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Prologue

“Mmm,” Aden’s fingers twined possessively in my hair and he said, “Good morning, beautiful.” He gave my curly tresses a tug, firmly indicating I should raise my head.

I complied, still in the process of waking up. Normally, I was a fast riser: one moment sleeping, one moment awake, but my time with Aden was leaving me groggy. I suspected it had something to do with how late he kept keeping me up, although our late nights certainly weren’t having any effect on him.

As I stirred, I was just awake enough to be jealous of that. 

I raised my head and opened my eyes. Aden’s handsome face was framed by the sunshine streaming in from the window behind him, narrow shafts of golden light peeking in from between the curtains that framed his head like an angel’s halo. My irritation at being woken up was immediately replaced with a Zen-like calm, my body reacting to the sight of my lover with complete tranquility. I smiled up at him and said happily, “Good morning, love.”

His grip on my hair tightened ever so slightly, and he shifted on the bed a little to more easily look down at me. He met my gaze with pale blue eyes and replied, “Good morning, pet.”

Pet.

I had never been much for nicknames before, but Aden made them sound wonderful. I squirmed a little, already beginning to get turned on despite some lingering soreness from the night before. I let the word echo in my mind, turning it over and over, and thinking about being called ‘pet’ made me want to get on all fours. I could picture it vividly, even with my eyes open: getting on my hands and knees on either the bed or the floor, putting my head low to the ground and rear end. Presenting it to Aden. 

After all, it was his now.

My smile widened as I contemplated that, and I wished he would let go of my hair and tell me to assume the position. I thought about asking him, but it was easier to lay passively and wait to hear whether he actually wanted that.

Aden just held gazes, a familiar and self-satisfied smirk on his face. As he stared down at me, I felt a now-familiar crawling sensation at the base of my skull, the fine hairs on the back of my neck standing on end and a tingling sensation washing down my spine. Images of myself on my knees were replaced with the memory of going down on him last night, holding gazes while I ran my tongue along the underside of his cock with my fingers between my legs. The images were increasingly vivid, and they were getting me even wetter.

As if he heard my thoughts, Aden let go of my hair and said, “I could use some morning head, pet. Go ahead.” He slid the covers off us both, revealing his manhood. It was magnificent, even semi-erect.

“Mmmyess,” I sighed. I needed to blink, but I couldn’t bring myself to look away from his shaft until I reached it. I took him between my lips, closed my eyes for a long moment, then looked back up at his face. Aden’s member stiffened immediately as I pursed my lips and ran the tip of my tongue along its underside.

He began to stroke my hair firmly, the way someone might pet their puppy or kitten, and he made eye contact again. He said, “Mmm… that’s just right. There’s a good girl.”

Good Girl.

The praise sent a tingling thrill of pleasure between my legs, just the sound of his satisfaction almost as good as being rubbed there. I moaned without pulling off of him, making him twitch between my lips.

Aden closed his eyes in pleasure at that, letting out a soft little animal noise of pleasure. He was nearing the edge. I could tell from the way he tensed in my mouth.

Before he could finish, the bedroom door opened. I started to pull off of Aden and turn my head.

My husband was standing right in the doorway.


Chapter One

Three Months Earlier

“Earth to Vivian,” Mr. Blackwell said playfully, snapping his fingers to get my attention, “You still with me?” Somewhere in the conversation, he’d ended up sitting at the edge of my desk.

I blinked rapidly, the sound shaking me out of whatever daydream I’d been having. I looked up at my boss, cheeks flush with embarrassment and apologized, “Sorry, Sir. I was totally…” I trailed off as he made eye contact. I wanted to tell him I’d been paying attention, but the lie died on my lips. 

“Yes?” my boss asked, clearly enjoying watching me squirm. I supposed it came with the territory: too much sympathy would ruin the career of any true corporate raider. He was also maddeningly good at getting the truth out of people, myself included. I could imagine his beautiful blue eyes piercing right through me, with our gazes locked like this.

“I was totally lost in thought,” I admitted ruefully, “Guess I should have gotten a little more coffee today. It won’t happen again.”

“Dare I ask what you were lost in thought about?” he asked. He sounded a little smug about it.

“I…” my blush deepened as I tried to figure out a way to not tell him, but my head felt like someone had stuffed it full of thick cotton. All I could do was admit, “You. I was thinking about how happy I was that you said I was pretty. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t let this sort of thing distract me. I’m married, and I don’t want to let anything get in the way of work anyway. I need to do my best for you. So I’m sorry.”

My cheeks burned at the admission.

“That’s all right,” Blackwell smiled indulgently and said, “I think it’s probably my fault. I’ve been lax about discipline around the office for months. I think we could stand to do a little better.” He slid off my desk, stepped to the door to his office and beckoned me to follow. He added, “This way, Vivian. We’d better talk about it in private for a moment.”

“Um,” I blinked and asked, “Shouldn’t I be manning your phone?” I wasn’t sure what would happen if I was alone in a room with my boss right now, ring or not. My panties were soaked.

“Hm,” Blackwell’s voice took on a stern tone and he said, “The problem may be more serious than I thought, if you’re openly questioning me. We’re taking a lunch.” I opened my mouth to protest that it was only eleven. Before I could say another word, he added, “Don’t make me tell you twice, Vivian.”

He sounded a little like a parent threatening to turn the car around over an unruly child. I knew that should probably offend me, but perversely, listening to him talk that way was only making me wetter. My blush deepened, and I rose from my desk with a meek, “Yes Sir.”

I headed for his office, feeling his gaze from behind. I stopped once I reached his desk and waited for him close the door behind us. The lock clicked, a noise that held a great deal of finality despite being so soft. I started to turn and face him, but he took a fistful of my hair and bent me forward. I caught the desk with both hands to keep from hitting it with my face. Papers scattered to the floor, including a couple of important ones concerning acquisitions. For one crazy moment, all I could do was hope that neither of us ended up stepping on them.

We had never done anything like this before, of course. He’d only paid me a few innocent compliments in the week since he’d hired me, and he knew full well about my husband Stanley. I’d never seen him be anything but professional in my brief time with the firm. In my shock, all I managed to do was gasp in surprise, “Sir!?”

All the same, feeling his steely grip tighten sent a thrill down my spine. Stanley never did anything like this with me. Ten minutes on my knees, or in the traditional missionary position were all that I had ever known.

“Quiet,” Blackwell said firmly, tightening his grip on my hair, “You wouldn’t want anyone to hear us, would you?”

That much was certainly true. I hadn’t been with the firm long, and I couldn’t afford to lose my job. My boss was the most respected person here. No one would believe me if I complained. He could do whatever he wanted, and keeping this quiet was the only thing I could do. Besides which, the truth was that I wanted it. It didn’t matter how wrong it was to be here, like this, I wanted him to lift my skirt up and do more. I was already slippery wet just from the walk to his office.

I bit my lip and groaned softly, “No Sir.”

“Glad we’re on the same page,” he said. Then he hiked up my skirt and fondled my ass through my panties for a moment before asking, “When was the last time you were spanked, Vivian?”

“Never, Sir,” I breathed, trying not to wriggle at his touch. I leaned forward a little more to present him with a better view of my backside, heart still pounding. A part of me wanted him to just keep rubbing it but as shocked as I was, I wanted what was coming.

“Then,” my boss said a little more gently, “We’re going to start small and work our way up.” He hooked a finger underneath the waistband of my panties and tugged them down around my knees, leaving my rear completely exposed.

I squeezed my eyes shut and braced myself for his hand. I expected both the sharp pain from the impact and the smacking sound, but not the tingling thrill of pleasure. I let out a soft little gasp of surprise.

Blackwell hit me again just as hard, again and again in rapid succession. Each blow was a little more painful than the last, but I felt rising pleasure too. I gripped the table firmly and bit my lip to keep from making any more noise. Perversely, the thought that I couldn’t get out of my head was to wonder how he could keep going. My backside hurt, and it had a lot more padding than his hand.

That didn’t seem to slow him down any. When he finally stopped, I was panting and sweaty, but he wasn’t even breathing hard. My boss just rubbed my reddened cheeks, his hand feeling almost cold against my flesh.

I breathed a sigh of relief and slumped a bit against the desk, absolutely sopping wet.

Blackwell said firmly, “You needed that. Discipline helps you stay focused. That’s very true, isn’t it, Vivian?”

“Yeah,” I agreed breathlessly. His hand pulled away, probably in preparation to hit me again. I quickly corrected myself, “I mean, yes Sir!”

He slid his fingertips along the inside of my thigh, touch now so light as to be teasing. He said, “Tell me what discipline does for you, Vivian.”

“Helps me,” I inhaled sharply as his wandering hand neared my nether lips, “Stay focused. Sir.”

“That’s better,” Blackwell’s fingertips slid to my tummy, then down. He found the neatly trimmed thatch of hair between me legs and said, “An undisciplined mind drifts. Wanders. Your mind was wandering earlier. Tell me what your mind was doing earlier, Vivian.”

I let out a soft moan as his fingers rubbed against my slippery wet pussy, then remembered how quiet I needed to be right now. I managed to whisper, “Wandering, Sir.”

“But now,” his fingertips penetrated me lightly, working from side to side as he explained firmly, “Your mind is focused. Your mind is clear. You have no idle musings. No distractions. There is only my voice. You hear and think only my words. Tell me what you hear and think, Vivian.”

“Your voice,” I breathed. Blackwell wasn’t entirely right: despite his compelling words, I was still feeling distracted by his touch. I wanted to rock my hips backward, force myself onto his stiff fingers. Even that urge was fading as he told me to stop thinking though. It was getting harder to do anything but echo his words in my head, like they were drowning out everything else.

“That’s very good,” his fingers slid a little deeper inside me, and he began to pump them in and out, like a short fat cock. He continued firmly, “I’m your boss. That means that I’m in charge of you. Tell me who’s in charge of you, Vivian.”

“… you…” I whispered raggedly, finding it harder and harder to do anything but breathe. That was impossible to argue. Blackwell was my boss, and I was helpless in his hands. He was in charge of me.

The thought was intensely familiar. I couldn’t remember ever thinking or feeling this way before, but it felt like I had, now that I was here. The sensation of deja vu was compelling.

“That’s very good,” Blackwell’s fingers worked deeper inside of me, splayed wide as he explained, “You can feel me penetrating you right now. My hand is penetrating your wet, empty pussy. My words are penetrating your weak, empty brain. You are empty, waiting for me to penetrate and fill you. Tell me about yourself, Vivian.”

My entire body was starting to feel weak and heavy as his words filled my head, and his fingers slid deeper inside me. I clutched the desk for dear life and panted weakly, “… emp-ty…”

I was empty. It was impossible to think about anything else, only to turn that single truth over and over in my mind: I was empty, and my boss was penetrating and filling me, mind and body.

“Being empty like this is good,” Blackwell continued firmly, as he kept pumping his fingers in and out, “Thinking is hard. It’s so good when I fill your weak brain with my words. It’s so good when I fill your sopping pussy. I always know just what to do with you. It’s good that I’m in charge of you. Tell me about thinking, Vivian.”

He was talking too fast now, his words bouncing around in my increasingly helpless brain. I couldn’t understand them, couldn’t reflect on them, I could just feel them sinking into me. All the same, I heard myself nearly moan, “… haaard…”

Listening to myself like that sent a thrill of pleasure running down my spine. My body twitched with it, nails scraping against his desk. I panted helplessly, mouth hanging open.

“There’s a good girl,” Blackwell tugged my head up and said, “In a moment, you are going to cum for me. When you cum, your mind will go completely blank, just as it always does.”

Blank. Always goes blank. Hearing that roused me from my stupor just enough to wonder what he was talking about. I struggled to say something, ask something, but before I could find the will, my boss hooked his fingers inside me, sending a shock of sensation through my weak, quivering body. 

Hot, electric joy coursed through my body. Exploding outward from where my boss’ hand met my dripping wet sex. My body jerked and spasmed, and my vision blurred with stars.

Even the tiny glimmer of awareness that I had slipped away.

~~~

I drifted in and out of awareness. It felt like the twilight space between wakefulness and sleep, but I was sprawled on a cool, flat surface instead of my bed. My mouth was hanging open, a trickle of drool running down my chin. It all should have been uncomfortable, but my entire body tingled with afterglow. My pussy was still sopping wet, and I could feel a stiff finger teasing me as a voice droned on. 

That wasn’t entirely right: it wasn’t a voice, so much as the Voice, the Voice in the back of my head that told me right from wrong, good from bad. I could only make out a few of the words: ‘obey,’ ‘submit,’ ‘blank,’ but it didn’t matter.

Whatever the Voice said was already somewhere deep inside me. 

~~~

“Earth to Vivian,” Mr. Blackwell said playfully, snapping his fingers to get my attention, “You still with me?” He was standing beside my desk, towering over me.

With me.

I blinked rapidly, my head full of fog. Bad enough that I’d been sleeping at my desk, but even worse, I could remember snippets of the scene that had been running through my brain, vivid images of my handsome, unattached boss bending me over his big hardwood desk. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had dreams like that, but these had been so vivid that my panties were absolutely soaked. I blushed furiously, even though I desperately wanted to play it cool so he would move on. I said hastily, “Yes, Sir! Sorry, Sir.” Changing the subject to anything but that seemed best, so I added hurriedly, “What can I do for you?”

He smiled indulgently and asked, “You seem to be having a bad time concentrating today, don’t you? Looked like you were daydreaming.”

That was an understatement, but he seemed understanding rather than upset. Instead of questioning my good fortune, I just agreed, “I am, Sir.”

My boss took a step closer and laid a hand on my shoulder, giving it a fond squeeze. Before I could protest the intrusion into my person space, he said, “I’d like you to think about employee orientation. Think about what you were trained to do. Who should you come to with any problems, Vivian?”

Employee orientation.

I turned the words over and over in my head. I remembered it in the abstract, of course: hours of boring videos about corporate policy. They’d all run together to the point where I couldn’t actually tell him a single scene I’d watched. All the same, the answer to his question popped into my head. Reflecting that maybe all that time in front of boring videos had paid off after all, I said, “You, Sir.”

He smiled and agreed, “That’s true. I’m in charge of you, and you can tell me anything.” He let go of my shoulder and took a seat on top of my desk. Then he leaned forward, a pose that probably gave him a decent view down the front of my blouse.

Anything.

I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. A part of me thought I should object, but a little voice in the corner of my mind also urged me to lean forward and help him out. Instead of worrying about either, I agreed, “Anything.”

“So,” he looked down at me and said firmly, “Tell me exactly what had you so distracted, Vivian.”

“I was having a sexy dream, Sir,” the words popped out of my mouth before I could even think about them, and that helpless obedience made me tingle. I added, a moment later, “Sorry, Sir.”

“Don’t apologize,” he said, “Just tell me what you were dreaming about.”

He sounded like a man who already knew the answer to his own question, but I admitted, “You, Sir. Having your way with me.”

Blackwell raised an eyebrow, glanced at the wedding ring on my finger and asked, “When’s the last time you got off, Viv?”

Even though I knew we could talk about anything, that was too personal. I hesitated, floundering, “I, uh…”

“It’s okay,” he said gently. Then he reached down and brushed my cheek with his fingertips, his touch featherlight against my skin. As he stroked me, goosebumps rose on my skin. He said, “You can tell me.”

I let out a soft moan, leaned into his touch and said, “A week, Sir.”

“How did you go about that?” his hand wandered beneath my chin, tilting my head so that our gazes met. As he looked deep into my eyes, he explained, “If this is affecting your work, I have to know.”

My heart fluttered and I squirmed in my seat. I said, “I… I touched myself. In the shower.” Thinking about it, I could almost feel the aftereffects now: I was slick, and my body was just the right kind of relaxed.

Blackwell nodded thoughtfully and asked, “Why not with your husband, Vivian? Doesn’t he take care of you?”

“Stanley,” thinking about my husband gave me pause, but I couldn’t help answering honestly, “Doesn’t get me off much. But it’s not his fault,” I added hastily, “I fake it so he doesn’t feel bad.”

My boss asked, “So you’re afraid of being honest with him, the way that you’re being with me?” 

His tone was still light, but thinking about it that way put a damper on my arousal. I frowned and answered, “I… I guess so, Sir.”

“You’re so comfortable here,” Blackwell explained patiently, “Because of your employee orientation. Employee orientation helped you learn to trust and share. You and Stanley never had anything like that.”

Employee orientation.

Trust and share.

Thinking about my time in darkened training rooms, staring at boring corporate videos on a giant screen should have left me cold. I thought I had probably slept through at least a couple. All the same, I knew my boss was right. We were here, so close he could stroke my cheek like we were on a date, and I was telling him things I wouldn’t want Stanley to know. All because of my employee orientation.

I agreed wistfully, “Yes, Sir.”

“Of course,” Blackwell said, “I could help you with that. Normally, training materials can’t leave the facility, but you’re my responsibility. I’m in charge of you. I have to make sure that you’re not distracted. Able to work. That means I’m willing to make an exception for you. I can give you some training materials to show Stanley, and then you’ll be able to talk to him this openly. That’s exciting, isn’t it?”

Exciting.

I squirmed again, thinking about Stanley being as open and affectionate as my boss. I agreed happily, “Yes, Sir!”

“All you would have to do,” Blackwell went on, “Is make sure that this was our secret. Nobody could know, not even Stanley. You would surprise him, watch the videos with him and bring them back. You wouldn’t tell your friends, or coworkers. This is proprietary information that I’m sharing.”

Secret.

That made sense. I couldn’t let company training materials get out, or get my boss in trouble just for helping me. I agreed, suddenly feeling very serious, “Yes, Sir. But,” I was suddenly worried, “What if Stanley tells someone? Or worse, what if he doesn’t want to watch?”

“Mm,” Blackwell nodded and said, “Those are good points.” He ran a finger down the side of my neck, raising goosebumps on my skin. Then he asked, “Do you ever suck his dick, Vivian?”

“Sometimes, Sir,” I nodded and explained hesitantly, “It’s his favorite. I don’t like to do it much.”

“I see,” my boss’ tone held a faint note of disapproval as he explained, “He probably won’t. I’ll be selecting the most appealing materials I can get my hands on. That said, if he tries to get out of it, go down on him while he’s watching. This will be helpful to you both. Oral sex is an important skill for women to learn and enjoy, and it will help him stay relaxed until he can appreciate what he’s seeing. Do you understand, Vivian?”

Oral sex is important.

I blushed at missing something so obvious: Stanley would sit through paint drying if I gave him head. I really couldn’t believe I hadn’t thought of it first. I supposed that was why my boss was in charge of me. I agreed, feeling dumb, “I understand, Sir.”

“As for him talking,” Blackwell went on, “I could stop by your place and explain things to him. Once he’s seen it, he’ll understand all of that much better. You’ll want to give me a call after you’ve shown him all the training materials I send you home with. Let’s say… tomorrow morning, we can arrange something?”

I nodded and agreed, “Of course, Sir.” I couldn’t believe he might visit me at home.

“Now,” he continued, “I don’t think you’re going to get much work done here. Between how distracted you were before, and this new thing, I bet all you’d do at your desk is daydream. So I’m giving you the rest of the day off. I want you to go home and get ready so that you can call me tomorrow. I’ll just get you something with all the necessary training courses on it, and you can head home.”

“Thank you, Sir!” I gushed, “You’re the best.”

He chuckled and said, “So I’ve been told.” He pulled his hand away and slid off the desk.

Much as I wanted him touching me, this was going to be better. 


Chapter Two

Stanley worked full time, but he was a photographer. That made his hours and location unpredictable, and we both considered our living room his de facto second office even though he had the guest bedroom laid out as an actual one. This afternoon, I found him sitting on the couch with his laptop, using the mouse on the couch’s armrest. From the t-shirt and sweatpants, it looked like he’d been home awhile. He looked up and said, “Hey, babe. You’re home early. Everything all right?”

Where my boss was toned and hot, my husband was cute: a little pudgy and utterly guileless. He had a mop of curly brown hair that was never quite brushed all the way and wide brown eyes. I always thought of him as more of a teddy bear than a hunk, although it had always seemed like enough.

Until this job.

“Great,” I smiled brightly at him and replied, “My boss let me out early. A reward for all the overtime I put in over the past couple weeks. Plus, just between you and me, I think he wanted to play hooky too. Not much point keeping the assistant there if there’s nothing to do.”

Stanley smiled and said, “Awesome! I have a little work left to do, but it won’t take long. Maybe we could go out? I could even put it aside if you wanted to head out now.”

I shook my head and said, “Actually, I was thinking you could call out for pizza and we could stay in, catch some movies.”

My husband blinked in surprise. Normally, he wanted to play couch potato and I wanted to go out. All the same, he didn’t question his good fortune. Instead, he said, “Sure thing, babe. I can get our usual order, finish this thing up while we’re waiting, and then be all yours. I mean, what you’re asking for is positively herculean, but I’m sure I can find the strength.”

I laughed and stepped close so that I could kiss his cheek. I said, “Silly boy. I’ll get a shower and a change of clothes while you finish with the Augean stables, then.”

“Sounds good,” he agreed happily, pulling out his phone so he could call in an order. 

I set my purse on the far end of the couch, then headed for the bedroom. Much as I wanted to get started right away, actually being here was making me nervous. I didn’t really know how to broach watching work videos, or how to offer him a blowjob out of the blue. My heart was pounding. 

I closed the door and peeled off my office clothes, pushing my sopping panties to the bottom of the hamper. For once, I was grateful that Stanley never helped with the laundry. There’d be no explaining those. I stepped into the shower to rinse the same scent off of my body.

One short shower later, I changed into a pink t-shirt and a comfortable pair of matching shorts. Beneath them, I had some frilly black panties I’d bought a couple of years back. Maybe I’d need them tonight.

When I stepped back out into the living room, I could smell pepperoni pizza. The box was on the kitchen counter, and there were two paper plates on the coffee table with a couple of slices for each of us, along with a couple of bottles of beer from the fridge. Stanley was shutting his laptop down. He looked up and said, “Good timing. You just missed the pizza guy.”

I smiled and said, “Well, thanks for getting everything ready.”

“Sure thing, babe,” he said. Then he flipped the laptop shut and took it to his actual home office. He didn’t like working at the desk much when there was a perfectly good TV just outside it, but it was a good place to keep expensive camera equipment both organized and out of harm’s way.

As soon as his back was turned, I pulled a small USB dongle from the top of my purse. It looked a bit like an Amazon Fire TV stick, but didn’t have any corporate logo on it. I wasn’t sure exactly why Mr. Blackwell had them if they weren’t supposed to be used outside the facility, but it didn’t matter now. The important thing was keeping it out of sight until Stanley understood.

I slipped around the back of our big, flat screen TV, the product of Stanley’s Christmas bonus last year. I plugged the dongle into the rear USB port, safely out of sight, then took a seat on the couch. I cracked my beer open and took a bite of pizza.

Stanley came back and flopped on the couch. He liked to watch stuff with the laptop out, but he knew I hated it. He grabbed the remote and asked, “So, was there anything in particular you wanted to catch?” He reached for a slice of pizza.

For a moment, I froze. I didn’t have any better idea of what to say to Stanley, and the whole thing had me feeling shy. I had no idea how to tell him I’d go down on him if only he’d watch some corporate training videos. He opened his mouth to ask what was up, but before he could speak, I heard myself say, “Actually, yeah. A friend at work gave me something, said I should check it out. She said it was, and I quote, ‘saucy.’”

I felt lightheaded and strange. Somehow, Mr. Blackwell had made me say that, made me lie, and I didn’t even care. It felt good.

A little like being a puppet.

Stanley paused with the pizza halfway to his mouth, tilted his head and asked, “You came home early to watch a dirty movie with me?”

I wondered what sort of ‘engaging’ material Mr. Blackwell had hooked me up with. Inside, I was frantic. Outwardly, I remained cool and collected, not even blushing. I just nodded and heard myself say, “That was the plan. Unless you object, dear?”

My husband shook his head and said, “No, I don’t think I’ll be doing that.” He nodded at the remote and said, “Go ahead and get us queued up. I don’t think I can contain my curiosity.”

I picked up the remote and tabbed over to the new menu option, intensely curious too. 

A disclaimer appeared on the screen from ‘Cute Trainer Productions,’ noting that all performers were over the age of 18.

“Well,” Stanley took a swig of beer and said, “That’s a good start.”

“Yeah,” I tried not to sound puzzled. This wasn’t at all what I remembered from my own corporate training, of course.

The film opened up on a pair of girls on a bed in their underwear, a blond and a redhead. Both looked to be in their early 20s at the latest and, without preamble, they began to make out.

“Who do you know at work who’d give you porn, sweetie?” Stanley sounded confused.

“Sheila,” I lied smoothly and without thinking again, “Short girl, brought a bottle of rum to the Christmas party?” I reached over and rubbed him through his sweatpants. He was already semi-erect, and stiffened at my touch. I added, lightheaded again, “Guess she thought I could stand to let my hair down after dealing with the Dugan account.”

“Huh,” Stanley sounded befuddled, but he was getting harder by the minute. He didn’t ask anything else.

I didn’t push the topic. All that mattered was that he was going to get some training, and I could talk to him about how horny I’d been. I just watched the pair on the screen. I didn’t really like other girls, or understand why men were so into lesbians, but I couldn’t look away from the screen. Even blinking was getting harder. 

As the girls took off their tops, I realized that the picture looked subtly different. It was almost as though there were a thin sheen of oil over the television, giving everything slightly softer edges and a subtle interplay of iridescent colors. I stared at it, open-mouthed.

Something about it felt familiar. It definitely reminded me of employee orientation, and the idea was getting me wet even if the images weren’t.

Beside me, Stanley said sleepily, “Picture looks… fuzzy…” He was slurring his words, sounding almost drunk. That never happened after just one beer.

I wanted to turn to him, but I couldn’t look away from the screen. As I stared, the oily shimmer grew more pronounced, translucent pink and purple rippling over the image. I couldn’t hear the movie anymore, just a deeply familiar hum. I agreed, “… uh huh…”

Finally, the liquid colors replaced the movie entirely, just a field of vibrant and swirling light. I felt warm and drowsy, and the humming sound filled my body with a pleasant tingling sensation, like I was vibrating to the sound. As I continued to stare, mesmerized, a single word formed on the surface of the screen:

SLEEP.

~~~

My dreams were filled with disjointed, intense images. I saw thick, veiny cocks in my mind’s eye, taut bodies, hungry mouths. It was hard to tell where my dreams ended and the television began, when I finally did wake: the first thing I was sure was the screen instead of my imagination was a close-up shot of a set of fingers with bright red nails rubbing a glistening wet pussy. The image filled my field of vision, and the moaning set my entire body alight with tingling need. The screen still had a soft oily shimmer to it, but it only made the scene before me impossible to look away from.

I needed to masturbate too. The thought filled my head, obsessive. It didn’t matter what Stanley thought. It wouldn’t have mattered if I was in public. I needed to touch myself. I pushed one hand down my shorts, and the other beneath my shirt, staring wide-eyed at the screen as I played with myself. My entire body felt pleasantly warm and tingly, and my head was sluggish. 

I stayed like that, holding myself at the edge of climax until the scene shifted. I blinked, and the next thing I knew, a blond girl with glassy blue eyes was licking a thick, veiny cock like an ice cream cone. She took it between her lips, and I realized I needed to do the same. The impulse was so strong that I found the willpower to look away from the screen.

As soon as I stopped looking at the oily, glossy screen, my head cleared just a little bit. I felt a twinge of confusion about needing to give head. I knew my boss wanted me to learn to like it, but I never had. Always felt it was messy, and I hated swallowing. Stanley loved it of course, so I still did it on special occasions. 

Seeing the girl on the screen made me realize how wrong I’d been about it. I needed to do it right now. Beside me, Stanley was slumped on the couch, eyes shut and breathing deep. He sounded fast asleep, but he wouldn’t mind being woken up that way. His pants were already tented with an erection. There wasn’t room for me between his legs and the coffee table, so I reached over and tugged his sweats down. My fingers were clumsy, as though I’d been drinking heavily, but I still managed to get both the pants and his boxers down. His cock sprang free, rock hard.

I slid awkwardly onto the couch beside him, laying on my tummy so I could put my head in his lap, and took his stiff shaft between my pursed lips. I turned my head a little to see what was going on in the movie out of the corner of my eye. Seeing the girl continue to bob her head up and down made my head feel foggy again. I began to bob my head up and down too.

Above me, Stanley stirred and straightened up. He didn’t speak, but made soft little animal noises of pleasure. He pawed at me clumsily until his hands found my head, then he began to stroke my hair with slow, awkward motions.

The man in the movie said, “I’m gonna cum!” Stanley’s cock twitched and tensed, as if in response. I pulled back just in time to catch a torrent of hot, sticky cum in my mouth. It didn’t taste very good, but I didn’t care. I swallowed eagerly, then pulled my head off of his softening cock and sat up beside him.

The screen shifted to a new image, of a naked man and naked woman sitting together on a couch, their glistening bodies bathed in the warm glow of a screen that was out of the picture. They were sweaty, and the man’s cock was soft and wet, while the woman’s pussy was clearly dripping wet. Most compelling of all, their expressions were slack and vacant, mouths open and eyes glassy. 

Seeing them like that made me hot, hotter even than actually giving Stanley head. I wanted us to be just like them, naked and mindless, but my body was too heavy and sluggish to strip. I couldn’t even wiggle my fingers, much less raise my arms over my head. All I could do was stare.

They’re hypnotized. 

The idea popped into my head unbidden and unquestioned. As I stared at them, I realized that the important part of the scene wasn’t that they were naked, it was that they’d been reduced to placid, mindless obedience. Someone else was thinking for them.

Beside me, Stanley relaxed with a blissful sigh, and I realized that whatever was happening to the couple in the movie was happening to us, right now. Every stray thought was being scrubbed out of both our brains, and there was absolutely nothing we could do about it.

I desperately wanted to reach between my legs and finish myself off, but I was still helpless. Before us, the screen rippled pink and purple, and a single word filled both the screen and my mind:

OBEY.

The single word struck me like a thunderbolt, echoing in my foggy brain. I stiffened, my breath caught in my throat, and I felt a surge of pleasure explode between my legs, sharp and sweet and incredibly intense. 

Before I could catch my breath, a second word appeared before me, as wide and powerful as the first:

FORGET.

I was gone.


Chapter Three

Saturday morning, I woke up naked in bed, with no clear idea of how I’d gotten there. All I remembered of Friday night was pizza and beer with Stanley, while watching the most boring corporate training videos imaginable. I couldn’t recall how I’d gotten him to sit through them, or one single coherent scene they’d contained.

Beside me, Stanley was still asleep. He’d had a little more to drink than I had, and he was a heavier sleeper to start with. I left him to it, slipping quietly out of bed and padding out to our living room. My purse was still on the coffee table. I remembered that I had promised to call my boss in the morning to let him know how things went, so I fished out my cell phone and stepped into Stanley’s home office to make sure talking wouldn’t wake him up. 

Blackwell picked up on the first ring and said, “Good morning, Vivian. How are you, this morning? Did you get your husband to watch those training materials I sent home with you?”

“Yes Sir!” I felt downright chipper as I explained, “Stanley and I spent all night watching them. I’m good today. Just wanted to call and check in with you like you told me to.”

“Good girl,” my boss said smoothly, “That’s just perfect. What did Stanley think of the videos?”

“Well,” I hesitated a moment and explained, “I’m not sure, but he did sit through all of them just fine. He’s sleeping now, but I could wake him up if you really needed to know.”

Stanley hated being woken up early, especially on a weekend, but this was just so important. He’d have to understand.

“No, no,” Blackwell chuckled, “I’m sure that won’t be necessary. What I’d like you to do is set his computer up to show him more videos. I think it will help prepare him for when I come to visit in a bit. Get him ready to hear what we have to say when I get there.”

My heart pounded at the suggestion, but I still asked, “… visit, Sir?”

“You need to have a frank talk with your husband about your needs and desires,” he replied firmly, “And you want me there to help you handle it. I’m in charge of you, after all.”

In charge of you.

I felt momentary confusion, but that thought soothed it. Mr. Blackwell was just being a good boss, coming by my house to help me be a better worker. I replied gratefully, “Thank you, Sir.”

“Just be sure to use his computer rather than the television, and make sure he uses the bathroom first,” Blackwell said, “I don’t want him uncomfortable, or you too distracted to answer the door. Oh, and no need to talk it out. Just tell him these instructions are priority gold. He’ll be happy to cooperate. After you do this, forget all about this. Don’t think about him. Just follow the rest of my instructions.”

Priority gold.

Forget.

Don’t think.

The words made me feel lightheaded. I sounded spacey, even to myself, as I replied, “Yes Sir.”

“Wonderful,” my boss’ smile was audible, “See to your husband immediately, shower, and have breakfast ready in about an hour. I’ll be by. All right, Vivian?”

A bunch of questions danced in my befuddled mind: I didn’t know what to wear, I didn’t know if Stanley was supposed to get to shower too. I didn’t know what Blackwell wanted for breakfast. Despite that, all I could say was, “Yes, Sir.”

“Good,” he hung up before I could figure out how to ask any of that.

I put my phone back in my purse, then brought the laptop back to the couch and set it up on the coffee table. Then I unplugged the USB stick from the back of the television and put it in the laptop. 

Finally, I headed to the bedroom. My husband looked so peaceful on his side, but this was important. Stanley would understand. Mr. Blackwell would see to that. I leaned in and kissed him on the nape of his neck, then breathed in his ear, “Good morning, handsome.”

He shivered and mumbled, “G’morning, Viv. Wha’s goin’ on?”

“Got some instructions,” I continued to breathe right in his ear, “Gold priority.” 

Stanley stiffened immediately, eyes widening. He agreed sleepily, “Uh huh.”

Seeing that gave me an intense sense of deja vu, but I didn’t stop to worry about it. I just said, “You need to get on your laptop and watch videos. You can use the bathroom first if you need to.” 

“Yes, dear,” Stanley sounded much more awake now. Normally, he was a slow riser, but he sat straight up and headed for the bathroom. As soon as he was done, I took a quick shower and changed into a pink skirt and blouse.

When I stepped back out, a quick glance into the living room revealed that Stanley was sitting on the couch with his laptop as instructed. There was something strange about the scene, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. 

I just shrugged it off and headed for the kitchen. I decided that if Blackwell truly cared what he was having for breakfast, he would’ve asked for something specific. He wasn’t normally sloppy about details of any kind. Rather than calling him back, I just made bacon, eggs and toast for three, and a fresh pot of coffee. 

There was a knock at the door just a few minutes after I finished up, pretty early. It stood to reason: my boss was punctual to a fault. When I went to greet him, I realized it was the first time I’d seen him in something other than a suit. He had khakis and a denim shirt, although the casual effect was marred a bit by the briefcase he had. He smiled at me and said, “Good morning, Vivian. May I come in?”

“Of course, Sir,” I stepped aside and waved him past, then closed the door behind him. 

My boss walked into the living room and set the briefcase down, then stepped to where Stanley was, and for the first time, I saw my husband. Stanley was sitting naked on the couch, his hands on his knees and his cock standing straight up. The light from his laptop screen reflected in his eyes. His expression was one of vacant bliss, eyes and smile both wide. He didn’t react to the door opening, nor a strange man towering over him.

He’s hypnotized.

The thought popped into my head, unbidden but familiar, and I gasped. My husband was clearly deeply entranced, ready for instructions. Blackwell was going to control him… No, that wasn’t quite right. My boss was going to control us both. He would be in charge of everything.

I took a half-step back toward the door, not sure if I should be happy about this or make a run for my car. 

Blackwell wasn’t even looking at me, but he noticed anyway. He gave me a sidelong glance and said firmly, “Relax, Vivian. Everything is just fine. Tell me how everything is.”

Relax.

Fine.

I felt a sudden wave of relaxation and realized how silly I was being. I replied, “Fine, Sir.”

“I need a word with your husband,” Blackwell continued, “You should go serve up breakfast while I do that. Don’t worry, it’s all for your benefit. Oh, and no coffee or milk for either of you. Go with some tea. Don’t bother listening to either of us until we join you in the kitchen. Obey, Vivian.”

Don’t listen.

Obey.

I nodded and replied, “Yes, Sir.” I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting when Blackwell said he was coming over, but this was all very normal. I felt relaxed, even mellow, despite what should have been stressful. I just stepped past them both and ignored the conversation. If it were any of my business, they would tell me later. 

By the time I had the food served up, my boss took a seat across from me at the table. Stanley moved beside me, in his blue bathrobe instead of buck naked. I didn’t think the nudity had been the problem though: he hadn’t cinched it very tightly, and his cock was still plainly visible. He looked properly awake now, rather than zoned out, but didn’t act like being half-naked for company he’d never met before was the least bit strange. 

Stanley just leaned in, kissed my cheek and said, “Good morning, dear.” Then he took a seat and tucked into breakfast.

Blackwell began to eat too, with gusto. He paused just long enough to say, “This is excellent. It’s a pity we’re forced to go for takeout at the deli down from the office so often, instead of having you cook for us.” He added firmly, “Be proud.”

Proud.

I felt a flicker of momentary annoyance. I was, after all, an executive assistant, and I’d worked hard to do more than cook for men… but I couldn’t ignore that. I was proud of being good in the kitchen too. I smiled and replied, “Thank you, Sir.”

“Oh, this isn’t the best at all, Sir,” Stanley added, “You haven’t lived until you’ve had her strawberry rhubarb pie.” He patted my knee and said, “I can’t wait to have you over when it’s in season.”

“I’ll be looking forward to that,” Blackwell smiled and said, “Thank you for being so welcoming. You’re a good boy.” 

Stanley shivered in pleasure at the praise, cock stiffening again. He said happily, “Thank you, Sir.”

That gave me pause. Stanley being turned on by something a man said, if nothing else. I opened my mouth to ask what was going on, but realized I wasn’t even sure what to say.

Blackwell caught my look and said, “I think both of you should relax and finish breakfast. Don’t think. Don’t talk. Eat.”

Don’t think.

Don’t talk.

Eat.

I relaxed again, my concerns forgotten, and ate my breakfast placidly. I was dimly aware of Blackwell pouring white powder into both my teacup and Stanley’s. I had a brief, fleeting thought about how nice it was of him to add the sugar for us since were so spacey, but it was quickly forgotten. I drank my tea up soon after.

The world slipped away sometime after breakfast. The last thing I was aware of was setting down my cup.

~~~

Images of a naked couple haunted my dreams again. Their bodies were glistening with sweat, and their expressions were zoned out. Their eyes were wide, their smiles were big and blank. The woman’s pussy was shiny with her wetness and the man’s cock was improbably big and veiny, standing erect. 

A male voice ordered them around. It was intensely familiar, a voice I’d heard often but could not, in my dreaming haze, put a face to. Whatever was happening, he was in charge, and that was completely natural.

The scenes ran together as they obeyed. I watched them kneel and crawl on the rug, scenes that melted into them kissing an expensive pair of shoes. Those tame visions gave way to gigantic closeups of both of them licking a new cock. I gasped to see them sharing it. That yielded to gigantic, closeup views of cocks ramming in the woman’s sopping holes, making me as wet as she was. 

Through it all, I knew the couple were deeply controlled, neither one with a thought in their head. Their expressions remained vacant, and I saw the man drooling as he came all over the woman’s face.

~~~

“Earth to Vivian,” my boss’ voice was intimately close, steamy in my sensitive ear.

My body was leaden and tingling, arms and legs too heavy to lift. With difficulty, I managed to open my eyes and look up at Blackwell. He was close enough to kiss. 

He seemed to think so too. Without asking, he leaned in and gave me a deep, ardent kiss, probing my mouth with his tongue. I closed my eyes and moaned in response, wishing I could find the energy to lean up into it. He held the kiss until I was breathless, then nibbled my bottom lip when he finally let me come up for air. I realized I had ended up back on the couch somehow.

As I panted helplessly, Blackwell said, “How are you feeling, Vivian?”

“… drowsy…” my voice even sounded sleepy. I tried to turn my head to look for Stanley, but I couldn’t quite manage it. 

“Mm,” my boss nodded and said, “I gave you a little something to help you relax for training. It should be wearing off soon.”

Something for training.

I turned the words over and over in my head, but all I could make of them was that my boss had drugged me. My eyes widened and I breathed, in dull confusion, “… what’d you do, Sir?”

He pushed my skirt up a bit and slid his hand between my legs, gently nudging my thighs apart just a little. Then he pressed his fingers against my nether lips, rubbing me right through the thin fabric of my soaked panties, and began to rub me. His firm touch sent waves of pleasure rolling down my legs and up my spine. He leaned in close to my left ear and whispered, his breath hot and steamy, “I’m helping you, just like we agreed.” 

Helping me.

“Ohhh…” I tried to agree, but I couldn’t manage words, wriggling clumsily to try and grind down on his fingertips. I was so out of it I could barely manage that, but the stimulation was waking me up.

Blackwell leaned in and bit my neck, his teeth rough against my sensitive skin. The pressure sent thrills of pleasure down my spine, and made me even wetter. He slid my panties just an inch aside and penetrated me with his fingertips, working two of them inside me.

All I could do was moan helplessly and spread my legs a little wider. The bite set my head moving again though. I could remember him drugging the juice now, and I knew that whatever he showed to employees, it did something wonderful to our minds. 

I was so glad he’d included Stanley now. It was such a clever idea.

His fingers slid deeper inside me and hooked inside my sopping inner passage, impossibly wide. I gasped, and he began to thrust them hard and fast inside me. The pressure and the pleasure were nearly unbearable, so much wider than a cock. I squeezed my eyes shut, fingers clutching at nothing, my body awash with pleasure. 

Blackwell leaned in and breathed, “Cum, Vivian, cum now.”

Cum.

I had never been like this with my boss before, but the command was intensely familiar, and my body reacted like a switch had been flipped. Pleasure exploded between my thighs, crashing over me in waves as he continued to fuck me with his stiff fingers. I let out a low, ragged cry, body trembling.

My boss continued like that for a long moment, sending aftershocks through my body before finally pulling his hand away. Then, he stepped away without explanation.

Feeling a little more awake, I managed to sit all the way up and rub my blurry eyes. I looked around and saw Blackwell finish washing his hands. Stanley was at the far end of the couch, laptop in front of him again. I couldn’t quite see what was on the screen, but my husband’s bathrobe was open and his cock was erect again. The only new detail was a fancy pair of headphones I’d never seen before. 

He was being conditioned, and he was so deep that he hadn’t even noticed my boss getting me off a few feet away. The thought of that made me want to cum again.

Blackwell stepped back into the living room, saw me looking at my husband and said, “You’re probably awake enough to realize what’s going on, aren’t you?”

I nodded, wide-eyed and replied, “You’re hypnotizing him.” It felt so strange to say it aloud. I added, voice smaller, “Like you do to all your employees.”

“Not all, actually,” my boss leaned in and tapped a key on Stanley’s laptop. He took a glance at the screen but, unlike either of us, was not immediately dragged down. Instead, he looked up up effortlessly and explained, “You participated in a brand new project, and I’m trying to get the lead on Phase Two with Stanley here. He’s a proof of concept, that the same ideas that help you obey can be ported right into someone’s living room.”

Fuzzy as my head was, I still understood what that meant. I breathed softly, “So you can control anyone, anytime…” 

My boss nodded and said, “Imagine the possibilities. Just think about how much better you feel now.” He reached down and rubbed my cheek, another gesture he was doing for the first time that felt incredibly familiar.

I leaned into his touch, images dancing in my mind of a naked couple fucking mindlessly in front of their television and moaned, “Ohhh, Sirr… how can I help?”

“I’m going to need to show the Board that I’ve got Stanley properly trained over a single weekend,” his fingertips wandered down beneath my chin, to the nape of my neck, “Demonstrate that he’ll obey completely without the weeks of conditioning that Phase One subjects receive. You’re going to help him go along with whatever I say today. No matter what I want, you must obey.”

Must obey.

“Mm, yes Sir!” I agreed happily.

“I’m going to spend a few moments talking to Stanley now,” my boss said, “Go to the bedroom and strip.” He offered me a hand up.

Strip.

“Yes Sir!” I took his hand to steady myself as I got up, and made my way clumsily to the bedroom.

~~~

Stanley was very handy with a camera. He knew more about lighting than I’d ever imagined possible, and had a dismaying ability to talk about Pantone colors by their actual codes. I think that’s why he had never tried to get me naked on camera: it was unprofessional. Plus, he was too nice to try something that sleazy. It was a lot of why I’d been attracted to him in the first place.

Now, I was on my hands and knees on the bed. My face was down low on my pillow, and my bare ass was up in the air with a fancy, tripod-mounted camera aimed squarely at it. More disconcerting was how normal this all felt. I knew this should terrify me. I had no idea who my boss was going to show the footage to. My face wasn’t in it now, but it was going to be any second. If it got on the Internet, my career and social life were over… and yet, I couldn’t manage to care. The filming part felt completely normal. Mr. Blackwell - Aden, I mentally corrected myself - wanted it, and whatever he wanted was fine. He was in charge of me.

My heart was pounding, but only because this would be the first time I actually fucked Aden. That had my stomach in knots. I hoped I was everything he wanted, and every passing moment where I just waited on my hands and knees felt like forever. I couldn’t make out what they were talking about, either. They were right in the room with me, but all I knew was that it Was Not For My Ears.

Before I could look back and see what was taking them both so long, Aden sat beside me. He put two fingers in the middle of my forehead, pressing lightly, and said, “Back with us, Vivian.”

Back.

The hair on the back of my neck rose, and my whole body twitched. I raised my head a little and agreed dazedly, “Yes, Sir.”

Aden took his hand away and laid down beside me. He said, “Mount me. This is going to be a tight fit.”

“Yes, Sir,” I agreed, feeling a little more lively. I straddled his taut, athletic body and looked backward so that I could carefully lower myself onto his erect shaft. He reached up and splayed my nether lips, then guided his head into me. I lowered myself onto his cock, feeling fuller than I could ever remember. He was bigger than Stanley all around. 

As soon as he was properly inside me, Aden craned his head up a bit and said, “C’mon, Stanley.”

For a moment, I wondered what the plan was. There wasn’t room at the head of the bed for a third person

Stanley agreed eagerly, “Yes, Sir!” Then my husband clambered onto the bed behind us, and I felt his cock, slick and wet with lube, against my bare left ass cheek.

My stomach flipped as I realized what was about to happen. I looked down at Aden wide-eyed and asked, “You’re both gonna -”

“Yes,” he met my gaze and said firmly, “Stanley got tails because he’s a little smaller. Now relax.” The last was an order, not a request.

Relax.

I wanted to tell Aden that I’d never even had a toy in my backside. I wanted to know why Stanley didn’t mind Aden pointing out he had a smaller penis, even though it was true, and even though I knew the answer. Before any of that could pass from between my lips, I felt a wave of relaxation. All I managed to say was, “… yessir…”

My body was suddenly heavy as Stanley pushed my cheeks apart and pressed the head of his cock to my ass. He felt absolutely enormous as he penetrated me, bigger than Aden, bigger than anything I could have imagined. He put his hands on my hips to steady himself and pressed into me inch by inch, driving into me with maddening slowness, and all I could think was that it felt like someone else was doing it. All the same, I could hear him breathing, and feel his heart race as he throbbed inside my unbearably tight passage.

I clutched at Aden’s shoulders, nails biting into his flesh. Aden’s expression went hard at the pain, and he began to grind his hips, working inside me even as Stanley continued to press into me from behind. Stanley’s grip tightened and he penetrated me just a little faster.

The friction was incredible, an intense mix of pleasure and pain. Being so full, it felt like the two cocks inside of me were going to tear me apart… but at the same time, hot joy built at the core of my being. I could feel them rubbing each other right through the thin flesh separating them inside me.

It took almost no time at all to cum. Pleasure simply exploded inside me, crashing over my body in waves. My toes curled, my body twitched and I let out a low and ragged cry. Behind me, Stanley gasped and clung to my hips for dear life, trying not to cum.

Aden craned his neck a bit and said, “Not yet, Stanley. Obey.”

Obey.

The word wasn’t aimed at me, but it set off delicious aftershocks. My whole body trembled with it. I wanted to agree, but I bit my lip to keep from speaking out of turn.

Stanley’s member throbbed and twitched inside me and he replied, “Yessir!” He began to press into me again, slowly and patiently, two words I never would’ve expected to use about my husband in bed.

Then Aden looked up at me and said, “Relax, pet.”

Relax.

I felt the now-familiar sensation of my body yielding to his command. My death grip on his shoulders relaxed involuntarily, and I sighed. I moaned softly, “… yessir…”

“We have all day,” Aden assured me as he started to fuck me again. This time, his motions were slower, matching Stanley’s thrust for thrust. 

It hadn’t been a question, and I couldn’t rouse myself to reply without an order. All I could do was try to keep from drooling as Stanley joined his slow and steady rhythm, fucking my ass in slow, short strokes. Even with the lube, it was almost impossibly tight. I could’ve sworn he was twice as big as before.

Paradoxically, the arousal and pleasure only served to make me feel more lethargic, more content to simply be a body that the two men had sandwiched between them instead of a real participant. I wondered dimly if the rhythm itself was hypnotic, but it didn’t matter. With what little concentration I had left, I closed my eyes and tried not to drool. I drifted that way for ages, near the edge but not quite at it.

After ages, Aden tensed inside of me. I was just aware enough to realize that he was close, and the knowledge perked me up. I didn’t have much room to move, but I opened my eyes and managed to breathe, “… please…”

His expression was one of intense concentration, but it softened at my plea. Without a word, he sped up. A moment later Stanley did too, struggling to match Aden’s deep, hard thrusts. Even with the lube, it felt like the two of them were going to split me down the middle. 

If it had gone on more than a few seconds, I wasn’t sure what would’ve happened. As it was, Stanley lost control almost immediately, his hot sticky seed pouring into me. That set off Aden and I at almost the same time: my boss spurted even more hot cum, the two of them filling me to overflowing. Cum ran down my thighs and ass cheeks.

In the moment, I barely felt that though. Instead, my body went taut as pleasure tore through me, exploding from the core of my being in a torrent of hot electric joy.

Aden cut off my scream with a deep kiss, his open mouth on mine, his tongue in my mouth as my body twitched helplessly.

Finally, he pulled away and let me catch my breath. He said, “Stanley, go hit the shower.”

I was glad he didn’t add ‘obey.’ I was completely hypersensitive now. Even having Stanley pull out of me was delicious agony that set me moaning. After my husband pulled his cock out of my sore ass, I flopped on Aden’s chest and just panted, my boss’ softening member still buried inside me and my body still aching with both pleasure and intense soreness.

Aden stroked my hair, then said, “That was great, Vivian. Sleep now.”

Sleep.

I was gone.


Epilogue

Stanley had breakfast on a tray, like he usually did. I could smell bacon and eggs, now a Saturday tradition. All of the sexual implications of Aden’s program were fun and satisfying, but privately my favorite bit was simply that Stanley now not only knew how to cook, but he loved it.

He didn’t even mind that his change of heart was basically a gift to me. Neither of us cared what Master did to our minds.

I resisted the urge to pull away from Master and head for food. He liked an audience, even just an audience of one, and I wanted to please him. I began to bob my head up and down on his shaft, enjoying both the feel of him tensing, and wet smacking noises I was making.

Stanley just said, “Good morning, you two. I thought we could all use a hearty breakfast before we headed out.”

That almost made me pause: Saturdays were for lazy afternoons of fucking, not going out. I kept right on working Master’s shaft, but I gave him a look that I hoped he could read as ‘puzzled.’

Aden glanced down at me, then forward at Stanley and said, “Good, mm, thought.” He was trying very hard not to let on how turned on he was, and he didn’t seem to care about sating my curiosity.

I pulled off of him after all, with an audible pop. I wrapped my hand around his glistening shaft and pouted, “We’re going to the office, Master? On a Saturday?” I squeezed him just a little bit for emphasis.

He looked down at me and said, “Two dozen new interns will be finishing Phase Two treatment this afternoon, and the Board wants me to be present to look them over. Really, I wouldn’t think of it as work, exactly. Now, we have to get dirty before there’s any point cleaning up. Don’t we?”

“Yes, Master!” my eyes widened at the thought of dozens of new recruits to break in. I aimed Aden’s cock at my chest and pumped it vigorously, his shaft slippery with my spit. He came in moments, already close from my mouth.

I loved Saturdays.

###


Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

About the Author:

Jessie is an unapologetic Internet junkie and an author of everything from essays to erotica and, perhaps most importantly, a freelance bacon ninja. 

Connect with Me Online:

At Amazon

And at my blog

License Notes:

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

For more women being owned by someone new, check out:

Jacked & Jilled

Excerpt:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‹Receptive.›

‹Hypnotic programming.›

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