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Prologue

Every night for weeks, I dreamed the same dream. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Knowing that it was all just a dream helped immensely.


Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The truth was, this summer had been boring.

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

‹Eclaircise.›

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

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

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

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

‹End Override.›

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‹Thirty-two.›

I felt a split second of profound dissonance. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‹Cum.›

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

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

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

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

This time, I was too spent to tease him.

~~~

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

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

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

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

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

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

‹Reinforcement.›

I didn’t really know what he was talking about, but I could still hear him capitalize the word in my mind and thinking about it left me with an intense sense of deja vu. I turned the term over in my mind, feeling increasingly muddled, the more I tried to focus on it.

Undeterred by my confusion, Frank continued, “I think it would be best if we run a deep cycle and a full diagnostic. That way your mind will be utterly blank when I get home, and we can have a nice mischief-free dinner before I fuck you to sleep.”

‹Deep cycle.›

‹Diagnostic.›

‹Mind blank.›

The more he talked, the less I could focus on any individual word. Only a few slipped through, throbbing in my brain despite my complete lack of comprehension. Whatever was going on, it was happening fast, and there was nothing I could do to resist it. I quivered a little as I got increasingly spacey. 

“Go ahead,” Frank finished, “And acknowledge, Bri.”

“Yes, Sir.” My voice was dull and monotone, almost robotic. Hearing it made me damp.

Frank patted my head affectionately and said, “Get set up, pet. I’ll sort out the settings for you before I hit the road.” 

He didn’t ask for a verbal response, so I couldn’t find the energy for one. Instead, my body rose on autopilot again, just like when he’d ordered a specific sex position. I felt like a sleepwalker as I shuffled to the master bedroom’s walk-in closet. There was a shoe box on the top shelf, just at the edge of my reach. I pulled it down and took it to the bed, eyes heavy now. Once I sat back down, I opened it up and looked inside.

The shoe box contained a fancy headset and a slim black remote control. It had a matte black frame and oversize, noise canceling headphones. It also had an opaque visor designed to cover the wearer’s eyes. Last, but most puzzling, there was a silvery cylindrical piece about the size of a button designed to rest at the base of the wearer’s skull.

I was sure that I’d never seen the contents of this box before, but they gave me an intense sense of deja vu. 

My body continued to move outside of my control, pulling out the headset and lowering it over my face. The silver stud tingled fiercely for a moment as it touched my bare skin, then the inside of the visor powered up, revealing a blank video display.

Frank said, “Good girl,” and stepped beside me. I heard his hand in the box, presumably for the remote.

I wondered dully what this was all about, but I didn’t have long to think about it. Frank straightened up beside me, and a moment later, I crumpled back onto the bed. The last thing I was aware of was my head hitting the pillow, then the world slipped away.


Chapter Two

For the first time in weeks or months, my dream was new. This time, my entire world was a computer screen, filled with mysterious lines of code. I could make out individual lines and numbers, but I couldn’t understand what any of it meant.

~~~

I came to my senses laying on my right side in bed, feeling very disoriented. My head had a low, dull ache and there was a buzzing in my ears. I could feel something covering my head, hard plastic biting into the back of my neck and pinching my ears. I took the headset off before I even opened my eyes, dropping it negligently on the pillow in front of me. 

That stopped the buzzing, at least.

For a moment, I had absolutely no idea what was going on. I just laid there with my eyes shut and tried to push through the headache and remember, but it didn’t help. The experience reminded me of nothing so much as the last time I’d gotten really drunk at a party, except that I didn’t have a dry mouth this time.

Finally, I gave up on that. I rolled onto my back and sat up. My ass was still a little sore from earlier, and the pain was like a key turning in a lock: most of my morning came flooding back. I remembered Frank spanking and fucking me, then putting me to bed for the day.

That was actually pretty upsetting. Normally, Frank and I were always on the same page about everything. We agreed about what to eat, what to do in his off hours. I loved what he did to me in bed, and I couldn’t remember arguing with him even once since we’d gotten together… All the same, I didn’t really want to be cooped up in the house all day just because he was stuck at the office on some big secret project. I especially didn’t see the point in napping all day, especially not when I hadn’t even had breakfast yet. A quick glance at the clock revealed I’d already lost over an hour to this nonsense.

Besides, it wasn’t as though Frank was the boss of me, at least not anymore. 

I got up and headed for the closet. I wondered briefly if I should put the headset away, but it was a hard topic to focus on. In the end, I left it where it was and just headed for the closet.

Frank had our only car, but all I could think about was going for a walk anyway. There was a nice little cafe not a half-mile from the house, and while I couldn’t drive there, I did have both a good credit card and a shocking amount of petty cash on hand.

My boyfriend didn’t like minding small details like what I might need for wardrobe expenses or calling for takeout for him. He was both loaded and busy enough to want to skip minor details, like a hundred dollar bill here or there. 

I took the phone out of my purse and set it on the bedside table. Frank probably wouldn’t call me if he expected me to be sleeping, but I didn’t feel like hearing from him at all today, and that was the only way to be sure I wouldn’t accidentally pick up at lunch. Then, I moved to pick out clothes. I got as far as putting on a nice pair of denim cutoffs before the doorbell rang. I slipped them on and padded lightly to the front door, wondering who it could be at such an early hour on a weekend. I’d never personally dealt with Mormons or Jehovah’s Witnesses, but it seemed like they ought not come by until a little later in the day.

When I opened the door, there was a stranger standing on our porch. He was in his late twenties or early thirties, and looked a little unkempt. He clearly hadn’t shaved in a couple of days, and his curly black hair was a little too messy for it to be an affectation. He had a rumpled blue t-shirt and black jeans on, and a pair of sunglasses tilted up off his face. His eyes were a lovely shade of blue though, and he obviously had found time for a shower even if he needed a comb.

I asked him, “Can I help you?”

He nodded at a nondescript brown sedan parked in front of my house and said, “I’m having some serious engine trouble and I can’t get a cell signal out here. I was wondering if I could borrow a phone to call AAA, and maybe trouble you for a cup of coffee while I wait?”

I hesitated. It was broad daylight in a very nice part of town, but we were still pretty much alone on the block. Nobody else was close by, either in a car or on foot. Of course, I didn’t want to turn away someone in need of help either. I said, “If you wait here just one moment, I’ll get my purse.”

“Right,” he nodded, but he put his hand on the door anyway, blocking me from closing it as he said, “It’s just that I thought you might be interested to hear ‘Override: Eclaircise.’ You will step inside, turn around and stand still. Do not raise your voice. Acknowledge.” His voice was suddenly steely, all business.

‹Eclaircise.›

I blinked in dull surprise, struggling a bit with that. 

On the one hand, I didn’t want him in the house. He was a stranger, and he hadn’t even told me his name yet.

On the other hand, I loved it when Frank took that tone with me. It always reduced me to quivering jelly, and the stranger had hit exactly the right note too. I could feel myself getting damp at his forceful tone.

The dissonance between the two competing sets of thoughts made my head feel foggy and my body a little dizzy. I swayed in place and replied dazedly, “… uh huh.”

“Go on,” the stranger nodded inside the house.

I turned around without another word, bracing against the door’s frame for support. Then I shuffled forward a few steps to give him room. He hadn’t said anything about not talking, so I managed to ask, “… what’s happening? Who are you?” 

My voice sounded soft, almost sleepy.

The stranger stepped inside, closing the door and stepping behind me. He put a hand on my shoulder, his grip firm and strong, and explained, “I hacked into your command interface this morning. You have your owner to thank for that. It was pretty lazy of him to leave your wireless access open 24/7. Of course, it was still a lot of work getting your override code and inserting that suggestion earlier…” he squeezed my shoulder for emphasis, “But I expect it will be totally worth it.”

‹Command.›

‹Override.›

‹Suggestion.›

Listening to him talk felt a lot like when Frank would drone on about something I didn’t understand. I felt unfocused and dizzy, grateful for the hand on my shoulder keeping me steady. I wanted to ask more questions, but I only got as far as opening my mouth again.

“Of course,” the stranger said, “You’re going to need a hard reset. This might be uncomfortable, but it should be over pretty fast.”

‹Reset.›

My eyes slipped shut as he continued, too heavy to keep open. I wanted to sit down, but I couldn’t possibly shrug out of the stranger’s grip. I didn’t have the energy.

The stranger brushed my hair away from the back of my neck, his fingers light against my bare skin, then he touched something cold and smooth to the base of my skull. It felt metallic. I shivered at the sensation, but there was something deeply familiar about it, and I felt certain I was supposed to let it happen.

I felt a sharp pain, like someone had pushed a spike of dry ice right through my brain. I let out a mewling little cry of pain, but mercifully, the world slipped away.

~~~

I came to my senses laying face down on a thick, soft carpet. There was a trickle of drool on my cheek and there was a dull ache at the base of my skull. I had no idea where I was, or how I’d gotten there. Concentrating for a moment, I realized that I couldn’t remember anything: not my name, not my job, not the date…

Even stranger, I could see a blinking yellow dot in the lower left corner of my vision, like someone was projecting it right onto the back of my eyelid.

That was distracting enough to push the rest of my worries aside, at least for a moment. I furrowed my brow in confusion, watching it in dull confusion.

The yellow dot shifted to blocky green text that read ‘RESET COMPLETE.’ 

I had no idea what that meant, but apparently it was good. The text faded, and it took the pain in my head with it. My discomfort was replaced with a deep sense of peace that I could only associate with having a stiff drink or a good muscle relaxant. Warmth washed down my spine, out along my arms and legs. I let out a soft, contented sigh. I still didn’t know where I was, who I was, or what was going on, but I was absolutely certain that everything would be just fine.

As if in answer to that pleasant thought, someone laid a hand on my back, stroking me through the thin fabric of my top. He asked gently, “You okay, Brianna?”

Brianna.

I didn’t know much, but I was sure that was my name. I was Brianna Noble. I smiled at the realization and opened my eyes. The carpet beneath me was immaculate white, and I could see that it was a beautiful sunny day out through the window in the corner of my eye. I replied brightly, “I’m fine, thank you.”

“Great,” the man replied with some obvious relief, “In that case, it’s definitely time to get you up and out of here. Disabling your LoJack took a little longer than expected.” 

“LoJack?” I asked, puzzled. I knew they had those for cars and laptops, but I couldn’t imagine what I would need one for. Of course, I might own a car or a laptop. I had no idea, really.

“Never mind,” the man rolled me over, so that I was laying on my back looking up at him. He made eye contact, his eyes crystal blue, and said, “Brianna Noble, input command code 6-12-blue-lambda. My name is Ronnie. I’m in charge of you. Acknowledge.”

‹6-12-blue-lambda›

The words appeared in cheery green in the bottom right of my vision, bright against the white ceiling that framed Ronnie’s face. A moment later, they were replaced by the words ‘ACCESS GRANTED,’ but I barely noticed. I was still occupied with whatever strange code he’d given me: I could feel the numbers and words slide deep into my brain, as if they had weight and heft, penetrating me. I stiffened a little at the strange image, feeling my heart beat faster.

Ronnie was right, of course. I had never seen him before in my life, but I knew that I could trust him completely. More than that, it was a tremendous relief that he was in charge of me: doubtless, he could fill in the gaps in my memory. I replied sincerely, “Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

“Good girl,” he offered me his hand and said, “We should get your purse and get out of here.”

‹Good Girl.›

Hearing Ronnie praise me felt wonderful, even arousing. I wished he had time to kiss me instead of rushing me out of wherever we were. Still, he was the boss. I took his hand and let him help me to my feet. A quick glance down revealed that I was wearing a t-shirt the color of cotton candy and a pair of shorts. I had panties but no bra, so my stiffening nipples were visible. I didn’t have shoes on, but there were a pair of sandals by the door that looked my size.

Maybe they were mine. Nobody else was here, and Ronnie already had a pair of black athletic shoes.

The house itself was very nice, and clearly the residence of someone very well off. There was a piano in the corner of the living room, the music book open to ‘Greensleeves’ across it. There was also a bright, well groomed fern in the corner in a big orange vase that I thought was very pretty. Whoever lived here was very tidy, too. I couldn’t see a speck of dust or grime anywhere. The place almost looked like it was for show, rather than a spot where anybody actually spent time.

Nothing was the least bit familiar, either. I’d obviously seen at least this room before, but I was still drawing a total blank as to where it was or why, much less how I’d ended up passing out on the floor.

I certainly wasn’t dressed for visiting anyone. Ronnie clearly wasn’t either: he looked like he’d been living out of a suitcase for days. I asked curiously, “Where’s here?” 

“Nowhere that matters,” Ronnie said smoothly, “All you should care about is hitting the road.” He picked up a completely unfamiliar black purse with red roses stitched into the side. He held it out to me and said, “Ah, here we are.” 

“Okay,” I took it from him and looked around again as I slung it over my shoulder, wondering if there was anything else I’d set down. I asked, “So… we’re just taking off? There wasn’t a…” I flailed, guessing, “… a real estate agent or something?” 

I stepped into the sandals and, sure enough, they fit perfectly.

“Nope,” Ronnie shook his head and said, “I was just picking something up for a friend.” He put a hand on my shoulder and gently steered me toward the door. He then opened it for me and led me outside, though he turned the lock before closing the front door.

At least I didn’t need to worry about someone walking in and taking his friend’s TV or something.

He led me down the stairs on the porch, to his car parked next to the house’s driveway. As with the house, I couldn’t remember ever seeing it before in my life. I was starting to get used to the feeling though. He unlocked the passenger side door for me, then headed around the front. As I settled in, I looked around the car to see if anything smaller looked familiar.

Unlike the house, the sedan looked lived in. There was a black laptop bag tucked behind the driver’s seat and a smart phone plugged into an audio system that looked very impressive for such an old vehicle. As I buckled in, I saw a trash bag filled with fast food wrappers. At a casual glance, it seemed my new guardian had a weakness for cheeseburgers and Code Red. 

I wrinkled my nose at that, and hoped we could do something a little classier today. My stomach was rumbling, and I literally couldn’t remember any specific time I’d ever eaten, much less whether it had happened today. 

Ronnie slipped into the driver’s seat and got the car started up, then belted in. He pulled away from the curb and said, “I know you have a lot of questions, but I’ve had a really long few days. I’ll explain what’s going on later, all right?”

That was a disappointment, but it wasn’t my place to question him. I replied, “Of course, Sir. Just one thing though. Can we get some lunch before we get too far?”

He nodded and agreed, “Of course, Brianna. Anything you can eat in the car.”

That made me even more curious what the hurry was, but I didn’t want to be bad. I nodded back and agreed, “Sounds good. Thank you, Sir.”

We hit the road.


Chapter Three

I didn’t realize we’d been in Las Vegas until we were to the city limit. I blamed it on the chicken salad: while Ronnie could have made me eat anything, he’d been kind enough to hit my favorite deli on the way out of town, rather than forcing me to put up with whatever the nearest drive-through had to offer. I was ravenous, and paid very little attention to anything else until I was done.

By that point, we were heading north on I-15, and there wasn’t much to see but the desert, stretching out as far as the eye could see. It wasn’t very interesting, just brown earth and scrub brush.

Ronnie was a good, steady driver, but he must have noticed my restlessness out of the corner of his eye. He said, “I know this part is boring. Not a big fan of this part of the country. I wish we had time to go past the coast instead. I could put you to sleep for it if you want though, Brianna.”

I hesitated for a moment, thinking about his offer. The casual way he talked about controlling whether I was even awake made me feel tingly. Rather than saying ‘yes’ or ‘no,’ I asked, “How?”

“Tell you what,” Ronnie said mischievously, “Unzip those cutoffs, and maybe I’ll tell you.” 

“What?” I blinked at him, puzzled. 

“You heard me,” he gave me a sidelong glance, just long enough to wink, then went back to the road and said, “If you want answers, that’s the deal. Take it or leave it. Call it a way to satisfy my curiosity about something.”

“I…” I trailed off, not sure what I wanted. I almost asked him to make it an order, just to ease my mind, but it was clearly not what he was going for. After a long moment, I reached down and unbuttoned my fly, then pulled the zipper down on my cutoffs. I tugged my shorts wide open. Somehow, I wasn’t surprised to see that my panties were the same shade of pink as my shirt. Finally, I looked at him and said softly, “I want answers.”

“To see where we should start,” Ronnie hit the cruise control as he said, “Let’s hear what you know about your situation. Details, please.” 

He kept his his eyes on the road and his left hand on the steering wheel, but he reached for me blindly, his hand finding my tummy and rubbing it through my shirt.

“I know my name, and I know that you’re in charge. I, oh!” I gasped as his hand slid lower, slipping between my panties and my open shorts, “I don’t remember anything before you woke me up.”

“Lift up your shirt,” Ronnie said firmly, “And play with those tits.” 

He hadn’t specifically said that was an order, but I recognized the tone. Even though it was still broad daylight, I tugged my shirt up over my breasts and cupped them. I protested weakly, “… that’s not an explanation, Sir. Why don’t I remember?”

Ronnie’s hand pushed deeper, his fingertips rubbing my bald pussy firmly through the sheer fabric of my panties. He explained, “That’s because there’s an implant in your brain that can control your thoughts, memories and actions. You may still feel like a person, both outwardly,” he rubbed my clit for emphasis, “But it basically reduces you to a mindless living sex doll for anyone with the right access.”

‹Implant.›

‹Mindless.›

‹Sex Doll.›

Listening to Ronnie talk was making me feel strange again. Everything he was saying was completely ridiculous, of course. No one could do that. All the same, picturing myself blank eyed and obedient was making my brain feel foggy and my body even more stimulated than Ronnie’s fingers could. I squeezed and fondled my breasts as I nearly moaned, “You’re… that’s… mm… just a story to turn me on.”

Ronnie laughed and pulled his hand out of my pants, gripping the wheel again. He steered the car off the interstate and onto a side road. As we slowed down, he said, “Override: Beta-Rho-Iota. You will tell me your make and model, Brianna.”

‹Beta-Rho-Iota.›

My body felt very warm and heavy, his words throbbing pleasantly in my brain. I heard myself say, “My body is twenty-five years old. My brain is governed by a Hofmeister Industries series five control module. My measurements are -”

“That’s enough, Brianna. No need for stats, I can see your tits right here,” Ronnie cut me off. He patted my knee and pulled the sedan onto the shoulder, a few hundred yards from the main road. He left the engine running, but put us in park. He said, “Tell me a little about your features.”

“I have been trained to perform an extensive list of sexual acts based primarily on the Kama Sutra,” my voice was perky and brainless as it continued to speak without my volition, “And I have been given extensive conditioning to render me malleable and docile even in the absence of direct orders. I have additional training as a gourmet chef, conducted in a classroom setting, that raises my value by -”

“That’s good too,” Ronnie stopped me again, reaching for my seatbelt. He clicked it open, letting the strap retract across my nearly bare chest. As he watched it go, he explained, “I’m not really the money guy in this scenario.”

The metal of the buckle was very cold, but it wasn’t why my body was quivering. Listening to myself helplessly parrot a list of reasons why someone should own me was making me feel incredibly spacey and passive. I couldn’t even work up the resolve to tweak my nipples again. 

All I could do was sit quietly and reflect on the fact that I was a sex doll. Someone had kidnapped me, performed major surgery on me, and then brainwashed me… and I didn’t care about getting free at all. I didn’t care about finding out who my family or my friends had been.

What I really wanted was to hear more about being a doll.

Ronnie unzipped his pants, and my eyes focused on his member instantly and automatically, as though it had been highlighted. I was pleased to see that this line of conversation had gotten him worked up too: he was already at half-mast. He worked his pants down just a little, then gripped my shoulder and tugged me forward, pulling my head onto his lap. 

My cheek came to rest on the head of his cock, and I could feel a droplet of pre-cum against my skin. The sensation brought me back to the here-and-now a little bit. I was keenly aware of the sunlight streaming in through the sedan’s windows, and the fact that anybody driving past could see exactly what we were up to. I thought about what it would be like if a cop or a trucker got an eyeful and pulled over, and it made my heart race.

“Go ahead and suck it, Brianna,” Ronnie said firmly, “I always want a little help at this part of the conversation.”

I turned that over in my mind too, wondering how many girls Ronnie had shepherded in exactly the same way. Even as I thought about it though, my body moved of its own accord. I lifted my head and took his manhood between my lips, bobbing my head up and down. 

Despite my complete lack of memory, the sensation was deeply familiar and comforting. I was certain that I’d done it many times.

Ronnie shifted a little in his seat, giving me a slightly better angle as he stiffened in my mouth. While I worked, he brushed my hair to the side and touched the back of my neck, right at the base of my skull. He pressed firmly, and I could feel something hard beneath my skin. It was perfectly round, too precisely shaped to be a lump. He said, “This is where your interface is, just under the skin. I’m going to finish calibrating you when we stop for the day, and it’ll be through a device right here.”

I moaned around his throbbing manhood, now rock-hard between my lips.

He said, “In the meantime, you don’t have any further questions. You just want to finish and swallow.” His voice was still calm, showing off just how much practice he must have had talking this way. He let go of my neck and finished, “End override.”

‹End override.›

I blinked rapidly, feeling my intense lethargy pass. Energized, I began to bob my head up and down on his slick shaft with gusto. It didn’t take long for Ronnie to reward my efforts: he came in my mouth, hot and sticky and so very familiar.

I swallowed reflexively, then swirled my tongue around the base of his softening shaft in the hope of keeping him hard a little longer. Doing this out in the open felt wonderful.

Ronnie had other ideas though. He gripped my hair and tugged me off of him, gently but firmly. I let out a little cooing noise in protest, but he made eye contact before I could see anything and said, “That’s good for now. Get your clothes in order, doll.”

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, sitting up straight again. I tugged my shirt back down, then zipped and buttoned my fly.

Ronnie zipped up and asked, “Do you have any questions, Brianna?”

I wondered if that was a trick. He knew I didn’t, since that was on his orders. Still, I kept my confusion out of my tone. I just shook my head and said, “No, Sir.”

“Good girl,” Ronnie took us out of park and checked the road.

‹Good girl.›

“Mmm,” I nearly purred, “Thank you, Sir.” I fastened my seat belt and basked in the knowledge that I’d done a good job.

We were back on the highway soon after.

~~~

By the time we hit Twin Falls, the sun was low in the sky, and I was eager to get out and stretch. We’d only taken a couple of bathroom breaks throughout the day, and we’d eaten in the car. Ronnie seemed impossible to distract: besides remaining completely calm through a blowjob, he thought nothing of picking at an open box of donuts and a pint of milk while driving. He never crept past the speed limit, missed a turn signal or otherwise made me fear for my life.

Unfortunately, that was about all I learned about him. He didn’t talk about his life or his past, saving his comments for the relative merits of convenience stores around the nation. I got the impression that he spent a lot of time in the car, either alone or with girls like me. The most profound insights I gleaned included the fact that Wal*Mart was ‘the same everywhere,’ but that he liked the burritos at AM-PM better than the ones at Circle-K, and that he was disappointed that Mr. Pibb didn’t have better market penetration. I had no idea how he kept in such good shape if that was his life, but it seemed rude to ask about it. We also spent a fair bit of time listening to industrial bands that I was pretty sure I’d never heard of, even pre-amnesia.

I didn’t need my long-term memory to be sure that it was the weirdest outing I’d had with a man.

Finally, we pulled into the parking lot of a Super-8. Ronnie popped the trunk and pulled out a couple of pieces of luggage, then we checked in as ‘Mr. And Mrs. Deaux,’ paying cash from my purse.

I had to stifle a giggle, but the matronly woman behind the counter didn’t even bat an eyelash. I supposed she’d heard them all before.

We were in our room less than five minutes after. It wasn’t very impressive, but it looked and smelled clean. Ronnie picked up the smaller piece of rolling black luggage and set it on the room’s writing desk, then unzipped it. He said, “Strip. I’ll drop your clothes in a washing machine while you’re… down for maintenance. I can handle it while I get your dinner.”

I peeled off my shirt, laid it on the bed and asked, “Is there anything else for me to wear, maybe in your bags?” 

“I’m afraid not. You’ll get new clothes tomorrow night,” Ronnie said, “But in the meantime, we’re going to have to have a casual evening.”

“Okay.” I stepped out of my sandals and asked, “Does that mean you’ll be joining me?”

“Yeah,” he said as he opened the luggage up, “Right after I get us some dinner.” 

As I wiggled out of my shorts and panties, I looked into the open suitcase. It had some clothes, but they were obviously an afterthought, underwear and shirts being used to pad mysterious electronics that he began to unpack. The only recognizable device was a sleek blue laptop that he set beside the desk and booted up. Next, he pulled out a black device that looked a bit like a motorcycle helmet, apart from the retractable USB cable dangling from the back side. Finally, he produced a couple of dull black boxes about the size of toasters.

I peered at all of it curiously, uncertain whether or not I was supposed to ask about anything yet. He hadn’t really been specific about when that was allowed. Ronnie zipped the luggage back up and slid it to the floor, then began hooking the machines up to his laptop rather than explaining anything though, so I risked it. I asked, “What’s that all do? I mean, I guess I wear the helmet?”

Ronnie nodded and said, “The helmet syncs with your implant. The boxes have extended memory that you’ll need. Hop on the bed, we’ll get you situated.”

“Yes, Sir.” I laid down on the bed next to the desk, atop the covers. I looked at the devices again and thought the better of it, pulling the thick brown covers over my bare body. Whatever he was doing, it was going to knock me out for awhile, and I didn’t want to wake up freezing. As I snuggled between the sheets, I asked, “So… the boxes have my memories?”

“Not exactly,” he finished plugging the devices in a daisy chain, the laptop to the first box, that one to the second, and then the helmet. He sat on the bed beside me and explained, “But you’ll remember everything that you need to know in a couple of hours. The amnesia isn’t the result of any kind of physical damage, it’s just software.”

Thinking about my entire life being erased by a software glitch made me quiver.

“So I need to know more than the Kama Sutra and how to work every widget in a stocked kitchen?” I teased playfully.

“Just a few tidbits,” Ronnie held out the helmet and said, “Put it on. I’ll see about your clothes and dinner in the meantime, and then we’ll kill the rest of the evening.”

“Yes, Sir,” I took the helmet and slid it on. Unlike a proper safety helmet, the visor on this one was completely opaque. It also had a pair of noise canceling ear coverings, so I felt, rather than heard Ronnie get off the bed.

A moment after he’d gone, a low droning noise filled my head, making it impossible to think. As it built in intensity, my body tingled and hummed with it. The sensation made me feel heavy and drowsy, just as I’d expected it to. The base of my skull filled with pins and needles that threatened to fill my whole head.

My eyes slipped shut.


Chapter Four

I blinked awake, my body still humming even though the drone was gone. In my head, it felt like no time had passed at all: one moment, I’d closed my eyes and the next, I’d simply opened them. I felt foggy, but considerably more clear-headed than the last time Ronnie had talked dirty to me.

My body told a different story though. My muscles were stiff and my mouth was dry, obviously the result of laying still for entirely too long. Hours, if I had to guess. It had been particularly hard on my neck. Ronnie’s headset was a lot heavier than Frank’s.

I knew who Frank was again. 

Thinking about that opened a floodgate of information: I remembered my childhood in Iowa, my time going to school at UNLV. I remembered taking an internship with Frank’s company, working for him until he’d taken an interest. Finally, I remembered months living with Frank, my job traded in for life as a kept woman. I remembered preparing elaborate meals, doing yoga and spending a lot of time just zoned out, not a thought in my head.

Ronnie had stolen me. Hacked right into the machine governing my brain and just taken me, body and mind, and now there was no going back… and even if I could return home, Frank and I had never been in love. Before the treatment, I’d never thought about him much at all. Afterward, I’d simply been his unwitting live-in sex toy, mindlessly obeying his every whim and brainwashed to believe each act was my choice.

Being a free person simply wasn’t possible anymore. Even if I wrapped a towel around myself to step outside and get in touch with someone from my old life, I’d always be exactly one trigger phrase away from complete submission, one errant computer program away from compliant amnesiac servitude. There was no way the implant could be removed, not without risking my complete lobotomy. It was tied into the deepest parts of me.

I needed someone who knew the truth to own me now, if only because the alternative was so much more dangerous.

The most twisted part of it all was that knowing what had been done only made me want it more. The certainty that my opinion was artificial made it stronger too, rather than giving me ground to resist.

My pussy clenched at the thought of being so helpless. 

I stretched, hoping to work out some of the stiffness in my limbs, and opened my eyes. Of course, all I saw was the blank darkness of my visor. Between that and the headphones completely dampening any outside sound, I couldn’t even tell if Ronnie was in the room.

I debated just waiting for Ronnie to take it off. A part of me wanted to lay passively and let him play with me like the doll I was. The truth was that no matter how plastic my mind was, I was still no Barbie though. Right now, I really needed the bathroom. Getting pumped any sooner than that could only lead to tragedy, no matter how turned on I was.

Feeling increasingly awake, I carefully flipped the visor up and slid off the helmet, then sat up. Sure enough, Ronnie wasn’t back yet. I supposed he needed some time to decompress.

I slid out of bed and headed for the suite’s bathroom. If nothing else, I could take the time to wash off the sweat and grime of the road, and be fresh for him when he got back. I didn’t get the sense that Ronnie was keeping me, but I was still his tonight.

That much needed to be perfect.

~~~

I was drying off with the bathroom door open when I heard the door’s lock click open. I scrambled out of the bathroom and onto my knees in front of the bed, hair still slick with moisture, body freshly scrubbed. I smelled of soap and shampoo instead of the stale interior of Ronnie’s sedan.

The door swung open and I realized belatedly that anyone else in the hallway was going to get an eyeful. It was too late to move without looking ridiculous though, and a part of me wanted to show off anyway. For just a moment, I fantasized about what Ronnie could make me do if the hotel had room service, the sort of special tip he could make me offer.

I shook it off and wondered if those impulses had been there before my brainwashing, if a part of me had always been so slutty, or if it was another change inserted seamlessly into my personality by some faceless technician.

Either way, it was only Ronnie, a plastic bag of takeout in hand. He raised an eyebrow at my pose, and nudged the door shut behind him without taking his eyes off of me. As it clicked locked again, he asked, “I take it you’re feeling back to normal, then? All your memories right where you left them?”

“Yes Sir,” I watched as he set the bag down and slipped out of his shoes, then said, “Everything is very clear now. Everything that matters, anyway.”

He peeled off his own shirt and asked, “What minor details aren’t?”

“What you’re going to do with me after our little road trip,” I looked at his feet instead of his face as I asked, “I take it that you didn’t steal me for yourself?”

“Not so much, no,” Ronnie chuckled softly and replied, “But that’s for the best. I think you can do better than seeing every convenience store in the Continental United States. Besides which, you won’t remember me in another day or two. Trust me,” he unbuttoned the fly on his jeans, “Some things are better in small doses.”

He seemed amused by the notion, more than anything else.

As he dropped his pants around his ankles, I asked, “So where am I going to end up?”

“Sold to someone a lot more rich and careful than your last owner,” Ronnie assured me as his underwear hit the carpet, “Don’t worry. Girls like you cost entirely too much to mistreat, past being rode hard and put up wet. Now eat your dinner. I’m going to catch a shower, then we can cap this trip properly. Tomorrow, I’ll be dropping you off a stone’s throw away from the Canadian border for resale.” 

His socks joined his pants on the ground, finally leaving him as naked as I was.

I nodded and agreed, “Yes, Sir.”

“Oh, and,” he stepped close to me and nudged my chin up with his toes so that our gazes met, then said firmly, “Override: Beta-Rho-Iota. You are very excited about all of this. You love knowing you’re worth so much money to me. It turns you on. Acknowledge, Brianna.”

‹Beta-Rho-Iota.›

I shivered as his words washed over me. He was right: I loved being brainwashed, and as soon as he sold me, someone would have to mold my personality again. They would play with my memories, my likes and dislikes… and I’d still be serving Ronnie by helping make him rich.

And then he would do this to someone else, all over again.

I bit my lip and agreed softly, “Mm, yes Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

He patted my head and said, “Good girl. Eat up.”

‹Good Girl.›

I moaned in pleasure at the generous complement, then scrambled to get to the bag as he headed for the shower. 

~~~

One ham and swiss sandwich later, Ronnie stepped back out of the bathroom, naked body still damp. Nude, his body offered a different impression than the scruffy appearance he had wearing clothes. His body was toned and slender, more like a runner or swimmer than what amounted to a trucker. I could only assume he lived at the gym in his off hours. He also had a couple of scars, including what looked like a bullet wound in his shoulder, and a cut across his stomach on the left side. He had a tattoo of a serpent wrapped around his left shoulder, rendered in green and black.

I was distracted enough that he was halfway to the bed before I remembered that I wanted to kneel for him. I started to slide off the bed and back to the floor, but he raised a hand and said, “I can’t bring you to the showroom with rug burns, Brianna.”

“Right,” I blushed, lowered my butt back onto the bed and said, “I should have thought of that.”

“Nonsense,” Ronnie smiled and said, “You’ve had to do enough thinking for one night. Doll Mode, Brianna. Acknowledge.”

‹Doll Mode.›

I felt an intense head rush, my body slumping a little even as my gaze locked with Ronnie’s instinctively. The rest of the room seemed to grow faded and distant, merely sepia against the crystal blue of his eyes, his strong and stubbly chin. I heard myself say, “I o-bey,” my voice a blank and robotic monotone. 

My heart raced while my breathing slowed, a now familiar mix of relation and arousal that I’d grown to crave.

Ronnie slid onto the bed beside me and said, “I’ll need a little fluffing, doll. Nothing too crazy, just get it hard.” 

I slid down the bed, breaking eye contact to stare fixedly at his semi-erect cock. My body was wonderfully heavy, almost drowsy as I took him in my mouth and began to mechanically bob up and down on his shaft. I loved the feel of him stiffening as I stimulated him, the way I could feel his own heart speed up as he throbbed between my lips. The soft little noises of pleasure that Ronnie made were almost as good as his direct praise, leaving me proud and wet.

When he was rock-hard, Ronnie reached down and put a hand on my shoulder, tugging me off of his shaft. I let him raise my head, barely aware of a thin trail of drool between my lip and the head of his cock.

I looked up into his eyes, but he didn’t bother giving me directions. Instead, Ronnie rolled me onto my back on the large bed, leaving my legs hanging off of it. He slid back onto his feet and stepped between my legs. He grabbed them both, pushing them high and wide, leaving my sopping pussy splayed wide open. Then he thrust his hips forward, the head of his cock rubbing against my slick inner thigh. I moaned as his dick slid against my sensitive skin, taking only a moment to find my sopping pussy. 

Ronnie penetrated me in a single, deep stroke, his thick cock making feel completely full. He paused for just a moment to shift his position a little, getting even deeper. Then he let go of my right leg and leaned forward. He said, “Doll mode off, Brianna.”

‹Doll Mode Off.›

I blinked rapidly, my thoughts disjointed and sluggish. I opened my mouth to say something, but before I could find my voice, he began to pound me in earnest. His strokes were deep and hard, the bed creaking beneath the force of them.

My eyes widened and I gasped in surprise at the sudden and fierce fucking. It was a shocking amount of pleasure tinged with an edge of pain that only made it feel even more intense. I could feel an orgasm building, tingling anticipation building deep inside me.

Ronnie reached between my legs and rubbed his stiff fingers against my slippery wet clit, pressing down hard without breaking stride. I moaned helplessly, his hand setting jagged spikes of pleasure coursing down my legs. He made eye contact and barked, “Cum, doll!”

‹Cum.›

White hot pleasure exploded from the core of my being, washing over me. I started to scream, but Ronnie clapped a big, strong hand over my mouth. His fingers were still slick from my juices, and being pinned beneath him, unable to make a sound set off intense aftershocks. My fingers clutched blindly at the blanket beneath me, while my legs twitched and my body shuddered. 

Once my body calmed, Ronnie pulled out of me. He was panting with exertion, but his shaft was still like iron. Even in the state I was in, I still had enough presence of mind to be surprised. Frank always used to make sure I got off, but it was never the focus of his attention, just a treat offered to a loyal pet.

Ronnie looked down at me and said, “Assume position 93. It’s an old favorite of mine. Obey.”

‹Obey.›

The word rang in my head like a bell, while my body moved to follow his directions without any conscious effort on my part. He laid sideways on the bed, back to the headboard. Still panting, I laid down at a right angle from him. I slid one leg beneath his taut body and hooked the other one over his hip.

Ronnie penetrated me again, his cock still slick and hard and throbbing madly with his pounding heart. He began to thrust in a slow and steady rhythm that seemed almost effortless with us both laying down. He reached down and fondled my chest, slick fingers kneading and playing with my supple flesh. 

I could feel pleasure building again, but this time it was gentle. His slow thrusts were almost hypnotic, lulling me into a deep calm. As he worked inside me, I lost all sense of the passage of time, my head clearing of anything but the wonderful sensation of being joined at the hips.

When he finally came inside of me, my own climax was less intense than the first, but it still left me panting and sleepy. 

Ronnie barely had to trigger me to put me out for the night.


Epilogue

“Hmm,” I flipped through a color swatch book with my slave sister Keiko and asked, “Do you think Master will prefer Pantone 184 or 191 for the new drapes?”

The two of us were in a solarium in Master’s mansion, preferring the midday sunlight of Dubai to artificial lights while trying to make a choice like this. Choices were difficult enough as it was. The two of us figured that we could use all the help we could get.

We’d also imagined that the exotic flowers in bloom in here might be inspiring, but it hadn’t gotten us farther than ‘pink.’

The beautiful Japanese girl leaned in and admitted, “I can’t see the difference. I mean,” she gestured at the two pages, “I can tell that they’re not the same shade, of course. I just can’t see why one would be better than the other, or why anyone else .” She furrowed her brow at them and asked, “Did you ever think you would be doing something like this?”

I thought about it for a moment. I could remember the past twenty-odd years well enough: being raised to serve virtually from birth, taught etiquette and dancing and a variety of sexual techniques. Other aspects of my training were fuzzier, but I knew that I’d been hypnotized routinely to keep me receptive to it even with the least talented potential owners. I’d never had friends or family, and I’d certainly never decorated a room before.

It had been a hard life, but the perfect preparation for serving my Master. I couldn’t imagine a free girl ever acclimating to it properly… nor ever living another way myself. Indeed, even being traded to another man would be too strange.

“No,” I laughed and shook my head, “I really didn’t. I wonder how Master would figure something like this out?”

Keiko shrugged, her silks bouncing, then she giggled and suggested, “We should flip a coin… if we can find one.”

“Maybe there are a few in the fountain,” I set the swatch book down and added, “And anyway, if we take too long, maybe we’ll be spanked.”

We laughed as we stepped through the ornate doors to Master’s outdoor garden.
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Excerpt:

“Turn around and look at me,” Mr. McNeil commanded firmly.

I turned around. I opened my mouth to say something, but no words would come out.

“Tell me,” he continued, “Precisely how late you are.”

My eyes flicked down to my watch, and I said, “Sixteen minutes and twelve seconds, Sir. But-”

“Come here, set down your purse and place your hands on the table, palms down,” my boss cut me off, rising from his seat. He set his phone on the table.

I tried to talk again, but my mouth just hung open stupidly. I walked to him, letting my purse slide off my shoulder and onto an empty seat. Then I bent forward and planted my hands on the table’s smooth, cool surface. I turned to look at Mr. McNeil, wondering what he was going to do.

He stepped beside me and asked, “Why were you late, Riley?”

I wanted to lie, to blame it on traffic, but all that would spill out of my traitorous mouth was, “I overslept, Sir.”

“That’s very naughty,” Mr. McNeil said. His voice was still stern, but there was a bulge in his slacks. He asked me, “Wasn’t it, Riley?”

I knew my boss liked the way I looked. I’d caught a few glances checking me out. But he had never, in the seven months I’d been working here, ever made an inappropriate comment or tried to touch me.

This was new and frightening.

Eyes wide at the knowledge this was turning him on, right in front of a group of strangers, all I could do was whisper, “Yes, Sir.”

“Tell me how naughty you were, Riley.” He was insistent.

I replied, voice still soft, “Very naughty, Sir.” My fingers clenched a bit at the table at the admission. All I could think was that maybe I was having a bad dream, like the kind where you’re naked in front of your whole class in school. Maybe I would wake up any moment…

Mr. McNeil continued, “What would you do to keep your job, Riley? Would you accept a punishment other than firing?”

I looked down at the table, not wanting to think about the bulge in his pants. I had to be dreaming. There was no way he would talk like this in front of half a dozen witnesses. Feeling a little more brave at the realization, I tried to put a little confidence in my voice when I refused him…

Except that all that came out of my mouth was, “Yes, Sir.”

“Tell me, Riley,” he asked, “Were you ever spanked as a child?”

“Yes, Sir.” My mouth, no longer at all under my control, seemed determined to make me die of shame.

Mr. McNeil’s hand touched my lower back. The contact was light, barely there, but it was still unexpected enough to make me flinch. He asked me, “Do you think that spanking is an appropriate punishment for a naughty girl?”

I’m not a girl, I wanted to say, I’m a college graduate. The thought was intense enough to help me keep my stupid mouth shut even if I couldn’t bring myself to say it.
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