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Prologue

I’d recently become very used to restraints, even fond of them. Handcuffs, rope, chains and leather were both familiar and more fun than I ever would’ve guessed. At least not back when life had been normal.

As it turned out, none of that was very good preparation for riding in the trunk of a car. It was more uncomfortable than your standard stress position, and not just because it involved being curled up so tightly in such a cramped space. I mean, that was no picnic. My body ached from it, especially right around the small of my back and my knees. 

It wasn’t the darkness either, though that would have been one of my first guesses going in. I didn’t even have a blindfold on, because the space was already pitch black.

Even the anticipation wasn’t a problem, not really. I didn’t know what would happen at the end of the road, but I knew nobody was going to kill me. They would have had a much easier time just shooting me where they’d found me. Besides, I knew for a fact that I was much more valuable to them alive and intact. A serious beating would only devalue me as a fuck toy.

Odds were good that I would enjoy whatever they had planned, at least by the end of it.

No, the worst thing about the ride was the unpredictable and intermittent stimulation. There were strange noises all around me from traffic. I could almost make out the radio from the front of the car, but not well enough to hear the words to any of the 80s metal my captors seemed to prefer. The quality of the road itself varied, getting worse over time. I could feel every pothole and stretch of gravel, the shaking making my teeth rattle. 

I couldn’t try to sleep through the ordeal, and I was bounced around enough that I was actually grateful for my empty stomach. Gnawing hunger had to beat a full belly getting so jostled. All in all, it reminded me of what little I’d read about interrogation techniques, and I sort of wondered if that was the point.

If there was one thing I’d learned from recent events… well, it was how much fun rope was. But if there were two things I’d learned, the second was that there were all sorts of ways life could go terribly wrong, and I’d be on the hook for them whether I was responsible or not.

As I thought about that, the car finally pulled to a stop. I could feel the vehicle shift subtly as both the men in its actual seats got out, and I heard the doors slam shut. Wherever I was supposed to be, I was there.

The trunk opened a moment later, and the brilliant sunlight that spilled in stung my eyes. I squinted up and saw one of my captors, a burly man with a well trimmed beard, incongruously framed by the rosy sunset. He looked down at me, shook his head and said, “Look at how rough she looks, Tyler. This whole trunk business is stupid. Wish they would let us just drug the merchandise, like we do for check-ups.”

I wanted to nod in agreement, but I couldn’t move. I would much rather have slept through the ride.

A second man, presumably Tyler, spoke from just out of view. He said, “I know you got a soft spot for dolls, but stop and think with your brain for a minute, instead of your dick. We can’t be drugging her if the doc is running a full diagnostic. And we sure as shit can’t have her seeing the route if she’s been compromised. Trunk may be a little low-tech, but it’s the best thing for everyone, her included. Now, let’s get her up and get her cleared. Poor thing won’t even remember this when we’re done.”

The first man nodded and agreed, without enthusiasm, “Sure thing, boss.”

Whatever else they were talking about, not remembering this morning would certainly be a relief. When they hoisted me out of the trunk, I didn’t struggle.


Chapter One

One Week Earlier

Unemployment had been all right for the first week or so. I had taken the opportunity to clean my apartment from top to bottom, update my resume and think about how great my life was without my old job. I really had hated being a secretary to a creepy lech who was always trying to get me to go out with him. My severance package had been generous, to keep me from talking about that. It had been enough to keep me from worrying too much at first.

Near the end of week two, I was both caught up on my Netflix queue and starting to wonder if losing my job really had been for the best. I didn’t have any friends in town, and I was really feeling it. I began to exercise a lot to keep myself distracted. Lacking a gym membership, I used my house to help with crunches, and did exercises like push-ups and flutter kicks in front of the TV. Jogging and walking took the place of social gatherings, just to make sure that I didn’t become one of those hopeless shut-ins who never got out of their bathrobe. 

By week three, I had stopped wearing more than a bra and panties around the house, and frequently skipped even those. I didn’t see much point in doing the extra laundry. Between the exercise and the fact that I could no longer afford to eat out, I was looking pretty good anyway. All I could afford lately were fresh vegetables, chicken and small portions of whole grains. Despite my dwindling bank account, I also made time for vitamins.

Possibly, I reflected one morning on week five as I held a rabbit vibrator in my hand, my newfound good health was why I was so horny all the time. I now masturbated every time I got in the shower and before bed every night, and even that was no longer enough.

I had hardly touched myself before all this, but now I wanted to do it during job searches too. If nothing else, I needed some good news to go with all the rejection.

I sat on a folded towel in my chair, then I connected the toy’s adapter to my tower’s front USB port. Finally, I worked it inside myself slowly and carefully. It wasn’t that big, particularly not compared to some of the ones in my toy box, but the last thing I needed to do was hurt myself. Once I was satisfied that everything was in place, I logged into my computer and brought up my browser. I had several job sites bookmarked, and I brought the first one up right away.

Rather than bringing up a list of job applications, it brought up a loading screen and my vibrator flipped on of its own accord, buzzing deep inside me on a higher setting than I remembered. The tingly pleasure was nice, but I hadn’t been expecting it yet. I reached for the mouse to turn it off until I had at least read what was on offer today. Before I could click anything though, my screen filled with a swirling pattern of vibrant pink and purple. The colors swirled and shifted, glossy glowing liquid forming a vortex on my monitor. 

I gasped in surprise, but I could have sworn that I’d seen the gorgeous spiral before. I stared forward, trapped by my desire to remember how and where. My eyes were drawn to its ever-shifting center as if magnetically, and I forgot to blink at all. As I watched, utterly rapt, I thought words began to bubble up from the wonderful liquid light. I tried to make them out, but my head was getting increasingly foggy. It took some time, and the words themselves didn’t make much sense. I mouthed, “… cloakatively autexousious…”

‹Cloakatively Autexousious›

My mouth formed a surprised little ‘o,’ and I slipped away.

~~~

I floated in an endless sea of swirling pink and purple, a vortex of color and pleasure that dragged me deeper down with every passing moment. My body was deeply relaxed, but paradoxically excited. My limbs were completely leaden, too heavy to do more than twitch. At the same time, my heart was racing and I was panting, my breathing ragged and labored. Tingling pleasure filled the core of my being. I was approaching another orgasm. 

Meanwhile I could make out the words in the spiral now, each one rising from the depths of whatever wonderful power had me in its thrall. They said, ‘YOU MUST OBEY.’

The words slid into my mind, somewhere deep and powerful. I parroted, “… I must… o-bey…” my voice a breathless, brainless whisper.

‘YOU HAVE NO WILL,’ the screen assured me, in glorious pink.

“… I have…” I agreed, my tone worshipful, “… no will…”

‘YOU WILL CUM,’ the words promised, and the vibrator increased in intensity in response.

“… I will…” I moaned, as pleasure exploded from the core of my being and washed over my entire body, “Cum!”

‘YOU WILL GO DEEPER,’ the words assured me.

Between the white hot pleasure racing along every nerve ending in my body and the powerful command, what little capacity for thought I had left evaporated instantly.

I was gone again.

~~~

I blinked awake, my head full of fog and my body tingling pleasantly with afterglow. I’d fallen asleep at my desk, head resting on my folded arms. There was a little drool on my cheek, which was becoming a disturbingly regular occurrence wherever I slept lately. I wasn’t sure why I kept passing out with my mouth open, but I was tired of it already.

On the plus side, I had managed to turn my toy off before laying my head down. I didn’t remember much about what I’d done right before falling asleep, but I was glad I had found that much presence of mind. I had stopped at ‘pleasantly sore,’ rather than just sore. I removed it gingerly anyway, and set it aside before logging back into my computer.

The nap thing bothered me though. It seemed like I was getting enough sleep at night, so I wasn’t sure why I had fallen asleep mid-job search. Stranger still, the sensation was familiar even though I couldn’t remember ever doing it before. I had lost a lot of the day as well. According to the system clock, my job search, masturbation and nap had lasted so long that it was already almost lunchtime.

‹I want to see a movie›

‹The Wizard of Oz is showing as a classic matinee today›

The thoughts popped into my head fully formed and unbidden, but they were almost compulsive. Clearly, being home all the time was driving me nuts despite my best efforts. Going to see a movie was obviously for the best, budget concerns or no. 

I had to have saved enough for a bucket of popcorn and a hot dog from not doing laundry for a month anyway. 

With my head still spacey, I got up and dressed as quickly as I could, then walked the half-mile to the theater.

~~~

I settled into a seat high in the middle of the back row, and set my purse on the seat beside me rather than risking the theater’s floor. My drink rattled, entirely too full of ice, as I slipped it into the cup holder in the arm of my chair. 

As I wolfed down my hot dog, I saw that there were only four other people in the theater, but that was still four more people than I had in my apartment. I supposed this still counted as a social outing, or close enough.

The previews began to roll, mostly pointless explosions in the desert this season. I didn’t really need to sit through two hours of a film like that, but I liked their trailers anyway: condensing that sort of thing to a few intense, plot-free minutes seemed just about right to me. I was engrossed enough in the whole thing that I didn’t notice someone sit right beside me until I heard a male voice ask, barely above a whisper, “Hey, is this seat taken?”

I turned to look at who was asking. He was pale and a little gawky, with tousled black hair and a well kept goatee. His bright blue eyes looked huge behind metal-framed glasses. The theater was still practically empty of course, so there was no reason for him to sit next to me. All the same, I didn’t want to be rude. I said hesitantly, voice as low as his, “Uh, sure.”

“Great,” he smiled brightly and took the seat right beside me. He leaned in close and whispered conspiratorially, practically in my ear, “So, I hear you’re only cloakatively autexousious. Is that right?”

For a split second, I tensed up. I didn’t know the strange man, and I didn’t care for the familiar way he was talking to me. For all I knew, he was going to follow it up by pawing at me or something.

‹Cloakatively Autexousious›

The strange words echoed in my head though, and it was hard to concentrate on my dismay. They were intensely familiar, maybe something I’d read about back in college, or even dreamed. I sank back into my seat and turned them over in my head. I was still looking at the screen, once again full of bright colors, but I didn’t take any of it in. I was only really aware of the effect the words were having on my body: I was breathing slowly and deeply now, completely relaxed and limp. My head drooped down toward my chest a little. Strangest of all, I was getting turned on. I could feel myself getting damp between my legs, my nipples stiff beneath my t-shirt and my skin growing tingly and warm.

After what felt like an hour, I finally remembered what the words meant. I heard myself reply softly, without turning my head, “Yes Sir. My free will is superficial.”

Listening to myself say it made me clench.

“That’s so great,” the man whispered, his steamy breath tickling my sensitive ear, “In that case, I’m going to want you to give me a handjob right here in the seats. You must obey me. Tell me what you must do, Joan.”

“Give you,” I replied in a sleepy, breathless whisper, “Hand-job. Must… o-bey…”

In a dim corner of my mind, I wondered what was happening to me, how he knew my name, but it was hard to even think about. 

“Wonderful,” the stranger said, “You’re such a good girl. Just keep watching the movie. I’ll help you.” 

‹Good Girl›

The praise made me feel so warm and proud that I could have purred. I smiled vacantly as he took my hand and guided it to his shaft. He was already semi-erect as I clumsily wrapped my fist around him. He stiffened at my touch, throbbing in my firm grip, and I could hear the stranger’s breath catch in his throat. He took my wrist in his hand and guided me lightly.

I let him lead, pumping his shaft up and down, slow and steady while I stared forward. The experience was surreal. The images on the screen were bright and vivid and familiar, and I knew every step down the Yellow Brick Road practically by heart… but this time it was all utterly baffling. I couldn’t focus on the dialog or the images, and I kept zoning out. I’d blink and scenes would change.

Odder still, I felt completely passive, content to simply pump a stranger’s cock right where an usher could catch us, without even asking his name. I had just enough presence of mind left to enjoy how taboo it was… and to imagine I was just dreaming the whole thing.

As Dorothy and Toto began to make their way through the magical land of Oz, I could feel him tense in my grip, cock twitching. Between that and the sharp intake of breath, I knew he was ready to cum. All the same, I couldn’t work up the volition to speed up and finish him off, or slow down to tease him. All I could do was continue to pump him with all the mindlessly steady rhythm of a machine.

Finally, as he tensed in my hand, he gently tugged my hand away from my shaft. Then he leaned in close and said, “I’d better finish in your mouth, Joan. Wouldn’t want to make a mess.” He put a hand on my back and guided me down.

I had never been much for giving head. I’d tried it with one boyfriend in the past and hadn’t liked the taste of his cum. I didn’t bother to tell the stranger that though, since he wasn’t asking. I just passively let him push my head into his lap, keeping my eyes on the movie screen until the seat in front of me was in the way. After that, I looked down. His cock was big and veiny, improbably large for such a gawky man. A drop of pre-cum glistened at the tip. I felt a momentary urge to lick it, but he hadn’t asked for that either, so I just opened my mouth and took him in, pursuing my lips tightly around his shaft.

He twined his fingers tightly in my hair and guided my head up and down. I let him work me like a toy. He came in moments, filling my mouth with his hot, sticky seed. It tasted salty, and just a little bitter.

For a split second, I wanted to spit it out.

‹I Love Cum›

The thought echoed in my head like a bell, wiping away my desire. His cum didn’t taste good exactly, but I adored the feel of it in my mouth and I couldn’t possibly get enough. I swallowed eagerly, then began to lick the underside of his softening shaft in the hope of getting him hard again.

The stranger gently tugged me off of his flaccid cock and whispered gently, “Good girl. Relax for me now.”

‹Good Girl›

‹Relax›

His words echoed in my brain, replacing my newfound need for cum with a warm, fuzzy bliss. I sank back into my seat and stared forward at nothing, breathing deeply.

After what might have been hours, the stranger leaned in again and whispered in my ear, “In a moment, it will be time for us to go, Joan. You will remember that I’m your friend Brett. We met by chance, and now I’m going to give you a ride home. You will have no memory of servicing me. You will just want to go to the bathroom and wash your hands before we leave. Tell me me what you will remember about today, Joan.”

His words were coming too fast for me to really make sense of them. My head was still foggy and muddled. All the same, I managed to reply, “… no-thing…”

I sounded so sleepy.

“Good girl, Joan,” he gave my knee a fond squeeze and continued, “Tell me what you will do when you wake.”

‹Good Girl›

“… get up…” I sighed happily, “… go… bath-room… wash… hands… go for a ride… with you…”

The last part sounded wonderful.

He patted my knee and said, “Wake up, Joan.”

~~~

I blinked awake, my heart pounding like a scared rabbit’s. I’d been drooling and worse, my mouth tasted funny. I looked at my half finished tub of popcorn and dazedly wondered if that was the problem. I reached for my drink to wash out the taste. As I raised the straw to my lips, I realized there was a man sitting beside me.

Seeing him produced an intense flash of dissonance: for a split second, I wondered who he was. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment at the drool on my chin, and I wondered if he’d come to sit beside me while I was asleep.

‹He’s my friend Brett›

The thought pulsed in my brain, unbidden. I relaxed immediately. It was only my friend. I couldn’t place where we’d met or anything we’d done together, but I was still foggy from my impromptu nap.

Brett leaned in and whispered, “You look tired, Joan. Want a ride?”

I nodded and replied gratefully, “Thanks. I just need to clean up first, if that’s okay?”

“Sure,” he nodded and agreed, “I’ll pick you up outside.” 

“Thanks,” I smiled at him and headed for the bathroom, feeling completely muddled. All I could think was that maybe I had narcolepsy or something. I’d have to hit WebMD after I got home. I tossed out my half-finished popcorn and soda, then stepped into the restroom and washed both my hands and my face. I was also keenly aware of how damp my panties were, but I didn’t want to keep him waiting.

By the time I got outside, I was feeling a little clearer-headed and less inexplicably aroused. Despite that, I still couldn’t place how or where I’d met Brett.

Still, I didn’t want to walk home, so when he pulled up in a brown sedan to pick me up by the theater exit, I just got in.

As we pulled into traffic, he said, “No matter how many times I do this, it never gets old. This is still as thrilling as the first time, you know?” He gave me a sidelong glance and asked, “Of course, you don’t, do you?”

“Um,” I wondered if getting into the car had been a mistake after all and joked, “Giving narcoleptic girls rides home?” I hoped he didn’t notice how strained my good cheer was. It seemed pretty obvious to me. 

“Tell you what,” he pulled to a stop at a red light, turned to me and asked, “Can you tell me how we met? I’m just curious if you remember.”

I wasn’t sure admitting that I couldn’t was a good idea, but lying was probably worse. I furrowed my brow and tried to place him, but the harder I thought about it the more slippery the whole thing felt. I thought I was getting drowsy again, of all things. Rather than push that, I said ruefully, “… no, sorry. I blame the nap. My head still feels like someone packed cotton in it.” 

“That’s all right,” he turned off First Street, a route that would take us away from my apartment building as he asked, “Have the two of us ever had any kind of sexual contact?” 

“No,” I shook my head and said, “We’re, uh, we’re going the wrong way.”

“Oh,” Brett smiled, “I got us out of the movie early so that we could spend some time together. But I’m getting ahead of myself. Before we get too much further, I guess I should verify that you’re still only cloakatively autexousious. Is that right, Joan?”

‹Cloakatively Autexousious›

Until those two words, the first thing on my mind was whether or not it would be too dangerous to hop out of the car at the next red light. As soon as he said them, I calmed immediately. I replied softly, “Yes Sir. My free will is superficial.”

Hearing myself say that gave me an intense sense of deja vu.

“Now that you’re feeling more cooperative,” Brett continued casually, “Why did you come to the movies this afternoon, Joan?”

I looked out of the windshield, but nothing I was seeing registered. We could have been driving on the Moon, for all I knew. The question was easy though. I answered perkily, “I wanted to, Sir.”

He sounded thoughtful asked, “Have you ever been hypnotized, Joan? Brainwashed until you were reduced to a docile, brainless puppet without a thought in her head?”

‹Hypnotized›

‹Docile Brainless Puppet›

I quivered at the words, and felt myself getting wet again. I wanted him to do that to me. Still, I knew the real answer to the question, and all he’d asked for was a simple answer. I squirmed a little in my seat as I replied, “No, Sir.”

“Good programming to hold such cognitive dissonance,” Brett mused. Rather than explaining, he pulled to a stop at a red light and deftly produced a sleek black phone with one hand. He swiped the screen and tapped an app with just a glance down. The screen immediately filled with swirling pink and purple hues. The colors and the pattern were deeply familiar, something I must have dreamed about and forgotten. I stared into them, mouth hanging open in mute amazement.

He said firmly, “Maintenance override, Joan. Acknowledge.”

‹Maintenance Override›

A sense of deep contentment washed over me. I was exactly where I was supposed to be, with someone I could trust completely. I slumped in the seat, eyes half-lidded as I continued to stare into the vivid swirling colors. I breathed softly, “Acknowledged, Programmer.”

“Good girl,” my Programmer said, “Now, it’s time to sleep, Joan.”

‹Sleep›

I was out like a light.


Chapter Two

During the first few moments of consciousness, I thought I had woken in my own bed after a particularly hot dream. I had vivid memories of a stranger making me jerk him off in a movie theater, then hypnotizing me in his car. The whole thing had left me sopping wet, ready for a round with one of the myriad toys in the box beneath my bed…

Then I realized that there was something smooth pressed against my forehead, like I’d fallen asleep with a quarter on my head. I opened my eyes to an unfamiliar ceiling fan, spinning lazily and realized that while I was wide awake, I couldn’t move. I could hear someone humming something off-key. I thought it might be Skrillex. 

At least that meant I wasn’t alone.

I asked dully, “Wha’s goin’ on?” Despite my best efforts, I sounded drunk. I was pretty sure there was a trickle of drool running down my cheek now too.

The humming stopped, and I heard the creaking of a chair. Brett stepped into view and said, “Ah, there you are. Apologies, this rig is a little crude.” He peeled the metal disk off my forehead and pulled it away.

Whatever it was, the disk was dull metallic gray with printed copper circuits on the bottom and a blinking red LED on the side, and trailed a fine black cable. A moment after it was disconnected, my body sagged onto the bed, no longer rigid. I sat up with some difficulty and saw that the cable was connected to a sleek black box, which was in turn connected to a laptop on a desk beside the bed.

A quick glance around the room revealed that we were in a very nice hotel room. The curtains were drawn, but I could see that it was still daylight from sunlight peeking in from beneath them.

I also saw that I was naked atop the clean white sheets, my nipples standing erect and my pussy glistening, but I couldn’t muster more than dull surprise about it. My thoughts and feelings felt muted, like someone had rounded off all their edges. 

The laptop screen caught my attention a moment later. I saw a naked redheaded girl with a very impressive bust masturbating in an office chair on the screen, her expression completely vacant. I stared at her and asked, “… what’s going on?”

Brett stepped to the laptop and said, “Sorry, I was taking care of something else while I waited for your files to sync.” He tapped a button and the view switched to a standard desktop. He turned back to me and said, “There’s a fair bit of downtime managing a project like you. I didn’t want to waste the day.”

I blinked at him and asked, feeling a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach, “Project?” 

“An unfortunate turn of phrase, I suppose,” Brett said, “But true nonetheless. Maintenance override, Joan. Tell me your standing orders.”

‹Maintenance Override›

The command felt strange in my head. For a moment, I wanted to protest that I didn’t have any orders. That was the one advantage to being unemployed: everything I did was up to me. Of course, a real answer to the question bubbled up from my subconscious a moment later. I recited perkily, “Yes, Programmer. I have an exercise, diet and hygiene regimen, including keeping my body cleanly shaved. I must accept a minimum of three hours of sexually enhanced hypnotic reinforcement each day. I must check for assignments to perform at least twice a day. I will have no social contact without approval. I will never remember my conditioning or instructions after an assignment.”

The litany of orders left me feeling pleasantly dazed. The more I talked about it, the more passive I felt. Having orders was very soothing, delightfully heavy in my brain. I smiled widely at my Programmer. Whatever was happening to me, I knew I had him to thank.

He smiled back and said, “That’s very good. Tell me what access I have to adjust your orders, beliefs and thoughts, Joan.”

“Complete access, Programmer,” I nearly moaned the answer. 

“Good girl,” my Programmer patted my knee gently and said, ““While you are in my custody, your standing orders are temporarily suspended for review. You will remember everything about what we have done until I return you to your apartment. You will be happy to be in my care. Being brainwashed is good. Happy. Arousing. You know that you can’t say or do the wrong thing, because you are no longer capable. I’m taking care of you today. Tell me what you will do, and how you will feel, Joan.”

Listening to him talk about it made me squirm in my seat. I wasn’t adrift at all: I had a purpose, and someone to look after me. I replied, with more brainless perkiness, “I will obey you, Programmer. I will be happy and aroused.”

“Wonderful,” he straightened up, his chair creaking loudly, and said, “End override. Wake up, Joan.”

‹Wake Up›

I blinked rapidly, heart pounding in my chest. My head still felt muddled, like I’d just woken up from a very vivid dream, but I knew it was all real. Memories of stroking and sucking Brett’s cock danced in my mind’s eye. After a long pause, I breathed in awe, “Whoa. What… what in the world is going on, Sir?”

He felt like a ‘sir’ to me now.

“I hacked you,” Brett sounded very pleased with himself as he explained, “Well, first I hacked your stream to get you to the theater, then I hacked your brain implant to give myself administrative access so that you’d be comfortable for this chat. I find this all goes easier with a happy girl. Are you a happy girl, Joan?”

Listening to him talk about all of that was making me feel sleepy again. I stretched languidly and said, “Yes, Sir. But…” I trailed off, uncertain if I should question him.

“But you don’t understand a word of that,” Brett tapped a key on his laptop as he asked gently, “Do you?”

I shook my head and said, “No Sir.”

He scooted his chair to the side a little to get out of my view, and I saw that the laptop screen had the naked redhead on it again. She was slumped in her chair, eyes wide and glassy as she stared at her screen. She had one hand between her legs, making slow circles against her glistening pussy. The other was stroking her breasts clumsily. Her expression was completely slack.

I didn’t know how I knew, but I was certain she was deeply hypnotized. I quivered at the thought, wishing I could touch myself too. Instead of asking for that, I asked, “What are you doing?”

Brett said, “That’s a girl named Jenny. She has a device implanted at the base of her skull that helps to brainwash her. Right now, she lives in an apartment full of cameras that watch her every move, and she waits to be told who to go and fuck. I’m inserting some extra commands into her daily routine in preparation for picking her up.” He paused for dramatic effect before adding, “Just like I did with you today.”

I wasn’t sure what to say to that. I didn’t remember any such thing, but I had to obey Brett. I wondered if my need to obey him extended to believing everything he said. All I managed to say was, “… what?”

“I know you’ve been given a cover story,” Brett said, “So I wanted to show you this.” He tapped a few more keys.

Quite suddenly, Jenny was replaced with an image of me in the shower, pumping my favorite nine inch black dildo in and out of my pussy. My expression was just as mindless as the redhead’s had been: eyes glassy, mouth hanging open as water cascaded down my body. There was no sound, but I could picture my own cries of joy as my recording came for the camera.

Watching it made my head feel foggy and my pussy clench. I asked dully, “I’m… not unemployed?”

“No,” Brett said gently as he turned back to the image, “I know your cover story is that you’ve been off the job a few weeks, but your paper trail actually ends a year ago. To the world, you’re a cam girl. To a select group of clientele, you’re a whore. Better than a whore, even: you’re a fuck doll who will do exactly what they want. No negotiation, no hesitation.”

‹Fuck Doll›

The word felt heavy in my brain, much like my orders had. I parroted dully, “… fuck doll…”

The screen switched back to Jenny, who was still mindlessly masturbating. She certainly looked like a fuck doll.

Just like me.

“That’s right,” Brett continued to speak, unfazed by my increasing sluggishness, “According to the background check I did on you, you’re pretty much off the grid: no taxes filed, no medical records, nothing. Your apartment isn’t even in your name and you do not, as best I can tell, even have a bank account. Not even a sad one. Your story’s a cover, and your memories just get reset every couple months.”

It was getting harder to focus on what he was talking about, and easier to just stare at the screen. Still, I prompted him dully, “… reset?”

He typed a few commands into Jenny’s window. A scant few seconds later, she came, mouth forming a surprised little ‘o,’ and then she slumped in the chair. Brett closed the window, turned to me and said, “Now that you’ve been softened up a bit, I uploaded some new files to your implant while you were sleeping just now. I wanted to talk to you first in case there were any hiccups with the process, but I think we’re ready to trigger them. Assuming that goes well, I’ll be ready to fuck you afterward. Does that sound good, Joan?””

‹Trigger›

‹Fuck›

I nodded dazedly and agreed, “… yessir…”

“Wonderful,” Brett said, “Joan, Access File 3-Green-12-Beta.”

‹3-Green-12-Beta›

I felt a sharp pain in the base of my skull that spread like wildfire through my head. My vision blurred and my head swam as jumbled ideas pressed themselves into my helpless brain.

I crumpled onto the bed, completely helpless.

~~~

“Are you sure about this?” a familiar male voice asked, “Once you go in, that’s it: there’s no guarantee that I’ll be able to reverse the process. You may never be able to say ‘no’ again.”

I opened my eyes and saw Brett standing over me. I was at my desk, and he was framed beautifully by the window behind him, the setting sun almost like a halo. 

For a moment, I felt an intense dissonance. I responded to him physically immediately: my heart raced and my cheeks flushed at the sight of his handsome face. Just looking at him was getting me slick beneath my brief pink panties. The adoration I felt for him was so intense I could almost cry… but I had no idea who he was.

A moment later, context came. My mind was flooded with facts: I knew what size of clothes he wore. I knew what he sounded like when he slept. I knew how he liked his dinner cooked, the way he liked his cock sucked.

The experience was so intense that my vision blurred. Brett flickered and fuzzed like a poorly compressed digital picture.

He repeated the first question, “Are you sure about this, babe? They’re going to wire an implant directly into your brain. If I can’t turn it off, you’ll never really be free again. Even after this.”

As if in response to his firm tone, the world jumped back into crisp, clear focus. I heard myself reply, “I’m sure. This is too important.”

I realized dazedly that I was remembering something, not experiencing it for the first time. I wondered helplessly what was so important.

As I wondered that, I heard myself continue, “We have to get the files. If I’m a little… well, if I’m different afterward, that’s okay. Just as long as I’m your slave and nobody else’s.”

Even as I said it, I felt a rush of intense longing. I knew that I was lying: I wouldn’t just settle for being Brett’s slave.

I wanted it.

Brett touched my face, dragging his fingertips across my cheek lightly. He said, “No question, honey. You’ll be all mine. I’ll take care of you.”

Between the touch and his wonderful promise, I felt a rush of nearly orgasmic pleasure. I moaned, “Mmm… maybe you don’t have to try very hard to free me. Just keep touching me,” I breathed, “… Master.”

~~~

I woke to the feel of fingers on my cheek, feeling just like I remembered. I opened my bleary eyes and realized my cheeks were wet. My mouth was dry, my throat raw and my body felt twitchy, full of nervous energy.

Then Brett’s face came into focus, and I pushed my discomfort aside. He rubbed my cheek gently and asked, “Do you remember what’s going on now, honey?”

I furrowed my brow in concentration and answered hesitantly, “Not… not everything. We were talking, then you were going to do something with my implant. Then you triggered me and I had a vivid flash of memory. Like… surround-sound real.”

“Good,” Brett nodded and said, “That’s very good. Tell me what the flashback was about.”

“Well,” I hesitated, “It was short. I mostly remember that we were going out before all of this, and I agreed to help you get some files. But I don’t know which files.”

My heart sank at that admission. I hated letting him down. Indeed, the one thing I was sure of was that Brett was the love of my life.

“That’s all right,” his hand wandered to my neck and he said gently, “You don’t need to worry about that part right now. Just relax and tell me anything else you remember, Joan.”

I relaxed immediately and smiled up at him, keenly aware that he was no longer wearing his street clothes either. At some point while I’d been down, he’d stripped to just a pair of boxers. I felt too good to be embarrassed when I answered, “I remember that whatever we’re doing, it was worth becoming your slave to see it through. That’s… that’s what am I now, aren’t I?”

“Yeah, I’m afraid so,” Brett nodded and said. He made eye contact and added, more firmly, “But that’s just fine. Tell me how you feel about being my slave, Joan.”

‹Just Fine›

“Mm,” I shivered at his commanding tone and agreed, “Just fine, Master. Really,” this time I did blush, “It was kinda what I wanted anyway. Unless…” I trailed off, a sudden realization dawning on me.

“Hm?” Brett’s fingers trailed lightly from my neck down my shoulder.

“Unless,” I only finished the question because he sounded interested, “You programmed me to remember all that? I guess you could have done anything to me, while I was down.” Thinking about that made me squirm on the bed.

“I don’t see how it would matter,” Brett sounded amused as he replied, “You’re the sum of your memories, thoughts and feelings. Those are the things that make you ‘you,’ and now I’m in control of all three. Whether you were really my girlfriend and volunteered for this, or if we just met today, I still own you as surely as I own my own shoes. And,” his voice got pleasantly firm again, “You still love it. Think only about that. How you love it. Tell me how you feel, Joan.”

‹Love It›

“… love it…” I breathed happily. Eye contact with him was making me fuzzy again. Any concern I might have had about being manipulated evaporated like the morning dew. I didn’t care at all.

“And,” Brett added in the same steely tone, “You love your Master.” He slid onto the bed and said, “Tell me how you feel about me, Joan.”

‹Love Master›

“… love my Master…” I breathed, body quivering. I had just enough self-awareness to know that I was his puppet now.

“Roll over,” Brett said, with the tone one might use with an eager puppy, “Face down, ass up.”

‹Roll Over›

My sluggishness was gone in a heartbeat. I nearly leapt to obey, turning over as fast as I could. I raised my haunches, splaying my legs wide to offer myself to him. I risked a glance back to watch him discard his shorts and clamber onto the bed behind me. He was already fully erect, and the sight of it made me lick my lips. He caught the look, and I remembered that I was supposed to have my face down. So I planted my face firmly in the hotel bed’s clean pillow and waited for him to take me.

Brett put a hand on my left hip to steady himself and splayed my nether lips open with his other. Then he penetrated me with his thick member. He was so much bigger than my last boyfriend, forcing him to work his way inside me slowly at first. The experience was an incredible mix of pleasure and frustration. I needed him to go faster, but I couldn’t even rock my hips backward to meet his thrust. I couldn’t even close my mouth, leaving me drooling as he mounted me from behind.

Finally, he was as deep inside me as he could get, and Brett began to thrust. The friction inside me set tingling ecstasy building at the core of my being, getting more intense the faster he went. Even without his power, I never would’ve been able to think with this going on.

After what felt like ages, Brett reached between my legs and rubbed the palm of his hand against my slippery wet clit. At the same time, he nearly growled, “Cum, babe.”

‹CUM›

The thought was completely overwhelming, setting off fireworks in my helpless brain. Pleasure exploded from both between my legs and the base of my skull, and raced white-hot along every nerve ending in my body. I bucked and spasmed, and that sent Brett over the edge too. He came deep inside me, filling me with his hot and sticky seed. 

He stayed in me for a long moment, continuing to grind his hips even as his cock softened inside me. The gyrations sent out more aftershocks, electric surges of pleasure washing over me with his powerful movements. 

When he finally pulled out of me, I collapsed panting on the bed.

Brett patted my ass and said, “I need to prep you for the second half of your mission, Joan. Sleep now.”

‹Sleep Now›

I was gone.

~~~

The second time I woke in Brett’s hotel room was less exciting than the first: he had me take a shower while he continued to work on other ‘projects.’

As I stepped out of the bathroom, freshly clean and dressed, I was greeted by something almost as exciting as sex though: there was a plate with a cheeseburger and fries waiting for me, the first I’d been able to have since my fake memories of unemployment had begun. I nearly pounced on them, barely remembering to say, “Thank you so much, Sir!”

Brett turned away from his computer and said, “Eat fast. We don’t have much time. If I keep you too far past the end of the movie, someone might get suspicious.”

I swallowed a delicious bite and asked, “Who’s ‘someone?’”

“That,” Brett admitted, “Is part of what I’m trying to find out. From what I’ve been able to gather, they just call themselves ‘the Agency,’ and they have a standard format for how they treat girls like you.”

“So,” I looked down at my burger and asked, “That’s the files I’m supposed to be stealing for you? Something about who they really are?” I took another big bite, even though I really wanted to savor the experience.

“Yeah,” he nodded and explained, “I can’t be sure, but I think you’re going to be seeing an important client soon. I’ve left programming about what to do buried in your implant, ready to be triggered by appropriate circumstances. I want you to use this thumb drive to get the data itself.” He held out a tiny black drive, something that would fit on my key chain.

Listening him talk so casually about programming me was getting me wet again. My cheeks flushed and I took the drive. I looked at it and asked, “So no real mission briefing, huh? Just… code instructions in my brain, and I’ll carry them out like a robot?”

I knew I should be indignant, but I was mostly impressed. I knew we hadn’t been gone all that long.

“That’s about the size of it,” Brett made eye contact and said, “I can’t just give you verbal instructions because you might not be able to keep a secret once you’re back home, getting hypnotized every day. In point of fact, you won’t be able to remember this conversation once you’re home. You’ll forget, but you’ll be,” he leaned forward, “My helpless little programmed drone. You’re very happy about that. That’s true, isn’t it, Joan?”

‹Programmed Drone›

‹Very Happy›

I moaned, “Yes, Master.” 

“Good girl,” Brett nodded at my plate and said, “Eat up. We gotta move.”

‹Good Girl›

Warmth and joy washed over me, and I wolfed down my burger without another word.

I couldn’t wait for him to erase my memory again.


Chapter Three

My outing to see The Wizard of Oz proved to be a one-off. Falling asleep in the theater and missing the show was the sort of thing I could do at home, on my far more comfortable sofa in front of my far less expensive TV. Rather than wasting money like that again, I focused on my daily routine: even more exercise, even more ‘me time’ in the shower and in front of my computer. I also found myself napping a lot more often, whether I needed it or not.

I didn’t feel depressed, but I definitely had the sense that I was sleepwalking through my life. The deeper I got into that rut, the less I felt like I could pull myself out of it, even with an offer of work.

All the same, waking up in my chair to a message about a job interview made me perk up considerably. I skimmed the details of it three times to be certain I had everything right before I even removed the rabbit vibrator from my sopping pussy. As I carefully pulled out the toy, I saw that I was going to need a shave down there before I went out. The man I was supposed to meet wanted my hair red, and that was certainly easier than dyeing it.

A tiny voice in the corner of my mind wondered why I might ever need to show someone my pussy on the job, but I pushed the thought aside. Every part of me needed to be perfect tonight, whether it was supposed to be on display or not. I couldn’t be confident with a detail out of place. 

I hurried to the shower. Even though I’d cum repeatedly at my computer desk this morning, I hoped I’d find time for just one more climax before I had to get dressed.

~~~

I stepped out of my taxi in a very good neighborhood, not bothering to wait for my change. Whatever happened tonight, my own expenses would be covered, and it felt churlish not sharing the wealth.

Besides, I was too excited to wait.

I approached the mansion directly in front of me, a classy looking brown Victorian style house with three levels. The driveway was extensive, and there were a half dozen vehicles parked there. I could see the silhouettes of people in the windows of a couple levels, and heard peppy dance music coming from upstairs.

For a moment, I wondered why I was being interviewed during someone’s house party, but it didn’t matter. My cab was already rounding a corner and moving out of sight, and I couldn’t afford not to do this. My funds were running low.

I looked for the front door, then thought the better of it. I wasn’t a guest, I was a prospective employee. I needed to come around the back. I walked across the perfectly manicured lawn and around the spacious garage, coming to a side, kitchen entrance. I could hear voices beyond. I knocked hesitantly. 

A very pretty blond woman opened the door, probably a couple of years younger than me. She was wearing an apron, panties and plastic gloves, and her hair was trussed up beneath a hair net… but that was about it. Her thin figure sported improbably large breasts, big enough that I thought they had to be fake.

I blinked at her in surprise and said, “I’m -”

“The girl from the Agency,” she cut me off, appraising me with bright green eyes. She nodded and said, “You’re right on time. They’ll be wanting fresh entertainment tonight.”

“I, uh,” I took a step back, wondering if coming here had been such a good idea after all. It sounded like she’d mistaken me for a stripper or hooker. I stammered awkwardly, “Maybe I have the wrong address. I’m not from any Agency.”

“Of course not,” the girl giggled and said, with sudden and great formality, “It’s just that ostentatious benefactors enjoy you.” 

‹Ostentatious Benefactors Enjoy You›

The strange phrase felt intensely familiar. I stopped cold, turning it over and over in my mind. Thinking about it made me feel sluggish and muddled, almost tipsy. Finally, I realized that it was a code of some kind.

‹OBEY›

I heard myself reply dully, “I obey.” My dull inner turmoil faded, and I felt very calm.

The blond girl took my hand and said, “Of course you do. You’re a slave for the Master’s guests tonight. I think they’re bored with me. I’ve starred in the last three of these. Come along.”

‹Slave›

Most of what she said went right over my now sluggish head, but that word stood out, and it made me smile widely. I let her take my hand and lead me inside, through the kitchen.

Walking like that was a surreal blur. What was left of my concentration went to not tripping over my own feet, a task made harder by the high heels I was wearing. There were two more people in the kitchen, working on something that smelled absolutely wonderful, but I was so distracted that I couldn’t have even said whether they were male or female.

The blond took me up a flight of stairs, and I thought I might tumble to my doom. My heart raced with it. Even so, I couldn’t rouse myself from whatever stupor she’d put me in. As it was, I was having a hard time keeping in mind where I was, or what I was even doing here.

The mansion’s basement was spacious, and rendered in stone. The walls were decorated to look like they’d been hewn out of rough stone, while the floor was polished and smooth. There were several racks of toys in plain view, a wide variety of implements hanging from them. I saw whips and paddles. There were also several spots to shackle a girl to heavy duty wooden frames, and one cage that was too big to be a dog kennel. There were numerous boxes of polished hardwood. One of them was already open, and I could see dildos inside. There was a wooden throne with a pet bed in front of it in one corner.

It seemed someone had already picked out tonight’s main attraction, too: there was a set of stocks in the center of the room. Unlike old-timey ones that I’d seen in movies, these had a wooden framework behind them that looked a little like a picnic table. It was designed so that whomever was locked inside them ended up on all fours instead of standing up. 

The blond girl led me to the stocks. I followed along helplessly, clambering awkwardly up so that my ass was up and my wrists and neck rested in their spots. I was still covered by my short red skirt, but not very well. She lowered the top half of the device and locked me inside it. 

I was so passive that I couldn’t even strain at my bonds. I knew it wouldn’t do any good anyway. Everything here looked very solid. Past that, everything here felt a little familiar. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I’d done this before.

The blond peered at me and said, “Don’t worry, Red. They probably won’t keep you waiting too long. I know Master was really looking forward to this, and his guests love fresh meat.” She patted my cheek gently and said, “Just relax.”

‹Relax›

The word washed over me, familiar and good. I hung limp in my restraints without protest. I watched her sashay away before closing my eyes and drifting peacefully.

She flipped off the lights on her way out.

As I waited in the silence and the dark, I wondered dully if I was dreaming. The experience felt too vivid though. I could feel the smooth, cool wood surrounding my wrists and neck and beneath my knees. I was also getting sore from maintaining the pose. Most vivid of all, I was getting wet at both ends. My panties were moistening at my utter helplessness, while drool ran down my chin because I couldn’t find the energy to shut my mouth.

I felt strangely disconnected from all of that though, almost as though it were happening to someone else.

Despite the blond girl’s assurances, it was some time before I heard anybody else. Eventually though, I heard male voices and heavy footsteps, along with the familiar click-clack of high heels.

The blond was leading three men to me. The one on the right was white and thin, almost reedy. The man on the left was a large, imposing black man. The one in the middle was older and looked Middle Eastern. All three were in expensive looking suits.

Something clicked in my brain, the turning of a key deep inside me. Quite suddenly, I recognized the older man as Zia Boulus, a wealthy industrialist. 

Information flooded my brain: I remembered being with Brett, being sent here to spy. The head rush was so intense that all I could do was hang limp in my restraints. 

If I hadn’t already been drooling a little, that would have put me over the top.

The white man cocked his head at me and said, “I’ll never get tired of that look.”

“Didn’t you get your wife done last summer, Ray?” the black man chuckled and said, “I’d think you would be tired of the mindless bimbo look by now.” His voice was deep, low and powerful, the sound of someone who maybe spoke for a living. He stepped around me as he spoke, moving behind the stocks. 

‹Mindless Bimbo›

I quivered at the words. They were true: even as lucid as I felt, I knew I was only thinking what Brett had programmed me to. All I cared about now was getting out my bonds and fulfilling my mission like a good drone.

“Never, James,” Ray crouched in front of me, to look me in the eye. He said, “If it were up me, every girl would get hardwired for obedience as soon as it was medically safe.” He smiled at me and said, “Tell me how soon girls should get chipped and brainwashed, slut.”

The question jarred me from my dazed silence, but I paused for a moment anyway. I really wasn’t under their control right now. 

I had to fake it. At least, I reflected, I agreed with what Ray said. If they knew how good it felt, they’d want the treatment too. I blinked at him slowly and agreed, as perkily as I could muster, “As soon as medically safe, Sir.”

Whether James agreed or not, it was obviously getting him going. He flipped my skirt up and hooked a finger in the waistband of my panties, tugging them halfway down. 

“Damn straight,” Ray nodded and straightened up, then said, “That sort of attitude is nothing to get tired of.” 

Behind me, James fondled my now exposed ass with his enormous hand and said, “I dunno about that. Much as I appreciate getting to experience an ass this tight without her even remembering it,” he squeezed my left cheek firmly, “There’s something to be said for a girl with a little spirit. You know, sometimes you want to ride something that bucks.”

“No reason not to program that in too,” Ray unfastened his fly as he said, “We program sprites in video games to fight back all the time. Bet she can fake it,” He looked down at me as he pulled out his semi-erect cock and said, “Give us a show, doll.”

Listening to them talk about me like I wasn’t even there was getting me going, hypnotized or not. I arched my back a little, rubbing my backside against his hand. At the same time, I looked up at Ray and said, “Mmm… yes, Sir.”

Ray glanced at Zia and said, “If you don’t buy her, I might.”

“What?” James put his other hand on the inside of my right thigh and asked, “After getting your wife treated and buying a new boat? You’re gonna end up broke, promotion or not.” He rubbed two fingers between my sopping wet nether lips and asked, “You sure you don’t want to go first, Chief? You did pay for her.”

I took the opportunity to glance at Mr. Boulus. My view was a little obstructed by Ray’s curved, erect penis, but I could still see the older man taking a spot on the throne. The blond girl knelt in front of him on the pet bed, and was busy unzipping his fly with her teeth. Zia said, “No, I’m in a mood to watch today. Besides,” he stroked the blond’s hair, “Keisha here seems very determined to show me her appreciation tonight. Isn’t that right, pet?”

The blond’s haughty tone was gone, replaced by something low and hungry as she agreed, “Yes, Master.”

Zia took her head in his hands and guided her down onto his shaft. As she took him between her lips, he said, “Go on. Don’t let such a fine specimen go to waste.”

“Don’t have to tell me twice,” Ray tore my lacy red panties in half with a single deft move. The sensation of fabric biting into my skin made me gasp in surprise. 

Before I could say anything, Ray rubbed my cheek with his cock, his firm flesh hot and throbbing against my smooth skin. I opened my mouth eagerly and let him slide his member into my mouth. He said, “There’s a hot little brainwashed whore.”

‹Brainwashed Whore›

Hearing the words, it was like someone flipped a switch in my head. I knew they were true. Instead of pulling away, I tried to push myself forward, straining against the stocks for the first time. I rolled my tongue along the bottom of his thick, veiny cock.

Ray laughed and said, “Yeah, just like that! Mmm… good thing you restrained her. I think she would’ve tackled me.”

Behind me, James said, “Guess you can tell them to buck.” He rubbed my sopping, exposed pussy with his stiff fingertips. I wriggled against him, trying to impale myself on them. Rather than letting me do that, he splayed me open and penetrated me with the head of his cock. 

James was huge, so big that he had to do it slowly, pressing into my inner passage inch by inch. Tingling anticipation built at the core of my being at the wonderful intrusion. He groaned, “Mmm… there’s a hot little bitch.” He slapped my ass, sending a mix of pleasure and pain through my body and added, “Bet you’d love to get bought, even if Ray here doesn’t have the money.”

‹Bought›

The thought echoed in my head, almost as loud as Master’s secret mission. It was hard to think about anything else. Visions of being put on the auction block danced in my head. I moaned around Ray’s dick and rocked my hips backward, forcing James deeper inside me. 

Hopefully that would be a good enough hint that my answer was ‘yes.’ At the very least, James sped up. Rather than carefully working his gigantic cock inside me, he began to thrust, deep and hard. The friction was wonderful, almost enough to push me over the edge immediately.

Ray’s fingers tightened in my hair, gripping it painfully. At the same time, his cock tensed in my mouth, nearing the edge. I could hear him panting, feel his heart racing from the way he throbbed against my tongue. He pulled back a little and came in my mouth with a satisfied grunt. Hot and sticky seed filled my mouth, rolling down my chin. He let go of my hair and patted my head before pulling out entirely. I panted helplessly.

Without having to worry about me clamping down on Ray’s dick, James pounded me even harder. The frame of the stocks creaked beneath the impact of his thrusts, my wrists and neck aching from the wood rubbing against my skin. It felt like he might split me in half, and I could hear myself making helpless little squeaking noises as though he were forcing the air out of me. After what felt like hours of that, James smacked my ass hard and said, “Cum!”

‹CUM›

The command was like thunder in my brain. White hot pleasure exploded from the core of my being, crashing over me in waves. I squeezed my eyes shut, tears rolling down my cheeks even as cum continued to dribble down my chin. My fingers clenched at nothing, and my body shuddered against the wooden frame. I spasmed around James’ immense cock and that sent him over the edge too. His ejaculation slapped my inner passage, hot and wet, filling me to overflowing.

He pulled out of me with an audible ‘pop,’ our mingled fluids dripping down the insides of my thighs. He patted my reddened ass and said, “That was great. You can sleep now, babe.”

‹Sleep Now›

I wanted to stay awake, needed to stay awake to complete my mission, but it was like fighting the tide. 

I slipped away before I heard another word.

~~~

I woke with a start as a stream of tepid water struck me in the face. I jerked back and would have slipped if not for a hand on my back to steady me. I blinked in surprise and saw that I was in the shower, water cascading down my neck and chest. I was stark naked.

Realizing that my clothes and purse were gone jogged my memory: I needed my purse, and Master’s thumb drive. I glanced to the side and saw that Keisha was the one holding me up. Past her, I could see my purse, but not my clothes. 

She giggled, “Jumpy, aren’t we? It’s okay. I know this is all very disorienting. I’d like you to relax now. You must obey me. Tell me how everything is, Red, and what you must do.”

‹Relax›

‹Obey›

I could feel the commands working, but they were dull. Muted. Even as I sagged a bit beneath the torrent of warming water, I suspected I shouldn’t be able to think at all. Thankfully, I could still remember my mission. I agreed in my best mindless zombie voice, “Everything is fine. I must o-bey.”

Saying the word ‘obey’ sent a thrill down my spine, even though I knew I was Master’s, not hers.

Keisha removed her hand and said, “I would like you to shower, dry and dress. Are you awake enough to do that on your own, slave, or do you need a little time?”

“I will obey,” I nodded slowly to her and stood slumped, letting the water roll down my body without any further comment or complaint.

“Good girl,” Keisha nodded and said, “Do that, then wait for me. A car will be by to take you home soon. I’ll come and get you when it does. You understand and obey, don’t you, Red?”

‹Good Girl›

‹Obey›

“I understand and obey,” I parroted, and the brain-dead tone was starting to become real. If she kept talking, I knew it was only a matter of time before I slipped back down and forgot my mission again, like I had when the men had fucked me earlier. I already wanted to be a good girl for her. Thinking about it was getting me turned on again, and it was so hard to do anything but obey when I was turned on.

Hopefully, she would leave soon.

Fortunately, Keisha did seem to be bored with this. She gave me another look up and down and said, “All right. I have a lot of cleaning to go help with. Get to it, Red.” She turned and left without checking to make sure that I was, or bothering to put on a stitch of clothing. As she sashayed out of the room, I got a good view of a tattoo on her butt that looked, for all the world, like a readable bar code.

As soon as she was gone, my head cleared. I rinsed off anyway, but I didn’t waste time on a thorough scrub. Instead, I dried off as quickly as I could and put my clothes on. I had a fresh pair of frilly black panties to replace the red ones that James had torn in half, but the rest of my outfit appeared to be intact. Someone had even been considerate enough to launder it. I gave my hair a quick pass with a brush from my purse, then I pulled out and palmed the thumb drive.

Seeing it brought home that I was really doing this. I was in a strange billionaire’s mansion, and I was going to try and engage in some light industrial espionage. My heart raced, and I contemplated just shoving the drive back into the depths of my voluminous red purse. 

I couldn’t make my hand do it though. I couldn’t let down Master that way. More than that, the idea of going back to forgetting my whole life was intolerable. I took a deep breath instead, slung my purse over my shoulder, and opened the bathroom door just a crack.

From my narrow vantage point, the hallway beyond the bathroom looked clear. I couldn’t hear anyone talking, either. My heart pounding crazily, I opened the door all the way and stepped into the hall. I had to be quick: there was no telling when Keisha would be back, or what would happen if she found me gone.

I stepped into the hallway and looked both ways. There were a lot of doors, and there was a large window at the far end. Outside, I could see sunlight, proof that I’d spent the night here. The first thing that brought to mind was that I didn’t feel hungry, but I couldn’t remember being fed.

None of that was important though, so I pushed it aside and tried to look confident as I stepped into the hall. Most of the doors were closed, but there were a couple open at the far end, near the window. I walked toward them, wishing I could just run. As scared as I was, the trip seemed to take forever.

Just as I reached the first open door, a petite brunette in a revealing French maid costume stepped out from it, coming with inches of bumping into me. I nearly jumped backward and said, “I’m sorry!” My heart felt like it might actually explode.

The maid looked up at me, obviously noticing me for the first time. Her vacant expression shifted to one of dull surprise, and her glassy green eyes focused on me. Her skin was perfect, her stiff nipples exposed through the sheer fabric of her top. The dazed expression made her look like a particularly realistic blow-up doll. She said dreamily, “Good morning, Miss. How may I serve you?”

It took me a moment to process that, but it made sense. If Zia had guests over frequently, he would probably want his servants to be pliant for everyone who made it inside. I hesitated for a moment before asking, “Where’s Mr. Boulus right now?”

“Master is enjoying a round of golf,” the maid said happily, “He is due back in several hours.”

I nodded in relief and replied, “I’d like to wait for him in his office, surprise him with a blowjob beneath his desk. Take me there.” I swallowed and added hesitantly, “You must obey.”

“Mmm,” the maid shivered and agreed, “I must obey. This way, Miss.” She turned on her heel and led me away, a bar code on her right ass cheek as well. 

I followed her, trying to keep my cool. I wanted to tell her to run, but I managed to keep my mouth shut even as we went down a flight of stairs. There was another girl in a maid outfit dusting a grand piano in what appeared to be a ballroom, but she didn’t even look our way. We got to the office a moment later. 

Though it was only a home office, it was better than most I had seen in the working world. There was a giant bay window with a view of a flower garden in full bloom, fortunately free of people. The bookshelf was stocked with old, leather bound volumes in at least three different languages. The desk was a gigantic, polished hardwood number that I couldn’t help but imagine fucking on. The computer tower was sleek, black and hooked up to three large flat screen monitors. 

The maid asked, “Is there anything else I can do to serve you, Miss?” Her dazed, mindless look was gone now, replaced with something hungry. She was obviously sizing me up.

I’d never been into girls before, but I felt a flash of… something, and wondered exactly who had put it in my head. Then I pushed it aside, shook my head and said, “No thank you. You should go back to cleaning upstairs.” I added, more forcefully, “You must obey.”

Her expression went a little slack again and she parroted, “I must obey.” She turned and left without another word, closing the door behind her.

I slid into Mr. Boulus’ enormous, comfortable leather chair and saw that all the screen savers were the same, a starry field that made the screen seem like a starship moving through space. I felt a moment of panic at the thought that the terminal might be locked, but before I could indulge in any more second thoughts, a cool certainty washed over me.

Master’s programming was kicking in, and now I knew exactly what I needed to do. I slid my thumb drive into one of the free USB ports in the front of the tower, then held down the power button. The whole thing turned off, then began to start up, but the friendly Windows logo was replaced by a black screen and white text on the central monitor, while the other two remained off. I began typing in commands, my hands moving as if on strings. I didn’t understand a word of it, but that was just getting me turned on. I was thankful someone had done my laundry, leaving me clothed this morning. The last thing I needed to do was leave a wet spot on the chair. The final command I typed appeared to be some kind of file copy, and it set the screen scrolling with incomprehensible text that I was supposed to wait for.

The waiting was far less fun than the mindless typing. I tried not to fidget in the chair, and wondered how long it could possibly take without graphics. Unfortunately, the lack of them included the lack of any sort of progress bar. I stared at it intently anyway, as though I could will it to go faster.

It felt like the process took forever.

My concentration was so intense that I almost missed it when the monitor to the right flickered to life, a bright splash of pink in the corner of my eye. It took a moment to register what was happening, before I turned to look. The pattern was an intensely familiar swirling spiral of pink and purple, glossy and beautiful. For a split second, I wondered how that could be happening when the monitor was supposed to be off. It had to be connected to another one. It only took me one moment more to realize what was happening, but it was already too late. I couldn’t tear my gaze away. All I could do was stare into it in mute wonder, my entire body relaxing immediately.

I drifted off, the thumb drive soon forgotten.

~~~

“I wouldn’t have believed it if I weren’t looking at it,” a familiar male voice said, rousing me to awareness. 

I was lying on my side, eyes shut and body bare. My wrists were bound in front of me with a thin strip of hard plastic, as were my ankles. I’d been drooling again, but this time it was due to a gag in my mouth, something that tasted of rubber.

The sheer physical discomfort of those bonds seemed like it ought to snap me awake, but I still felt groggy. Opening my eyes was a struggle. When I did, I saw that I was in a strange bed, facing a curtained window. It was day outside, but clearly getting dark. Whomever was speaking was out of view, somewhere behind me.

A second man replied, “You were right to call us immediately.” His voice was deep, gruff and decidedly unfamiliar. He asked, “Did you drug her?”

“No,” the familiar man said, “I followed your instructions to the letter.” 

I wondered dully where I was, and why someone would want to drug me. It took a moment for me to remember Master’s mission. The familiar speaker was Zia Boulus.

I’d been captured. I wriggled in my bonds a little, testing how tight they were, if I could maybe snap them. That only lasted a moment before someone slapped my ass sharply. I let out a cry of surprise and pain, muffled by the ball gag.

The gruff man, apparently the one who had done it, said, “Welcome back, Joan. Glad you could join us.” He rolled me onto my back unceremoniously, and leaned in so that he could peer down at my face. His features were rugged, brown eyes almost black. He looked like he spent a lot of time outside, unlike everyone else I’d seen at the Boulus home. He looked back up at Boulus and said, “I should get her on the road ASAP so that we can figure out how this security breach happened. We good here? You satisfied with her performance?”

Boulus replied, “She did fine. No refund or exchange will be necessary. Just make sure to call me first, when you know who’s responsible.”

The stranger nodded and agreed, “Sure thing.” Then he reached down and hoisted me up, over his shoulder. I hung limp in his arms, watching upside down as he carried me right through the mansion. Keisha and James were standing together, watching me. James whispered something to her and she giggled, still staring my way.

My cheeks burned, though I wondered how that could be what I was worried most about as the man carted me off to God-knows-where, maybe never to see my Master again… at least until he took me right out the front door, still naked and bound. I thought my heart would explode in my chest as he carried me down the driveway, my bare ass pointed at the sky.

Suddenly, all I could think about was how now everyone could see me. The only reason I didn’t try to get loose is that I didn’t want to get dropped on my head on the pavement. The walk to his nondescript black car seemed to take forever, and I was almost relieved when he skipped the passenger door and headed straight for the vehicle’s open trunk. I couldn’t imagine going down the road like this, being pulled over, maybe even booked for public indecency. 

At least I would be out of sight, and though the trunk looked cramped, it was clean and empty. The man took great pains to avoid bumping my head against anything.

I let that thought comfort me as he slammed it shut, trapping me in the dark.


Epilogue

I sat naked in my chair with a toy buzzing between my legs. The stimulation was a small but constant pressure on my mind, driving out thought, driving out will while I stared forward. 

Noise canceling headphones covered my ears, a soothing electronic beat drowning out the world.

My screen was filled with lurid images, sweaty bodies locked in the throes of passion. I watched girls spread their legs, bend over and kneel. I saw thick cocks between lips and breasts, penetrating asses and pussies. Sometimes the girls were strangers, sometimes they were me. The men changed too, morphing from body to body, but it didn’t matter: all of them were Sirs or Masters. I had to submit to any of them, obey them without question.

While the images were lurid and bright, the colors were subtly off: every image was covered with a subtle layer of shimmering pink and purple, like I was viewing them through a thin coating of oil. 

Of course, real oil wouldn’t have had words in it. As I stared at the pictures, one girl blurring into the next, translucent pink words superimposed themselves over the wonderful tableau.

‹OBEY›

‹SUBMIT›

‹KNEEL›

‹WET›

‹HORNY›

‹SLAVE›

Each one echoed in my otherwise empty mind, filling my being completely until it was replaced by the next. I could barely hear myself agreeing breathlessly with each one, “I obey. I submit. I kneel. I am wet. I am horny. I am a slave.”

‹CUM›

As the word appeared on the screen, the toy between my legs suddenly skipped to its highest setting, and I found myself staring directly into an image of a Master’s face. His eyes pulsed and his voice echoed the command in my ears and mind, “CUM!”

Pleasure exploded from the base of my skull and my buzzing, sopping sex at the same time.

The screen didn’t let me recover before switching back to the Words:

‹OBEY›

‹SUBMIT›

‹KNEEL›

I moaned along with them incoherently as my body twitched and shuddered in the chair, pleasure forcing the commands even deeper into my helpless brain.

I sank deeper down, to a place beyond sleep where the words ran together into a single, joyful haze.

~~~

Every time I woke from my Training, my eyes and mouth were dry, but the rest of me felt wonderful: tingly, warm and sated. I blinked rapidly as someone lifted the headphones from my head, the screen in front of me now dark and the toy already gone. A part of me wanted them back, but I was still a little grateful for the break.

“How are you feeling, Joan?” the man behind me was familiar. It took me a moment to remember that his name as Tyler, and that I had to obey him in all things.

Thinking about that made my sensitive, overly stimulated pussy clench. I moaned and replied happily, “Mm… good, Sir. Thank you. How may I serve?”

Tyler swiveled my chair around, letting me get a good look at his handsome visage. He looked down at me and said, “We have a new arrival for processing. Male. Tried to hack some of our girls and steal company secrets, which would normally result in being dumped in a ditch. He’s got a real way with systems though, so we’ll be processing him for employment instead. Wash that old brain, stick him to work. Doc said you should come help with his induction for awhile.”

That meant sexual stimulation. I didn’t need to shower first. My scent would doubtless help. I smiled and replied perkily, “I’m ready now, Sir.”

“Great,” Tyler offered me a hand out of the chair, which I took. He helped me up, then put a hand on my bare bottom and guided me out of the training room, pausing only long enough to let me get into a pair of slippers. I’d lived in this training facility my entire life, but no amount of practice could get me used to bare feet on such cold tile floors. I peeked in as we walked past other training rooms, the clear doors offering views of girl after girl being trained the way I always was. Their expressions were rapt as they stared into hypnotic displays.

I shivered, glad I would rejoin them soon.

We took an elevator down two levels to Processing. It was considerably more secure than where slaves like me received training: it was for people who’d been brought in from the outside world to become slaves. None of the doors had windows, and guards patrolled the halls in pairs in the same blue uniform that Tyler sported. I smiled at them.

Tyler stopped us at a door labeled Intake 3A, swiping his badge to unlock it. The door slid open, and I could see my doctor standing in front of a man strapped to a bed and IV rig. The prisoner was naked, his body lean and taut as he strained against his bonds. Despite his obvious frustration, his improbably large cock was semi-erect. He turned our way as we stepped in and said, “Joan, it’s me, Brett! Access File 7-Red-12-Alpha! Get me out of here!”

I blinked at him in confusion and asked the doctor, a handsome man of perhaps fifty and asked, “What’s he talking about, Sir?”

The doctor nodded to Tyler and said, “Prep him.” Then he turned to me and said, “He thought he knew you, that’s all. I wanted to show him just how much he didn’t.”

“Yes, Sir,” I agreed, still confused. I’d never seen Brett before in my life.

“No!” the subject’s eyes widened and he protested, “Wait! No! We can come to some kind of deal -”

Tyler cut him off, putting a gag in his mouth. Then Tyler patted Brett’s cheek as he struggled and said, “Now, now, there are a hundred slaves in this building that would beg to trade places with you right now.” He tightened Brett’s neck restraint so his head couldn’t thrash or turn anymore, and lowered a screen over his face.

The doctor injected something blue into the IV feed and said, “Don’t get so worked up about this. You’ll thank us when you’re done.” He turned to me and said, “Please fellate the subject while he absorbs some preliminary programming. Don’t let him cum until the monitor here,” he pointed to a screen in clear view, “Says to.”

“Yes, Sir!” I clambered onto the bed and took Brett’s cock in my mouth, feeling it stiffen as pink and purple began to play on his face, reflecting in the tears rolling down his cheeks.

I was sure I’d have him feeling better in no time.

###
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Excerpt:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This was new and frightening.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Contents


    		Title Page


    		Prologue


    		Chapter One


    		Chapter Two


    		Chapter Three


    		Epilogue


    		About the Author


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents






OEBPS/images/image_9494c585-e6bc-4caf-8a11-96c8cdceaf37485660342714203525.jpg
Stripped

: u T
Wired "B}

by
Jessie

Hackborn

#





