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Prologue

Day Zero

I sat alone on the couch with my phone in-hand and a glass of wine in the other, trying to read a book on the tiny screen instead of watching the time. The TV was set to stream classic rock. Normally I found that pretty relaxing, but Friday nights were going badly for me lately.

I swiped away from the story to look at my texts. The last one from my husband had been almost three hours ago. He’d simply said, ‘need 2 stay out w guys 4 work cya l8er.’

At first, things had seemed great since his promotion. He’d made Vice President a month ago, which was wonderful in theory. His income shot through the roof. I got to quit my job, and was getting ready to go back to school to finish off my degree. We were talking about moving to a nicer house, maybe one with a pool.

The down side was that his new colleagues did a lot of business after-hours. There was endless wheeling and dealing at bars, restaurants and strip clubs instead of respectable meetings during business hours.

Late and drunk was the new normal, especially on Fridays. For the fourth week in a row, I had cooked myself dinner alone instead of going anywhere with him.

Hopefully it would settle down soon. I didn’t want to think about what would happen if he kept ignoring me, whether it was for business or pleasure.

I finished off the wine and wondered if I had time for another. I didn’t want to be tipsy when he got home. As long as I was sober, I’d have the sense not to pick a fight.

As if in answer to my internal debate, the door rattled. I cut off Thin Lizzy right as the boys got back to town, got up and set down the wine glass.

“Hi honey,” my husband stepped into the house, keys clattering as he said, “I’m home!” He was clearly fair to middling drunk.

Fortunately, all the big dogs just used cabs on Fridays, so he hadn’t driven home like that. With that in mind, I managed to keep the annoyance out of my voice as I looked up from the couch and replied, “Hey, Ken. Did you have fun with the boys?”

“I did!” he replied enthusiastically. It took him a couple of tries to get his jacket onto its hook beside the door. He didn’t seem to mind though. Instead he fumbled with his tie and explained, “Real exciting stuff! Real exciting. Won’t bore you with the details.”

Drunk or sober, it was hard to know exactly when he was kidding. Ken had come up through the ranks from sales and marketing, and he talked for a living.

I got up with a chuckle and said, “All right, dear. Here, maybe I’d better get that for you.” I didn’t wait for a response, but gently tugged his hands away from his tie and unfastened it for him.

“All right,” he didn’t argue. His breath smelled like whiskey, but it was still hard to be frustrated with him now that I was standing so close. My husband was such a handsome man. He had big, soulful brown eyes, and a square jaw like out of a trashy romance novel. He was considerably taller than I was, enough to rest his head on top of mine if he wanted to. He was almost always just a little stubbly, his hair too dark, thick and fast-growing to ever be completely tamed. It made him look precisely the correct amount of savage.

I’d always appreciated that. I got his tie off and kissed his cheek, then said, “We should get you off to bed.”

“Sounds good!” he agreed, “But I got something for you first.” He fumbled in his pants pocket and produced a thumb drive. He said, “Got a copy from work. New thing. Wanted you to install it on the… the thing.”

“Computer?” I asked, finally smiling back.

“Mmhmm,” Ken nodded and said, “Yeah. Computer. Install it there? Got a bunch of stuff from Paul when I told him you were going back to school.”

“Newkirk?” I frowned. Paul Newkirk was Ken’s new boss, and of all the party animals my husband was now mixed up with, he was the one who bothered me the most. I got a pretty grabby vibe off of him, even though he’d never laid a hand on me.

Ken loved him though. ‘Strategic genius,’ he said.

“Paul!” Ken agreed, “Sent it for you. Isn’t that nice of him? Oh,” he fumbled with the buttons on his shirt and added, “We’re gonna have him over for dinner in a few weeks. He likes to meet with all the new guys family to family. It’ll be a Saturday, and it’ll be fun! He’s gonna bring Val! She’s great, you’ll love her.”

According to Facebook, Valerie would be Paul’s third wife, who was only a year older than his actual daughter. All of this was easier to overlook when it wasn’t happening in my house.

Despite that, I wanted to be supportive. I managed to avoid sarcasm as I agreed, “Right. I’m sure that’ll be fun.”

“You know it,” Ken nodded and said, “This is all pretty great, but the one bad thing is that you’re not a part of it yet. But you will be. I promise. Sorry for tonight. I did miss you.”

I smiled again and said, “I missed you too. But it’s okay. We’ll be fine.”

“We will be,” Ken agreed, “Promise.”

I helped him up the stairs to the master bedroom, then helped him strip down to his boxers. Ken was asleep in moments, snoring softly.

After that, I looked at the thumb drive in my hand. The company Ken worked at was into a lot of consumer electronics and software, most recently partnered with a Japanese firm called Asabashi. They did everything from mp3 players and phones to photo and office software.

That’s probably what this was. Some pro copy of an office suite or something to help me when I returned to college. I didn’t really need anything like that, or really want anything from Paul. I considered just setting the drive on the nightstand and forgetting about it.

On the other hand, Paul was bound to ask. If I didn’t even know what it was for, I’d look rude in front of Ken’s boss.

The least I could do was find out what it was. I padded quietly to the home office on the ground floor. It was my space since the promotion, but it had been Ken’s a long time, and I hadn’t moved in yet since school was months away. Right now, the only thing I’d changed out was the chair. The filing cabinet was still full of old work material that he hadn’t bothered to take back there. More telling, the pens and pencils were still kept in a Dunder Mifflin ‘World’s Best Boss’ mug, and the calendar was still something with ‘beach babes.’ I guess nothing let a person know it was April like a brunette with improbably large breasts and a blue micro-bikini crawling around in the sand.

I slid into the chair, booted the machine up and logged in. As the familiar login notes played, I leaned down and inserted the thumb drive into the front.

A dialogue box popped up for ‘Fitness Trainer 2017: Perfection Edition.’

I sighed. It figured that Newkirk would think this was the best way to get ready for school. All the same, I wanted to be able to say that I’d taken a look. I clicked ‘OK’ and waited.

A couple of minutes later, a large blue welcome screen appeared for the software, but the whole screen flickered strangely. I leaned in closer to see if the monitor was having problems, or if maybe the computer needed a reboot.

~~~

I blinked rapidly, feeling warm and drowsy in my chair. In front of me, the screen proudly proclaimed ‘Session Ended.’

The first thought that popped into my muddled head was simply:

Session of what?

It took me a moment to remember that I’d been looking at some fitness software for Ken. I didn’t remember falling asleep in front of it, but I had been pretty tired before firing it up. A quick glance at the computer’s clock proclaimed it was 2:41 AM, so I decided to get the rest of my sleep in bed beside Ken, where I belonged.

I could always figure out the program tomorrow.


Chapter One

Day Ten

I moved my body to the beat of a peppy techno song, doing crunches. The song was at the perfect beat for the exercise, as though it had been written for it. Of course, the music was from the software Ken had so thoughtfully brought home for me. For all I knew, it had been written just for that, perfectly optimized to go with the exercises I needed to do. Everything about the software was just so upbeat and helpful. It really lived up to the ‘perfection’ part of the title.

I finished my last set of reps and stood up, body burning and heart pounding. I tapped the mp3 player to advance the song from Karada o Ugokasu to Karada o Rirakkusu Sa Seru. I didn’t speak a word of Japanese despite Ken’s occasional anime binge, but the program assured me that the songs were ‘Move Your Body’ and ‘Relax Your Body.’

As the beat shifted from peppy to something slow and soothing, I reflected that they worked. I took deep, centering breaths and had a seat on the rowing machine. The tension that had built up during the workout melted easily, leaving me feeling better. I was still sore, but I couldn’t help but relax.

The last time I’d seriously tried to get into shape, I’d gotten a gym membership with Ken. It had gone about as well as expected: we both stuck with it a couple of sessions, then paid for it for several more months before deciding we were too lazy to go back.

This time, I’d made it easier: I’d converted the garage into a makeshift gym. Beyond the training mat and the rowing machine, I had a standing bicycle and a weight machine. There was no excuse not to hit the gym every single day. We were both stuck parking out on the driveway, but Ken didn’t mind. ‘If I was staying home, I should enjoy it,’ he said.

He was so sweet.

I caught my breath and padded inside the house, straight to the downstairs bathroom, where I peeled out of my raspberry leotard and rinsed off my sweat. I wanted to draw a bath and soak while, but there wasn’t time. I only had a few hours before Ken was due home. He was prompt on Mondays, and there was so much left to do.

After I dried off, I strapped my mp3 player back on and padded to my office nude. There wasn’t any real point in putting on clothes just for that. Instead, I just slid into my chair and hit the power button on the computer tower, waiting impatiently for it to boot up.

The computer didn’t really take any longer than it ever did, just a few minutes, but I enjoyed my sessions with Fitness Trainer enough that the waiting made me antsy. I fidgeted a little in my seat until the login screen came up. I nearly pounced on it, straightening up and logging in as fast as my fingers would move.

A double-click later and the familiar, cheerful logo of Fitness Trainer filled the entire screen. I eagerly pulled up the ‘journal’ field and typed in all the exercises I’d been doing, along with the food I’d eaten today.

Dieting was another thing I’d never been very good at before. I’d tried a few, but normally the lure of a snack or eating something actually good was too much. Things were going better on that front too though, especially now that I was home more. Since I wasn’t out every day, I wasn’t tempted by the million fast food joints on the way to and from work.

The program was helping too. Now that I was writing it all down, it was easy to see just how many crunches a single donut was worth. Thinking about it more was making the whole thing a lot smoother.

I pressed Enter, and the numbers were rewarded with a colorful graph that showed my progress in bright, spiky lines: I was right on track for calories both burned and consumed, along with completing all the exercises the program assigned to me.

The screen proclaimed ‘Good Girl!’ in bright pink, and a cheerful tone played, something that reminded me of a happy bird.

I am a Good Girl.

My smile was immediate and sincere. The praise made me feel proud and excited. My cheeks were warm and my whole body tingled gently.

For a moment, the whole thing seemed sort of silly. In a lot of ways, my life had gotten smaller: I wasn’t thinking about my next job. I wasn’t even really thinking about school anymore. I hadn’t even been out of the house in a week, except to shop for groceries.

At the same time, that thought was hard to shake. I felt like a Good Girl. I was getting fit. I was taking better care of the house. I was cooking more, and I enjoyed it. Maybe it was okay to take credit where it was due, and accept that I was a Good Girl. That thought made me smile wider. I slid the mouse of the button in the lower right of the screen marked ‘Next Lesson’ and waited patiently.

The chart was replaced by a beautiful spinning loading graphic. It was so much more elaborate than the usual Windows hourglass or rotating circle - instead of a little replacement for my cursor or a loading bar, the entire screen resolved into a giant series of stacked spirals, all a rich blue edged in black and silver.

I stared at them as they spun lazily, clockwise against counterclockwise. The image was better than most. Soothing. Relaxing. As I watched them, I thought they might be changing, the smooth lines going jagged, little bits of white edging between the blue and silver.

The whole thing always reminded me a little of a whirlpool, really. I could almost feel a tug downward, a physical pull toward the center of the beautiful pattern that was drawing me down. As it got stronger, I started to get tired. Sleepy, just from sitting so long in the chair. A part of me wondered why it was taking so long to load. I had a few half-formed, confused thoughts:

Maybe it’s stuck.

Maybe I need to reboot.

Maybe I should just -

The spiral filled with a single word in bright, vibrant pink. It just said, ‘SLEEP.’

SLEEP.

The word wiped out everything else in my muddled brain and forced my heavy eyelids shut.

~~~

In my dreams, I could hear the peppy beat of Move Your Body. My drowsy heaviness was slowly replaced with warm energy.

When I opened my eyes, I was flying. The Sun was high in the bright blue sky, accented rather than impeded by a handful of fluffy white clouds. The world below was a patchwork of green fields and farmhouses, so far down that I couldn’t see any people. I thought it looked familiar, maybe something that I’d seen out of the window of an airplane years ago.

I could feel the wind in my hair. I could smell the distant scent of wet grass and fertilizer. I could feel the warm sunshine on my bare back. My heart raced from a mixture of excitement and fear, as I was suspended by nothing more than the upbeat music.

It was exhilarating. For the first time in a long time, I felt completely free. Wild. No worrying if I looked right, if I said the right thing. Nothing but the open sky and a wonderful song for company.

I soared until it was time to sleep again.

~~~

Awareness crept back slowly. My body was heavy, pins and needles dancing in my arms and legs. My heart was still beating very fast, but my eyelids were so heavy that it took actual effort to open them.

The screen was filled with spirals again, drawing my gaze the instant I caught sight of them. I stared forward, eyes half-lidded and mouth hanging slightly open.

Words slowly resolved from the swirling colors, one at a time. I couldn’t read all of them, but a few caught my eye as I watched dazedly:

ANXIETY

IS

BAD

Anxiety is Bad.

That was certainly true. I didn’t feel any right now, but I had felt a lot of it for a long time. Worries about whether I was doing the right thing, saying the right thing, wearing the right thing. I drifted as more words slipped past, my muddled head dizzy with snippets of half-remembered worries.

HYPNOSIS

RELAXES

GIRLS

Hypnosis Relaxes Girls.

I couldn’t remember ever having been hypnotized, but I still knew it was true: hypnosis relaxed girls. I had seen it on TV, in movies. Girls in the audience ending up on stage, sleepy. Relaxed. No worries in their heads. I thought about that too, half-remembered images of girls sleeping in folding chairs dancing in my head.

HYPNOSIS

IS

MY

NEXT

LESSON

Hypnosis Is My Next Lesson.

That thought was accompanied by a heady mix of nervous resistance and deep excitement. Other words came and went while I fixated on it sleepily.

On the one hand, a little voice in the corner of my mind protested that I didn’t even know any hypnotists. I’d never met one. All the same, I wanted to do my Lessons. Exercise felt good. Dieting felt good.

Hypnosis would feel good too. It would be good for my anxiety.

The next word that drew my attention was deeply familiar, and the most powerful one of all:

SLEEP

I slumped in my chair, my internal debate forgotten.

~~~

I blinked rapidly as the final loading screen finished up. My body felt heavy, heart pounding like I’d been woken abruptly from a nap. My head was muddled. I couldn’t quite remember what I’d been doing during the lesson.

The spirals stopped in front of me, just a complicated mandela of blue, black and silver. The still image flickered out, replaced by the Fitness Trainer screen.

The change in images made something click in my brain. I remembered reading my next Lesson, all about the health benefits of regular hypnosis.

Hypnosis helps with anxiety.

Hypnosis is good for girls.

The thoughts were simply stuck in my head, completely true. For a moment, I wondered how I would manage that. I wasn’t even sure who I needed to call. A moment later though, I saw that a new button had unlocked in the fitness program, one simply labeled ‘Trance.’

My discomfort melted away immediately. The program would take care of me, like it always did. Unfortunately, I didn’t have time to try it out tonight: I’d lost an hour and a half sitting in front of the computer, reading about it instead of doing it. Tomorrow would be better. I hurriedly closed Fitness Trainer and shut down the computer. I didn’t wait for it to power down, but just headed for the bedroom.

Reading naked was fun, but cooking naked sounded like a disaster.

When I got to my room, I opened the door to the closet and stared at it, feeling indecisive. I normally dressed pretty casually around the house, just sweats and t-shirts. It was a perk of not going out much: there wasn’t any real need to impress anyone.

Except that now that I thought about it, I sort of missed dolling myself up, at least sometimes. Besides, I did still want to impress Ken. Impulsively, I snagged a pair of lacy black panties and a matching black bra and took a minute to check my hair.

Looking Good Makes Me Feel Good.

The thought popped into my head, unquestioned and true. Looking at my reflection critically, I decided to doll myself up for the first time in over a week. After I’d finished with my eyes and cheeks, I broke out the hot pink lip gloss. I hadn’t worn that since Ken’s last birthday, where I’d joked that it was ‘blowjob pink.’

When I got to the kitchen, I just tied my apron over my underwear. Ken would get a kick out of it, I was sure of that. I couldn’t wait to see his expression.

After that, I just got to work on dinner. Tonight was taco night, and I wanted everything to be perfect.

I was a Good Girl, after all.

~~~

Ken was only a half hour late. Mondays through Thursdays were usually a lot less boisterous since he had to be up in the morning, and he drove his own car in. I heard him as I stood over the stove, finishing the beef.

He called out, “Hey, babe!” as he closed the door behind him.

“Hey, Ken!” I replied cheerfully, “I’m in here!”

Ken stepped into the kitchen, jacket already discarded, and blinked at me in surprise. He froze in the middle of untying his tie.

The attention made me feel warm and tingly. I smiled at him and asked, “See something you like, dear?”

He nodded, wide-eyed and said, “Yeah, really do. Wow. What got into you?”

“I’m just keeping up with that Fitness Trainer thing you brought me,” I smiled and said, “Beats sitting around the house like a lump. In fact, it’s really good. Are you going to be selling those?”

“Y-yeah,” Ken nodded and replied, “They’re still in a round of beta testing, but we’re planning on going big with that. Paul will probably want to ask you some questions about the whole thing when he comes over.”

I dimly remembered not liking Paul Newkirk before, but I couldn’t remember why. He’d gotten me the program, so he was clearly pretty thoughtful. And of course, Ken thought he was a strategic genius, and I needed to trust my man.

I nodded and agreed, “I’ll be delighted to help. It doesn’t even have to wait until then. If he has questions, he can talk to me sooner.”

“Wow,” Ken nodded and said, “That’s great!”

“Anything to help you out,” I said, “You know that.” I turned the heat on the stove off.

“Hazel,” Ken asked firmly, “Would you mind kissing me?”

Kiss me.

That was the best idea I’d heard all day.

“Yes, dear,” I set down my spatula and stepped up to him, taking his tie in my hand and tugging his head down to meet me. He leaned in close, wrapping his arms around me. One ended up across the small of my back, pinning me against his big, broad chest. His other hand ended up on my backside, cupping my left cheek. He kneaded it firmly as he kissed me on the lips.

Pressed so close against him, I could feel his erection pressed against my tummy through his slacks, and I knew he thought I was hot.

Looking Good Makes Me Feel Good.

The thought popped into my head again, comforting and true. I felt good. I was good.

When Ken broke off the kiss, my heart was pounding and I was panting.

He smiled and asked, “Hazel, would you mind kissing me lower down?”

Kiss me lower down.

I realized how silly I’d been, going for his mouth when I was wearing ‘blowjob pink.’ It was enough to make me giggle as I replied, “Yes, dear.”

He gently took his tie back and reached down to unfasten the fly on his slacks.

I slid smoothly to my knees on the on the smooth tile floor and watched him whip it out. Ken didn’t have the biggest dick I’d ever seen or anything, but he was well-endowed. Just right for me. I loved the look of it, the slight upward curve. Most of all, I loved that I’d gotten him hard just by putting on something nice.

As soon as he was free of his neatly pressed slacks, I leaned forward and kissed the head of it, just a teasing, chaste little peck. I smiled up at him impishly and asked, “More like it, dear?”

Ken groaned and said, “I’m going to give you such a spanking.”

“Promises, promises,” I teased. I wasn’t sure what had gotten into me, but I liked it.

“Normally I like you a little bratty, babe,” Ken said, “I love banter like this. We’re always going to keep the option open. But I’m in a mood for instant gratification tonight. If you’re wearing lingerie to cook dinner, I know you’re ready for it. That was the tell I was supposed to watch for.”

I blinked up at him and confusion and asked, “What’re you talking about? I’m wearing fancy underwear, so I should blow you? I don’t -”

“Hazel,” Ken said firmly, “Would you mind forgetting about that objection?”

Forget.

A wave of dizziness made me glad I was kneeling instead of standing. I wasn’t sure I would’ve kept my feet. I wasn’t sure what we had been talking about, but I did remember agreeing with Ken, so I replied a little dazedly, “Yes, dear. Um. What were we talking about?”

“You wanted to take care of me,” Ken wiggled his hips a little, his erection swaying from side to side in front of my face as he asked, “Hazel, would you mind going ahead and eagerly sucking my dick now?”

Suck His Dick.

Everything suddenly clicked back into place, and I stopped worrying about my momentary confusion. I was kneeling with his cock in my face. I knew what I was supposed to be doing, and it sounded like fun. I agreed eagerly, “Yes, dear!”

Then I nearly dove on him. I took his cock in my mouth, wrapped my lips tightly around his hot, hard shaft and bobbed my head up and down frantically. I still didn’t know what had gotten into me, but my heart pounded crazily as I worked.

Ken only lasted a couple of minutes, his hot seed pouring into my mouth. I didn’t have anywhere to spit, so I swallowed it.

As my head cleared, I realized it hadn’t been very much. It was like he’d already cum today, not long ago.

I pulled off of his softening member, panting again. I wasn’t sure how to ask him if he’d jerked off in a shower or something, or even if I should. I needed to trust my man. I thought about it as I watched him tuck his glistening manhood back beneath his pants and button back up, then looked up at his face again.

Ken looked down at me, cheeks flushed and expression positively triumphant. He asked, “Hazel, would you mind forgetting about this and focusing completely on serving me dinner?”

Forget About This.

Serve Him Dinner.

Serve Him.

My confused inner monologue was wiped away. I wasn’t sure what we’d just been talking about, but it didn’t matter. It was dinner time, and I knew my husband had had a long day at work. He deserved to relax. I agreed perkily, “Yes, dear!”

He offered me a hand up, and I took it gratefully. My heart was really pounding. I wondered dully what we’d been talking about before, not to mention why I’d been on the floor in the first place, but it was hard to think about. Slippery, almost. Like the memory of it had been greased up or something.

Either way, the important thing was that it was taco night. I reached for Ken’s tie and untied it for him. My fingers were a little clumsy at first, but I was recovering from it rapidly. While I did that, I said, “After I get this off of you, you should really take a seat and let me fix your plate up.”

“Really?” Ken asked. Despite the question, he didn’t sound all that surprised.

“Just get out of the work clothes, goof,” I smiled at him and handed him his tie.

“Yes, dear,” Ken chuckled and agreed. He headed out of the room, and I began to dish everything up for us both.

He got back in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, nothing that would be ruined by spilled salsa, and took a seat at the head of the table. I set his plate in front of him and kissed the top of his head. He asked, “So, how was your day?”

“Pretty great!” I replied enthusiastically. I stepped to the fridge and pulled out a beer for him. As I poured it into a glass for him, I added, “Spent most of the day with that fitness program.”

“How far are you in it?” Ken asked.

“Tomorrow’s lesson is hypnosis!” I said. It felt a little funny saying it out loud, but I couldn’t help but look forward to it. I set the mug in front of Ken and asked, “Anything else, dear?”

“Hazel,” Ken asked firmly, “Would you mind taking off the apron and bra while you eat, so I can have a better look at your chest?”

Take Off My Apron And Bra.

Ken was so sweet, wanting the view while he ate. Besides, I didn’t need to wear a bib. I agreed happily, “Yes, dear.”

As I peeled out of it, Ken asked, “So, hypnosis? How do you feel about that?”

“It’s weird,” I said, “I mean, you think about that, you mostly think about people clucking like chickens or something, right?” I set my clothes on a spare chair, then got my own plate.

“Right,” Ken agreed, digging into his food. He raised a bite to his lips, but before he took it, he asked, “But it’s not, is it? I’m not going to come home to you clucking like a chicken?”

I poured myself a glass of wine and took a seat across from him, keenly aware of his gaze on my breasts. The attention was nice. I shook my head and said, “No, it’s not about making me do funny stuff, it’s just about relieving tension and anxiety. Like guided meditation or something. I’ll just be calmer and happier.”

“So you’re not worried about being, like, programmed to do a bunch of extra sit-ups or give out blowjobs or something?” Ken asked, clearly joking.

Mind Control Isn’t Real.

The thought was immediate, almost reflexive. It was also completely true. I shook my head and giggled, “That’s silly. Mind control isn’t real. Hypnosis is perfectly natural and safe. You must know that, I mean, you’re involved in the product launch.”

Ken chuckled and agreed, “You’re absolutely right. Just having some fun, of course. Hazel, would you please agree to do a bunch of extra sit-ups and blowjobs of your own free will?”

Agree Of Your Own Free Will.

For a split second, it sounded silly. I didn’t really like either thing. At the same time, I was loving doing exercise right now. I felt fit, healthy and sexy… and part of being sexy meant wanting to have more sex. Traditionally, blowjobs had been more of a birthday treat for Ken, but maybe I needed to reconsider. I hadn’t really eaten anything yet, so I could probably knock out a few reps and blow Ken before my food got cold. Before certainly sounded better than trying any of that with a full stomach.

I hesitated a moment before agreeing, “Yes, dear. That sounds like fun. Should I start now? I mean, I don’t want my tacos to get cold, but I wouldn’t want you to have to wait to watch -”

Ken laughed and said, “No, no, it’s fine dear. Eat your dinner. I just can’t wait to tell Paul all about this. I mean, I can’t believe this is working so well.”

I blinked in confusion and no small disappointment. I was hungry, but now that we’d gotten started talking about sit-ups and blowjobs, that was all I could think about. It felt positively irresponsible to start dinner before I’d given Ken a real show, like he’d wanted. Maybe I’d done something wrong. I frowned and asked, confused, “But… I mean, you wanted -”

“Hazel,” Ken shook his head and interrupted me again, “Would you mind not thinking about it and eating?”

No thinking.

Eat.

I blinked slowly, head feeling muddled and agreed dazedly, “Um. Yes, dear. No thinking. Eat.”

I wasn’t sure what we had been talking about before. Maybe it had been something to do with my day, but I couldn’t be sure. My head felt really foggy all of the sudden, like I’d been woken from a very deep sleep. I tried to think about it, but the lure of my dinner was too much.

I lifted my fork and began to eat placidly. Ken set his phone on the table, texting between bites. Normally that would’ve annoyed me, but I just couldn’t get worked up about it now. All I wanted to do was finish dinner, and having Ken pay attention to his phone just made that easier.

When I finished, I sat quietly in my chair. My head was clearing a little bit, but I still felt muddled. I wondered dimly if I just hadn’t gotten enough sleep or something. I waited while Ken continued eating and texting, just sort of dazed.

When he finished, Ken set his fork down and said, “That was good, honey. Would you mind cleaning up?”

The words snapped me out of wherever I’d been. I could almost imagine a switch flipping somewhere in my brain: the fog was replaced with clarity instantly. I smiled at him and replied, “Sure thing.”

“Thanks!” he smiled and returned to the phone.

I went ahead and got the dishes cleared and rinsed. While I was working, I asked, “So how was work, anyway?”

“Oh,” Ken replied distractedly, “Good. We had some, uh, product demonstrations this week. Very impressive.”

“So you got to see the program and stuff?” I asked as I wrapped the leftovers and put them in the fridge.

“Not exactly,” Ken shook his head and explained, “We got to see some people who were testing the product, like you are. Ask them questions, see what all they’d learned, that kind of thing.”

“So you have a beta test group?” I asked, going to load the dishwasher next.

“Right,” Ken nodded and agreed, “Exactly. Paul’s wife was in it. She’s been on the program since before the company got the contract at all, sort of as a teaser to get us to sign on. She’s already been on the hypnosis segment for ages, as it turns out.”

“Oh?” I asked as I set the machine, “How’s she like it?”

“Valerie was,” Ken paused a moment in thought before he finished, “Very enthusiastic about the whole process. She made a point to, uh, thank everyone in our project group individually during the meeting today. You’ll be able to see what a difference it’s made for yourself when they visit. I was just talking to Paul about that over dinner.”

“I’m so glad!” I smiled and turned around, checking to make sure I hadn’t missed anything. I asked, “So you had fun?”

“Loads,” Ken nodded and said, “But I’m honestly happy to be home with you instead now. I still can’t get over how different you are.”

“Yeah?” I asked with a smile, “I’m that different, am I?”

“You mostly seem a lot happier,” Ken said, “I think being a housewife agrees with you. After seeing you this past week or two, I was thinking you might want to stick with it.”

I gave him a little shrug and said, “I’m not sure. I mean, it’s been fun, but I don’t know if I want my whole life to just be cooking and cleaning. I was still sort of looking forward to going to school again.”

For the first time, I actually sounded half-hearted about school. I could hear it, and I knew Ken would too. I still liked the idea of school, but the truth was that he was right: I was enjoying myself right now.

Ken tilted his head and asked, “Hazel, would you mind telling me that this is more fun than school ever was?”

More Fun.

I didn’t really want to, but he was right. After a moment’s hesitation, I agreed reluctantly, “Yes, dear. This is more fun than school ever was.”

“Exactly,” Ken nodded and said, “School means being answerable to a bunch of professors, having to do a bunch of pointless busy work. I know, I remember my MBA. Hazel, would you mind telling me how much you hated busy work in college before?”

Hated Busy Work.

I still felt uncomfortable admitting this, but Ken was too smart to fool. I agreed, “Yes, dear. I really hated busy work in college before.”

“Good girl,” Ken nodded and said, “It’s a little hard to talk about, but it’s getting easier as we go, isn’t it?”

Good Girl.

The words sent a shiver down my spine. I stood up a little straighter, skin tingling and cheeks flush. I agreed, “Yeah. I mean… I feel dumb, not finishing up, you know? Like I did all that work for nothing. Plus, it was so important for so long. But you’re not wrong about how it’s starting to sound lately.”

Ken nodded and said, “I understand that. But the other thing about this is that right now, you have all this free time. You barely have to do anything at all as a housewife, and the rest of the day is just yours. You can do whatever you want, without having to worry about money or duties. You’re almost completely free now. Hazel, would you mind telling me just how free you are now?”

Free Now.

That was true, and it was getting easier to admit by the moment. I nodded and agreed, “Yes, dear. I’m almost completely free now.”

“That’s so true,” Ken smiled as he continued, “While you’re a housewife, everything can be exactly the way you want it. You decide things for yourself. Hazel, would you mind telling me who decides things for you?”

Decide For Myself.

That was easy. I replied, feeling much more at ease now, “Yes, dear. I decide things for myself.”

“Right now,” Ken said, “You’re very happy being a housewife. You like having so much time to spend with the fitness program, working on yourself. You want to get your mind and body into shape, not waste your time on school. Hazel, would you mind telling me what you want to do with your time?”

What I Want.

My head was starting to feel really foggy again, but it was still an easy question. I smiled and answered, “Yes, dear. I want to get my mind and body into shape, not waste my time on school.”

“And of course,” Ken said, “I support your decision completely. I always let you do what you choose. Hazel, would you please tell me how supportive I am of your choices?”

Support Completely.

Thinking was so hard now, but I didn’t mind. My head felt like it was stuffed full of fluffy pink cotton candy. My smile was wide and blank as I replied, “Yes, dear. You are completely supportive of my choices.”

“That’s why,” Ken said confidently, “I support your decision to be a housewife. One that you made of your own free will. Hazel, would you mind telling me who decided you should be a housewife?”

My Own Free Will.

My voice sounded so perky in my ears as I parroted at him, “Yes, dear. I decided to be a housewife of my own free will.”

Ken assured me, “You love being a housewife. Your only jobs are to cook, clean, fuck and use your program. Hazel, would you mind telling me what your jobs are?”

Cook.

Clean.

Fuck.

Program.

My pussy tingled, suddenly damp. I heard myself reply, “Yes, dear. My jobs are to cook, clean, fuck and use my program.”

“And of course,” Ken continued, “As a housewife, I’m your boss. You love that. Hazel, would you mind telling me who your boss is, and how you feel about that.”

Boss.

Love.

“Yes, dear,” the perky words almost sounded like someone else, even though I agreed with them completely, “You’re my boss. I love that.”

“So when I’m home,” Ken went on, “You’re happy to do what I want. I’m the man of the house, after all. When we were married, you willingly took a vow to obey me. Hazel, would you mind telling me how you feel about obeying me when I’m home?”

“Yes, dear,” my mouth replied on autopilot, “I willingly took a vow to obey you.”

The word ‘obey’ made me quiver, both upon hearing it and saying it.

“In a moment,” Ken said, “I’m going to snap my fingers, and your head is going to clear completely. Nothing strange happened during this conversation. It was completely normal. You will have no concerns at all. Hazel, would you mind telling me how normal this conversation was, and what concerns you will have about it?”

Normal.

“Yes, dear,” I heard myself chirp happily, “Completely normal. I will have no concerns about it.”

“Good girl,” Ken got up, picked up his phone and snapped his fingers.

I blinked rapidly, heart pounding a little fast. I’d lost my train of thought. I looked at Ken and said, “Uh, sorry. Sorta spaced out for a minute there. What were we talking about?”

“School,” Ken said, “We were just talking about whether you were going back or not.”

That rang a bell, though my memories were hazy. I probably needed to get more sleep or something. I nodded and said, “Yeah, I’m having my doubts about the whole ‘go back to school’ thing. Maybe it’d be better to just stay home. I mean, you make enough money for both of us now. It isn’t like I really need to worry about it, is it?”

“Not at all. I got us covered. I am a little surprised to hear you say all that,” Ken headed for the living room as he said, “But you know, it’s your decision. I’ll support you whether you want to get a doctorate or just cook and clean. It’s always your choice, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” I agreed as I followed him, “I always loved that about you.”

“Want to watch some TV and veg?” Ken asked as he flopped on the couch.

“Sure,” I smiled and sat next to him, leaning against his shoulder. He put one arm around me while he raised the remote, and I snuggled in close.

Staying home was really looking up for me.


Chapter Two

Day Twenty-One

I woke up before either Ken or the alarm. I’d always been a heavy sleeper before, but ever since I started really getting into shape, I had so much energy. This time, I’d beaten the alarm by an hour and a half. I slid out of bed quietly and padded naked toward the shower. My chest was tacky from last night’s fun.

Ken had a lot more energy lately too.

I rinsed off and got my mp3 player. I fixed breakfast to the cheerful sound of Do Your Chores. I no longer bothered even trying to remember the Japanese names for the songs that came with the program. It was weird to think that I’d considered learning Japanese once. The whole thing seemed like a waste of time now, when I could just look things up as needed. Knowing things wasn’t as much fun as doing things. The longer I stuck with my new routine, the clearer that was to me.

Besides, it was hard to think with the music right in my brain. Complicated tasks like scrambling eggs didn’t leave a lot of room in my head for thinking.

Once Ken’s breakfast was ready, I turned off the music, put it on a tray and took it upstairs. He was still sleeping, but I couldn’t blame him. He had such important responsibilities. I set the tray on the nightstand and gently tugged his blanket away. Unlike my chest, his flaccid member was squeaky clean, licked that way last night. I leaned down and gently took him between my lips, rewarded by him stiffening immediately. I took him deeper and began to swirl my tongue on the underside of his shaft.

Before I’d gotten very far with that, Ken stirred and shifted position, angling to get a little deeper in my mouth. He smiled down at me and said, “Good morning. Good Girl.”

Good Girl.

I shivered with pleasure at the praise and let him slide out from between my lips for a moment. I jacked him off with my left hand while I replied happily, “Good morning, Sir.”

“Mm,” Ken twitched in my hand at the title and sighed happily, “I’ll never get tired of you calling me that. Do you?”

I Must Obey Him.

The thought slid to the surface of my brain insistently, familiar and true. I had a lot of compulsive thoughts like that now, rote and unquestioned. I took a moment to savor the comforting certainty before I shook my head and answered, “No Sir. I made a promise to obey you for the rest of my life. You’re like my boss.”

He smiled and asked, “If I’m your boss? Hazel, would you mind telling me your duties?”

The question was rote too. I couldn’t count the number of times he’d asked me that. The effect was always the same: the answers popped into my head.

Cooking.

Cleaning.

Fucking.

Be Perfect.

Unlike the last compulsive thought in my brain, the words weren’t merely abstract ideas. I could visualize the list in my mind’s eye, pink letters on a swirling sea of blue, the words shifting from one to another in an endless, glorious loop. Just picturing it brought me a deep sense of peace and calm. My hand slowed on Ken’s shaft, and I recited, “Yes, dear. My jobs are to cook for you, clean for you, fuck for you and perfect my mind and body for you.”

“And whose idea was that?” he asked playfully. This was all part of the daily ritual too.

I Choose Of My Own Free Will.

Those words were even stronger than the last. Everything that had happened in the past few weeks had been my idea. Sometimes Ken helped me figure out what I wanted and he always supported my decisions, but I chose to be this way. I replied happily, “Mine, Sir.”

“In that case,” Ken smiled and asked, “Hazel, would you mind finishing me off? Wouldn’t want my food to get cold.”

Finish.

“Yes, dear,” I agreed, “We really wouldn’t want that.” I leaned down and took him between my lips again, eager to serve.

Above me, he reached for his coffee.

~~~

Ken headed out pretty early on Fridays despite the carousing, and this one was no different. After his breakfast and shower, he got dressed and headed out for work. I knew I wouldn’t be hearing from him until whenever he was done. It didn’t bother me anymore though. That just meant that I would have more time to work on me.

I cleared the dishes from his breakfast and mine, then headed to the home office. I didn’t bother to get dressed yet. I only really wore clothes around the house if I needed to, otherwise they were just extra laundry.

My office was starting to look like it was mine now. I had a couple of cheerful posters for aggressively cute Japanese mascots from Asabashi whose names escaped me. One was a cartoon cat, and the other was a girl with an oversized lollipop. The filing cabinets were gone, removed at my request a week ago. Ken’s boring mug had been replaced with something pastel pink. I still had the pens and pencils in it, even though I didn’t use them. Ken had bought me a brand new webcam and installed it atop my monitor, but we weren’t using it for anything yet. I’d also added some baby wipes.

The large desk drawer in front of me was clear of office supplies, empty and waiting for whatever I wanted to put there. I hadn’t decided yet, but I was sure it would come to me.

The calendar page had been flipped. A fresh image of a blond girl graced my wall now, throwing me a smoldering look as she crawled on all fours in bone-white sand someplace very tropical. I was glad that Ken had let me keep it. Now that I’d had time to get used to the calendar, I thought of the beach babes as personal encouragement instead of a trite touch for a man-cave. Every time I saw one of them, all I could think was that if I worked very hard, one day I might belong on a calendar like that too.

I sat down on a towel on my chair and moved the mouse. I’d taken to just rebooting the computer at night instead of turning it off. Waiting for it to boot up had become such a drag, and we could just get a new one if it burnt out. Cutting out the delay before my program was available made me happy.

The journal page was my first stop. I put in what I’d had for breakfast: eggs, fruit and milk, and clicked ‘Submit.’ The graph let me know that I was still on track, but I knew that already. I was on a diet given to me by the program. As long as I just followed it to the letter, I didn’t need to keep track of nutritional information myself. Whoever had programmed it had already done all my thinking for me.

Rather than even glance at the graph about my food intake, I just clicked ‘Trance’ as soon as the button was available.

As the screen filled with swirling spirals atop spirals, I relaxed reflexively. The last coherent thought in my head was simply that the more I practiced, the easier this got.

~~~

Vibrant pink words bubbled up from a swirling sea of blue, phrases and commands coming up one after the other. Sometimes my addled brain would focus on one in particular, but I could feel most of them sliding deeper inside me.

I MUST OBEY

I MUST SUBMIT

I AM BLANK

I THINK WHAT I AM TOLD

MY BODY IS READY FOR PLEASURE

MY MIND IS READY FOR ORDERS

Even in my foggy, dazed state, I understood that the program was replacing my old thoughts with its new ones. I could feel it pushing out my imperfect ideas and opinions to make room for every wonderful thing that it needed to teach me. Being trained gave me such contentment.

Everything the program told me to do made me happy and healthy. My body was being reshaped into something beautiful. Feeling my mind being reshaped into something beautiful was bliss.

After a time, the words stopped and the spirals sped up. My dim inner reverie was swallowed up by them, my mind drawn deeper down.

~~~

A cheerful tone played, and I blinked awake. My eyes and mouth were dry, while my pussy and the fingers on my right hand were wet. I felt a moment of confusion, but it was replaced with pride as my head cleared enough to realize that I’d been reciting things while edging for the program.

Recitation Teaches Me.

Arousal Opens My Mind.

The two thoughts hit me one after the other, and though I closed my eyes to ease their stinging, I smiled. Repeating things verbally engaged a different part of my brain than reading them. The program had taught me that… sometime. I didn’t really remember when. I also knew that sexual arousal made me more susceptible to suggestion and faster to hypnotize. That kept me from finishing myself off: as tempted as I was to just get off, I knew that I would be a better student if I showed a little self-discipline.

Besides, everything was more explosive with Ken when I saved myself for him, instead of just yielding to my desires whenever I felt them.

I reluctantly wiped my fingers off with a baby wipe and closed the program. What I really wanted to do was just sit in my chair all day and stare at the screen mindlessly, just zoning out to the beautiful spirals the way I used to watch TV.

Unfortunately, I needed to show a little discipline there too. Per the beach babe calendar, Paul and Valerie Newkirk were due to visit tomorrow afternoon, and I wanted everything to be perfect. I needed to mop, scrub, dust and organize absolutely everything.

I got up, got some sweats and a t-shirt, and put on Do Your Chores again. The upbeat techno song swept me away almost immediately.

~~~

I turned the song off in the kitchen, feeling pleasantly dazed. Now that I was on the hypnosis segment of Fitness Trainer, I found myself zoning out a lot during such simple tasks. Unlike cooking, I didn’t really need to think at all while I was vacuuming or dusting, and so I found myself just… barely thinking at all, when that was happening.

Now that my head was clearing, I barely even remembered doing everything. Instead of a series of clear memories like I had for spending breakfast with Ken, I had a dreamlike haze of music and a series of vivid still images of things I’d done. I could picture myself scrubbing the inside of the upstairs bathtub until it was absolutely sparkling, but not how I’d gotten there or exactly where I’d gone next. I had a similarly vivid still image of myself standing beside the open dishwasher with a clean pan in hand, and another of myself standing over a pile of folded laundry.

Each memory was so clear, right down the smells, but the rest was simply gone from my head like it had never happened. I could only guess that I’d ended my cleaning frenzy in the kitchen since that’s where I was. I’d even managed to get lunch in that state, although I was just having some leftover Cobb salad and a bottle of Perrier. I probably didn’t remember getting it out because I hadn’t even had to heat it.

I began to eat, having the same internal debate I’d been having since this started.

Academically, I was sure that the song and maybe the repetitive nature of the tasks themselves were hypnotizing me now. I was so well-trained that I was obviously just spacing right out when the music played.

A little voice in the corner of my mind wondered if I should be encouraging that, letting myself be turned into some kind of programmed robot maid when it was time to do my chores.

At the same time, the truth was that I barely even remembered doing anything. Apart from a little stiffness from bending and crawling and folding, it was like I’d just fast-forwarded through one of the dullest parts of my day.

I could almost imagine the program equipping me with an autopilot for boring stuff. All I had to do was turn on the music and I’d wake up in time for anything I actually cared about.

Besides, this had all been my idea, and I could stop any time I wanted to.

With that in mind, I took my lunch to the living room and fished my cell phone out of my purse. I didn’t need to spend every minute of the day exercising, cleaning or spaced out of my mind. I could do normal stuff too.

Right now, the big thing to think about seemed like tomorrow’s visit. I was excited by the idea of having company. I hadn’t really gone further than the lawn in over two weeks. As much as I loved Ken, I was feeling a little stir crazy now that I took a few minutes to actually think about that. Having guests over seemed like just the thing to help me.

Besides, I never got to meet Ken’s coworkers. None of their fun stuff was really girl friendly, and he didn’t tell work stories. Almost everything Ken did involved a nondisclosure agreement somewhere in the chain.

This was a rare opportunity.

I turned the screen on, and opened up Facebook. I already had both Paul and Val friended, but I barely touched a computer for anything except fitness lately. This time, I took a little time to poke through their pages.

Reading actual posts just made me antsy. I didn’t feel like sitting still for big walls of text. I hadn’t really read much since starting on the program. Life felt too short to waste it that way.

Looking at the pictures was illuminating though. Paul was just a few years older than Ken, so about a decade older than me. He was also very handsome, with short cropped black hair and nice blue eyes. Unlike my husband, he also kept some facial hair: Paul had a mustache and goatee, making him look vaguely villainous. Some photos of his last vacation also showed that he had a pretty hard body for a businessman. I was, to my surprise, getting a little wet as I studied him. I really was going kind of stir crazy if the sight of any handsome man set me off.

Maybe there was something in the program to help control my libido. It was already managing my diet, my exercise and my chores. If there was nothing in there to control inappropriate sexual desires, it was definitely an oversight.

I sighed and took a look at Val’s page instead. She was only twenty-three, and it looked like he’d scooped her right off a modeling website. She was skinny and pretty, in a ‘girl next door’ sort of way, with curly auburn hair and freckles. She looked tiny.

I felt a smidge of jealousy at the sight of her, but I didn’t really understand why. I was only a decade older myself, and while I’d been recently obsessed with fitness, I knew I was pretty myself.

Rather than worrying about that, I focused on what I could learn. In addition to the bikini shots from their recent vacation to Hawaii, she had some of herself cooking. I recognized the recipes: she was making the same kinds of dishes I’d been learning since getting on the fitness program.

If nothing else, the two of us could at least bond over that. From what Ken had said, she was probably just as into it as I was. Conversation probably wouldn’t be too awkward.

Then it occurred to me that if they were here, I wouldn’t have time for my whole regimen. The time I spent talking to Paul and Val wouldn’t be spent in front of a spiral. I put the phone away, cleared my dish and bottle and peeled out of my clothes again.

If tomorrow was going to be comparatively hypnosis-free, I wanted an extra session today.

I sat in my chair again, logged back in and hit the ‘Trance’ button as soon as the screen came up. Going down was, at least, even faster after I’d been listening to my music awhile.

~~~

I drifted contentedly, eyes wide and hand between my legs. I had just enough presence of mind to realize my instructions were a little different this time. I didn’t know how or why, and in my haze I couldn’t really think about it. I only knew the differences made me a little more awake as the program gave them to me. Even so, I still only caught a few of the actual words as the pink text slid deep into my brain:

I OBEY MY HUSBAND

MY HUSBAND OBEYS HIS SUPERIORS

I OBEY MY HUSBAND’S SUPERIORS

I AM THEIR PROPERTY

PROPERTY OBEYS

PROPERTY SUBMITS

I was even awake enough to hear myself reciting the words along with the program, but it just made the experience hotter. I couldn’t move my mouth voluntarily, but I could hear my own spaced out voice in sing-song recitation, like a mindless little songbird.

After a time, I drifted deeper down.

~~~

I woke in the chair as the program ended with a dim sense that the program had been both different and hotter. I could vaguely remember hearing my own voice in my ears this time. The towel beneath me was wet, and in need of replacement, but for a moment, all I could think about was just how turned on I was. For the first time, I didn’t pull my hand out from between my legs as I returned to my senses. I just kept rubbing, slow and steady for the moment.

Open Legs Give Me An Open Mind.

The thought bubbled up to the surface of my brain, and I knew it was true. I also suspected it was something the program had placed in my head to help me, rather than a thought I’d had on my own. Either way, I was impressed by how clever the programmers were: keeping me turned on the whole time definitely made me more eager to sit in the chair and let the program coax me to exercise and eat right. It was like giving a kid a lollipop in exchange for seeing a doctor: just a little treat to make participation easier.

That was silly where I was concerned, of course. I wanted every suggestion the program offered, accepted the training of my own free will. I didn’t need any extra persuasion to do my duty.

It seemed like a really clever way to get less responsible girls to do what they needed to do though. Now that I thought about it, I bet that Valerie Newkirk was young enough to need that kind of encouragement to do her duty as a wife. I could picture her in front of a similar computer at Paul’s house, expression vacant and hand between her legs, mindlessly reciting her lessons with no idea that the program was teaching her to be such a good girl.

The image nearly made me climax on the spot. I had to pull my hand away to keep from losing my discipline, and it was all I could do not to immediately just put it back. I didn’t know why it was so hot. I only knew that picturing her that way was absolutely the most arousing thing I could imagine.

The only thing that got me out of the chair was a glance at the computer’s system clock. I’d been in the chair fifteen minutes past time to exercise. Everything else fled my mind: cutting an exercise session short just wouldn’t do. I hurried to go get my leotard on and hit the garage.

Move Your Body didn’t have quite the same effect on me as Do Your Chores. Cleaning zoned me completely out of my mind.

Exercise was a much milder effect, probably because I enjoyed it so much. I was there for every sit-up, every minute on the standing bicycle and so on. I just felt pumped and excited the whole time, even as my body ached and my muscled burned.

Every minute was fun.

When I finished, I went for a long soak in the tub and a chance to wash my hair. I was growing it long now. Much as I wanted to cram in another trance session, I needed to make sure I was my very prettiest for tomorrow.

~~~

Ken came home both hours late and drunk again, needing my help to get out of his clothes and into bed. As was the Friday night routine, we barely spoke at all before he was simply passed out beneath the covers.

I remembered when that sort of thing had bothered me. I could think back to mere weeks ago, when I’d been thinking about talking to him about it. The whole thing seemed so silly now. I couldn’t find it in myself to be bothered by his partying anymore. Besides the fact that he stayed out of trouble, the truth was that I understood. Ken was just having a good time, and I couldn’t begrudge him that. As important as he was, he needed to blow off a little steam.

Besides, I got to spend all day every day doing exactly what I wanted. It was only fair that Ken have as much freedom as I did.


Chapter Three

Day Twenty-Two

Thanks to my diligence all day Friday, Saturday morning wasn’t complicated at all: I woke up first, gave Ken his usual breakfast with a side of me, showered and put on a nice pastel pink sundress. I even had time to spend an hour in front of the fitness program, tranced out of my head with my dress hiked up.

Ken was always so supportive when I wanted to space out in front of the computer. He almost never pulled me away.

I was in the kitchen checking on marinating steaks, head still pleasantly fuzzy when the doorbell rang. I rushed to get it, smoothing my dress out on the way. It wouldn’t do to make Ken do something so menial in his own house.

Paul was right there. He looked even better in person: maybe an inch taller than Ken, and smelling pleasantly musky. He was dressed in khakis and a polo shirt, like he and Ken had simply picked out of the same closet marked ‘casual Friday.’ He offered me a brilliant smile and said, “Hi! You must be the lovely Hazel.”

Paul Is Ken’s Superior.

My head swam with that thought. This was the man who could give Ken orders, which meant he could give me orders too. Ken’s Superior thought I was lovely. That thought made my heart flutter a little. I stared up into his piercing blue eyes, standing up just a little straighter for him and said, “Hello, Sir!”

My voice sounded a little dreamy in my ears, and I waited passively for directions.

“May we come in?” Paul sounded amused rather than impatient.

I realized I was gawking at him like an idiot. I blushed furiously, stepped aside and floundered, “Um. Sorry. Yes, Sir. Please come in!”

Paul laughed and stepped past me. He said, “Relax. I’m the one who should be apologizing. We got here a little early. I just couldn’t help myself. Val and I were both so eager to get started with things today.”

Val was two steps behind him, carrying a bottle of wine in one hand, and a tray covered in foil with the other. She was wearing a midriff-baring t-shirt and clinging denim shorts. Her hair was done up in pigtails, making her seem even younger.

I suddenly wondered if I should have done the same, maybe done something better with my hair than leaving it down.

She didn’t seem to be judging me as she stepped inside. She just smiled at me and said, “Hello, Hazel. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

I smiled back and agreed, “You too, Val.”

Ken had made it to the living room now too. He waved them over and asked, “Val, is that a lemon meringue pie?”

That was Ken’s favorite and, according to her Facebook page, a particular specialty of Val’s. She nodded and said, “Yes, Sir!”

Ken smiled and said, “You can leave the stuff in the kitchen, it’s right through there. Paul, did you bring the DVD?”

Paul held up a jewel case and said, “I would never miss a detail like that.”

I wanted to ask what they were talking about, but I knew I needed to speak when spoken to. It was my house, but it was so important to show them both the proper respect.

Paul caught my look anyway and asked, “What’s on your mind, Hazel?”

His direct attention was still leaving me all fluttery, but it was getting easier to talk at least. I said, “I was just wondering what you brought, Sir. My husband told me we would be eating together, but didn’t say what we would be doing for fun.”

“Of course,” Paul said, “We’re meeting away from the office to have some bonding exercises, to bring all of us closer together. Learn about each other. That means that for part of the day, Ken is going to be helping Val in the kitchen so they can spend some quality time together. While they’re doing that, you and I are going to go upstairs, watch a DVD and talk.”

I felt a dull glimmer of confusion. I didn’t really understand why my husband needed to spend quality time alone with another man’s wife, or why Ken wanted me alone with Paul.

At the same time, I had butterflies thinking about going and watching a movie with Paul.

I glanced at Ken, then Paul, then Ken again, ambivalence probably very clear on my face. I opened my mouth to ask another question, but I hadn’t really been given permission to speak.

Val stepped back into the room, pie and wine both put away. Paul turned to her and asked, “Val, would you mind being a good girl for Ken until further notice? Do whatever he wants.”

Good girl.

Her expression softened a moment, her doe eyes going glassy and smile widening. She nodded and agreed, “Yes, dear.” She turned to Ken and asked, “What would you like, Sir?”

I blinked at that, wondering what the ‘anything he wanted’ bit was supposed to mean.

Before I could say anything, Ken turned to me and asked, “Hazel, would you mind being a good girl for Paul until further notice? Do whatever he wants.”

Good Girl.

Whatever He Wants.

My anxiety about Ken and Val evaporated. I’d be silly to worry about that, when Ken’s Superior needed my attention. I had to be a good hostess, that was the most important thing in the world today. I nodded and agreed, “Yes, dear.” I turned to Paul and asked, “What would you like, Sir?”

Ken turned to Val, taking her by the arm. He said eagerly, “C’mon, babe. Let’s go to the kitchen!”

“Yes, Sir!” Val let herself be led away without complaint.

I didn’t bother to watch them go, focusing completely on Paul.

He offered me his hand and said, “Please lead me to the master bedroom. We’ll be more comfortable in there.”

“Yes, Sir,” I took his hand and led him upstairs, my heart pounding the entire way.

He shut the door behind us before he spoke again. Paul looked me up and down and said, “You really are pretty. Ken bagged himself a nice piece of ass, didn’t he?”

My cheeks burned again. That was a little crass, but flattery was flattery. I replied hesitantly, “Th-thank you, Sir.”

“Hazel,” Paul fixed me with his beautiful blue eyes again and asked, “Would you mind keeping in mind that everything I want is perfectly normal, and that you should relax?”

Everything I Want.

Perfectly Normal.

Relax.

He was right. I was being so silly. There was nothing more normal than having a guest over, and being a good hostess for him. I felt my blush die down a little bit, took a breath and agreed, “Yes, Sir.”

Paul said firmly, “Tell me how you feel about the two of us having a chat alone in your bedroom, Hazel.”

I shivered pleasantly at his tone of voice. I could get used to that. I replied, “Fine, Sir. It’s perfectly normal.”

“Good girl,” Paul took a seat on the bed and set the jewel case on the nightstand. He asked, “How long have you been using the Fitness Trainer software?”

“Just over three weeks, Sir,” I stood by the door, feeling a little awkward. I wasn’t sure if I should sit on the bed, the chair or even the floor.

“Hazel,” Paul said, “Would you mind taking off your dress so that I can get a better look at your progress with that?”

Take Off My Dress.

That was a good point. At least part of this visit was to talk about work stuff, and I was in the test group for their new software. I agreed, “Yes, Sir,” and shucked my sundress without complaint, draping it over the chair near the window. The curtains were slightly parted, but the neighbors didn’t have a good angle on the window, so I didn’t worry about it too much. I turned back to Paul, standing in just my panties and bra. I had some lacy purple ones on, a set that Ken was especially fond of.

Paul rose from the bed and came over, giving me a more serious look. He ran a hand down my side lightly, fingertips trailing against my skin. The contact was shockingly intimate, raising goosebumps on my skin. He said, “Turn around.”

He didn’t seem to mind us being by the window either. I didn’t bother to point it out though, I just turned around with a meek, “Yes, Sir.”

Paul slid his fingertips down my spine. As his warm hand found its way to the left cheek of my bottom, he said, “You’re getting into wonderful shape, Hazel. You should be very proud of yourself.”

Proud.

He was pleased with me, and being pretty for him really did make me feel proud. I replied happily, “Looking good makes me feel good, Sir.”

“That’s very true,” Paul agreed, “And it’s an idea that the program has imparted directly into your mind to encourage you to exercise. Were you aware that the program puts thoughts directly in your head, Hazel?”

“Yes, Sir,” I felt a little strange playing this game with Paul instead of Ken. Normally, these sorts of questions only happened when I was naked in bed, because they always got me worked up.

Paul seemed to know that too. Val probably felt exactly the same way, for exactly the same reason.

He wanted me turned on. I shivered at the realization. He was incredibly hot, but I was still married…

“Hazel,” Paul gave my cheek a firm squeeze as he asked, “Would you mind telling me how you feel about being trained that way by your fitness program?”

Trained.

I squirmed a little and replied, “Yes, Sir. I love the training. I’ve been working on it since Ken first brought the program home, and I can’t imagine life without it anymore. It’s changed everything for me.”

My frilly purple panties were already soaked, and if Paul moved his hand just a few inches, he’d be able to feel that. I knew we could both smell my arousal already.

Paul continued to fondle my ass, rubbing and squeezing, but he didn’t go any lower. Not yet, anyway. Instead, he asked, “Ken said you had been planning to go back to school. Could you tell me about that, Hazel?”

The question made me giggle, so silly that I even relaxed a little. I shook my head and replied, “I had been, but not anymore. School’s boring. Way too much sitting and reading. I want to stay home and work on myself with the program. I need to perfect my body and mind.”

“That’s very good, Hazel,” Paul replied, “And are you doing this because of Ken or the program?”

“No, Sir,” I answered, “I’m doing all of this of my own free will.”

“That’s very good. Whether you have a choice or not is an important thing,” Paul slid his hand to the inside of my thigh, keeping it just shy of my panties. He said, “The DVD I brought is all about your duties of a corporate wife. It uses hypnosis that’s more powerful than the version you’ve experienced with the Fitness Trainer software. If you watch it, you are going to spend the rest of the day without free will. You will do whatever I order you to. You will think whatever I want you to. You will no longer have the ability to say ‘no’ to me. It will take away your choice.

“And some of the effects will last. Afterward, you’re going to submit to this any time one of us wants it,” Paul leaned in close as he asked, “Do you understand that?”

My pussy tingled at that. I could picture myself kneeling in front of the TV screen in the bedroom, face blank, eyes glassy, mouth open as I recited everything the movie told me to while I touched myself. Becoming as much of a puppet as Val clearly was. I wondered why he was explaining it first. If he just really liked the idea of doing a villain monologue, he had the wrong heroine. I wanted what he was about to do. I said softly, “Yes, Sir.”

“The thing is, I’m not going to make you watch,” Paul explained, his mouth now so close to my ear that I could feel his breath tickle me, “That would be unethical. Wrong. You’re only going to watch that file and become a mindless toy if you want to. The only way it’s going in the DVD player is if you put it there yourself. If you don’t, we’re just going to talk. No more touching. Do you understand that too?”

“I…” I wriggled against his hand. I was so hot that I didn’t much care that Ken was right downstairs. Val had seen that disc already. She was probably on her knees for my husband at the dining room table this very minute. Still, this was a little much. I managed to ask, “… why?”

“Why what?” Paul’s mouth was almost touching my ear as he countered, “Why am I here with you instead of with my own hot little wife? Why am I letting you decide what happens today?”

I squeezed my eyes shut and answered, “Yes. Why that?”

Paul slid his hand off of my backside and went back to rubbing my arm. He ran his fingers up and down along my bare skin. I groaned in disappointment, but didn’t interrupt him. As he touched me lightly, he explained, “Because men like me get bored with just one woman. I’m sure you saw that Val was wife number three for me. I felt trapped the first two times. That’s how I know that divorces are messy. Affairs are messy. Lies are messy.

“What me and Ken and the rest of the guys are doing now is so much cleaner for everybody: just a little wife-swapping to keep life interesting. He gets to use all of our wives, and we all get to use you. That’s what the file is going to program you for: to let us trade you around any way we like.”

Trade you.

I moaned softly, heart racing and breathing ragged.

“Of course I could make you do it,” Paul nuzzled my ear and said, “I could pop that disc in and hold you. Maybe you’d struggle for a minute, but your eyes would lock onto the screen. You wouldn’t be able to blink or look away. You’d melt in my arms, body and mind, as it turned your brain into mush… but that’s not what any of us want. We’re not monsters, Hazel. We don’t want you scared. We don’t want you lobotomized. We only want to be with happy, eager girls. We want a little enthusiasm. That only happens if you want this too. Do you understand that?”

All I could really think about was writhing in his arms while the program took me, pressed new ideas into my weak brain. Even so, Ken’s Superior had asked me a question. I had to respond. I replied, “Uh huh.”

“So what’s it going to be, Hazel?” Paul whispered directly into my ear, breath warm against my sensitive flesh.

“Make me,” I whispered back, whole body tingling, “I want you to make me. Like you said. Please.”

Paul pulled back a little from my ear and asked softly, “Hazel, would you mind explaining exactly what you want from me and why?”

What I Want.

Why.

My head was swimming with images of being pinned down, wriggling in Paul’s arms while the program took away my will. It took me a moment to find the words for how I felt, but when I managed it, I said, “Yes, Sir. I want to watch it. I just want you to play with me. Wrestle me. Just for fun. Just to be hot. Not for real.”

“Aren’t you a firecracker?” Paul said, “This is exactly why it’s so important to trade around. I think Ken likes his girls a little meeker than that. Val’s a very pliable, cooperative little thing. I bet he’s getting the longest blowjob of his life right now. I prefer a little more activity. A few of the others do too. You’re going to be a popular girl, Hazel. How do you feel about that?”

Ken is getting a blowjob right now.

I felt a moment of dull surprise. Paul had already explained all of this, and I should have known exactly what that meant for Ken and Val, but my brain was too foggy to think things through. After a moment’s hesitation, I knew that it was a good thing though. Everybody here was getting what they needed. Ken was having a nice time. Val was having a nice time. Soon, Paul and I were going to too. Ken’s Superior really was a genius, just like Ken said. I breathed softly, “Hot. Horny.”

“Then Hazel,” Paul replied softly, “Would you mind listening to and absorbing the rules for our game? I want to make sure Ken and Val aren’t disturbed by us making too much noise. Oh, and when I snap my fingers, I want you to forget this little discussion so you can really enjoy yourself…”

Ken’s Superior was so thoughtful, always caring about his subordinates. I nodded along as he laid out the rest of what I needed to do, eyes wide as his words slid deep into my brain.

~~~

Paul snapped his fingers near my ear, and the sound nearly made me jump. My head was so hazy, like I’d been napping. The last thing I remembered was coming up to the master bedroom with him, but now I was standing by the window instead of the door.

The first thing I noticed in the mirror was that I was wearing an old white t-shirt and ratty pair of blue jeans that I’d ruined repainting the exterior of the house last year. Both of them were slopped and stained with blue and gray paint. They weren’t meant to be seen by company, especially not Ken’s boss, just left at the back of my closet against the next time I was painting.

I remembered putting on a sundress instead. In fact, I saw it on the back of the chair beside the window in front of me, a pretty pink thing I’d worn to impress Ken’s important guests. My underwear was laid on top of it, and I didn’t have any on now, a prospect I found somewhat alarming. I wondered briefly if a person would know if they were going insane, or if it would just be disjointed like this. Rather than talking about that, I just asked, “Uh, what just happened?”

Paul was standing by the TV we kept in the bedroom with a DVD in hand, the shiny surface of it glittering and iridescent in the sun from the window. Before he replied, he slid the disc into the DVD player on the small entertainment center opposite the bed. Then he turned to me and said, “I was just getting ready to finish your treatment, Hazel.”

“Finish my what?” I asked warily, my heart speeding up like a frightened rabbit’s. I backed up against the closed window behind me reflexively, fingers clamping on the bottom of its frame. He took a moment to reply, so I added, “And how did I get into these clothes? What did you do?”

“You got into those clothes because I placed you in a hypnotic state and told you to change for me. I controlled your mind in a very small way,” Paul said. He sounded very amused, like this was all a big joke. He also literally reached up to twirl his mustache as he explained, “After all the hypnosis you’ve exposed yourself to, day after day, it’s a simple matter to place you in a trance and get you to do simple tricks for me, but I want you to do more. I’m about to condition your mind for greater obedience.”

My head felt so muddled, but that still didn’t sound right. I protested, “There’s… there’s no such thing as mind control. Hypnosis is voluntary. Even if you can put me in a trance, you can’t make me do anything I don’t want to do.”

I didn’t really believe that anymore. I knew the Fitness Trainer program could do more than that, it just hadn’t to me.

Yet.

Paul didn’t even bother to talk about that. Instead, he cleverly pointed out, “Then you have nothing to be concerned about. Clearly, you wanted to be in those clothes instead of your old ones. And you have absolutely nothing to worry about from the disc I brought. Nothing will happen unless you want it to.” He pressed the power button on the television.

I looked away immediately, eyes fixed on the lush brown carpet we’d put in here instead of up at the screen. The bedroom filled with a low hum, something I could feel in my bones. It made me feel funny, body tingling. I thought the sound might be familiar, something I’d dreamed about.

To my dismay, I realized that I wanted to look up. I really liked the hypnosis in the Fitness Trainer. If this was more powerful, it would probably feel even better. I was getting wet for it already. Being aroused was such a routine thing for me now: I spent maybe 90% of my day hopelessly turned on anymore. Now that it was habit, it was so hard to resist feeling that way. I’d turned myself into a total hypno junkie.

It took a great deal of effort to plead weakly, “Turn it off! This is my house, and I’m telling you to turn it off.”

“No,” Paul stepped away from the screen. I didn’t look up, but it was like he opened a floodgate, bright pink light spilling onto the polished wooden floor. He said, “It’s your TV. I think you should turn it off. I won’t stand in your way if you want to do that. Of course, you’ll probably catch a glimpse of the screen if you try. I think we both know that just a single frame will be enough to open your mind up for me. Won’t it, Hazel?”

His tone was completely conversational. This was just another part of his day, like asking for the butter or talking about the weather. Turning me into a simpering, mindless toy probably didn’t get more than a quick line in his day planner. I could picture it now, ‘enslave and fuck Hazel silly, then have a light lunch.’

“Oh no,” I moaned softly. Maybe Ken would help me. Ken wouldn’t want Paul controlling me… would he?

Except that Ken was probably downstairs getting head from an even more brainwashed Val. I could picture it vividly, my husband using the younger woman’s pigtails as handles as he forced her head up and down on his glistening shaft, her mind completely blank. I wasn’t a puppet for the program yet, but I knew she had to be already. Paul would’ve seen to it before offering her up like that. She would be so eager to please my husband.

And I realized that even in my own head, I was already qualifying my enslavement with ‘yet.’ My panties, whichever ones I had put on instead of the lacy ones, were absolutely sopping now. I could already picture myself as pliable as Val, doing whatever I was told without an extra thought in my tenderized brain. After all, I’d already gotten naked for Paul and didn’t remember it.

A part of me already wondered what I was waiting for, why I didn’t just surrender now, but I couldn’t bring myself to give up. There had to be a way to escape.

“Yes,” Paul said as he stepped closer, “And I’ll tell you what: I’ll turn it off, but only after we’re done with it. After you’ve seen what I have to offer, you’ll be a little fuzzy to work a DVD player. Or much of anything else, unless I tell you to. It’d be mean to make you try and figure out a button if you’re too mind-fucked to read.”

I wanted to back away, but I was already against the window. Paul’s khakis blocked my view of the floor. He reached for me, grabbing my shoulder in a steely grip with his left hand. He was so strong, and the realization made my heart flip in my chest. I’d never just wriggle loose from him. I was a head shorter, and weaker pound-for-pound. I said weakly, “It - it won’t work!”

“All you have to do to prove that is look,” Paul laughed, then hooked his right hand beneath the collar of my t-shirt, his fingers cool against my bare skin. He said, “In the meantime, you won’t be needing this.”

I looked down at his hand in disbelief and started to ask, “What are you -”

Paul tore my shirt open before I could finish. The move tugged the back of my collar against my neck a little painfully, and the noise of the flimsy cloth tearing would’ve made me jump if I hadn’t been restrained.

The whole thing boggled me for a moment. It had been a cheap shirt, something I should have thrown out anyway, but it had been mine, and here Paul was, wrecking it.

I grabbed his left arm with one hand, tugging at it uselessly. I might as well have been trying to yank away a vise. I sputtered, “My shirt!”

“Had to come off,” Paul assured me, “I -”

I slapped him with my left hand, cutting him off mid-sentence. The blow was sharp and very loud in the enclosed space. I couldn’t remember ever doing that to anyone before in my life. I’d never hit Ken, or vice-versa.

Paul stopped short, eyes wide. He looked as surprised as I felt, his cheek reddened.

I stared back, wanting to shrink away. He was bigger, he was stronger, and my back was to a window that he could probably just shove me through. For a split second, I was absolutely terrified.

Then Paul laughed. Not a mean one, not a triumphant one, but real amusement. He rubbed his cheek with his free hand, leaving my t-shirt hanging half off me and my bra exposed, and he just laughed.

I blinked up at him in confusion and asked, “I… what?”

“Gotta make sure we leave that in,” Paul laughed, “Sometimes we go a little overboard.” Before I could ask what he meant, he leaned in and kissed me forcefully. His body pressed against mine, his intact shirt against my ruined one. His head pressed mine back against the glass, and he nibbled at my lower lip.

I stiffened in surprise for a minute before going with it. His head blocked my view of the dangerous TV screen, giving me a moment’s reprieve.

Besides, Paul was a good kisser. I didn’t even wriggle when he relaxed his grip and peeled my ripped shirt off. I let him expose my chest instead of trying to get away. After that was on the ground, he broke off the kiss and let us both come up for air.

I panted, so focused on keeping my eyes away from the screen that I almost missed Paul unfastening my jeans. He got as far as unbuttoning the fly before I grabbed his hands and tugged them away. I protested, “Hey!”

Paul let go of my pants, but he didn’t back off. Instead, he wrapped his arms around me, pinning both my arms against my sides and lifting my clean off the ground. My heart flipped in my chest as he tugged me against his hard, strong body. I wriggled helplessly in his grip, but it was hopeless. With my heart pounding so crazily, I felt too weak to put up much of a fight anyway. Adrenaline wasn’t helping me with fight or flight. Instead, it was making me feel like my legs were jelly, like my body was short-circuiting. I’d never been in a real fight. All I could manage to do was sputter feebly, “Won’t it - won’t it cook your brain too?”

“Why don’t you watch it and find out?” Paul laughed at the very idea. Before I could respond to that, he turned us both around and dumped me backward onto the bed unceremoniously.

I hit the soft mattress with a surprised yelp, and tried to scramble backward. Maybe I could get away…

Paul hopped onto the bed beside me. He rolled grabbed me by my bare shoulder, grip viselike again and rolled me face-down, restraining me easily with just that hand. He hooked his other one beneath the waistband of my jeans from behind, fingers right between my butt cheeks, and yanked my pants down really hard. Unlike the shirt, the denim didn’t rip, but he got them down around my knees easily.

The big man straddled my back a moment later, forcing me flat on the bed. It was hard to breathe with so much weight on my chest. He leaned forward, reached beneath my chin with one hand and lifted my head up to look at the screen, gripping me tightly. He said, “Take just one little look, Hazel. You know you want to.”

I squeezed my eyes shut and whispered, voice quavering, “… don’t…”

I didn’t even sound very convincing to myself.

Paul shifted above me, clearly changing position a little. He let go of my chin. A moment after he did, he smacked my bare ass, the forceful blow even louder than when I’d slapped him. My rear end smarted badly.

I gasped in surprise, eyes opening before I could think about it. For a split second, I had a clear view of the bedroom TV. The screen wasn’t as big as the huge one downstairs, one of the gifts Ken had gotten himself for his recent promotion.

Right now, the screen still seemed big enough to swallow my entire world. The low hum was accompanied by a set of spirals. They were like a negative image of the ones in my fitness program, pink and purple instead of blue, spinning slowly and majestically.

I tried to close my eyes, but I couldn’t help but stare. My gaze was drawn toward the center of the swirling pattern as if by a physical force. My body relaxed, going limp on the bed except for my head.

I had to keep my head up to watch.

Despite that, there were no instructions filling my head, at least not yet. My head felt like someone was slowly filling it with molasses, sweet and thick and impossible to move in, but for the time being, I could still think.

A little, anyway.

I managed to whisper, “… help… me… please…”

Even I didn’t know what I was asking for, whether I wanted help keeping my head up so I could keep staring at the mesmerizing pattern, or if I was begging to be torn from it.

“Always,” Paul breathed softly as he decided the matter for me. His smug amusement was replaced with something else, something more affectionate. He slid off of me, and used both hands to get my jeans off with surprising gentleness. Then he took my body in his hands and sat us both up, his body against the pillows and headboard with me in his lap. He was careful not to turn me away from the screen even for a moment. I sighed softly with relief as I was able to lean back against him. My head was so heavy now.

Behind me, Paul shifted position a little bit. He stretched the other hand out, and I heard the soft click of our remote over the low hum of the screen.

I had just a moment to wonder when he’d even picked that up before the screen shifted. The spirals sped up, and quite suddenly, I felt like I was falling toward the screen. Paul seemed to understand, since the last thing I remembered was him wrapping his arms around me, as if to keep me from floating away from him.

~~~

Vivid images filled my world, glossy and slick and compelling. I saw girls on their knees. Girls on the backs. Girls face-down. Most of them were naked, or nearly so. Most of them were in the throes of passion, either being fucked or giving head. I could hear them moaning and panting, calling out. I could hear the men giving them stern orders or groaning in pleasure. The scenes were dreamlike and surreal, shifting from one thing to the next without any rhyme or reason, just an endless stream of girls and men filling my helpless brain.

In my addled state, I was only dimly aware that words were flickering over the pictures too, a vibrant pink that my eyes wanted to drink in without reading. All the same, I did see just a few words. Maybe the ones that came up the most often:

I AM COMPANY PROPERTY

I OBEY ALL SUPERIORS

I LOVE BEING SHARED

Every word I did actually manage to read was True and Good, exactly how I felt. Everything felt just so perfect, with only a single flaw: I wanted to join the girls in the movie. I could feel a warm male body behind me, erection pressed against my backside, and it was sort of maddening that he wasn’t inside me already.

I was too dazed to say a word about it though. All I could do was stare.

~~~

I came to my senses in a very familiar way, one I associated strongly with hypnosis: dry eyes and mouth, sopping wet pussy. My body was warm and heavy and my heart was pounding, just like I’d woken abruptly from a nap. In front of me, the screen was a black mirror. The hum was gone. My thoughts were muddled and disjointed, not sentences so much as sense impressions. I felt befuddlement, confusion and almost uncontrollable arousal. All I really wanted to do was reach between my legs and rub, but my arms were far too heavy right now.

The last thing I remembered was Paul and Val coming over, and us all pairing off. I’d led Paul up to the bedroom and… then I was just here, completely naked. I was sitting against Paul, his cock rock hard as it pressed against me through his pants.

The first coherent thought I had was simply, I feel like a lapdancer who’s been roofied.

I managed to whisper, “… what happened?”

Paul leaned in and breathed in my ear, “Hazel, would you mind remembering our little game?”

A floodgate of images opened in my mind’s eye: I remembered him telling me about the training file for corporate wives, what it would do to my brain. I remembered asking him to force me to watch, to play with me harder than Ken ever had. I remembered him making me forget and wrestle just a little, and I remembered being terrible in a fight.

The shock of all of it almost made me cum on the spot, but all that came out of my mouth was a dazedly whispered, “Yes, Sir.”

“That’s very good,” Paul assured me, warm arms wrapped around me as he breathed, “Hazel, would you mind telling me exactly what you are now?”

I Am Company Property.

I Am Ready For Business Use.

The thoughts bubbled to the surface of my mind, crystal clear. I knew the movie had put these ideas inside my helpless brain, inserted new thoughts into me. I could almost picture Paul sliding his shiny DVD right into my brain, instead of the player beneath the television. I was like a robot now: responding to programming instead of my own will. Trained and conditioned the way he wanted, just like I knew Val had been.

A tiny voice in the corner of my mind protested there was something wrong with that, but I couldn’t think of what. Paul owned me, even more surely than my own husband did. The Company had chosen him to be in charge, and I was Company Property. I also knew he deserved to be: Paul could stare at the beautiful spirals and nothing would happen to his mind at all.

He was my Superior in every sense, not merely by rank.

What I really wanted to do was to gush about this, to thank him for taking my training to the next level, to let him know how amazing I thought he was. I wanted to thank him for indulging me and playing with me. I knew the best way to thank him would be to just obey though, so I swallowed all of that up for now and just said softy, “Yes, Sir. I am Company Property, Sir. I am ready for Business Use.”

Paul smiled and said, “Thought you might be, gorgeous.” He kissed my ear directly and added, “Hazel, would you mind waking up all the way, able to speak freely?”

Wake Up.

Speak Freely.

It was like a switch flipped deep inside me. I suddenly had all my energy back. I turned my head to the side to get a little bit of a look at him and said, “Yes, Sir. Oh, thank you, Sir!”

“Happy to oblige,” Paul said, “Transitioning girls into their proper place is one of the perks of the job. I’ve trained almost every wife on the team now.”

I felt a twinge of jealousy at that. I felt weird about talking back to my actual Owner, but he had ordered me to speak freely. In the spirit of that, I pouted, “May I ask why was I among the last, Sir? I promise I’ve been being very good, using my training program every day.”

“Nothing personal,” Paul chuckled and said, “It was just a question of seniority for me. Ken’s almost the last new guy on the team, only two behind him. Plus, I can only do these visits so fast. I like to take my time with each new acquisition, as it were. Anyway, your wait is over.” He leaned down and bit my neck lightly.

The pressure of his teeth against my sensitive skin sent a shock of pleasure down my spine. I squirmed in his lap and moaned, “Oh, Sirrr…”

He reached up and pawed at my breasts, his palms pressing and rubbing against my stiff nipples while his fingers kneaded and squeezed my pliable flesh. I wriggled closer to him, wanting so much more.

Paul let go of my neck, leaving it slick and cool with his saliva. He breathed, “Our first time will be better if I give it to you while you watch that file again. Hazel, would you mind agreeing completely and mindlessly?”

Agree Completely And Mindlessly.

I could almost imagine chains settling over my mind, my inner voice tightly bound up. All I wanted was to watch the tape again while Paul fucked me. I couldn’t picture anything else. I couldn’t want anything else. Need for it consumed me, but at the same time, I was too passive to beg. I just replied perkily, “Yes, Sir!”

Paul said, “Up. If I don’t get these pants off, I’m gonna cream them anyway. I think we’d both be disappointed.”

I slid off the bed silently, my whole body tingling with anticipation. I stared at the wall, barely even aware of where I was. I could feel the slickness between my thighs, the aching emptiness at the core of my being. I could smell my own arousal, and it was just making me hotter.

Paul got up a moment later, but I couldn’t even find the presence of mind to turn my head and watch him strip. I just heard his clothes fall to the floor piece by piece, while I zoned out.

I might have been there for seconds or hours before he took my hand and led me to the front of the bed. I followed along dreamily, not even watching where I was going. Then he tapped a spot on the rug and said, “Kneel.”

I slid smoothly to my knees in the thick carpet, gaze now on the floor. I idly contemplated that, still mostly aware of just my own body. As before, I wasn’t sure how long it was before Paul laid on the carpet beside me, his naked body framed by its dark brown color and his cock standing straight up like a flagpole. He set the the remote down, reached up and brushed my cheek with his fingertips, then said, “Mount me.”

I straddled his waist and reached between my legs, taking his thick, veiny cock in one hand and splaying myself open with the other. I guided the head of his dick inside me without a single word, only letting out a soft little noise of pleasure as I impaled myself on him. He felt good inside me, just a little bigger and tighter than Ken, but not so much as to hurt. I went all the way down slowly, feeling so deliciously full as I did.

“Mmm,” Paul closed his eyes for a moment as he enjoyed it too. He scooted his butt just a little to get deeper and said, “You can stop for now. This next file will, mmm, let you know when to move that ass.”

I stopped moving, holding stock still with him buried inside me. I had just enough awareness to feel a little like a puppet, obeying each command without speaking or nodding or anything. I was so proud to be so good. The only idle thought that crossed my dizzy head was to wonder if Val had been as obedient at first, or if I was a better puppet.

Hopefully me.

Paul picked up the remote and angled it backward, tapping it once. The low humming sound returned, and this time I understood that it was a call to pay attention. I looked up without waiting for direction.

The interlocking spirals caught me so fast I felt a head rush, the dim thoughts I’d managed to have already evaporating. My body began to move up and down of its own accord almost immediately, fucking Paul to the rhythm of some unseen subliminal command.

My climax was the last thing I was aware of, the white-hot pleasure of it shutting out all conscious thought. Even as I slipped away, I was aware that my body was still moving on Paul’s cock, my mindless rhythm completely unbroken.


Epilogue

Day Forty Eight

I came to my senses easily. Practice had done wonders for my skill as a hypnotic subject: instead of needing complicated inductions or swirling graphics, I was so well trained that I could sleep or wake at nothing but a single word from any of my Superiors. I was very proud of that. Contrary to popular belief, hypnosis was as much about a good subject as a good hypnotist. I was happy that I could do all the work for the important men in my life, freeing them up for more important responsibilities.

That was how I woke so fast in Brian’s living room. There were a half dozen of us there: Amy, Laura, Madison, Kirsten, Val and myself, all sitting up from where we’d slumped on couches and recliners in bikinis. It was Kirsten’s house, so her husband Brian had been in charge of our morning Devotion. He was standing in front of the television in shorts and a t-shirt, smiling down at us.

Brian was, like all Superiors, handsome. He was thin, bespectacled and somewhat swarthy. Between his brown complexion and his goatee, he had a rakish look to him that I found irresistible. He pushed his steel-rimmed glasses back up his nose and asked, “How are my favorite girls feeling?”

I Feel Good.

The thought was reflexive. Morning Devotion always made me feel tingly, happy and focused. It was when whatever man we were reporting to on a given day gave us a quick set of instructions and refreshment to help keep our weak minds focused on our duties. I chorused with the other girls, “We feel good, Sir!”

We had a good chorus, perfect enough that I was pretty sure we practiced it in trance. Being one voice in so many, harmonizing so perfectly without thinking about it, felt good too. It made me want to sit up straighter, made my whole body tingle pleasantly.

We were pretty little puppets, all of us.

Brian continued, all part of the ritual, “And what do my favorite girls think?”

I Think Only As I Am Told.

That had been true for so long that I scarcely remembered anything else. Each of us had hypnotic training sessions daily: with our men, at our computers, even on our phones. Our thoughts were kept orderly at all times, our opinions and feelings shaped and sculpted. The slightest hint of deviation sent me hurrying for induction now, and I was so proud to be such an active participant in my own discipline.

The thought of being so ideal, my mind so perfect for my Superiors, always made me squirm a little. My panties squished as I chorused happily, “We think only as we are told, Sir!”

“And,” Brian asked the last question, “What do my favorite girls do?”

I Do As I Am Told.

Nothing else was even really possible anymore, and I was grateful. I hadn’t had a single argument or bad day since beginning the program. I chorused with the other girls, “We do as we are told, Sir.”

“Good girls,” Brian nodded and said, “Everybody fully awake. Time to get up and go outside. You all know who called dibs on whom.”

Fully Awake.

Called Dibs.

The pressure in my brain faded, replaced with a gentle tingly buzz. I felt completely alert, just like he wanted. I also did remember who I was supposed to be with today: Brian himself. While my slave-sisters all rose and filed out to Brian’s backyard, I got off the couch and dropped to my knees on the clean white carpet in front of him, head bowed low.

I didn’t know which of my sisters was due to serve Ken today, but I privately hoped that he’d gotten Amy. Ken really liked the voluptuous blond’s ass, and I wanted to see him having a great time today. A moment after I had the thought, I realized how naughty I was being: I was second-guessing the will of my Superiors. I blushed furiously and bit my lip.

Brian rubbed my cheek affectionately and asked, “What’s the trouble, Hazy?”

“I was having a stray thought, Sir,” I confessed, “Wishing Ken ended up with Amy. I’m sorry Sir. I know it’s not my place to doubt or question the will of my Superiors in any way. Please correct my weak mind, Sir.”

“Man,” Brian laughed and said, “When Paul told me we’d be wife-swapping, I thought he was high. Did you know he sold us by having Val show up and blow each of us?”

I pictured my slave-sister on her knees for all of the Superiors in a single day and felt a twinge of jealousy, something else I wanted Brian to correct. I knew to just answer the question though, so I replied, “No, Sir.”

“I love that bit,” Brian said, “All of you on your knees whenever we want, letting us pass you around. This is the best thing that ever happened in my life.”

I felt a warm glow of pride. Brian valued me!

“But,” Brian continued, softening my buzz, “I do think some of us push you a little far. Ken likes you to be a totally mindless slave around the house, doesn’t he?”

That felt like a strange question. Of course Ken wanted me to be mindless: he was too important to concern himself with the opinions of mere property. He had quite rightly ordered me to submit to hypnosis instead of all other private activities: I didn’t read, watch TV or anything else. I just let the program brainwash me when I had nothing else to do. I couldn’t really imagine why that might be a problem. Feeling puzzled, I replied hesitantly, “Yes, Sir.”

“Seems like Paul warned me about that after he went to dinner with you two last week, said you were a total zombie, but that he had something for that,” Brian pulled out his phone, swiped the screen and began looking at it intently. He said, “Don’t worry, be just a sec, sweetie.”

I waited silently, focusing on tamping down my impatience.

“Aha!” Brian said triumphantly, “Firecracker, Hazel. Be a firecracker.”

Firecracker.

~~~

The shift in my head wasn’t like waking up so much as shifting gears. I remembered everything that I’d been up to: Paul loving my wilder side, Ken wanting me to be little more than a robot. I couldn’t judge either of them. It wasn’t my place: I wanted to be what they wanted, and both of them were so happy to play with me.

All the same, it felt good to be me again, to think any thoughts that weren’t imposed by the program. I could only compare it to going outside for fresh air, feeling sunshine on my face.

I stretched without getting up, arching my back and sticking my chest out so that Brian could get a better view of it in my tight, canary-yellow bikini. I kept my voice low and said, “Thank you, Sir.”

Brian smiled down at me and asked, “Feel like doing it in a pool, or trying the new swing I installed upstairs?”

“Swing, definitely,” I laughed as I rose to my feet, “Be a shame to miss a lawn orgy, but I don’t need pool water shoved anywhere.”

Brian laughed and said, “Sure thing, babe.” He offered me a hand, which I gratefully took, then put a hand on my rear end to guide me toward the staircase.

Ken was due to get his first live-in slave soon, some girl who would be our ‘maid.’ Maybe he would trade me to Brian or Paul when that happened. I knew he wanted a younger model, while some of the Superiors enjoyed women like me more. Paul definitely had some buyer’s remorse with Val’s lack of personality now. I supposed she hadn’t had a strong one even before the treatment.

Whatever happened though, I was grateful to be Company Property.
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Excerpt:

“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.
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