happening fast, and there was nothing I could do to resist it. I quivered a little as I got increasingly spacey. 

“Go ahead,” Frank finished, “And acknowledge, Bri.”

“Yes, Sir.” My voice was dull and monotone, almost robotic. Hearing it made me damp.

Frank patted my head affectionately and said, “Get set up, pet. I’ll sort out the settings for you before I hit the road.” 

He didn’t ask for a verbal response, so I couldn’t find the energy for one. Instead, my body rose on autopilot again, just like when he’d ordered a specific sex position. I felt like a sleepwalker as I shuffled to the master bedroom’s walk-in closet. There was a shoe box on the top shelf, just at the edge of my reach. I pulled it down and took it to the bed, eyes heavy now. Once I sat back down, I opened it up and looked inside.

The shoe box contained a fancy headset and a slim black remote control. It had a matte black frame and oversize, noise canceling headphones. It also had an opaque visor designed to cover the wearer’s eyes. Last, but most puzzling, there was a silvery cylindrical piece about the size of a button designed to rest at the base of the wearer’s skull.

I was sure that I’d never seen the contents of this box before, but they gave me an intense sense of deja vu. 

My body continued to move outside of my control, pulling out the headset and lowering it over my face. The silver stud tingled fiercely for a moment as it touched my bare skin, then the inside of the visor powered up, revealing a blank video display.

Frank said, “Good girl,” and stepped beside me. I heard his hand in the box, presumably for the remote.

I wondered dully what this was all about, but I didn’t have long to think about it. Frank straightened up beside me, and a moment later, I crumpled back onto the bed. The last thing I was aware of was my head hitting the pillow, then the world slipped away.


Chapter Two

For the first time in weeks or months, my dream was new. This time, my entire world was a computer screen, filled with mysterious lines of code. I could make out individual lines and numbers, but I couldn’t understand what any of it meant.

~~~

I came to my senses laying on my right side in bed, feeling very disoriented. My head had a low, dull ache and there was a buzzing in my ears. I could feel something covering my head, hard plastic biting into the back of my neck and pinching my ears. I took the headset off before I even opened my eyes, dropping it negligently on the pillow in front of me. 

That stopped the buzzing, at least.

For a moment, I had absolutely no idea what was going on. I just laid there with my eyes shut and tried to push through the headache and remember, but it didn’t help. The experience reminded me of nothing so much as the last time I’d gotten really drunk at a party, except that I didn’t have a dry mouth this time.

Finally, I gave up on that. I rolled onto my back and sat up. My ass was still a little sore from earlier, and the pain was like a key turning in a lock: most of my morning came flooding back. I remembered Frank spanking and fucking me, then putting me to bed for the day.

That was actually pretty upsetting. Normally, Frank and I were always on the same page about everything. We agreed about what to eat, what to do in his off hours. I loved what he did to me in bed, and I couldn’t remember arguing with him even once since we’d gotten together… All the same, I didn’t really want to be cooped up in the house all day just because he was stuck at the office on some big secret project. I especially didn’t see the point in napping all day, especially not when I hadn’t even had breakfast yet. A quick glance at the clock revealed I’d already lost over an hour to this nonsense.

Besides, it wasn’t as though Frank was the boss of me, at least not anymore. 

I got up and headed for the closet. I wondered briefly if I should put the headset away, but it was a hard topic to focus on. In the end, I left it where it was and just headed for the closet.

Frank had our only car, but all I could think about was going for a walk anyway. There was a nice little cafe not a half-mile from the house, and while I couldn’t drive there, I did have both a good credit card and a shocking amount of petty cash on hand.

My boyfriend didn’t like minding small details like what I might need for wardrobe expenses or calling for takeout for him. He was both loaded and busy enough to want to skip minor details, like a hundred dollar bill here or there. 

I took the phone out of my purse and set it on the bedside table. Frank probably wouldn’t call me if he expected me to be sleeping, but I didn’t feel like hearing from him at all today, and that was the only way to be sure I wouldn’t accidentally pick up at lunch. Then, I moved to pick out clothes. I got as far as putting on a nice pair of denim cutoffs before the doorbell rang. I slipped them on and padded lightly to the front door, wondering who it could be at such an early hour on a weekend. I’d never personally dealt with Mormons or Jehovah’s Witnesses, but it seemed like they ought not come by until a little later in the day.

When I opened the door, there was a stranger standing on our porch. He was in his late twenties or early thirties, and looked a little unkempt. He clearly hadn’t shaved in a couple of days, and his curly black hair was a little too messy for it to be an affectation. He had a rumpled blue t-shirt and black jeans on, and a pair of sunglasses tilted up off his face. His eyes were a lovely shade of blue though, and he obviously had found time for a shower even if he needed a comb.

I asked him, “Can I help you?”

He nodded at a nondescript brown sedan parked in front of my house and said, “I’m having some serious engine trouble and I can’t get a cell signal out here. I was wondering if I could borrow a phone to call AAA, and maybe trouble you for a cup of coffee while I wait?”

I hesitated. It was broad daylight in a very nice part of town, but we were still pretty much alone on the block. Nobody else was close by, either in a car or on foot. Of course, I didn’t want to turn away someone in need of help either. I said, “If you wait here just one moment, I’ll get my purse.”

“Right,” he nodded, but he put his hand on the door anyway, blocking me from closing it as he said, “It’s just that I thought you might be interested to hear ‘Override: Eclaircise.’ You will step inside, turn around and stand still. Do not raise your voice. Acknowledge.” His voice was suddenly steely, all business.

‹Eclaircise.›

I blinked in dull surprise, struggling a bit with that. 

On the one hand, I didn’t want him in the house. He was a stranger, and he hadn’t even told me his name yet.

On the other hand, I loved it when Frank took that tone with me. It always reduced me to quivering jelly, and the stranger had hit exactly the right note too. I could feel myself getting damp at his forceful tone.

The dissonance between the two competing sets of thoughts made my head feel foggy and my body a little dizzy. I swayed in place and replied dazedly, “… uh huh.”

“Go on,” the stranger nodded inside the house.

I turned around without another word, bracing against the door’s frame for support. Then I shuffled forward a few steps to give him room. He hadn’t said anything about not talking, so I managed to ask, “… what’s happening? Who are you?” 

My voice sounded soft, almost sleepy.

The stranger stepped inside, closing the door and stepping behind me. He put a hand on my shoulder, his grip firm and strong, and explained, “I hacked into your command interface this morning. You have your owner to thank for that. It was pretty lazy of him to leave your wireless access open 24/7. Of course, it was still a lot of work getting your override code and inserting that suggestion earlier…” he squeezed my shoulder for emphasis, “But I expect it will be totally worth it.”

‹Command.›

‹Override.›

‹Suggestion.›

Listening to him talk felt a lot like when Frank would drone on about something I didn’t understand. I felt unfocused and dizzy, grateful for the hand on my shoulder keeping me steady. I wanted to ask more questions, but I only got as far as opening my mouth again.

“Of course,” the stranger said, “You’re going to need a hard reset. This might be uncomfortable, but it should be over pretty fast.”

‹Reset.›

My eyes slipped shut as he continued, too heavy to keep open. I wanted to sit down, but I couldn’t possibly shrug out of the stranger’s grip. I didn’t have the energy.

The stranger brushed my hair away from the back of my neck, his fingers light against my bare skin, then he touched something cold and smooth to the base of my skull. It felt metallic. I shivered at the sensation, but there was something deeply familiar about it, and I felt certain I was supposed to let it happen.

I felt a sharp pain, like someone had pushed a spike of dry ice right through my brain. I let out a mewling little cry of pain, but mercifully, the world slipped away.

~~~

I came to my senses laying face down on a thick, soft carpet. There was a trickle of drool on my cheek and there was a dull ache at the base of my skull. I had no idea where I was, or how I’d gotten there. Concentrating for a moment, I realized that I couldn’t remember anything: not my name, not my job, not the date…

Even stranger, I could see a blinking yellow dot in the lower left corner of my vision, like someone was projecting it right onto the back of my eyelid.

That was distracting enough to push the rest of my worries aside, at least for a moment. I furrowed my brow in confusion, watching it in dull confusion.

The yellow dot shifted to blocky green text that read ‘RESET COMPLETE.’ 

I had no idea what that meant, but apparently it was good. The text faded, and it took the pain in my head with it. My discomfort was replaced with a deep sense of peace that I could only associate with having a stiff drink or a good muscle relaxant. Warmth washed down my spine, out along my arms and legs. I let out a soft, contented sigh. I still didn’t know where I was, who I was, or what was going on, but I was absolutely certain that everything would be just fine.

As if in answer to that pleasant thought, someone laid a hand on my back, stroking me through the thin fabric of my top. He asked gently, “You okay, Brianna?”

Brianna.

I didn’t know much, but I was sure that was my name. I was Brianna Noble. I smiled at the realization and opened my eyes. The carpet beneath me was immaculate white, and I could see that it was a beautiful sunny day out through the window in the corner of my eye. I replied brightly, “I’m fine, thank you.”

“Great,” the man replied with some obvious relief, “In that case, it’s definitely time to get you up and out of here. Disabling your LoJack took a little longer than expected.” 

“LoJack?” I asked, puzzled. I knew they had those for cars and laptops, but I couldn’t imagine what I would need one for. Of course, I might own a car or a laptop. I had no idea, really.

“Never mind,” the man rolled me over, so that I was laying on my back looking up at him. He made eye contact, his eyes crystal blue, and said, “Brianna Noble, input command code 6-12-blue-lambda. My name is Ronnie. I’m in charge of you. Acknowledge.”

‹6-12-blue-lambda›

The words appeared in cheery green in the bottom right of my vision, bright against the white ceiling that framed Ronnie’s face. A moment later, they were replaced by the words ‘ACCESS GRANTED,’ but I barely noticed. I was still occupied with whatever strange code he’d given me: I could feel the numbers and words slide deep into my brain, as if they had weight and heft, penetrating me. I stiffened a little at the strange image, feeling my heart beat faster.

Ronnie was right, of course. I had never seen him before in my life, but I knew that I could trust him completely. More than that, it was a tremendous relief that he was in charge of me: doubtless, he could fill in the gaps in my memory. I replied sincerely, “Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

“Good girl,” he offered me his hand and said, “We should get your purse and get out of here.”

‹Good Girl.›

Hearing Ronnie praise me felt wonderful, even arousing. I wished he had time to kiss me instead of rushing me out of wherever we were. Still, he was the boss. I took his hand and let him help me to my feet. A quick glance down revealed that I was wearing a t-shirt the color of cotton candy and a pair of shorts. I had panties but no bra, so my stiffening nipples were visible. I didn’t have shoes on, but there were a pair of sandals by the door that looked my size.

Maybe they were mine. Nobody else was here, and Ronnie already had a pair of black athletic shoes.

The house itself was very nice, and clearly the residence of someone very well off. There was a piano in the corner of the living room, the music book open to ‘Greensleeves’ across it. There was also a bright, well groomed fern in the corner in a big orange vase that I thought was very pretty. Whoever lived here was very tidy, too. I couldn’t see a speck of dust or grime anywhere. The place almost looked like it was for show, rather than a spot where anybody actually spent time.

Nothing was the least bit familiar, either. I’d obviously seen at least this room before, but I was still drawing a total blank as to where it was or why, much less how I’d ended up passing out on the floor.

I certainly wasn’t dressed for visiting anyone. Ronnie clearly wasn’t either: he looked like he’d been living out of a suitcase for days. I asked curiously, “Where’s here?” 

“Nowhere that matters,” Ronnie said smoothly, “All you should care about is hitting the road.” He picked up a completely unfamiliar black purse with red roses stitched into the side. He held it out to me and said, “Ah, here we are.” 

“Okay,” I took it from him and looked around again as I slung it over my shoulder, wondering if there was anything else I’d set down. I asked, “So… we’re just taking off? There wasn’t a…” I flailed, guessing, “… a real estate agent or something?” 

I stepped into the sandals and, sure enough, they fit perfectly.

“Nope,” Ronnie shook his head and said, “I was just picking something up for a friend.” He put a hand on my shoulder and gently steered me toward the door. He then opened it for me and led me outside, though he turned the lock before closing the front door.

At least I didn’t need to worry about someone walking in and taking his friend’s TV or something.

He led me down the stairs on the porch, to his car parked next to the house’s driveway. As with the house, I couldn’t remember ever seeing it before in my life. I was starting to get used to the feeling though. He unlocked the passenger side door for me, then headed around the front. As I settled in, I looked around the car to see if anything smaller looked familiar.

Unlike the house, the sedan looked lived in. There was a black laptop bag tucked behind the driver’s seat and a smart phone plugged into an audio system that looked very impressive for such an old vehicle. As I buckled in, I saw a trash bag filled with fast food wrappers. At a casual glance, it seemed my new guardian had a weakness for cheeseburgers and Code Red. 

I wrinkled my nose at that, and hoped we could do something a little classier today. My stomach was rumbling, and I literally couldn’t remember any specific time I’d ever eaten, much less whether it had happened today. 

Ronnie slipped into the driver’s seat and got the car started up, then belted in. He pulled away from the curb and said, “I know you have a lot of questions, but I’ve had a really long few days. I’ll explain what’s going on later, all right?”

That was a disappointment, but it wasn’t my place to question him. I replied, “Of course, Sir. Just one thing though. Can we get some lunch before we get too far?”

He nodded and agreed, “Of course, Brianna. Anything you can eat in the car.”

That made me even more curious what the hurry was, but I didn’t want to be bad. I nodded back and agreed, “Sounds good. Thank you, Sir.”

We hit the road.


Chapter Three

I didn’t realize we’d been in Las Vegas until we were to the city limit. I blamed it on the chicken salad: while Ronnie could have made me eat anything, he’d been kind enough to hit my favorite deli on the way out of town, rather than forcing me to put up with whatever the nearest drive-through had to offer. I was ravenous, and paid very little attention to anything else until I was done.

By that point, we were heading north on I-15, and there wasn’t much to see but the desert, stretching out as far as the eye could see. It wasn’t very interesting, just brown earth and scrub brush.

Ronnie was a good, steady driver, but he must have noticed my restlessness out of the corner of his eye. He said, “I know this part is boring. Not a big fan of this part of the country. I wish we had time to go past the coast instead. I could put you to sleep for it if you want though, Brianna.”

I hesitated for a moment, thinking about his offer. The casual way he talked about controlling whether I was even awake made me feel tingly. Rather than saying ‘yes’ or ‘no,’ I asked, “How?”

“Tell you what,” Ronnie said mischievously, “Unzip those cutoffs, and maybe I’ll tell you.” 

“What?” I blinked at him, puzzled. 

“You heard me,” he gave me a sidelong glance, just long enough to wink, then went back to the road and said, “If you want answers, that’s the deal. Take it or leave it. Call it a way to satisfy my curiosity about something.”

“I…” I trailed off, not sure what I wanted. I almost asked him to make it an order, just to ease my mind, but it was clearly not what he was going for. After a long moment, I reached down and unbuttoned my fly, then pulled the zipper down on my cutoffs. I tugged my shorts wide open. Somehow, I wasn’t surprised to see that my panties were the same shade of pink as my shirt. Finally, I looked at him and said softly, “I want answers.”

“To see where we should start,” Ronnie hit the cruise control as he said, “Let’s hear what you know about your situation. Details, please.” 

He kept his his eyes on the road and his left hand on the steering wheel, but he reached for me blindly, his hand finding my tummy and rubbing it through my shirt.

“I know my name, and I know that you’re in charge. I, oh!” I gasped as his hand slid lower, slipping between my panties and my open shorts, “I don’t remember anything before you woke me up.”

“Lift up your shirt,” Ronnie said firmly, “And play with those tits.” 

He hadn’t specifically said that was an order, but I recognized the tone. Even though it was still broad daylight, I tugged my shirt up over my breasts and cupped them. I protested weakly, “… that’s not an explanation, Sir. Why don’t I remember?”

Ronnie’s hand pushed deeper, his fingertips rubbing my bald pussy firmly through the sheer fabric of my panties. He explained, “That’s because there’s an implant in your brain that can control your thoughts, memories and actions. You may still feel like a person, both outwardly,” he rubbed my clit for emphasis, “But it basically reduces you to a mindless living sex doll for anyone with the right access.”

‹Implant.›

‹Mindless.›

‹Sex Doll.›

Listening to Ronnie talk was making me feel strange again. Everything he was saying was completely ridiculous, of course. No one could do that. All the same, picturing myself blank eyed and obedient was making my brain feel foggy and my body even more stimulated than Ronnie’s fingers could. I squeezed and fondled my breasts as I nearly moaned, “You’re… that’s… mm… just a story to turn me on.”

Ronnie laughed and pulled his hand out of my pants, gripping the wheel again. He steered the car off the interstate and onto a side road. As we slowed down, he said, “Override: Beta-Rho-Iota. You will tell me your make and model, Brianna.”

‹Beta-Rho-Iota.›

My body felt very warm and heavy, his words throbbing pleasantly in my brain. I heard myself say, “My body is twenty-five years old. My brain is governed by a Hofmeister Industries series five control module. My measurements are -”

“That’s enough, Brianna. No need for stats, I can see your tits right here,” Ronnie cut me off. He patted my knee and pulled the sedan onto the shoulder, a few hundred yards from the main road. He left the engine running, but put us in park. He said, “Tell me a little about your features.”

“I have been trained to perform an extensive list of sexual acts based primarily on the Kama Sutra,” my voice was perky and brainless as it continued to speak without my volition, “And I have been given extensive conditioning to render me malleable and docile even in the absence of direct orders. I have additional training as a gourmet chef, conducted in a classroom setting, that raises my value by -”

“That’s good too,” Ronnie stopped me again, reaching for my seatbelt. He clicked it open, letting the strap retract across my nearly bare chest. As he watched it go, he explained, “I’m not really the money guy in this scenario.”

The metal of the buckle was very cold, but it wasn’t why my body was quivering. Listening to myself helplessly parrot a list of reasons why someone should own me was making me feel incredibly spacey and passive. I couldn’t even work up the resolve to tweak my nipples again. 

All I could do was sit quietly and reflect on the fact that I was a sex doll. Someone had kidnapped me, performed major surgery on me, and then brainwashed me… and I didn’t care about getting free at all. I didn’t care about finding out who my family or my friends had been.

What I really wanted was to hear more about being a doll.

Ronnie unzipped his pants, and my eyes focused on his member instantly and automatically, as though it had been highlighted. I was pleased to see that this line of conversation had gotten him worked up too: he was already at half-mast. He worked his pants down just a little, then gripped my shoulder and tugged me forward, pulling my head onto his lap. 

My cheek came to rest on the head of his cock, and I could feel a droplet of pre-cum against my skin. The sensation brought me back to the here-and-now a little bit. I was keenly aware of the sunlight streaming in through the sedan’s windows, and the fact that anybody driving past could see exactly what we were up to. I thought about what it would be like if a cop or a trucker got an eyeful and pulled over, and it made my heart race.

“Go ahead and suck it, Brianna,” Ronnie said firmly, “I always want a little help at this part of the conversation.”

I turned that over in my mind too, wondering how many girls Ronnie had shepherded in exactly the same way. Even as I thought about it though, my body moved of its own accord. I lifted my head and took his manhood between my lips, bobbing my head up and down. 

Despite my complete lack of memory, the sensation was deeply familiar and comforting. I was certain that I’d done it many times.

Ronnie shifted a little in his seat, giving me a slightly better angle as he stiffened in my mouth. While I worked, he brushed my hair to the side and touched the back of my neck, right at the base of my skull. He pressed firmly, and I could feel something hard beneath my skin. It was perfectly round, too precisely shaped to be a lump. He said, “This is where your interface is, just under the skin. I’m going to finish calibrating you when we stop for the day, and it’ll be through a device right here.”

I moaned around his throbbing manhood, now rock-hard between my lips.

He said, “In the meantime, you don’t have any further questions. You just want to finish and swallow.” His voice was still calm, showing off just how much practice he must have had talking this way. He let go of my neck and finished, “End override.”

‹End override.›

I blinked rapidly, feeling my intense lethargy pass. Energized, I began to bob my head up and down on his slick shaft with gusto. It didn’t take long for Ronnie to reward my efforts: he came in my mouth, hot and sticky and so very familiar.

I swallowed reflexively, then swirled my tongue around the base of his softening shaft in the hope of keeping him hard a little longer. Doing this out in the open felt wonderful.

Ronnie had other ideas though. He gripped my hair and tugged me off of him, gently but firmly. I let out a little cooing noise in protest, but he made eye contact before I could see anything and said, “That’s good for now. Get your clothes in order, doll.”

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, sitting up straight again. I tugged my shirt back down, then zipped and buttoned my fly.

Ronnie zipped up and asked, “Do you have any questions, Brianna?”

I wondered if that was a trick. He knew I didn’t, since that was on his orders. Still, I kept my confusion out of my tone. I just shook my head and said, “No, Sir.”

“Good girl,” Ronnie took us out of park and checked the road.

‹Good girl.›

“Mmm,” I nearly purred, “Thank you, Sir.” I fastened my seat belt and basked in the knowledge that I’d done a good job.

We were back on the highway soon after.

~~~

By the time we hit Twin Falls, the sun was low in the sky, and I was eager to get out and stretch. We’d only taken a couple of bathroom breaks throughout the day, and we’d eaten in the car. Ronnie seemed impossible to distract: besides remaining completely calm through a blowjob, he thought nothing of picking at an open box of donuts and a pint of milk while driving. He never crept past the speed limit, missed a turn signal or otherwise made me fear for my life.

Unfortunately, that was about all I learned about him. He didn’t talk about his life or his past, saving his comments for the relative merits of convenience stores around the nation. I got the impression that he spent a lot of time in the car, either alone or with girls like me. The most profound insights I gleaned included the fact that Wal*Mart was ‘the same everywhere,’ but that he liked the burritos at AM-PM better than the ones at Circle-K, and that he was disappointed that Mr. Pibb didn’t have better market penetration. I had no idea how he kept in such good shape if that was his life, but it seemed rude to ask about it. We also spent a fair bit of time listening to industrial bands that I was pretty sure I’d never heard of, even pre-amnesia.

I didn’t need my long-term memory to be sure that it was the weirdest outing I’d had with a man.

Finally, we pulled into the parking lot of a Super-8. Ronnie popped the trunk and pulled out a couple of pieces of luggage, then we checked in as ‘Mr. And Mrs. Deaux,’ paying cash from my purse.

I had to stifle a giggle, but the matronly woman behind the counter didn’t even bat an eyelash. I supposed she’d heard them all before.

We were in our room less than five minutes after. It wasn’t very impressive, but it looked and smelled clean. Ronnie picked up the smaller piece of rolling black luggage and set it on the room’s writing desk, then unzipped it. He said, “Strip. I’ll drop your clothes in a washing machine while you’re… down for maintenance. I can handle it while I get your dinner.”

I peeled off my shirt, laid it on the bed and asked, “Is there anything else for me to wear, maybe in your bags?” 

“I’m afraid not. You’ll get new clothes tomorrow night,” Ronnie said, “But in the meantime, we’re going to have to have a casual evening.”

“Okay.” I stepped out of my sandals and asked, “Does that mean you’ll be joining me?”

“Yeah,” he said as he opened the luggage up, “Right after I get us some dinner.” 

As I wiggled out of my shorts and panties, I looked into the open suitcase. It had some clothes, but they were obviously an afterthought, underwear and shirts being used to pad mysterious electronics that he began to unpack. The only recognizable device was a sleek blue laptop that he set beside the desk and booted up. Next, he pulled out a black device that looked a bit like a motorcycle helmet, apart from the retractable USB cable dangling from the back side. Finally, he produced a couple of dull black boxes about the size of toasters.

I peered at all of it curiously, uncertain whether or not I was supposed to ask about anything yet. He hadn’t really been specific about when that was allowed. Ronnie zipped the luggage back up and slid it to the floor, then began hooking the machines up to his laptop rather than explaining anything though, so I risked it. I asked, “What’s that all do? I mean, I guess I wear the helmet?”

Ronnie nodded and said, “The helmet syncs with your implant. The boxes have extended memory that you’ll need. Hop on the bed, we’ll get you situated.”

“Yes, Sir.” I laid down on the bed next to the desk, atop the covers. I looked at the devices again and thought the better of it, pulling the thick brown covers over my bare body. Whatever he was doing, it was going to knock me out for awhile, and I didn’t want to wake up freezing. As I snuggled between the sheets, I asked, “So… the boxes have my memories?”

“Not exactly,” he finished plugging the devices in a daisy chain, the laptop to the first box, that one to the second, and then the helmet. He sat on the bed beside me and explained, “But you’ll remember everything that you need to know in a couple of hours. The amnesia isn’t the result of any kind of physical damage, it’s just software.”

Thinking about my entire life being erased by a software glitch made me quiver.

“So I need to know more than the Kama Sutra and how to work every widget in a stocked kitchen?” I teased playfully.

“Just a few tidbits,” Ronnie held out the helmet and said, “Put it on. I’ll see about your clothes and dinner in the meantime, and then we’ll kill the rest of the evening.”

“Yes, Sir,” I took the helmet and slid it on. Unlike a proper safety helmet, the visor on this one was completely opaque. It also had a pair of noise canceling ear coverings, so I felt, rather than heard Ronnie get off the bed.

A moment after he’d gone, a low droning noise filled my head, making it impossible to think. As it built in intensity, my body tingled and hummed with it. The sensation made me feel heavy and drowsy, just as I’d expected it to. The base of my skull filled with pins and needles that threatened to fill my whole head.

My eyes slipped shut.


Chapter Four

I blinked awake, my body still humming even though the drone was gone. In my head, it felt like no time had passed at all: one moment, I’d closed my eyes and the next, I’d simply opened them. I felt foggy, but considerably more clear-headed than the last time Ronnie had talked dirty to me.

My body told a different story though. My muscles were stiff and my mouth was dry, obviously the result of laying still for entirely too long. Hours, if I had to guess. It had been particularly hard on my neck. Ronnie’s headset was a lot heavier than Frank’s.

I knew who Frank was again. 

Thinking about that opened a floodgate of information: I remembered my childhood in Iowa, my time going to school at UNLV. I remembered taking an internship with Frank’s company, working for him until he’d taken an interest. Finally, I remembered months living with Frank, my job traded in for life as a kept woman. I remembered preparing elaborate meals, doing yoga and spending a lot of time just zoned out, not a thought in my head.

Ronnie had stolen me. Hacked right into the machine governing my brain and just taken me, body and mind, and now there was no going back… and even if I could return home, Frank and I had never been in love. Before the treatment, I’d never thought about him much at all. Afterward, I’d simply been his unwitting live-in sex toy, mindlessly obeying his every whim and brainwashed to believe each act was my choice.

Being a free person simply wasn’t possible anymore. Even if I wrapped a towel around myself to step outside and get in touch with someone from my old life, I’d always be exactly one trigger phrase away from complete submission, one errant computer program away from compliant amnesiac servitude. There was no way the implant could be removed, not without risking my complete lobotomy. It was tied into the deepest parts of me.

I needed someone who knew the truth to own me now, if only because the alternative was so much more dangerous.

The most twisted part of it all was that knowing what had been done only made me want it more. The certainty that my opinion was artificial made it stronger too, rather than giving me ground to resist.

My pussy clenched at the thought of being so helpless. 

I stretched, hoping to work out some of the stiffness in my limbs, and opened my eyes. Of course, all I saw was the blank darkness of my visor. Between that and the headphones completely dampening any outside sound, I couldn’t even tell if Ronnie was in the room.

I debated just waiting for Ronnie to take it off. A part of me wanted to lay passively and let him play with me like the doll I was. The truth was that no matter how plastic my mind was, I was still no Barbie though. Right now, I really needed the bathroom. Getting pumped any sooner than that could only lead to tragedy, no matter how turned on I was.

Feeling increasingly awake, I carefully flipped the visor up and slid off the helmet, then sat up. Sure enough, Ronnie wasn’t back yet. I supposed he needed some time to decompress.

I slid out of bed and headed for the suite’s bathroom. If nothing else, I could take the time to wash off the sweat and grime of the road, and be fresh for him when he got back. I didn’t get the sense that Ronnie was keeping me, but I was still his tonight.

That much needed to be perfect.

~~~

I was drying off with the bathroom door open when I heard the door’s lock click open. I scrambled out of the bathroom and onto my knees in front of the bed, hair still slick with moisture, body freshly scrubbed. I smelled of soap and shampoo instead of the stale interior of Ronnie’s sedan.

The door swung open and I realized belatedly that anyone else in the hallway was going to get an eyeful. It was too late to move without looking ridiculous though, and a part of me wanted to show off anyway. For just a moment, I fantasized about what Ronnie could make me do if the hotel had room service, the sort of special tip he could make me offer.

I shook it off and wondered if those impulses had been there before my brainwashing, if a part of me had always been so slutty, or if it was another change inserted seamlessly into my personality by some faceless technician.

Either way, it was only Ronnie, a plastic bag of takeout in hand. He raised an eyebrow at my pose, and nudged the door shut behind him without taking his eyes off of me. As it clicked locked again, he asked, “I take it you’re feeling back to normal, then? All your memories right where you left them?”

“Yes Sir,” I watched as he set the bag down and slipped out of his shoes, then said, “Everything is very clear now. Everything that matters, anyway.”

He peeled off his own shirt and asked, “What minor details aren’t?”

“What you’re going to do with me after our little road trip,” I looked at his feet instead of his face as I asked, “I take it that you didn’t steal me for yourself?”

“Not so much, no,” Ronnie chuckled softly and replied, “But that’s for the best. I think you can do better than seeing every convenience store in the Continental United States. Besides which, you won’t remember me in another day or two. Trust me,” he unbuttoned the fly on his jeans, “Some things are better in small doses.”

He seemed amused by the notion, more than anything else.

As he dropped his pants around his ankles, I asked, “So where am I going to end up?”

“Sold to someone a lot more rich and careful than your last owner,” Ronnie assured me as his underwear hit the carpet, “Don’t worry. Girls like you cost entirely too much to mistreat, past being rode hard and put up wet. Now eat your dinner. I’m going to catch a shower, then we can cap this trip properly. Tomorrow, I’ll be dropping you off a stone’s throw away from the Canadian border for resale.” 

His socks joined his pants on the ground, finally leaving him as naked as I was.

I nodded and agreed, “Yes, Sir.”

“Oh, and,” he stepped close to me and nudged my chin up with his toes so that our gazes met, then said firmly, “Override: Beta-Rho-Iota. You are very excited about all of this. You love knowing you’re worth so much money to me. It turns you on. Acknowledge, Brianna.”

‹Beta-Rho-Iota.›

I shivered as his words washed over me. He was right: I loved being brainwashed, and as soon as he sold me, someone would have to mold my personality again. They would play with my memories, my likes and dislikes… and I’d still be serving Ronnie by helping make him rich.

And then he would do this to someone else, all over again.

I bit my lip and agreed softly, “Mm, yes Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

He patted my head and said, “Good girl. Eat up.”

‹Good Girl.›

I moaned in pleasure at the generous complement, then scrambled to get to the bag as he headed for the shower. 

~~~

One ham and swiss sandwich later, Ronnie stepped back out of the bathroom, naked body still damp. Nude, his body offered a different impression than the scruffy appearance he had wearing clothes. His body was toned and slender, more like a runner or swimmer than what amounted to a trucker. I could only assume he lived at the gym in his off hours. He also had a couple of scars, including what looked like a bullet wound in his shoulder, and a cut across his stomach on the left side. He had a tattoo of a serpent wrapped around his left shoulder, rendered in green and black.

I was distracted enough that he was halfway to the bed before I remembered that I wanted to kneel for him. I started to slide off the bed and back to the floor, but he raised a hand and said, “I can’t bring you to the showroom with rug burns, Brianna.”

“Right,” I blushed, lowered my butt back onto the bed and said, “I should have thought of that.”

“Nonsense,” Ronnie smiled and said, “You’ve had to do enough thinking for one night. Doll Mode, Brianna. Acknowledge.”

‹Doll Mode.›

I felt an intense head rush, my body slumping a little even as my gaze locked with Ronnie’s instinctively. The rest of the room seemed to grow faded and distant, merely sepia against the crystal blue of his eyes, his strong and stubbly chin. I heard myself say, “I o-bey,” my voice a blank and robotic monotone. 

My heart raced while my breathing slowed, a now familiar mix of relation and arousal that I’d grown to crave.

Ronnie slid onto the bed beside me and said, “I’ll need a little fluffing, doll. Nothing too crazy, just get it hard.” 

I slid down the bed, breaking eye contact to stare fixedly at his semi-erect cock. My body was wonderfully heavy, almost drowsy as I took him in my mouth and began to mechanically bob up and down on his shaft. I loved the feel of him stiffening as I stimulated him, the way I could feel his own heart speed up as he throbbed between my lips. The soft little noises of pleasure that Ronnie made were almost as good as his direct praise, leaving me proud and wet.

When he was rock-hard, Ronnie reached down and put a hand on my shoulder, tugging me off of his shaft. I let him raise my head, barely aware of a thin trail of drool between my lip and the head of his cock.

I looked up into his eyes, but he didn’t bother giving me directions. Instead, Ronnie rolled me onto my back on the large bed, leaving my legs hanging off of it. He slid back onto his feet and stepped between my legs. He grabbed them both, pushing them high and wide, leaving my sopping pussy splayed wide open. Then he thrust his hips forward, the head of his cock rubbing against my slick inner thigh. I moaned as his dick slid against my sensitive skin, taking only a moment to find my sopping pussy. 

Ronnie penetrated me in a single, deep stroke, his thick cock making feel completely full. He paused for just a moment to shift his position a little, getting even deeper. Then he let go of my right leg and leaned forward. He said, “Doll mode off, Brianna.”

‹Doll Mode Off.›

I blinked rapidly, my thoughts disjointed and sluggish. I opened my mouth to say something, but before I could find my voice, he began to pound me in earnest. His strokes were deep and hard, the bed creaking beneath the force of them.

My eyes widened and I gasped in surprise at the sudden and fierce fucking. It was a shocking amount of pleasure tinged with an edge of pain that only made it feel even more intense. I could feel an orgasm building, tingling anticipation building deep inside me.

Ronnie reached between my legs and rubbed his stiff fingers against my slippery wet clit, pressing down hard without breaking stride. I moaned helplessly, his hand setting jagged spikes of pleasure coursing down my legs. He made eye contact and barked, “Cum, doll!”

‹Cum.›

White hot pleasure exploded from the core of my being, washing over me. I started to scream, but Ronnie clapped a big, strong hand over my mouth. His fingers were still slick from my juices, and being pinned beneath him, unable to make a sound set off intense aftershocks. My fingers clutched blindly at the blanket beneath me, while my legs twitched and my body shuddered. 

Once my body calmed, Ronnie pulled out of me. He was panting with exertion, but his shaft was still like iron. Even in the state I was in, I still had enough presence of mind to be surprised. Frank always used to make sure I got off, but it was never the focus of his attention, just a treat offered to a loyal pet.

Ronnie looked down at me and said, “Assume position 93. It’s an old favorite of mine. Obey.”

‹Obey.›

The word rang in my head like a bell, while my body moved to follow his directions without any conscious effort on my part. He laid sideways on the bed, back to the headboard. Still panting, I laid down at a right angle from him. I slid one leg beneath his taut body and hooked the other one over his hip.

Ronnie penetrated me again, his cock still slick and hard and throbbing madly with his pounding heart. He began to thrust in a slow and steady rhythm that seemed almost effortless with us both laying down. He reached down and fondled my chest, slick fingers kneading and playing with my supple flesh. 

I could feel pleasure building again, but this time it was gentle. His slow thrusts were almost hypnotic, lulling me into a deep calm. As he worked inside me, I lost all sense of the passage of time, my head clearing of anything but the wonderful sensation of being joined at the hips.

When he finally came inside of me, my own climax was less intense than the first, but it still left me panting and sleepy. 

Ronnie barely had to trigger me to put me out for the night.


Epilogue

“Hmm,” I flipped through a color swatch book with my slave sister Keiko and asked, “Do you think Master will prefer Pantone 184 or 191 for the new drapes?”

The two of us were in a solarium in Master’s mansion, preferring the midday sunlight of Dubai to artificial lights while trying to make a choice like this. Choices were difficult enough as it was. The two of us figured that we could use all the help we could get.

We’d also imagined that the exotic flowers in bloom in here might be inspiring, but it hadn’t gotten us farther than ‘pink.’

The beautiful Japanese girl leaned in and admitted, “I can’t see the difference. I mean,” she gestured at the two pages, “I can tell that they’re not the same shade, of course. I just can’t see why one would be better than the other, or why anyone else .” She furrowed her brow at them and asked, “Did you ever think you would be doing something like this?”

I thought about it for a moment. I could remember the past twenty-odd years well enough: being raised to serve virtually from birth, taught etiquette and dancing and a variety of sexual techniques. Other aspects of my training were fuzzier, but I knew that I’d been hypnotized routinely to keep me receptive to it even with the least talented potential owners. I’d never had friends or family, and I’d certainly never decorated a room before.

It had been a hard life, but the perfect preparation for serving my Master. I couldn’t imagine a free girl ever acclimating to it properly… nor ever living another way myself. Indeed, even being traded to another man would be too strange.

“No,” I laughed and shook my head, “I really didn’t. I wonder how Master would figure something like this out?”

Keiko shrugged, her silks bouncing, then she giggled and suggested, “We should flip a coin… if we can find one.”

“Maybe there are a few in the fountain,” I set the swatch book down and added, “And anyway, if we take too long, maybe we’ll be spanked.”

We laughed as we stepped through the ornate doors to Master’s outdoor garden.
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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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