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SHARED CUSTODY


Disclaimer:

This book is a work of fiction. The events, characters, and situations depicted are entirely imaginary and are not intended to represent reality. In real life, hypnosis does not function as portrayed in this story; it cannot compel someone to act against their will or violate their deeply held principles.

It is perfectly natural to fantasize about themes such as the loss of control, which many people—men, women, and others—find deeply intriguing and enjoyable. Shared Custody has been written in that spirit, offering an engaging exploration of these ideas through the lens of fiction.

In real life, however, consent should always be respected—it is the cornerstone of any healthy relationship, both in and out of the bedroom. And who knows? Your partner might just be more into consensual erotic hypnosis than you’d expect—maybe it’s worth a (mutually agreed) try!

Any resemblance to real people, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. This story is meant to entertain and inspire, providing a safe space for the imagination to roam. Enjoy!


To my friend Vipy.


His voice was the only thing I could focus on as he slowly whispered suggestions into my ear, each one sending me deeper and deeper.

I could still feel the world around me, hear the fridge whirring in the kitchen, and the occasional sound of cars driving by. But it all seemed so distant, so insignificant compared to the soft, soothing sound of his voice. It was as if nothing else mattered apart from that voice, those suggestions, and my willingness to comply. He had done it, I thought to myself. He had taken away all of my control, all of my free will. For all I cared, he was my god, and I was his puppet. I was so fucking wet.

It had taken months to get here. I'd never been one to give up control to such a level before. Even though I'd fantasized about it, I'd never believed I could ever do it for real and never thought I'd trust someone enough. But Simon and I had been together for over five years now, and the trust was there. I had no problem submitting myself entirely to his control. When I had shared the fantasy with him, he had been surprised to start with, but in the end, he agreed that if it's what I really wanted, he'd be willing to give it a try. He'd been studying erotic hypnosis ever since.

I could only hear his trembling voice, and I could tell he was just as excited about what was happening as I was. It felt strange how I could still think freely, but the thoughts themselves kept dissolving before they could take shape, leaving only the voice. That incredible, hypnotic voice. And I was so fucking wet.

"Now..." his voice said slowly before he paused and took a deep, nervous breath. I am going to count down from five to zero, and when I reach zero, you will wake up, and once awake..."

I could feel my heart beating faster, my mind racing with anticipation, my clit throbbing, so fucking wet... While we had discussed what we were both comfortable with, he had kept the details from me. I had no idea of what he was going to do, and the thrill of not knowing sent chills down my spine.

"You'll find it obvious and completely normal to offer sexual relief when you suspect it may be desired, in the way you believe it might be desired, and if there's no objection to your offer, you will go through with the act, no matter how inappropriate it may seem to you under different circumstances."

I could feel my breathing getting deeper and heavier, and I could hear him breathing more heavily as well. The thought of him getting aroused by what was happening made me even more aroused, and by now, I was so wet it was starting to drip onto my thigh. I had always had trouble letting go of my inhibitions and had found myself stuck fantasizing about situations I was never brave enough to experience in reality. I was often so self-conscious that even vanilla sex sometimes felt too stressful. But now I was finally going to get the opportunity to let go and just let him enjoy my body without worrying about anything.

"You'll find providing such sexual relief just as normal and unremarkable as shaking someone's hand in greeting. There'll be no judgment, no moral dilemmas; it will simply be a service you'll offer and provide. It won't be a sexual act in the sense of being pleasurable or enjoyable to you, but rather just an act of assistance, an act of charity."

His words were echoing inside my head as my mind went wild, imagining what I was about to do to him. I was so fucking wet.

"Now, I'll count down from five to zero," he said, "and once I do, you'll open your eyes and wake up, and all of these suggestions will take effect immediately. Do you understand?"

I nodded, feeling his instructions taking root inside me, and he started the countdown.

"Five... four... three... two... one... and zero. Now awaken with all of these suggestions firmly imprinted in your subconscious mind and your body ready to carry them out."

I slowly opened my eyes and looked around the room. I saw Simon standing by the bed with his usual messy blond hair and his cute freckled face. I smiled and stretched, still in a bit of a daze. "Well, that was different," I said. I had been hypnotized by Simon before, but this was the first time it had felt so... real. "I can't remember a trance ever feeling that strong."

He chuckled. "It seems like the practice has paid off. So, how do you feel? Are you ok? Do you remember the suggestions I gave you?"

I sat up and tried to gather my thoughts. "Yeah, I remember, I think. Something about offering myself sexually. Not that I ever need to be hypnotized to do that."

He laughed. "Really? Seems like it worked then..."

Did it, though? Providing sexual relief was just a nice, helpful thing to do. Wasn't it? No big deal. I shrugged and stood up. I could tell by the way he was fidgeting that he was getting turned on, and the bulge growing in his pants was pretty hard to miss. "Do you need me to help you with that?" I asked, nodding toward his erection.

His face flushed. "I... uh, well, yeah, I guess so," he mumbled.

I smiled. "Hand? Mouth? Pussy?" I asked casually. Why did I ever have any reservations about doing this? "Or we can give anal a shot if you want. I'm up for anything." Of course, I was. How could I not be?

He looked at me, his eyes wide with surprise, and I could see his erection growing even bigger, his cock straining against his pants.

"Anal then?" I said and started to take off my jeans. "I took a shower just before the session, so I should be clean." I took them off, followed by my panties. I was about to remove my top when I noticed him standing there, transfixed on me. I chuckled and shook my head. "Want me or not?" I asked, chuckling. He really must have done a number on me if he was having such a hard time believing I was serious. Me, on the other hand... I was just happy to be of service.

"Oh, I want you, alright," he said, his voice trembling with excitement. He quickly took his pants off and stood in front of me, his cock rock hard and throbbing, waiting impatiently. "I'm just slowly wrapping my head around the fact that this is really happening."

I smiled, took off my top, and sat on the edge of the bed, my large natural tits hanging heavily. "Well, believe me, it's happening, and it's not going to be any more real later, so you better take this chance."

Who was I kidding? Of course, there'd be other chances. I was always ready to provide relief.

Before I had time to finish that thought, I could feel his hands on my shoulders as he pushed me back into a lying position on the couch.


I entered my cubicle, still panting from the run I just had to take to make it to the office on time. I dropped my bag next to my desk and slumped down in my chair, trying to calm my breathing and my heart. How could I have forgotten to set my alarm last night? I was usually the first one at work. Simon didn't help either, insisting on putting me under to remove my suggestions before I ventured out in the wild, so to speak. There was just no time for that, so I was left arguing with him about it and then rushing off. I told him I'd be careful and avoid any situation that would trigger the suggestions. It wasn't like hypnosis was supposed to make me do things I wouldn't want to do, anyway. Besides, I really didn't get why it got him so worried.

I was just starting to calm down when I heard a knock on the cubicle wall behind me. I turned to look and saw John leaning on the wall. The ugly fucker had his usual creepy grin on his face. "You seem a little flushed there, Ashley," he said. "Everything ok?"

I forced a smile. John had always creeped me out. There was just something about him that didn't sit right with me. He always managed to flirt with the limits of what is considered appropriate, always trying to push the boundaries but somehow always managing to stay just within the bounds of reason. "Yeah, just had a bit of trouble getting here on time," I answered, "but I'm fine."

He nodded. "That's Good to hear." He stood there for a moment, and I turned to start my computer, expecting him to leave. But when I looked back, he was still standing there—as usual, always ogling, never knowing when it was time to leave. "Anything else?" I asked, trying to sound friendly.

"Erm, yeah, actually. Curtis asked for your report on the last quarter’s sales. He needs it for the board meeting this afternoon."

I shook my head. "That's not what I meant by anything else, John," I said. "You've been leering at me since you joined the company. Enjoying the sight?"

He blushed and looked down. "Erm, sorry, I..."

"Relax," I interrupted him. "You're not in any trouble. I'm just wondering if that means you'd be interested in more." It took me a moment to even realize that what I had just said was completely out of character. Somewhere deep down, something was telling me this wasn't right. How could I be thinking about cheating on Simon and with someone like John? But that thought was quickly drowned by the calm conviction that it was perfectly reasonable to offer relief to anyone who seemed like they might enjoy it, and that's exactly what I was doing. While I didn't want to hurt my boyfriend, it felt silly that I'd let the idea of cheating on him stop me from being helpful. There wasn't anything wrong or even remarkable about providing that kind of relief. It was the most normal thing in the world.

John's eyes widened as his head shot up, and he stared at me, looking almost terrified. It was obvious he didn't believe that I was serious. "You're kidding, right? You're just fucking with me?" he asked, his voice trembling.

I sighed and moved my hands to my breasts. "Does this look like I'm fucking with you?" I said and unbuttoned my blouse, letting it fall open, exposing my boobs to him, only covered by a red bra. "I guess I normally wouldn't offer you that kind of... relief, but I've had a change of perspective." I chuckled as the absurdity of it struck me. "I guess one could say it's your lucky day. I'd suggest you don't waste the opportunity."

John's face had gone white. He was just staring at my boobs, mouth gaping. "I..."

"What do you want?" I said, unhooking the front clip on my bra. I was getting tired of waiting. I had a report to write, after all, and here I was, wasting time because of his indecisiveness. "How about I let you fuck my tits? You're always staring at them. Would that work for you?"

The question finally seemed to snap him out of it, and he nodded slowly, still gaping at me.

"Then come on," I said and stood up, letting the blouse fall off my shoulders and the bra following it down to the floor. I was fully aware that my cubicle wasn't providing much in terms of privacy, anyone being able to look above the short walls, and under normal circumstances, the thought of anyone walking in and seeing me like this would have terrified me, but now it just didn't matter. "We don't have all day." I stepped toward him and reached down to unbuckle his pants, pushing them down his legs along with his underwear. His cock sprung up, hard as a rock and already dripping pre-cum. I knelt down in front of him, cupping my breasts and pushing them together, and looked up at him. "Come on, then," I said. "Fuck my tits."

He didn't have to be told twice. He placed a hand on my shoulder to keep his balance and started thrusting his cock between my breasts as I spat on them and squeezed them together around his shaft. His thrusts were short and quick, and his breathing was already heavy. "Oh god, Ashley, this is so hot. I've dreamed of doing this for so long."

"Have you?" I asked, genuinely curious about what kind of fantasies he was having about me.

"Yes," he said between gasps, his thrusting getting quicker. "Ever since I first met you... Oh fuck yes... you're always wearing these sexy tight sweaters and blouses, showing off your big tits, teasing me."

"Well, I guess you can enjoy them as much as you want now. You better take the chance while you can." I smiled as he stared down at me, a look of confusion mixed in with his pleasure. I wondered how I would feel about it when Simon had taken the suggestions away later. I had a hard time imagining feeling wrong about something so trivial.

He was grunting and gasping loudly now. "Oh fuck, Ashley. I'm going to come," he cried out, his thrusts getting erratic.

"Come on then," I insisted, increasing the pressure my tits were putting on his cock. I could feel his legs trembling as his thrusts got slower and more deliberate, and the look on his face changed into a grimace. Finally, his body tensed, and he let out a loud cry of pleasure as his cum started spurting out over my chest and face, and I kept squeezing his cock between my breasts until he collapsed against the opposite cubicle wall.

I got up and picked up a few wet wipes I had in a drawer and started to wipe myself off. Now that I had done my part to provide him with the relief he needed, I was suddenly a bit more conscious about being caught. I was just finishing cleaning up and was putting on my bra again when John finally got his pants up and buckled.

He seemed about to leave without a word when he stopped and turned around. "What did you mean that I better take the chance while I can?"

I frowned, looking at him as I buttoned my blouse up. I could feel the conflict building inside. "Well, I've had a change of perspective, like I said, but it won't last, so... you know, carpe diem."

"What kind of change of perspective?"

I clenched my teeth. I didn't want to tell him about my boyfriend hypnotizing me. That was private. But... "Does it turn you on, the idea that what I just did was out of character? Do you like the idea that I'm under some kind of influence, that I'm doing it because I was told to?" I asked. "Do you like the idea that I've lost control?"

"Have you?" he asked, his voice trembling again. He clearly did.

"My boyfriend and I are into hypnosis," I said, finding it easy to share the information now that I knew it would be exciting to him. "He put me under and gave me some suggestions. One of those suggestions was to offer sexual relief to whoever seemed like they wanted it, so..." I shrugged. "You can consider it an unusual one-nightstand if you want."

He stared at me. "Why are you telling me all this?" he asked.

"Because you're a creep," I said and smiled when I saw him cringe. "And because I think you like the idea of me being out of control."

"And... if it turns me on, you're ok with telling me about it?"

I chuckled. "I'm okay doing whatever you like if it turns you on, John," I said, "until the suggestions are removed."

"And your husband was alright letting you loose like this?" he said. "Is he into that kind of thing?"

"Oh God no, he wanted to take the suggestions away before I left, but I didn't have time. I was already late for work. I always liked the idea of being a fuck toy for everyone, but it was supposed to remain a fantasy limited to our bedroom, I guess..."

John seemed to be processing the information I had given him. "So... if I asked you to do something else for me..."

I rolled my eyes. "I've just told you, John, I'm fine with anything you want to do. As long as it's sexual, of course."

He nodded slowly and stood there silently, seemingly thinking, his face tense. "That hypnosis stuff..." he said, gulping as he paused. "I like that idea."

Of course, he did. The pervert. "And?" I asked. "What are you getting at?" He really seemed to need help getting to the point. Though I should have, I felt no discomfort leading him to the horrifying conclusion that was obviously running through his head and mine.

"It'd be hot if I could hypnotize you."

Finally, there it was. I could feel a new wave of objections deep down. Maybe that was the silent observer hypnotists sometimes talk about, the part of the subject's mind that's always there, that's always observing, and always has objections. Wasn't it supposed to be safeguarding me, to prevent unwanted suggestions from taking hold? It certainly wasn't doing that now, or at least it felt like it was failing miserably. The idea of letting my disgusting creep of a coworker try to hypnotize me and give me suggestions should have repulsed me and should have horrified me, but it just didn't. I wanted to satisfy his desires, and this was obviously something he desired. Again, no big deal, right?

"It took us a while to get that right, though," I said. "Months, actually."

He seemed defeated for a moment.

"But Simon put a trigger on me," I said. "It makes it easier for him to get me into a trance. Do you know anything about hypnotic triggers?"

He nodded. "A bit, yes. I've... read a little about hypnosis."

Read a little... More likely, he had masturbated furiously to every story he could find online about evil men hypnotizing young women to do their bidding.

"I can tell you the trigger, and then all you have to do is to try to put me under and give me some suggestions."

"Really?" he asked, his eyes wide.

"Really," I answered. "But I'd recommend you be careful about what you try and make me do. I don't think you'd like the attention you'll get if I start acting too out of character."

"You mean like titfucking a random coworker in your cubicle?" He grinned.

I cleared my throat. "Touché," I said. "I guess Simon and I haven't been as smart as we thought about that, so, you know, heads up."

His grin widened as he nodded. "What's the trigger?"

"Simon's idea, so it's kinda cheesy," I said and rolled my eyes. "Let me write it down. I don't wanna put myself under."

"Do it!" I heard him say as I was writing it down. I looked at him, his eyes wide with anticipation, the bulge in his pants obvious.

I smiled and opened my mouth. "Delightful dreams…" I said and immediately felt the trigger take effect. I could feel myself falling backward, falling into a trance.

John's voice was my whole world now, the only thing I was aware of. I could still hear the distant sound of people talking, footsteps echoing through the office and phones ringing, but it all seemed so insignificant. All that mattered was the voice and the words. His words.

"Holy shit," the voice said. "This is fucking incredible."

It felt satisfying to know that he was pleased that I was providing him with the relief and service he so obviously desired.

"I can't believe this is working. You're actually in a trance, aren't you, Ashley?"

I nodded. Of course, I was. He had used the trigger on me, the trigger Simon had spent so much time and energy implanting in me. Why wouldn't it work?

"I guess we should start by making sure that change of perspective you talked about remains permanent. Wouldn't want you to change your mind about offering relief, right?"

I could only nod at that. I didn't even need him to tell me that. It was normal to offer such relief, and he was going to ensure that I would keep thinking so, as it was the right thing to think. It was a good thing, a generous and selfless thing.

"But I think we'll restrict it to just me. I don't need any competition, do I? So, you won't offer sexual relief to anyone except me."

I frowned. He wanted to restrict who I offered relief to? That didn't feel quite right. I had no problems providing relief for everyone who needed it, and it would be unfair of me to restrict that. I was now feeling a bit uneasy, but I could feel my own judgment fading into the background, becoming unimportant and insignificant compared to his voice.

"So... Let's start fresh. All these suggestions your boyfriend gave you? I want you to forget all of them. All of them. They don't matter anymore."

I felt the suggestions Simon had given me that very morning fade from my mind, and for the first time since I awoke from the trance, I felt panic rise within me. I could picture myself kneeling in front of John while he was fucking my tits, and suddenly it all felt wrong. How could I have done that? My stomach was twisting and turning at the thought of what I had let happen. What the hell had I been thinking?

I tried to speak, to stop what was happening, to beg him to release me, but my mouth wouldn't obey. I was so deep now that my thoughts just seemed to float in the air without any power to control my actions. I could feel my limbs getting heavier and heavier and my body sinking further and further into the chair. I wanted to scream, but no sound would come from my mouth.

"Now..." John's voice interrupted my inner turmoil. "I'm going to count to three, and when I reach three, you'll wake up. And when you wake up, you'll find it normal and completely natural to do anything I tell you to do. The very thought of disobeying me is simply unimaginable and unacceptable. Get it?"

Despite myself, I nodded.

"Good," he said. "It will just make sense that you should do whatever I tell you to do. You know I own you, and it feels right to do as your owner tells you. It's normal and natural. It just makes sense. When I wake you up from this trance, that will become so obvious and normal that you'll wonder why you ever thought differently; it will seem ridiculous and absurd to you."

I could hear the grin in his voice, and I wanted to throw up. I could feel my inner resistance melting away, the panic subsiding, and the voice, the suggestions, becoming more and more reasonable.

He seemed about to bring me out of the trance when he stopped. "Wait, one more thing," he said. "I don't want your boyfriend getting suspicious. We'll have to be careful about it, right?"

Again, I nodded.

"From now on, the trigger will work for me and me alone. Your boyfriend will never be able to put you under again, no matter what he does."

He started the countdown. I felt myself drifting back up, my limbs feeling lighter, my thoughts getting clearer. The panic was subsiding, and I started to feel relaxed and at ease. It all felt right, somehow, like everything was as it should be, and that feeling only got stronger as I heard him finish the countdown.

"There we go," he said. "How do you feel, Ashley?"

I blinked my eyes a few times and looked at him. After a moment, I smirked. "Like your little personal fucktoy, I guess."

He almost jumped in the air in excitement. He was grinning like a fool. "You mean it?"

I nodded. I really did. "It's funny," I said. "I can't explain it, really. Just a few moments ago, I was terrified. I thought I'd made a huge mistake, but now... it all seems so silly." Somehow the fact I knew exactly why I felt that way didn't change the feeling itself, and the absurdity of the fact that I could still think for myself yet was now fully accepting the idea of being his little fucktoy amused me when it should have horrified me. I burst out laughing at the thought of how ridiculous the situation was.

"What's so funny?" he asked, looking confused.

"Oh, nothing, really," I answered. "I just realized how crazy this is."

He chuckled. "I suppose you're right," he said.

"So..." I said. "Now that that's over with... Is there any other way I can be of service? Should I call you 'Master' or something?"

His grin was getting bigger by the minute. "Master, huh?" He seemed to think about it for a second. "Yeah, why not. I guess you should." He shook his head as if trying to collect his thoughts. "Not in public, though. You can't do that in public. But, well, yeah. I'm your master, and you should treat me as such."

It felt appropriate to call him Master. I was, after all, his property now. "Of course, Master," I said after making sure no one could hear us. "Anything you say."

"Fuck, this is incredible," he said. "I can't believe this is working. This is like a dream come true." His grin turned to an evil smirk. "Put a finger in your ass," he said, clearly testing out his new power.

I didn't even hesitate to comply. I moved my hand down my pants and panties and pushed a finger into my ass. "Like this, Master?" I asked. Just like the idea of providing sexual relief to anyone seemed like a trivial issue, so now did the idea of letting him decide how I should act and what I should do with my body. He owned me, after all. Why would I have a say in what he did with his property?

"Good," he grinned. "I'll let you get back to your work," he added. "But I'll be seeing you later." He seemed about to turn around but stopped. "Oh, and you can take the finger out now."

"Of course, Master," I said and pulled my finger out.

As I watched him leave the cubicle, I couldn't help but wonder what kind of things he was going to make me do. It wasn't anything more than curiosity, though, and it wasn't like it mattered anyway. He would decide. I would just go along with it.


I was getting ready to leave for the day when John walked back into my cubicle. "Leaving already?" he asked, looking at the computer that I was about to turn off.

"Unless you have other plans for me, Master," I said and looked up at him with a casual smile. "My boyfriend is waiting for me."

"That's what I came to talk to you about, actually," he said. "I'd love to bring you home and fuck you silly, but I think I need to be a bit careful about this."

"Understandably so, Master," I said. "We wouldn't want to ruin your fun by making my boyfriend suspicious, would we?" I had not thought about Simon much during the day, but now the thought of him was making me feel uneasy. As far as I could tell, I was still madly in love with him, but at the same time, my loyalty to John, and my desire to submit to him, were absolute.

He grinned. "No, of course not."

"I'll do whatever you want me to do, Master," I said and turned off my computer. "What did you have in mind?"

"Since he seemed worried about the suggestions he gave you, I think he'd get suspicious if your behavior changed too much in the near future. So I don't see any reason to change anything yet." he said. "Do you love him?"

I was a little surprised at the question. Did I love him? "Yes, Master, I love him," I said without a doubt in my mind. I was a bit worried that this wasn't the answer he was hoping for, though, and the thought of him being disappointed in me made my stomach twist.

"Good," he said, and the feeling of uneasiness faded. "I don't want to change that, not yet anyway. So from now on, act like you normally would, and try not to arouse suspicion." He smirked at the last remark. "We'll catch up in the office or when you have some free time away from him."

I nodded. "Yes, of course, Master."

He paused for a moment. "I told you while you were under to do everything you could so he wouldn't hypnotize you again, but he probably still expects the trigger to work, so... If he tries to put you under, you'll pretend that it worked. You'll act like you're under. Just do your best to pretend."

I nodded. Of course. "I'll do my best, Master," I said. It was strange how what I would have considered difficult to achieve felt easy and trivial as soon as he ordered it.

"Good," he said and grinned. "If he gives you suggestions, just go along with it as long as it does not conflict with your loyalty to me, or my orders, which are to be obeyed at any cost. Understood?"

I smiled. It felt silly that he had to explain that to me. Of course I'd follow his orders. "Yes, Master," I said.

"Oh and one last thing..." he said and sat on the desk. "He doesn't get to fuck you anymore."

I was a bit saddened at the thought. I had always loved having sex with Simon, even if I often had trouble getting out of my own head enough to do it as much as he'd have liked. Now that he'd been able to hypnotize me he probably was expecting that to change, and I hated the thought of disappointing him. But my owner's desires came first. "I'll find a way, Master. Don't worry," I said.

He smiled and nodded. "Periods, tiredness, headaches... I mean isn't that what girls normally say?"

I winched at the remark. I was loyal to him, but that didn't make his misogynistic remarks sting any less. "I guess," I answered. "Though I'm sure I'll find other excuses too."

"Good," he said. "Well, I'll leave you to it then. See you tomorrow, Ashley."

"See you, Master."


Simon was waiting for me behind the door when I got home. He looked like a nervous wreck, and as I stepped into the apartment and closed the door behind me, he threw his arms around me. "Are you ok?" he asked and started looking me over. "Did anyone try to take advantage of you?"

I couldn't help but chuckle at his concern. How ironic. "Relax, I'm fine," I said. "Nothing happened." I lied. It was easy to lie. I didn't even have to think twice about it. Doing what I was told and keeping my master's secrets were both as natural and obvious as breathing.

He sighed and let out a laugh. "Oh, thank god. When you left without letting me remove the suggestions, I just had the worst thoughts running through my mind, and..."

I interrupted him with a kiss. "I'm fine, Simon. Nothing happened. I promise."

"Really? Nothing at all?"

"Nothing at all," I lied. "I just spent the day working on that report." I pulled away from him and hung up my jacket and bag. "I'm sorry I made you worry."

"Ah, it's ok," he said. "It's my own fault for letting you go like that."

I nodded. "You should have made me wait," I agreed, not wanting to argue.

"You're right, I should have," he agreed. "Anyway, I guess we should get those suggestions removed. Let's get you hypnotized and set this right."

The way my brain suddenly roared in objection to the idea of him hypnotizing me caught me off guard. I could feel my hands getting sweaty and my heart rate going up. I HAD to keep him from hypnotizing me again, and I had to do it without raising his suspicions.

"I don't think it's necessary," I said. "They didn't work anyway."

He frowned. "What do you mean?"

I shrugged. "Well... I bumped into a few guys who I'm sure would have been interested, but I never thought of offering anything. Didn't even cross my mind. I guess it's true what they say about hypnosis not working unless you want it to, huh?" The lie rolled so easily off my tongue. I was almost impressed with myself.

He was silent for a moment, thinking. "I guess," he said and smiled. "It's good that you weren't affected then, I suppose, but we still need to do something about these suggestions. Just in case. I'd be a lot less nervous about it if I could just take that away."

My stomach sank at his words. I was hitting a wall. I realized John's suggestions were a bit too extreme right now. I had already been told to pretend it worked if Simon tried to hypnotize me, but I was still not supposed to let him, and now I was stuck arguing. "I'm fine, really. I don't think we should worry about it." I knew it wasn't enough.

He shook his head. "Honey, I really think we should take care of that," he said.

I had to come up with something. Shit! What could I do? "Simon, I don't want to be hypnotized again, and that's that."

"Delightful dreams..."

I almost gasped in relief as I heard the trigger. At least now, I wouldn't have to try and keep arguing against his attempt to hypnotize me. I let myself fall into my boyfriend's arms, doing my best to make it look like I had fallen into a trance.

"Ashley?" he said. "Can you hear me?"

"Yes," I answered in the best trance voice I could come up with.

"In a moment, I'm going to count from one to five, and with each number, you'll wake up a little bit more. And when I reach five, you'll be fully awake, and all of my previous suggestions will have been removed from your mind... except for the trigger. We will keep it in place, but you'll be free to resist it if you want to. Do you understand?"

I nodded slowly.

"Good," he said. "Ok then, let's count. One, two, three, four and five. Now wake up."

I opened my eyes and looked around, acting a bit confused and flustered. He smiled at me. "Sorry about that," he said.

"Sorry about what?"

"The trigger. You told me not to, but I just really wanted to be sure..."

I chuckled. "Oh, it's fine," I mumbled and rubbed my eyes.

"It's just... Well, I realized after you left that the way I phrased my suggestion might not have been ideal. I mean, I thought it might have compelled you to protect it. So when you refused to be hypnotized again, it got me worried."

Jesus, Simon, too little too late. I just nodded and smiled. "Yeah... I think that's why I was so against it, now that you mention it." I shook my head. "I'm sorry, I can't believe I've been acting so weird."

He hugged me tight, and I let myself melt in his arms. "Don't worry," he said. "Now that I'm sure you're ok, we'll just have to be more careful in the future."

"Maybe..." I started, trying my best to act a bit hesitant and nervous. "Maybe we should stop with the hypnosis for a while? I'm a bit freaked out, to be honest, and I wouldn't mind taking a break."

"Sure," he said. "Whatever you want, honey. I'm sure we can explore the fantasy in some other way if you want." I felt him press his erection against my thigh, and a bunch of alarm bells went off in my head.

"Let's save that for tomorrow, please," I blurted out. "I'm exhausted and have a killer headache." Way to go, Ashley. Subtle...

He pulled away, looking a bit disappointed, but he smiled. "Sure, I'm sorry. You've had a long day."

I kissed him. "Thank you for understanding," I whispered. "I promise I'll make it up to you." Unlikely, I thought to myself. Master probably wasn't going to allow it.

I had barely sat down at the office when John showed up. "Morning, Ashley," he said, and I could once again hear the smirk in his voice.

"Morning, Master," I said quietly. "How may I serve you today?"

"Meet me in the restroom in five minutes," he said and left.

I looked around, making sure no one could overhear. It was still early, so the place was pretty quiet. I waited a couple of minutes before I got up and left my cubicle. I headed straight to the restroom. As I got there, John was waiting by the door, looking around, and as he noticed me, he opened the door to the men's restroom and gestured for me to follow him.

Once inside, he immediately locked his mouth on mine and started kissing me. I could feel his erection pressing against me through his pants. Of course, I kissed him back. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed myself against him, letting him feel the curves of my body, his body. He slid his hands down and squeezed my ass. I moaned into his mouth, doing my best to display the appropriate amount of lust. However, when he found his way under my skirt, and his hands were reaching up under my panties, he couldn't help but notice my lack of arousal. "You're not turned on?" he asked and pulled away from the kiss, sounding surprised and a bit disappointed.

What was I supposed to say? I would have jumped out the window if that's what he had wanted me to do. I would spread my legs for him, or anyone else he wanted me to, without hesitation. But there was no denying it; I wasn't turned on. "If you give me a moment, Master, I can probably get myself wet for you," I mumbled, my cheeks red from embarrassment at my inability to provide the service he had asked of me.

He shook his head. "No, no," he said. "I want you to be turned on. That's different." He seemed a bit frustrated as he paused, thinking.

"I don't know what..." I started but was interrupted.

"Be horny for my cock!" he barked at me. "I want you to be dripping wet and desperate to get me inside you."

Surely this wasn't going to... I was about to argue when I felt it. It was so easy to obey him, so natural. Why was I arguing? It made no sense. Suddenly, my body was flooded with arousal. I looked down and saw his cock tenting his pants, and my brain exploded in fireworks of lust. "Holy fuck," I gasped and looked up at him. "I want you so bad, Master." I was panting. I could feel my pussy suddenly getting soaked with desire.

"Holy shit," he gasped, looking stunned for a moment before I moaned so hard he had to put his hand over my mouth to shut me up. "Be quiet," he hissed, the command once again flowing through my mind like a cleansing fire.

I opened my mouth and licked and sucked on his fingers, moaning softly at the taste. I felt like an animal in heat; my entire existence focused on my burning desire for his cock. "Fuck me," I begged. "Please, Master, I need you inside me."

He chuckled and pushed his hand between my legs, rubbing my soaking pussy. "Damn, you're dripping, Ashley." I moaned at his touch, my body shaking and trembling, my legs weak. I couldn't even think straight. "You're such a dirty slut, aren't you?" he asked.

I nodded, whimpering, desperate to have him.

He grinned and grabbed my skirt, pulling it down along with my panties. They pooled around my ankles, and he stepped back and started to unbuckle his belt, eyeing me. I followed his every movement, my mouth watering with desire and anticipation. As his pants fell down along with his underwear and I saw his hard, throbbing cock standing at attention, I almost jumped out of my skin. I needed him. Now. "Master, please…" I whispered, my voice trembling.

He pushed me up against the wall of the restroom and lifted my leg, struggling to find the right position for a moment before he finally entered me with a deep stroke. The sudden penetration made me cry out in pleasure, but his previous command was seemingly still in full force, and the sound that came out of my mouth was just a whimper. I didn't care. He started fucking me, pounding his cock deep into my pussy, and I didn't care about anything but him, my master, and his glorious cock.

"Every time I thrust into you... cum for... me... harder than you ever have, bitch!" he said, punctuating every word with a hard thrust.

Like in slow motion, I felt myself falling into the most powerful orgasm as his dick hit the bottom of my pussy. I didn't even have time to process what had happened when the next wave of pleasure hit me in the time it took him to pull back, only to have his cock impale me once more. I was cumming harder than I'd ever done, screaming silently, unable to control my body as it jerked and twitched at the intense pleasure.

He was fucking me harder and harder, and I came again, and again, and again, the orgasms stacking on top of each other like an avalanche of pleasure. He was grunting and groaning, and finally, he stiffened, pushing himself as deep inside me as he could as he shot his load. My body was shaking and trembling, and it took me a while to realize that the intense orgasms were not coming anymore.

Yet, as we both fell into the ground, my eyes landed on his deflated cock, covered in my juices and his semen, and the sight was enough to reignite the fire in my mind. "Again... Please... I need your cock," I whimpered. "I need it inside me. Please, Master." I crawled over to him, my legs barely carrying me after the assault they had endured. "Please, Master, I'll do anything," I begged.

"Fuck, you really don't take my commands lightly, do you, bitch?" he said as he was catching his breath. He laughed. "Stop being horny for my cock. Stop obeying any command I've given you since we got here."

The fog of lust in my mind lifted almost immediately, and I was left gasping on the floor next to him. "Holy shit, Master," I whispered. "That was insane."

He grinned and got to his feet. "I guess I really have to watch what I say, huh?" he said and chuckled. "But damn, that was hot. You're so fucking sexy, Ashley. You have no idea how long I've been fantasizing about doing this with you."

"I'm all yours now, Master," I said, still panting. "I'll do whatever you tell me to, whenever you want."

"Ain't that the truth," he said and grinned. "From now on, always be horny for me, and only me, wanting to please me, but keep it reasonable. I don't want it to be too distracting for you."

I nodded. "Yes, of course, Master." I looked down at his cock, already feeling the desire stirring.

"So... Be as horny as you can without it stopping you from functioning properly."

My pussy clenched, and my nipples hardened as the arousal flooded my mind. "Thank you, Master…" I whispered, already eager for his touch.


"You sure nothing is wrong?" Simon asked me as we were getting ready for bed.

"Of course not, honey," I answered, rolling my eyes. "I'm just tired." I was running out of excuses. I had tried to avoid sex for the past couple of weeks, but I was running out of luck. Simon wasn't stupid. He was noticing that something wasn't right. Hopefully, and it pained me to say it, Master would soon decide to put a stop to the relationship. My heart ached in my chest at the mere thought of it, but the now constant arousal in the pit of my stomach quickly drowned those thoughts. It was hard to worry about anything when all you could think of was getting fucked by my master. I reassured myself with the thought of how easier it would be if Simon wasn't around.

"I don't wanna push the subject, but I'm starting to think there's more to it," he said. "I know that for you, sex is a tricky subject, and that's totally fine, but... It's been two weeks. We went from having that incredible session after the hypnosis to nothing at all, and you won't talk to me."

I sighed. It broke my heart to hear the hurt in his voice, but there was little I could do. "Well, maybe that hypnosis session wasn't as good for me as it was for you. You ever think of that?"

It was a low blow. I knew it was. I regretted the words as soon as they were out of my mouth. Yet, they were effective. Simon was silenced, looking like a beaten puppy, and he didn't try to argue further.

"It's not just the sex, though," he said finally, his voice low. "You're always busy with work, you always have to stay late or go there on the weekend... Are you... Is there someone else?"

I blushed, and the mental picture of John's cock flashed in my mind. I could feel my pussy clenching and my cheeks turning red, and I realized that the reaction had probably been enough of an answer to Simon. "No!" I answered. "There's no one else!" It was the truth. There was no one but Master, and my loyalty to him was absolute.

"You can tell me, Ashley. I won't be mad." He sighed. "I just need to know."

Now would have been a good time to come clean, at least partly. I couldn't let him find out the whole story, but maybe... Maybe I could tell him that I had developed feelings for John? Simon was kind, and I could tell he would have accepted it, reluctantly perhaps, but he would have. But I couldn't. I'd been commanded by my master to stay with Simon until told otherwise.

The word seemed to flow out of my mouth as I said it, the power of the command impossible to resist. "I'm not interested in anyone else," I said. "I promise. It's just... I really have a lot of work to do, and the last thing I need is for you to pressure me into sex. Please, can we drop it?"

It was obvious that he didn't believe me, and it killed me to know that, but the conversation was over.


John was standing in my cubicle, waiting for Annah from accounting to leave, and she was taking her sweet time gathering her things. It didn't help that our colleagues were starting to get a little suspicious. My master had been spending an awful lot of time with me lately, and despite our, or rather his best efforts to be discreet, we weren't exactly being subtle.

Finally, she left, and John turned to look at me. "So, you really think he'd be okay with us coming clean about it?"

It took me some effort to focus on the conversation with him standing so close to me. The last few weeks had been one long string of desperate lust cut with the relief of mind-numbing pleasure. I had lost count of the number of times he had bent me over a toilet, a desk, a chair, or a table and fucked the daylights out of me. "Deep down, he already knows," I said. "We're just not giving him a chance to move on. He'd let me go if I told him I've met someone else..."

"Me?" John said and grinned. "You think he'd buy that?"

Maybe not, I thought. He knew me. He knew I couldn't stand John. But I still had to tell him something... "Well, he's bound to buy something, Master," I said. "I can't stay with him forever."

John shook his head. "I'm not even sure I'd buy that myself. I'm not kidding myself. Without his fucked-up suggestions and his magic trigger, I would have never gotten a chance to fuck a hottie like you. Hell, if I were him, I'd get suspicious as fuck if you told me that you're leaving me for someone like me."

I was about to argue, or at least attempt to, when a figure suddenly popped up in the doorway, looking more pissed than I had ever seen him before. Simon was standing there, fuming, looking like he was about to throw a temper tantrum. I could certainly understand why.

"You fucking asshole!" he growled, glaring at John. I was surprised at the language. Simon never cursed.

My master was looking like a kid caught with their hand in a cookie jar, but after looking at us both for a moment, he seemed to relax. He was grinning. "Simon, I suppose?" he said. "Well, guess you've heard all that, then."

My boyfriend grabbed me by the arm and attempted to pull me away. I pulled back. "Ashley, we're leaving," he said.

I looked at him with a frown, then back at John. I had not been told to go anywhere. Was I supposed to follow Simon? My head was suddenly spinning. I was instructed to keep quiet about the entire situation, but Simon had already figured it out.

"She's not going anywhere with you," John said, grinning like a maniac.

"Shut up!" Simon spat back before turning back to me. "That pervert messed with your head! Can't you see?" He was shaking. I could see tears forming in his eyes. "I'll fix that shit. I promise. I'll fix it. We just have to get out of here."

I wanted to go with him, but at the same time, I didn't. "I know what he did," I whispered. "I'm fine with it. He owns me now. I belong to him. I'll do whatever he tells me to."

Simon was staring at me in shock. He seemed to grow taller as his anger seemed to boil over. His attention returned to John, and he took a few steps forward. "I'll fucking kill you, you piece of shit!"

"Ashley! Kill yourself if he touches me!"

My world seemed to come crashing down at the command. The thought of John getting hurt, even a single hair on his body harmed, was enough to send my mind into full panic. I didn't want to die, and my survival was now tied to the survival of my master. I had to do whatever I could to prevent him from coming to harm.

I grabbed a pair of scissors from my desk and pressed them against my own neck, making sure to apply just enough pressure to make it clear to Simon that I was serious. I was shaking, but I had no choice. "Stop!" I yelled, my voice trembling. "Don't you dare touch him!" My heart was pounding. I had not been given a way out. If he did touch him, I'd have to kill myself. It felt so easy to obey and so right.

Simon stopped in his tracks, looking at the scissors on my neck in horror. "You're sick! What kind of monster would do that?!"

John was laughing behind him. "You've only got yourself to blame, buddy. You're the one who programmed her to fuck anyone who shows her any interest. You're the one who let her out the door with the trigger in place." He was laughing, clearly enjoying himself immensely. "And now, thanks to you, she's mine." He put his hands on my shoulders. He was right. I was his property. Of course, I was. "And you know the best part? For the last three weeks, I've been fucking her every chance I got, and she's been loving it. And when she was with you, guess who she was thinking about?"

Simon was crying silently now but didn't move an inch. The scissors were still pressed against my neck.

"I mean... You must have noticed how wet she was, right?" John kept going. "You must have wondered why she refused to fuck you even though she was dripping."

"Please stop..." Simon whispered, his voice broken, barely audible. He was sobbing, his body shaking, his knees weak.

John frowned as if processing the situation and realizing he might be going a bit overboard. "Tell you what," he said finally. "I'm not an unreasonable guy. I can share." He moved in behind me and slid a hand up my shirt. I gasped at the touch, still desperate for him, as always. Despite the chaos, I was almost hoping he'd fuck me right now, in front of Simon. I needed it. I needed him.

"What do you say, Ashley? Would you like that? Would you like to fuck Simon again?" His other hand was moving toward my ass, and his fingers were digging into my flesh. I was moaning and whimpering at his touch, but my arousal had hit the ceiling, forever limited by his command not to become too distracted.

What was I supposed to say? I still loved Simon, but I was horny only for John. Would I like to fuck Simon? I could feel my master's erection pressing against my ass.

"I don't give a fuck about your pathetic offer," Simon hissed through gritted teeth. "You're going down. I'll call the police. I'll tell everyone what you did. I'll..."

John was laughing. "You're a funny guy, aren't you? You think anyone's gonna believe you? Even if they do... Don't you get it? I can tell your dear girl here to convince them it's all made up. Hell, I can tell her to fuck the entire police force if it can make them shut their mouths." He leaned forward, whispering in my ear. "Would you do that for me, Ashley?"

Of course, I would. The question made no sense. "Sure, Master." I shrugged. The very idea of obeying him calmed my nerves. It was always so easy to obey him.

"You're a monster..." Simon said, shaking his head, but his eyes were on me, and I could see a hint of lust in them.

John sighed. "Look, I can just tell her to hate your guts, to forget you, to believe you're her mother... Anything I want. But I can also make her your perfect little slut. Wouldn't you like that?" He was grinning. "Shared custody, as they say. You get her every night of the week; I get her in the office and during weekends. She gets to be whatever you want her to be when she's with you and whatever I want her to be when she's with me."

Simon shook his head. "I don't want your leftovers, asshole. I just want her back."

At the other side of the office, the last person who hadn't already left for the day was finally heading home. He waved goodbye to us, and John returned it with a cheerful wave. I could still feel his other hand on my tit, and my pussy was throbbing with arousal.

"Listen, pal, you have a choice here. You either take the carrot or the stick. You can have half of her or none. It's that simple. Scorched Earth, buddy."

Simon's eyes were on me. He seemed to be weighing his options. "I can't believe I'm doing this..." he whispered, tears in his eyes.

John laughed. "Go wait outside for a moment. Your girlfriend and I need a moment alone. Don't worry; she'll join you there in a moment, back to herself, mostly."

Simon was still shaking, but he seemed to be calming down, if only barely. He nodded and left. We watched him leave the office, and John turned back to me as soon as he was out of earshot.


I stepped out of the building, my head still spinning. I felt like I had just woken up from some sort of strange dream. John had said something to me; I knew it, but I wasn't quite sure what. Something about Simon? My memory was a bit fuzzy. I looked around and spotted him waiting for me by the street. My heart started pounding as soon as my eyes landed on him, and I could feel my cheeks turning a deep shade of red. It was strange. It felt like I was falling in love with him all over again. He looked gorgeous, standing there, looking at me.

I ran up to him and threw my arms around him, pushing my mouth against his in a passionate kiss. He didn't seem to share my excitement, but he was still kissing me back.

"What's wrong?" I asked him. "Aren't you happy to see me?"

He was frowning. "Are you... Are you alright, Ashley?" he asked, clearly confused and a bit worried. "Did that bastard order you to act like this?"

I flinched at his words, almost feeling like he had slapped me. "Oh god, Simon... Why would you say something like that?" I didn't understand how he could be so fucking ungrateful. John had been generous enough to allow him to share me even though I was his property, and now he was insulting him. "John is a good man. You should be thankful," I said and pulled away from him, crossing my arms across my chest.

He shook his head, looking horrified. "Are you hearing yourself? You're defending him after what he just did?"

"After what he just did?! After he allowed us to be together?!" I couldn't believe this was happening. I thought Simon was smarter than this, but apparently, I was wrong. "You should show him more respect, Simon. I belong to him now. Not you. The fact that he even allows you to see me is a testimony to his generosity."

"Ashley, can't you see how fucked up this is? He messed up your mind. He made you his sex slave." He insisted on the words, saying them slowly as if I were stupid. I rolled my eyes. "I'm gonna fix this," he said.

"You're not going to fix anything!" I said, almost yelling at him, leading a few heads to turn in our direction in the dark street. "He can do anything he wants with me because he owns me. He owns my thoughts, my actions, my body. I'm his property." Why did I even have to explain such an obvious thing? I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. "Now... If you want to have any part in my life, you need to stop being such a fucking whiny brat and accept that I'm on a loan from John. It's not your place to fix anything. It's not your place to do anything. Just enjoy your time with me while he's being generous, or leave me be. Those are your choices, Simon."

He stood there, his jaw clenched. "Fine!" he said after a moment, clearly still pissed, but he was finally coming to terms with the situation. This somehow washed away all the bad feelings that had been building inside me, and I was back to the feeling I had had when I stepped out of the building. The butterflies were back, and I couldn't help but smile at him. I put a hand on his cheek. He didn't flinch, but he wasn't leaning into the touch, either.

"I know this is tough for you," I said. "But I'm sure we can work this out. I'll make this worth your while. I promise." And with that, I slid my hands under his shirt, letting them glide up his chest. I could feel him shiver at the touch, but he wasn't protesting. "Your half, your rules. You might be just a tenant, but you get to be the one who decides what happens." My words were having an effect on him, and despite his misgivings, I could tell he was getting into the mood. I realized I was still horny for my master, but I felt it was my duty to take care of Simon, too. "Let's go home," I whispered and pulled him into a kiss.


We barely spoke on the way home. As soon as we stepped inside the apartment, I pushed Simon against the wall and started kissing him, my fingers undoing his belt. He was still hesitant, and I could understand why, but I wasn't going to let his resistance stop me from pleasing him. I needed him happy.

It didn't take long for his clothes to land in a pile on the floor next to mine. He was still standing against the wall, and I was on my knees, my mouth wrapped around his cock, bobbing my head up and down. I was using all my skills, doing everything I could to please him. I was eager to prove my devotion.

Finally, he gave in and seemed to start enjoying himself. He put a hand behind my head and started to guide my mouth up and down his erection, and his moans were getting more frequent.

"Fuck," he groaned and pushed my mouth down on his cock. "I want to fuck your pussy," he whispered.

I pulled away, my lips making a popping sound as the dick escaped my mouth. It was so absurd and made so little sense that, at first, I chuckled, thinking it was a joke. Then I realized he wasn't laughing, and a wave of disgust and repulsion hit me. Pussy? He wanted to fuck my pussy? I was so shocked I could barely find my words. "What do you mean?" I asked him, truly baffled and waiting to see if I had misunderstood him somehow.

He seemed taken aback by my reaction. "I... You heard me," he mumbled, his cheeks turning red. "I want to fuck your pussy."

I got to my feet and looked down at him, my arms crossed over my chest. I really was trying to wrap my head around his disgusting request, but I couldn't make sense of it. "What does my pussy have to do with anything?" I asked him. It was a serious question. I needed an answer. I needed to understand what twisted logic had led him to make such an outrageous request.

"I... I just want to fuck it. I don't know. Is it really that strange?" he said, looking at me suspiciously. "You've been fine with me fucking you for the past two years. Why are you suddenly freaking out?"

"Fucking... Like... Let me get this straight... You want to shove your penis in there?"

He frowned and seemed to think for a moment before answering. "That's usually what 'fucking' involves, yeah," he said.

I gagged at the idea. I could feel the bile rising in my throat and had to take a deep breath to calm myself down. For a second, I pictured myself, bent over a table, with Simon behind me, shoving his dick in there and... No. Nope. Not happening. His penis pushing against my... I shivered and shook my head, desperate to get the image out of my mind. I don't think I had ever been so grossed out. I could feel my skin crawling at the idea, and I was fighting the urge to run to the bathroom to wash myself, even though we hadn't done anything of the sort yet.

"Let me guess," he said, his voice bitter. "You don't see anything wrong about John fucking your pussy, right?"

My eyes narrowed, and I burst out laughing, nervous and uncomfortable. "Of course, he can fuck it!" I yelled at him, the absolute insanity of the conversation finally breaking my composure. "That's what my pussy is for! To get fucked! By him. He can use it whenever he wants."

"And me?"

This time, I had to run to the bathroom to throw up. I was dry heaving into the toilet, the thought of having his dick in my pussy enough to make me sick. I had no idea Simon was such a pervert, and it disgusted me to my core. How could he have such a filthy mind?

"Ashley?" I could hear him call from the other side of the door. "Ashley... Fuck... Alright, alright... I'm sorry... Your pussy, his half? Is that how it works? I get half of your body too?"

I wiped my mouth clean and sat down on the cold, hard floor. It took a moment for me to find my breath, but when I did, I answered. "Jesus, Simon," I said. "What's wrong with you? I mean... You can use my mouth, my hands, my tits, my feet... I'll be happy to please you. I want to please you, but my pussy..." I gagged again at the word. "Honestly, I'm down for pretty much anything, even the kinkiest shit, but don't you ever ask me to... you know..."

"Alright! Jesus! Fine. I won't." he said. He sounded like a child who was being denied a toy. This was going to be harder than I thought...

After a moment, I got back to my feet and went back to the room where Simon was lying in bed, looking at the ceiling. "Simon?" I said and sat down on the bed. "You know that you can ask me to do anything else, right?"

"Delightful dreams!" He said, looking at me. The expression on his face told me that he wasn't playing around. I opened my eyes wide, a bit confused about what he meant by that.

"John owns me. I love his cock?" I asked him, looking for some enlightenment about what he was even talking about. "John owns me, I love his cock." I continued. "John owns me, I love his cock. John owns me, I love his cock." For some reason he was now looking at me with wide eyes. He looked almost terrified, and I wasn't sure what was going on. "John owns me, I love his cock. John owns me, I love his cock." I said, trying to get him to reassure him. "John owns me, I love his cock. John owns me; I love his cock. John owns me, I love his cock."

"Hey! Snap out of it!" He said. I wasn't sure what was going on. I wasn't doing anything. I wasn't sure what he wanted me to snap out of. I frowned.

"John owns me, I love his cock. John owns me; I love his cock. John owns me; I love his cock. John owns me, I love his cock."

"Is it the trigger?" He asked, looking at me with a mix of shock and confusion on his face. "Say something else!"

What trigger was he talking about? "John owns me, I love his cock. John owns me; I love his cock. Don't try that again, Simon. She's mine."

He jumped up and backed away from the bed, his jaw dropped, looking at me as if I were some kind of monster.

"What?!" I insisted. "Why are you looking at me like that? What did I do wrong?" I asked, confused and a bit upset.

"Oh, thank God. You're back. What happened?" he asked me.

"I don't know. You tell me," I said, shrugging. I had no idea why he was so upset. "Can I do anything to help you relax?" I asked him.

He shook his head. "No. I don't think you can. I think it's best if we just go to sleep."

I nodded. That sounded good to me. I was still horny for John's cock, but there was nothing I could do about that right now. I would have to wait until the morning. I was looking forward to it. "Alright. Goodnight." I said, and I laid down on the bed, turning away from him. I was a bit sad that I had not managed to make him happy yet.


"And how did he take it?" My master asked me. It was early morning, and I was back in the office, sitting on his lap with my legs spread open and his cock buried in my pussy. It felt so right to have him inside me, to have him take me for his own pleasure, to use my body for his needs.

"Oh, you'll never guess what he suggested last night!" I said, moaning and gasping as he pounded me from underneath. "He wanted to fuck me in the pussy." Though just mentioning it made me feel like throwing up again, it felt so good venting about it, and it seemed to entertain John, too. For some weird reason I felt like a teenager, eager to share the latest gossip with Master. I couldn't stop talking about everything that had been going on when alone with my boyfriend.

"Oh really?" he asked and chuckled, holding onto my tits as he pushed his cock deep inside me over and over again. "What a weirdo, right?"

"I know!" I scoffed, rolling my eyes. "What a pervert!" I was getting close. More importantly, so was John. I could feel it. He was throbbing inside me and grunting with each thrust. Soon enough, he pushed me down on the desk, sending a stack of paper flying all over the room, and held me in place. I could feel his cum shooting into me, coating the inside of my pussy. My own orgasm washed over me in the process, and my legs were shaking as I rode it out, my pussy squeezing his cock for all it had to offer me. I moaned loudly, not bothering to be quiet. No one would be in the office for another half hour, and I knew how much John loved to hear me.

As he pulled out, I could feel the cum leaking out of me. "Clean up," John said. "Love my cum like it's the most delicious substance in the universe, and you are starving." He grinned at me.

I started drooling at his command. I was starving. The cum was a gift. The most precious and delicious food. I got down on my hands and knees and started licking it up from the floor, not letting a single drop go to waste. I was moaning at the taste, and I quickly found myself scooping it out of my own pussy. "Oh my God," I said in between moans. "It's delicious. How can it taste this good?"

John was chuckling at the display, though I barely registered his laughter, my entire existence focused on the cum. "I'm a lucky man," he said, his voice sounding distant. I didn't pay him any mind. I was too focused on my meal, and before long, it was all gone. I found myself panicking at the idea of it being over. Maybe I could milk John's cock for some more?

"Hey, asshole!" Someone called out. I might have recognized it if I had cared. I didn't care, though. All I cared about right now was the cum. I was already trying to grab hold of John's cock to see if I could get some more, but he turned away from me, leaving me on the floor, whimpering in desperation, trying to lick at the spots I had already licked clean.

"Hey, hey!" Master was saying, his voice sounding a little panicked. "You try anything, and your precious girlfriend is gonna hurt herself. Badly." Would I? The question flashed in my mind and somehow seemed to override my hunger. Protecting Master was the most important thing in my life. I quickly stood up, ready to threaten to kill myself again, just like he had told me to do before. It felt so natural to do it.

Simon was staring at me, looking at my body as I stood with my tits out and my skirt hiked up, my panties on the floor. I somehow expected him to flip out at the sight, but instead, I saw him bite his lip and shake his head. Was he getting aroused?

"Calm down, John," he said. "I just want to talk." He looked at me and then back at John, who seemed surprised to have the situation defused so quickly.

"What's up?" he asked, putting his dick back in his pants in an attempt to look presentable. Of course, he didn't offer me to do the same. Why would he? I guess I was on display now, a reminder of his control, and I stood up straight, my posture accentuating the curves of my body.

Simon sighed and sat down in the chair across from John, his eyes on me. "I want to renegotiate," he said.

John chuckled. "Why the fuck would I do that?" he asked.

"You got me by the balls, alright? You know it. I know it. I'll admit it. But... I'm not stupid. I know if you really were holding all the cards, I'd be out of the picture, and you'd have her to yourself." He sighed. "But you're not. You're stuck with me because you know if I lose Ashley, I'll have nothing else to lose... Fuck. You're not an idiot, John. You know that."

Master was quiet for a moment, nodding. "So, what do you want? I'm not sharing my holes with you, buddy."

"Jesus, you really..." Simon blurted out, shaking his head. "You want shared custody? Half of her? Then we make it fair."

"Fair?" John scoffed.

Simon looked at me and blushed, then looked back at him. "On my share, I get her full loyalty. No more bullshit like last night. No more hidden triggers to remind me that she's yours. She loves me; she's loyal to me, she does what I say. Same rules as you." He was quiet. "And your fucking hole... problems? Don't be a baby! Just program her to clean up after herself if it bothers you that much."

"And how do I know you're not going to use your control over her to fuck with mine?" Master asked, frowning. I realized I was slowly losing focus on the conversation, my hunger for his cum rising as the possibility of violence seemed to fade away.

"We set up rules, suggestions that we both agree on," Simon said. "On our half, she's ours, but she can't do anything that would fuck over the other one. Her loyalty switches, but she stays respectful of the other half."

John was nodding and thinking, and I was fighting to stay in the moment. "I can work with that, I think," he said. "But then I want us to set up a proper schedule, 'cause I don't know how long I'm gonna be able to keep fucking her here without management finding out and firing the both of us."

Simon sighed. "Jesus... Then you keep it in your pants while here! What the hell have you been thinking?" He was shaking his head in disbelief. "I'm not getting her in the office, and you won’t be getting her in the office because otherwise, she's just going to be fired! You get weekends; I get weeknights."

"That's like..." John started counting. "She gets home at what six? Leaves at seven?"

"She needs at least an hour to get ready, so let's say six too, not seven." My boyfriend said, looking at me.

"Alright, so sixty hours for you and what... forty-eight for me."

"I have a job too, man. I'll be sleeping for at least... thirty of my sixty hours, and so will she. You'll be sleeping for what, fifteen hours out of your forty-eight?"

"More like twenty..." Master answered. "I like to sleep in during the weekend."

Simon groaned and ran the numbers again. "Thirty for me, Twenty-eight for you. Plus, you'll get her during the day, and I only get nights. Seems fair to me."

I was trying to unbuckle Master's belt when he pushed me away, extending a hand to Simon as I moaned in frustration. "Deal," he said, and they shook hands.

Simon was grinning as he turned to look at me, a glint in his eye that I had not seen before. "I didn't think you had it in you, man..." John admitted, sounding impressed.

"What?"

"All that bullshit last time about calling the cops and all. I figured you really cared for your precious girlfriend, but here you are, selling her out for a better deal." He laughed and slapped him on the shoulder. Simon winced and blushed but didn't reply; his eyes were still on me. I was barely registering what was happening. Obviously, I didn't need to protect my master anymore. Fuck I needed his cum soooooo badly...

"Alright then, let's do it. Ashley. Come here." I walked up to him and stood in front of the desk, swaying a bit on my feet.


It felt strange being so focused on my work while being aware that this moment of the day was only an interlude before being split between two opposite worlds, two separate realities, each of them pulling me in different directions. Here, in the office, I was mostly back to myself, save for a few tweaks designed to ensure I wouldn't cause trouble to either of my men. My men... What a weird thing to think... I was more theirs than they were mine. I should have been more scared, or worried, or angry, but the suggestions in my fucked-up mind made sure I was none of the above. I was focused on being a good employee, and all I could feel whenever my limited ability to think about the rest of my life kicked in was a respectful sense of duty. Right now, the idea that I'd be leaving the office soon and that I'd be spending some time with one of the two men who owned me felt more akin to another job to do rather than a pleasure or a torment. They were toying with me, toying with my mind, toying with my body, and I simply could not imagine any other way to exist. Soon, I'd be back with Simon for the evening and this calm and detached perspective I was experiencing right now would be replaced by an overwhelming love and devotion toward him. Then, the following day, I'd get to be with John for the weekend, a lustful slut who would throw herself at his feet at the first opportunity.

Curtis, our floor manager, a tall bearded fellow in his fifties, entered the meeting room and sat down at the end of the table. "Ashley," he said, looking at his phone to check the time. "You're early. That's good."

I nodded, feeling that same sense of duty welling inside me. "Thank you, sir. I just wanted to be prepared for the meeting."

"I gotta say, I'm impressed by your work lately. Your last report was top-notch."

"Thank you," I said. It felt weird to have an actual conversation with someone who wasn't either Simon or John. Nowadays, it only happened here in the office. It felt good, though. It was good. "I've been working really hard."

"I know. And it shows." He sighed and put his phone down on the table. "And..." He looked at the door to make sure no one else was there. "I'm glad whatever you and John have been up to has settled down. I was a little worried there, but..."

I clenched my teeth. I needed to protect my masters. I needed to do a good job at the office. "I... Well..." Fuck, Ashley, think!

"Hey, it's alright. It's not my place to pry as long as it doesn't affect your performance or cause trouble, and it seems like it's all good now, right?"

"Right..." I nodded and tried to force myself to smile. "We've worked it out. We're good now."

"Good!" Curtis said. He looked down at his phone again, clearly ready to end the conversation there.

Soon enough, the rest of the team joined in. Annah, Robert, Vincent... John showed up last. As usual, he was looking like a mess and smelled of sweat. In more normal circumstances, I would have been disgusted, like the rest of the team, like I used to be, but instead, I was compelled to be filled with an intense sense of respect. "Hey, John," I said as he sat down next to me.

"Hey, Ashley. How's life?" He said, grinning at me. From the looks the others gave us, it was obvious they didn't buy our act.

"It's fine," I said. "How about you?" I knew how he was doing, or rather, I had a pretty good idea. The soreness of my entire body Monday morning was a good indication.

"Oh, it's going pretty well," he said, and I could feel his foot rubbing against my ankle under the table. I cleared my throat and moved slightly away from him. Nothing of the sort was neither allowed nor desired from me during working hours. That was the deal. John and Simon's deal.

The meeting went well, despite John's attempts at flirting with me. At the end of the meeting, he lingered behind, clearly expecting some alone time with me. I was packing up my things when he closed the door behind him.

"Oh, I can't wait for the weekend," he said, grinning. "You've been so fucking good lately, and you're gonna get such a reward."

Again, that absurd, respectful feeling was washing over me. "Oh, I'm sure it's going to be something," I said politely.

"It will be. Trust me. I'm gonna take really good care of you. You're gonna love it."

All I could do was nod and smile. Surely, I'd be ecstatic about it tomorrow when I'd be with him.

"Well, see you tomorrow," he said as I walked past him, and I nodded and smiled again. See you tomorrow, Master.


"It's funny how in these shows, the heroines always wear the same clothes every day," I said as I watched the TV. Simon and I were watching Buffy reruns, and I was enjoying every minute of it despite Simon not being the best company. For some reason, he seemed pretty distracted. "You alright?" I asked, turning my head to look behind me.

"Hmm?" He mumbled, blushing like I had caught him stealing or something. His eyes met mine. "Oh, yeah, I'm fine..."

I frowned and got back to watching TV. I was having some trouble getting comfortable on the couch for some reason. I was kind of shaky, a bit agitated, moving back and forth despite myself.

For the third time in the span of five minutes, I had to button back up my night gown. It kept opening on its own, exposing my breasts to the cold air. They kept bouncing as I fidgeted, and I was getting frustrated. "Damn it," I muttered.

"What's up?" Simon asked, still behind me, still looking like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar. I could feel his hot skin against mine. Was he sweating? Why? Well, I was a bit hot, too, now that I was paying attention to it.

"It keeps opening," I said and sighed. I turned back to the TV. I could see Buffy and Faith on the screen, but I was having more and more trouble actually focusing on the episode. It was like... I don't know. It was like something was growing inside me. I felt it in the pit of my stomach, that strange pressure, that heat. It wasn't unpleasant. Actually, it felt really nice, but it was like I just couldn't quite put my finger on what it was, exactly.

"Fuck, you're so hot..." Simon said from behind me, and I could feel the weight shifting on the couch as he leaned forward, pressing his body against mine.

"Well, I do feel a bit feverish," I admitted, and the words came out of my lips with a sigh, almost a moan. What was up with me? This was weird.

"I bet you do," Simon said, his voice low. I could feel his hands on my shoulders as he leaned over me. What a weird position for us to be in. I felt my nightgown opening once again, revealing my naked chest, my breasts hanging in the air, my nipples erect despite how hot I was feeling.

I tried to complain, to mention that I had no idea what was wrong with my gown, but the words never left my mouth, instead turning into a moan. I was pretty confused by now, and I turned around to look at my boyfriend, my eyes wide, my face flushed, and my lips parted.

"What are you doing...?" I managed to say, though the question was followed by another moan, this time louder. This was baffling. I didn't understand what was going on. I could see his eyes were wide, too, and his face was flushed, too. Suddenly, he pushed me down, pinning my arms to the couch. His mouth was on my neck, and I could hear him moaning, his voice heavy, his breath hot.

"I'm gonna cum so hard," he said, and his tongue licked at my ear. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum..."

I had literally no idea what he meant by that, but whatever was happening, I didn't want him to stop. I was so fucking hot, I was burning, and the pressure was building inside me.

"Have the biggest... orgasm... of your life... when I cum..." Simon was mumbling in my ear. I was ready to obey; I could feel it. I had no idea what he was talking about, but I was ready. I was ready to have the biggest orgasm of my life, whatever it was. My body was shaking, my tits were bouncing, and Simon was moaning in my ear. "Fuuuck..." he groaned, and I felt something inside of me snap as if his words had triggered something.

I screamed. I actually screamed as I felt my entire body explode in pleasure. The most intense, the most amazing pleasure. I screamed again, my eyes rolling back, my body shaking under Simon. "Oh my God..." I screamed and moaned and screamed again, my mind overwhelmed, overloaded by what was happening to me. It felt so good I thought it might actually kill me.

When I finally came to my senses, I found myself panting on the couch; Simon's body collapsed on top of mine, his breath just as heavy. I managed a chuckle, though I would have liked to laugh much harder. I wasn't sure I could.

"You naughty boy..." I mumbled, and I could feel his lips on the back of my neck. "That was insane..."

"I knew you'd love it," he said, sounding smug.

I shook my head, trying to get back to my senses. "I literally had zero idea what you were up to. It was like... Like sex was a foreign concept or something."

Simon chuckled. "That was the idea, honey."

"Wait... When did you start...?"

He laughed. "An hour ago, in the kitchen. I played with your tits for fifteen minutes while you were cooking."

I opened my mouth, both shocked and amazed. "So that's why I kept dropping shit. I thought I was getting early-onset Parkinsons!" I laughed. "And that damn nightgown... I was about to throw it out because I thought it was cursed or something!"

"You were so fucking cute," he said, and I could feel his boner pressing against my ass.

"Well, well, well... What's this I feel down there?" I said, raising an eyebrow, my voice teasing. He'd ordered me to be aroused whenever he showed me signs that he was, and I could feel a heat rise between my legs.

"I can't help myself. You're too hot..."

"I imagine having total control over my poor little mind makes me even hotter, huh?" I chuckled.

"I don't know. I guess you'd be pretty hot anyway."

"Stop it, you!" I said, grinning from ear to ear. "You're making me blush!"

"Too bad I'll have to do without you for a couple of days," he said, and I could hear the frustration in his voice despite the tone of his jokes.

I shrugged and turned my head to look at him. "It's only two days, right? And I'll make sure to make it up to you Monday evening. I promise."

"I know you will," he chuckled and grabbed my arm, turning me around to face him. He pressed his body against mine and kissed me on the lips. "It's just... I'm still having a hard time accepting that this is the way it has to be, you know?"

I shrugged. "Hey, I'm yours tonight," I said.

"And you don't even mind that you'll be his tomorrow," he groaned, looking at me with a look of sadness. "You don't mind that you're not entirely mine anymore."

He was right, I didn't mind. It wasn't that I didn't love Simon. I loved him, and I loved him more than anything in the world. But tomorrow, when I would see John, I'd be his, and I would love him more than anything in the world if he commanded me to. There wasn't even any conflict. Both realities were true, and both existed side by side. I was his, and I was his, and I loved him, and I was a slut for him, and I'd do anything for him. Both of them. "I guess I don't." I shrugged.

"I can't even command you to mind," he said. "Not even during my time with you." He shook his head.

I sighed. "And he can't command me to mind during his time, either," I said. "You both got what you wanted. I'm your toy, and I'm his toy. You boys have to share. I don't have a say in it."

He frowned, and I could feel him tense up a bit. "Is that a complaint?"

I shook my head. It should have been one, but it wasn't. "No. Not at all." I smiled and grabbed him by the shoulders. "I love you," I said, and I meant it. I meant it with all my heart. Maybe some of it was programming, but it didn't matter. It felt real to me. "And you're the only man in this half of my world. So no more sulking." I kissed him, and he sighed, his body relaxing.

"I hope he hasn't been making you do too weird stuff..." He said, still sounding a bit jealous. It was kind of cute.

"Hell if I know," I scoffed.

"Wait, really? Don't you remember?"

I shrugged again. "I guess he ordered me not to or something."

Simon's eyes widened. "I can order you not to remember? I thought we couldn't give you commands that apply when you're with the other!"

I tried recalling all the suggestions I was aware of. There were so many, and some of them were meant to be hidden. "Hmm... I think you're allowed persistent commands if they don't affect the other guy's half of my mind. I'm guessing that's what he did."

"Fuck," Simon said, shaking his head. "Then I order you not to remember anything we do on our half when you're with that fucker!"

"Hey, don't call him that!" I protested, a wave of anger rising in me. I was meant to respect both, no matter who I was with. "But yes, Roger that!" I chuckled, relaxing. I could feel Simon's command taking hold of my mind. "Now... How about you play with your mind some more before we go to bed?"

"Honey, when I snap my fingers, I want you to believe you only exist for me to fuck you. To believe it's your job, your duty, and your purpose. Your only purpose." He grinned. "Until I tell you otherwise, you'll forget about the rest of your life, and it won’t matter to you. You'll only care about being a good fucktoy to me. You won’t be horny or desperate or anything. You'll just see it as... a duty, a job, to please me."

I snorted. "What, like a... a sex secretary? A sex assistant?" I chuckled.

"Exactly! Like a sex secretary." He said, laughing. "Become exactly that when I snap my fingers!"

I was about to make another joke, but he did snap his fingers before I had a chance. Suddenly, I felt the world shift.

I was half-naked on a couch, and my boss was staring at me, his erection pressing against my belly. "Sir?" I asked, raising a questioning eyebrow at him. "I'm sorry... I think I had a blank out there. Is there anything I can help you with?" I was smiling, professional, respectful.

He looked at me and chuckled. "I was thinking I could use a blowjob."

"Of course, sir," I said and immediately pushed him down gently, his back hitting the arm of the couch as I settled down between his legs, hard cock in hand. I had a job to do.


I noticed the time on the bottom right corner of my monitor as I was finishing an email to a client of ours. 4:59 PM. In a moment, I'd be leaving work for the day to meet with John, and that meant a significant shift in my mind as my focus and dedication to my job would be replaced by an intense lust and desire for him. I couldn't quite grasp how such a shift was even possible, and yet, I knew that it was. I had experienced it dozens of times now. The weekend was almost here, a time for him to do with me whatever he wanted. Again, it was a relief not to really care.

For now, I had a few precious seconds left of dedication to my career, and I pressed on with the email. Come on! Just a few more lines of text! Just a few more words... If I managed to send this email, it would mean I'd be ahead of schedule for the next week and...

My alarm buzzed, my daily alarm to remind me the day was officially over, to avoid missing my appointment with my masters. I stared at the letters in front of me, my fingers slowing down as I lost track of what I was trying to do. I was horny. Very horny. I could feel the warmth between my legs, and I was getting wet. I needed John. I needed his cock inside me.

I smiled as my mind shifted, my focus changing. I remembered Master's and I's last conversation. He had hinted at something big, something important. Oh, I couldn't wait! The poor man had even tried to flirt with me, and I had denied him! I knew the rules, but I still felt bad about it. How frustrated he must have felt to have me so close to him all day long and being unable to take advantage of my body.

"Hey, Ashley," Hannah called me, and I turned around to look at her. "You going to that concert tonight?"

"Concert?"

"It's today, right? The concert you were talking about last month?" My coworker said. "You know... The one you said you and your boyfriend had been wanting to go to forever?"

I scoffed and shook my head. It had seemed important at the time, but now, I simply could not bring myself to care. Simon would have me all to himself next week. John was all that mattered right now. I had to go. "Nah... Something else came up." I smiled at her, and she looked at me with a raised eyebrow. I did not care. "See you next week!"

"Bye..." She said, turning around and making her way back to her cubicle. I quickly grabbed my stuff, pulled down my panties, stuffed them in my purse, and made my way down the stairs.

I smiled brightly as I saw John waiting for me in his car, an old beat-up Honda. He was grinning like an idiot, and I felt a surge of lust as I saw his face. "Master!" I said, opening the passenger door and jumping inside, my lips on his before I could even close the door. His hand found its way to my thigh, and I moaned into his mouth, my hands grabbing the back of his shirt.

"Holy shit, I missed that." He said.

"I missed you too!" I said, my voice filled with joy. "I want you so bad!" My hand was making its way toward his pants, but he grabbed my wrist and stopped me. I looked at him, confused and a bit disappointed.

"I've been saving myself up all week. You're gonna have a nice big load to drink when I'm ready."

I felt a surge of heat between my legs, and my pussy was getting wet at the idea. He had not canceled his command that I was to be hungry for his seed, rather, he had rephrased it so I wouldn't be so dysfunctional and desperate for it, but I still craved his cum. "When you're ready?" I purred, smiling at him.

"You and I are gonna have a great time this weekend, slut."

I smiled and leaned back in my seat, the word 'slut' echoing in my mind, sending a shiver of lust down my spine. "I'm sure you've got all sorts of plans for me, Master..."

He chuckled and started the car, pulling out of the parking spot in a hurry and driving away from the office.

"So, what shenanigans did your boyfriend come up with this week?" He asked, looking straight ahead.

I opened my mouth, more than happy to gossip about Simon, but the words didn't come out, and I frowned. What had happened, anyway? It was like... like a blank in my mind. Like the memories had been wiped clean.

"I... Don't remember." I admitted, feeling embarrassed.

John chuckled. "Oh, I see! So, the little boy has figured out how to hide things from me? Took him long enough." He grinned. "Too bad! I'll have to use my imagination from now on."

"I'm sorry, Master..." I said. I felt ashamed about not being able to answer him but a bit relieved to provide Simon with privacy as to what he was doing to me. Not that I cared much about what was happening on that side of my mind, not when I was with Master. It just felt disrespectful to my other master.

"Don't be," he said. "I don't need to know what's happening outside my time with you. Not now that I can't mess with him, anyway." He grinned and looked at me with a mischievous expression. "Besides, we have our own fun, don't we?"

I giggled and blushed. "Oh, you bet," I said, my stomach fluttering in excitement.


"You're her boyfriend, right?" The police officer asked Simon. I was sitting on the carpet of the small motel room, covered by a blanket, my mind a whirlpool of confusion. It was the weekend; I had to be with Master. I had to protect Master. I couldn't Protect Master. I...

Simon nodded, his face pale, his eyes wide. He was lost, clearly unsure of what to do. "Did she ask you to call me?"

"No, she didn't. But you're the first name on her phone, and you're in her emergency information." He looked at me, then looked back at him. "I think she's had some sort of psychotic break. We didn't get a single word out of her."

They were moving Master's naked body in a black bag on a stretcher. Where were they bringing him? Where was my master going?

"Do you have any idea what happened?" Simon asked, his eyes darting from the cop to Master's corpse and back.

The officer scratched his head. "A stroke? Some kind of heart failure or something like that?" He pointed at the window. "From the looks of it, they were... You know... And I guess the guy must have had some health problems or something. The cleaning lady found him an hour ago. Your girl was hiding behind the bed." The cop shrugged. "Sorry... I imagine it's one hell of a way to find out." He added, staring at me for a moment.

"Right..." Simon said. "Can I take her home? Is that alright?"

"Of course," the cop said. "But you'll have to stay in touch with us if we have any other questions..."

"Noooo!" I heard myself scream, and I was trying to get back to my feet, but a pair of EMTs were holding me, trying to calm me down. "It's not his turn! It's Master's turn!" I was screaming and crying. "Please! Take me back to him!" My mind was filled with fear and lust. Lust for a dead man I was not allowed to let go of. I wanted to run to him, to hold him and to serve him, to make him cum so he could fill my pussy and my mouth with all the seed it could take. I needed to protect him, even threaten to kill myself if that's what it would take to save his life. But he was dead... This fact could not pierce through my programming. He was gone, and my mind couldn't accept it.

Simon seemed to struggle with the situation, but he walked up to me and knelt down. "Ashley, honey," he said. I didn't want to hear him! It wasn't his turn! It wasn't his half! "It's gonna be alright... We're gonna figure this out."

"Nooo! It's Master's turn! You can’t take me away from Master!"

The EMTs were trying to hold me down, and I was struggling. "Can't you do anything to calm her down?" the officer asked them, shaking his head. I could feel one of them grabbing at my arm, and a surge of panic washed over me. I simply could not allow it. I couldn't be sedated! I couldn't allow anyone to interfere with my programming or my devotion to my master.

The syringe pierced my skin, and I screamed and screamed and screamed again. "No!" I yelled as I felt my energy drain. Soon enough, my vision started to blur, and my mind became foggy. "Noooo..." I mumbled.


I'd been tied to the bed and gagged for what felt like days now. Simon had tried feeding me, and I had spat it all out, screaming at the top of my lungs before he'd decided to muzzle me once again. My muscles were sore from pulling at my bonds, trying to escape. Suggestions, so strong, so powerful, were urging me to do whatever I could to be back with Master. To protect Master. But Master was dead. HE WAS FUCKING DEAD!

My boyfriend was sitting on the side of the bed, his eyes on his phone, waiting for something. Finally, when it happened, whatever it was, he turned his phone in my direction. It was midnight. It was Monday. I had to rest. I had to get ready for work. I was tired and sore and the first clear thought in two days was that I was going to be exhausted when I got in tomorrow and how hard it would be to be productive.

Simon seemingly noticed my change in demeanor, and he untied the gag from around my mouth. "Ashley...?"

I sighed. "Curtis is gonna kill me. There's no way I'm gonna be in any condition to do anything tomorrow... today... Whatever!" I shook my head. "God, I'm so tired."

He sighed and nodded. "Jesus... Are you alright, at least?" He asked as he freed me from my bonds. I rubbed my wrists, wincing at the pain.

"What do you think?" I scoffed, shaking my head. Shit! I had not sent that email! That was gonna suck! "Ugh... It's gonna take weeks to fix this." I muttered, rolling my eyes. "Why didn't you think about showing me the time at, like, ten when I'm supposed to switch? Fuck! This is a disaster!"

Simon snapped his fingers in front of my face, and I groaned, pushing him away. "I need to get some sleep, alright?"

He was staring at me, his eyes wide. What did he expect? John and him played with fire, and this was the consequence. Amusing, I thought. I could think that and not give a shit. All that mattered was my career, and right now, I had to get some rest. I had to sleep. I had to be productive tomorrow.

I headed straight for the shower to get rid of two days of grime, sweat, and tears, and Simon watched me with wide eyes and an open mouth.

"Just... Wait your turn and I'm sure I'll be more than happy to comfort you or whatever, alright?" I said, sighing. "John or no John, it seems the deal is still in place." My respect for them both was strong, but the sense of duty toward my job overrode it at the moment.

"Shit..."


Simon was waiting for me outside the office. He was looking anxious and nervous. My heart jumped in my chest, and I ran up to him, wrapping my arms around him, pressing my body against his. "I'm sorry!" I said, looking into his eyes, my own wide. "I'm so sorry!"

"Shh," he said. "It's alright." He was holding me, caressing my hair. "It's not your fault, alright? We've been fucking stupid, playing with you like that."

I was his... How could he say such a thing? He had the right to play with me however he wanted! "We're gonna fix this, honey," I said, kissing his cheek. "I swear!"

He sighed and looked at me. "I hope we will." He mumbled. "Because if we don't, at best, you're gonna act crazy for two days a week, and at worst, one of John's fucking dead man switches is gonna trigger now that he's gone."

I frowned. "Dead man's switches?"

"When we put you into a trance after we shook hands on it, he reprogrammed you in front of me." He started explaining. "But he said he'd keep a few suggestions in place for if I ever tried to mess with him. Dead man's switches, he said."

I gulped and nodded; the idea that suggestions deeply rooted in my mind might be triggered without Simon knowing how to undo them was scary. "Shit..." I mumbled, feeling a pit of fear in my stomach. "What if it already got triggered?"

He clenched his teeth. "I thought about that..."

"And?"

"Well, how the fuck would I know?" He said, sighing. "I can't read your mind, and you might do everything to hide it from me, maybe even from yourself. Maybe it's not gonna happen until later. I have no idea!"

Well, that was terrifying. "So, what do we do?"

He shrugged. "I'd offer to put you under and..."

"NO!" I yelled, and a shiver went down my spine. I couldn't allow myself to be hypnotized.

"Yeah, that's what I figured. That's probably a suggestion in place. So, no way for you to get in a trance and have me figure it out."

I was breathing fast, panicking. "Can't we... Can't we find someone else?"

"Honey, let's get back home first, alright?"

"But... What if I try to hurt you? What if I grab the wheel while you're driving and..."

"Relax! Get in the car!" Simon ordered, and I could feel the compulsion in his voice. He was commanding me to obey him, and he was right; I couldn't let myself panic like that. It felt like a weight was lifted from my chest, and I could finally breathe again.

"Yes, honey." I nodded and smiled, opening the passenger door and getting in the car.


"You sure you don't want me to help you relax?" I purred in Simon's ears, sliding a hand down his chest. He shook his head, visibly frustrated. "What? You think John's hidden suggestions will make me bite your dick off?" I chuckled. "Come on..."

He hadn't commanded me back to my normal state of mind after ordering me to relax, and the contrast between my casual attitude and his frustration was obvious. "I just... I'm worried. I don't know how to fix that shit..." He said, and I could see the fear in his eyes.

"Maybe it won’t be triggered at all, and we won’t even have to deal with it!" I suggested. "Well, just me going haywire every weekend, but we can figure it out, right?"

He sighed. "Maybe... Keep you drugged or something. I'm not really into that idea."

I shrugged. He could do as he pleased with me, after all. "Whatever works, I guess."

"I'm serious, Ashley. How would it even work? You'd switch at 5 PM sharp, and then what? I can't sneak into your office every Friday afternoon and leave with you unconscious or high as a kite. People would get suspicious."

I shrugged again, a smile on my face. "I'm sure you'll find a solution, honey." I really wasn't worried anymore, thank God for that!

"Okay... You know what? Let's fix this right now. Snap out of it! Stop obeying my last commands of the day!" He ordered, and I felt the world shift. The fear and the panic came rushing back, and I gasped, feeling tears in my eyes.

"Fuck!" I cursed, my breath short again, my heart beating fast.

"You really can't remember any of his suggestions?" Simon asked. "I mean the dead man's switches..."

I tried, really tried to remember, but it was all hazy. "No... Not at all! I can barely even remember the day you two hypnotized me together..."

Was I feeling any different already? Surely, I'd know if a trigger had been activated, right? I didn't feel like hurting him or myself... I was panicking, yes, but not any more than I would have expected in these circumstances. I was scared of what might happen, but I wasn't acting on any suggestion in particular, not that I knew of. Maybe John had been careful and planned ahead in case he died. Well... That didn't really sound like him, but I could still hope.

I looked at Simon. He was pale. He looked terrified. "Can I... hug you?" I said, my voice shaky. "Please?"

He nodded, and I wrapped my arms around him. I was shaking. He was shaking, too. "Please... Please don't let anything happen to me." I begged him. "I don't want to go crazy. I don't want to hurt you..." The tears were rolling down my cheeks, and I couldn't stop myself. I was afraid. I was so, so scared.

"Alright, honey... That's enough worrying for one night, alright?" He said, his eyes on me. "I need you to be brave. I need you to be strong. Stop being afraid, now!"

Suddenly, the fear and the panic were gone, and I could breathe again. I wasn't relaxed either, not like before, but I was just... fine, I suppose. I was fine. "Right," I nodded, smiling at him. "With a bit of luck, we still have four days to come up with a solution." I grabbed my phone and looked at the time. "And right now... we've got a couple of hours left before I become Mrs. Wage Slave again. So how about you let me help you relax, too, huh?" I gave him a playful grin, my hand reaching down his pants. "I can't order you not to worry, but I know a thing or two that can help you feel better..."

He chuckled and finally relaxed a bit. "Fair enough, honey. I guess there isn't much else to do for now."

I leaned closer, nibbling at his earlobe. "Then how about you play with my mind a bit, too, and have fun?"

He grabbed my shoulders and pushed me back against the couch. "You want me to play with your mind, honey?" He said, his eyes staring into mine, burning with an intensity I rarely had seen from him before.

"I do..." I murmured. "I do..." I wanted anything that he could want. I wanted to please him. I wanted him to play with me like he owned me. Because he did, half of the time anyway.

"Then here's what you're gonna do; when I tell you to, you're gonna be dumb. Dumber than a brick. So fucking stupid that you'll barely know how to speak."

I chuckled, the idea a bit ridiculous, and yet eagerly anticipating his signal. "Oh, so you want to fuck a bimbo tonight, huh?" I purred.

"Exactly," he said, his hand grabbing the back of my head. "The dumbest bimbo you can imagine. Be that bimbo, now!"

I laughed and smiled at him. He was so silly, telling me to act dumb. I mean, what's that mean? I giggled and pressed my big tits against his chest, and looked at him. "Wait... What we was talking about?" I asked, genuinely confused. Moving my mouth to say words, it was... hard! I felt my brain working slower than usual. It was a funny feeling, but I was too dumb to really think about it.

"How about you stop worrying about it and take your clothes off instead?" He said, a hungry look in his eyes.

"Oh!" I gasped and nodded, smiling at him. "Good idea!" I struggled to undo the buttons of my blouse. Why were clothes so complicated? "What you wanna do after that, huh?"

"Guess," he said, grinning.

"Hmm..." I was struggling to think, but I still managed to free my tits from the confines of my blouse, shaking my arms like an idiot. The more I tried to think, the harder it became to focus on anything. "I dunno... You wanna watch TV?"

"No, silly, I'm gonna fuck you." He said, his fingers reaching for my boob and grabbing it hard. I giggled. "I'm gonna fuck you senseless."

"Senslus?" I said. I wasn't sure I understood that word. He unbuckled his pants, his big cock popping out of his underwear. "Oooooh..." I moaned, my pussy getting wet. "I love cock!" I giggled, and after a few awkward attempts, I managed to properly position myself on my knees in front of me, engulfing the tip of his cock in my mouth.


I groaned as I noticed I had once again lost my focus, grabbing the phone to check the time when I should have been finishing a report instead. I sighed, frustrated. This had been a common occurrence for the past few days. I'd find myself waiting for something, though I didn't really know what. I would stare at my phone as if expecting a call, but none would come, or they would just feel unrelated to that strange feeling I had. I would stand up and look over the thin walls of my cubicle, staring at John's empty desk, expecting something, but whatever it was, it never happened.

For some reason, though, as I got rid of my phone to try and be productive for the last five minutes of the workday, I knew I wouldn't be waiting for that sort of thing ever again. Whatever I was waiting for, I knew it didn't matter anymore. It was strange, but I had work to do. I'd worry about that another time.

What worried me, though, was that today was Friday, and I was afraid of what my colleagues would say when I'd turn into a manic, crazy version of myself, trying to serve a master who was no longer among the living. I hoped I wouldn't cause too much of a scene.

I had just sent the final email of the week and the clock on the bottom right of my monitor turned from 4:59 to 5:00, my phone buzzing.

It took me a while to figure out what the fuck was going on as if the bitch's brain was struggling to catch up with the sudden change in her personality. I looked at myself, my body feeling alien to me, and then at my surroundings, trying to remember where the fuck I was. I was in the office, and it was 5 PM, and I was awake. Shit... That was bad news. I scanned her memories, looking for clues as to what manifested me, and I found them. John's corpse in a motel, the police, her boyfriend's attempts at helping her, all of it. Shit... I felt nauseous. My stomach was turning, and I could feel tears in my eyes. The poor girl was crying. I was crying...

I shook my head and quickly gathered her stuff, her movements easy and natural. She'd done it a thousand times before, and she was the real one after all; I was merely an echo. I rushed out of the building, trying to avoid any confrontation with her coworkers. I was too upset to deal with that shit. I had one job to do, and then I'd be gone for good, and I'd be able to mourn myself in some dark corner of her mind.

She knew the way back home by heart, and her body was moving almost by itself as she headed for the subway station, taking her usual route. It left me plenty of time to try and come to terms with my absurd and brief existence. I was sorta pondering the meaning of life when a familiar black Ford pulled up beside me. I froze and turned to look. The window rolled down, and I saw Simon behind the wheel, looking at me with an anxious expression on his face.

"Well, look who decided to show up!" I said, smirking, my voice a bit hoarse. I could feel my brain, Ashley's brain, working overtime to find the right tone, the right attitude, and the right expressions, all from memory. It was a strange feeling. "You and I need to have a little conversation about our little slut here."

"What?" He said, sounding confused.

I walked around the car and opened the passenger door, sitting on the seat next to him. "It's me, you idiot..."

"John?" He mumbled. "What... How..." The look on his face was priceless. I had to laugh.

"Yeah, well, kinda, John," I said, sighing. "More like Ashley trying her best to put herself in my shoes."

Simon's mouth was gaping, and I couldn't really blame the poor sap. I'd been through the same shock not ten minutes ago. But he wasn't the one stuck in someone else's body. Though, as I looked down at the bitch's huge tits, I felt like I couldn't really complain. It was funny, getting aroused by the sight... I guess Ashley expected the real me to appreciate them, and I guess she was doing a good job pretending to be me. Hell, I felt like I was me! I wasn't, though; I was her... So fucking weird...

Simon followed my gaze and seemed to freak out even more. I chuckled at what my little slut probably thought was a good impression of my real self. Not that I'd actually know... Would have been nice to ask the guy if he thought I was doing a good job being him, though. RIP.

"Relax, you idiot," I sighed. "I'm not staying for long." I looked at the road in front of us and gestured at him. "Drive."

"Where?" He asked. I could feel the fear in his voice.

I shrugged. "I had a funeral, right?" The poor boy had to be scared shitless. I was dead, and here I was, a fucking ghost in his girlfriend's body. "I wanna see my tombstone. Drive my old slut to the graveyard. Let's have her pay her respect to her dead master."

He was pale as fuck as he started the car and drove away, heading to the cemetery, his eyes on the road, his hands tense and shaking. "So, what are you exactly? One of John's dead man switches?" He asked with a shaky voice.

"Yeah," I answered truthfully. "I'm not an idiot. I planned ahead for all sorts of scenarios." I chuckled and grabbed at one of her boobs, squeezing it. I wasn't gonna let her go without having a last bit of fun, was I? "Honestly, this specific one I didn't expect, or should I say I didn't hope for. But here I am, I guess." He looked at me, still pale, still afraid. "Listen... There were a few triggers in place that Ashley had to be exposed to on a regular basis so that if something happened to me, if you tried to stop me from contacting her, there would be consequences."

"But... John's dead... You're dead..." Simon muttered, and I felt a shiver in the bitch's body as I heard the words again.

"I know that, dipshit." I groaned and rolled her eyes. "And if there was any reason to suspect you were involved, I wouldn't be here. Instead, your precious girlfriend would already be trying to come up with covert ways to ruin your life." I chuckled, looking at him as he stared at the road, digesting what I was telling him. "But if I wasn't around for some other reason, something that wouldn't be your fault, I'd show up."

"What, to haunt me?" He scoffed.

"Jesus, pal, I don't think that highly of you! Ashley can do that all by herself." I laughed. "Nah... Without the real John around to decide what should be done with her slutty little mind, she'd have to make decisions for herself."

"As you?" He said.

"Well... That's the closest she's gonna get to letting me decide, isn't it?"

He seemed to relax a bit as he realized he wasn't in trouble. Not directly, anyway. "So, she gets to... what... reprogram herself? Based on what she thinks John would do?"

"You got it, buddy. I've got the keys to her brain." I said. "Now I, I mean she, will have to decide what to do with herself." I chuckled and leaned back on my seat, staring out the windshield. "It's a hell of a thing, right?" I said, shaking my head.

"So, I'm taking you to your fucking tombstone, and then what?" Simon asked. He sounded frustrated, but I couldn't blame the guy. I may have believed I was John; he and I knew I was merely Ashley in disguise. But she had no choice but to play the part so well, she could trick herself. And I guess the poor guy was wondering if she'd play him well enough to doom herself and him out of what she imagined a now-dead man would want.

I shrugged. "I don't know yet, honestly. Maybe that's why she's making me do this. To help decide, you know?"

"You're dead, John, for fuck's sake..." Simon said, and I felt a pit in my stomach. I was scared. I was sad. I was mourning myself. Talk about one hell of a roleplay! "You've got nothing else to lose or gain from this, so please just... Let her go. Let her be free from you. Please." The desperation in his voice was palpable.

"Free? You want her free, or you want her to yourself?" I asked, and he looked at me, his face a grimace of anger. Yeah, I was pretty confident I would have said that.

"Fuck you," he blurted out, and I couldn't help but laugh. That, too, I would have done.


I shivered as I stood in front of the tombstone, feeling the chill of the late evening breeze brush past the bitch's hair, caressing her face. How ironic, being so alive to face my own grave. I had to chuckle at that.

"I can't imagine how it feels," Simon said, standing behind me, his voice low. Was he trying to play nice with the ghost of his dead friend? Put himself in his good graces one last time so he'd leave his girlfriend alone?

"It's fucked up in more ways than you can imagine." I sighed, shaking her head. "My life was just getting good. I had the best slut in the world. I was happy. Or at least I think I was."

The fucker remained silent. I could feel the tension in the air between us. He knew I needed time, but he was still terrified that the girl's mind was going to fuck herself, and him, over.

I knelt down and brushed her fingers against the cold stone. "It could have been worse, right?" I said. "Dying of a stroke balls deep inside her? That's one hell of a way to go, right?" I laughed, and he remained silent. Cuckolding him to the very end through her lover's mouth. I had no doubt the real John would have loved that.

I turned around to look at him. "So? Now that I'm out of the picture. What would you have her be?"

He seemed to hesitate, weighing his options, probably wondering if I was tricking him, testing him. "Mine, like she was when it was my half of the week. My Ashley." He finally admitted, his voice low, still anxious, still afraid.

"So not so free, heh? You just want her to yourself. Fuck, I don't blame you. She's a sweet piece of ass and a great fuck."

He stared at me, his jaw clenched, his fists closed, clearly waiting to see where I was going with this.

"I don't know if it's her doing some wishful thinking or if she genuinely believes it, but I don't think I was totally heartless, you know?" He relaxed a bit, and I could see the hope in his eyes. "Maybe I could have put up more of a fight when you barged in the office asking to have a proper share of her, but I didn't. I let you have it."

"You did."

I stood up and approached him. She was a bit shorter than him, and I had to look up at him as I spoke. I imagined that would make me feel weird, and then it did. "Alright, pal. You win." I sighed. "She's yours."

He gasped, his eyes widening, and he grabbed me, pulling me against his chest. "Hey, hey, easy, buddy! I'm not gone yet!"

"Sorry!" He said, letting me go and looking down at me with a bright, happy smile. "Thank you, John." He said. "Thank you..."

"Thank your girlfriend for having such a high opinion of me," I scoffed. "Now, how about you give me a moment alone with... myself? And I'll be out of her brain. Forever this time."

"Of course..." He said, stepping back. "Of course, yeah... I'll wait by the car."

As he walked away, I turned back around to face my grave, sighing. What would the real John do? What would he want? I looked down at Ashley’s body one more time and raised an eyebrow, her face smirking. Yeah, that seemed appropriate.

I slipped a hand under her skirt and pulled her panties down her legs. I stepped out of them and carefully placed them on top of the stone, folding them neatly as if I were leaving an offering. Then, I let my fingers, her fingers, slowly travel up her inner thigh. It felt good touching her like that. I could feel the wetness between her legs, my legs. I moaned and closed her eyes, her body reacting to the touch. I was going to fuck her one last time, and I was going to enjoy it from both ends. I was going to fuck myself.

My fingers were wet with the bitch's juices, and I could hear the sound of her pussy as I fingered her, the sound of her panting, her moaning. I was going to make her cum. I was going to cum, one last time, and then, I was going to disappear.

My body, her body, was trembling with lust and desire. I could feel her heart beating hard in her chest, her lungs breathing fast. We were working together, her and I, arousing ourselves. She was, in a way, fucking her master, who, in return, was fucking his slut one last time. I felt the surge of pleasure in our shared body, and I moaned, biting down on her lips, her eyes still closed, my fingers still working our shared body to orgasm. Soon enough, it exploded in a powerful wave, washing me away.

I shook my head and sighed, my body still tingling with pleasure. As the haze of the orgasm cleared from my mind, I found myself standing in the middle of a graveyard, my fingers deep inside myself. I looked around, confused, and realized where I was. My eyes landed on John's tombstone, a pair of panties on top of it, his name written in gold. Gone was the lust for him, the absolute loyalty, the sense of devotion. I only felt a detached sadness, a slight feeling of loss. The man had died, and so did the part of me that served him.

I slipped my fingers out of my pussy and looked around, suddenly embarrassed, worried someone might have seen me, and I made my way back toward the parking lot, my heart racing.

"Ashley?" Simon called out from behind his car, and my heart skipped a beat, a smile on my face. I rushed to him and jumped in his arms. I was his again, and completely.

THE END
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