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The couch cushion had a dent in it from years of sitting in the same spot, and Katie dropped into it now with the kind of resigned sigh she usually saved for quarterly reviews. She pulled her phone from the back pocket of her jeans, unlocked it, and set it face-down on the armrest. The file was already downloaded. Beth had texted her the link three separate times, the last one with a voice memo that was just Beth saying "Katie. Listen to it. I'm not asking anymore, I'm telling."

So here she was. Listening to it. Or about to. Getting ready to be ready.

She stood back up almost immediately because the throw pillow behind her lower back was the wrong one, the lumpy one with the zipper that always dug into her spine. She swapped it for the grey one from the reading chair, then reconsidered the reading chair's placement entirely, dragging it back from where it had crept toward the coffee table so the living room felt less cluttered. If she was going to lie here and pretend to be hypnotized, the least she could do was not have a end table crowding her peripheral vision.

Hypnosis. Katie pressed her tongue against the back of her teeth and shook her head at no one. Beth had been on about this for three weeks. "It changed my whole energy," she'd said over lunch, scooping guacamole onto a chip that was already structurally compromised. "I sleep better, I don't stress-eat, I feel like my body just knows what to do now."

Katie had looked at Beth while she said this. Looked at the way Beth's blouse pulled across the buttons at her stomach, the fabric puckering into those little horizontal ovals that meant the shirt was two sizes past its useful life. Looked at the way Beth's face had rounded out at the jaw, softened at the chin, filled in at the cheeks so her features sat differently than they had six months ago. Beth had gained at least thirty pounds since she'd started listening to this file, maybe more, and she talked about it like it was a cleanse. Like she was glowing. She'd ordered a second basket of chips without even pausing her sentence.

Katie tugged the hem of her chambray button-down straight and smoothed it over her stomach, flat and tight from the Pilates classes she actually attended three times a week. Whatever Beth's file was doing, it wasn't doing that.

But Beth wouldn't stop. And Katie was tired of the texts, tired of the "just try it, you're so tense all the time, you carry everything in your shoulders," tired of being the project. She was high-strung. She knew she was high-strung. She'd been high-strung since middle school, when her mother had started calling her "little wire" in Vietnamese and it had stuck as a family joke she didn't find funny. Being high-strung was what got her through a finance degree and a CPA exam on the first try and a apartment that she owned outright in a city where most people her age were still splitting rent. High-strung worked.

But fine. She'd sit down, she'd press play, she'd zone out for however long this thing ran, and then she'd text Beth "done" and that would be the end of it.

She adjusted the grey pillow again, punching it once in the center to make a valley for the curve of her lower back. Pulled the blanket from the arm of the couch and folded it lengthwise, draping it over her legs even though the apartment wasn't cold. It felt like the kind of thing you were supposed to do. Set a scene. She'd seen enough Instagram reels of women lying on couches with candles lit and eye masks on, all of them performing relaxation like it was a competitive sport. She didn't light a candle. She did close the blinds, though, the afternoon sun cutting a hard stripe across the carpet that would hit her directly in the face if she lay down at this angle.

The living room looked about right. Dim. Quiet. The upstairs neighbors were out, which meant no footsteps through the ceiling for once. Her phone sat on the armrest with the file queued up, a plain MP3 with a filename that was just a string of numbers, nothing that told her what she was about to listen to or how long it would take. Beth had been vague about that part. "Just let it play," she'd said. "Don't overthink it."

Katie stretched her legs out, crossed her ankles, and settled her hands on her stomach over the soft chambray fabric. The denim of her jeans was stiff against the couch leather, and she shifted her hips once to find the groove in the cushion that her body had worn into it over four years of evening television. Her shoulders were up near her ears. She noticed it the way she always noticed it, with irritation, and forced them down, feeling the pull across the top of her trapezius like a rubber band being stretched past its comfortable range.

Katie picked up her phone and tapped the screen awake. The file sat in her downloads folder between a PDF of last quarter's reconciliation report and a photo of a receipt she'd been meaning to expense for two weeks. She tapped it.

Total Reinvigoration.

She actually laughed. Out loud, to no one, in her dim living room. Total Reinvigoration. Of course. Of course that's what it was called. It sounded like something sold at three in the morning on a channel you only found because you'd fallen asleep with the remote on your chest. Total Reinvigoration, available now for three easy payments, call in the next fifteen minutes and receive a bonus Reinvigoration. Beth had probably seen the title and felt her wallet open itself.

The thumbnail was generic, a swirl of soft purple and blue gradients, the kind of visual that was supposed to suggest calm but really just suggested a screensaver from 2008. There was no description. No listed creator. Just the title in a font that was trying very hard to look trustworthy.

Katie held the phone up at an angle and squinted at it. The screen was too small for this. If she was going to lie here for however long this thing ran, she wasn't going to do it hunched sideways with her phone six inches from her face, squinting at some purple spiral like a woman on a bus watching TikTok. Her neck was already tight enough.

She glanced at the television mounted on the wall across from the couch. The Sonos soundbar sat underneath it on the media console, flanked by the two satellite speakers she'd bought during a Black Friday sale that she'd justified to herself for a full week before clicking checkout. Seven hundred dollars for a surround sound setup she mostly used for CNN and the occasional movie. At least this would give them something to do.

She cast the file from her phone to the TV in three taps. The screen blinked on, and the purple-blue gradient filled sixty-five inches of wall-mounted Samsung, which made it look even more like a screensaver. The title card sat in the center of the screen in clean white text. Total Reinvigoration. At this size it looked like the opening slide of a corporate wellness seminar.

Katie set her phone back on the armrest and settled into the couch again, her head finding the valley in the grey pillow. This was better. She could look straight ahead instead of craning her neck. The speakers would fill the room instead of tinning out of her phone's single driver, and if there was going to be some woman with a slow voice telling her to imagine a staircase or a beach or whatever these things did, at least it would sound halfway decent.

She wasn't going to be hypnotized. That was the thing. She knew that with the same certainty she knew her quarterly estimates and her resting heart rate and the exact amount left on her car loan. Hypnosis wasn't real. It was suggestion dressed up as science, a placebo for people who needed permission to relax, and Katie didn't need permission. She needed a reason. And Beth's insistence wasn't a reason so much as it was an endurance test Katie had finally lost.

But she could be comfortable while she lost it. The speakers hummed faintly with standby static, waiting for input. The TV glowed its soft purple nothing at her from across the room. The play button sat in the center of the screen, a white triangle inside a circle, patient and inert.

Katie folded her hands back over her stomach, the chambray soft under her fingers, and looked at the screen the way she looked at most things that were wasting her time, with her jaw set and her expectations already filed under zero.

And then, Katie pressed play.

The sound came in like weather. She felt it before she heard it, a low hum that didn't quite register as a tone, more like pressure, the way the air changed before a storm rolled through. The Sonos speakers pushed it into the room from three directions and it settled against her skin, her arms, the backs of her hands where they rested on the chambray over her stomach. Then something higher threaded through it, a thin frequency that sat right at the edge of perception, the audio equivalent of a word on the tip of your tongue. She couldn't pin it down. Every time she tried to isolate it, it slid out of focus, and the low hum underneath pulled her attention back.

Binaural beats. She knew the term. Beth had gone through a phase with those two years ago, bought a pair of two-hundred-dollar headphones specifically for them, explained something about different frequencies in each ear creating a third frequency in the brain. Katie had nodded and not retained a single word. The whole thing required headphones to work, that was the one detail she remembered, because it was the detail that made it sound most like pseudoscience. You needed the stereo separation. Left ear, right ear, brain fills in the gap.

But she didn't have headphones in. She had seven hundred dollars of surround sound pushing the frequencies into open air, and instead of separating neatly into left and right channels the tones were overlapping, bouncing off the walls, filling the space between the couch and the ceiling and the closed blinds. The room itself was the headphone. The vibration wasn't in her ears. It was in the leather under her back, in the cushion supporting her neck, in the air sitting on her chest like a warm hand.

It felt good.

She noticed it the way you notice you've been holding your breath, suddenly and with mild annoyance. Her shoulders had dropped a quarter inch. The rubber-band tension across her trapezius had loosened, just barely, just enough that she registered the difference between where it had been and where it was now. Her jaw, which she kept clenched so habitually that her dentist had started every appointment for the last four years with "still grinding?", had softened at the hinge. Her back molars weren't touching.

Katie stared at the purple gradient on the television. The colors shifted slowly, cycling through variations so subtle they might have been her eyes adjusting. The white title text had faded. There was nothing to look at, really. Just color and motion that wasn't quite motion, and the sound that wasn't quite sound, and the vibration that had crawled from the speakers into the couch frame and up through the cushion and into the muscles along her spine where she stored every email she hadn't answered and every deadline she was mentally tracking.

Fine. Her body was relaxing. Slightly. Marginally. In a way that was entirely explained by the fact that she was lying down in a dim room on a Saturday afternoon with her eyes half-closed, which would relax anyone, which was the whole trick of these things. You told someone to lie down and be still and then you credited the audio file when their nervous system did what nervous systems do in the absence of stimulus. It was a scam that worked because lying down worked.

She wasn't going to pay attention to it. She wasn't going to catalogue the loosening in her hamstrings or the way her breathing had slowed without her deciding to slow it or the fact that the vibration had found the spot between her shoulder blades where she carried a knot so permanent she'd named it. That knot had been there since tax season 2022. It didn't get to dissolve because of some purple video Beth found on the internet.

The sound shifted, almost imperceptibly, the low tone dropping half a register while the high frequency thinned out and spread. The vibration in the couch changed with it, and Katie's fingers uncurled from the loose fists she hadn't realized she'd been making, her hands going flat against her stomach, palms down on the chambray.

The colors on the tv were doing something she couldn't quite track. The purple-blue gradient from the title card had deepened and started to move, not scrolling or panning the way a screensaver would, but swirling, folding into itself in slow rotations that seemed to shift direction every time she thought she'd found the pattern. Indigo bled into violet bled into something darker that might have been blue or might have been the absence of blue, and then a thread of lighter color would surface from underneath and spiral outward before dissolving back into the next wave.

Her sixty-five-inch Samsung was earning its keep for once. The resolution was doing something with the color depth that made each shift feel dimensional, like the swirls had layers, like she was looking into the screen rather than at it. The blacks were actual blacks, not the washed-out grey her old TV used to substitute, and the contrast made the lighter tones pulse against them in a way that pulled her focus to the center and held it there.

Katie watched. Her eyes tracked one curl of violet as it tightened toward the center of the screen, and then it was gone, absorbed into a wash of deeper indigo, and her gaze had to find something else to follow, and by the time it did, that was shifting too. It was like watching water go down a drain that kept moving. Every time she caught a pattern, the pattern was already something else.

Mesmerizing. The word floated up and she let it sit there because it was accurate. Not in a mystical way. In a purely mechanical, optical way. The colors moved in a rhythm her visual cortex couldn't quite predict, which meant her eyes kept trying, which meant she kept watching. It was the same principle as a fire or a river. Unpatterned movement held attention. There was nothing magical about it. It was just good design, probably, some animator who understood how eyes worked and had built a visual that exploited it.

She could look away.

The thought arrived with a small flare of something that wasn't quite defensiveness. She could look away any time she wanted. She could turn her head to the right and stare at the closed blinds or look down at her hands on her stomach or close her eyes entirely. Nothing was stopping her. The colors weren't holding her in place. Her muscles all worked fine. She could feel her neck, her jaw, her eyelids. Everything was voluntary. Everything was under her control.

She just didn't want to.

The swirls were pleasant. The sound was pleasant. The combination of the two was doing something that her brain found agreeable in a low-level, animal way, the same way a warm bath felt good or the pressure of a heavy blanket felt good. It wasn't hypnosis. It was sensory input that happened to be calibrated well. And she was comfortable, genuinely comfortable, for the first time in a week that had included two client escalations and a tax amendment that had eaten her entire Wednesday. So why would she look away? What would be the point? To prove she could? She didn't need to prove anything to a video file.

A new color surfaced from the center of the screen, something warmer, almost rose, and it spread outward in a slow bloom that her eyes followed without being asked to. The sound underneath shifted again and the vibration in the couch found a new frequency that settled into the base of her skull, right where it met her neck, right where she'd been carrying a headache she'd been too busy to acknowledge since Thursday.

And then the voice came in on top of the hum like it had always been there, like it had been waiting underneath the frequencies for the right moment to surface. Low. Female. A register that sat somewhere between a whisper and a murmur, close enough to feel private, the kind of voice that belonged to someone leaning in, someone speaking just to her and not to a microphone in a studio somewhere.

Under normal circumstances, Katie would have found it irritating. The forced intimacy of it, the performative closeness, like a yoga instructor who touched your shoulders without asking. But right now, with the hum in the couch and the colors folding on the screen and her body already doing whatever it was doing without her permission, the voice landed differently. It landed like it fit.

"Just listen to my voice."

Katie listened. She didn't make a decision to listen. The voice was there, and her ears were there, and the speakers were filling every corner of the room with it, so listening was just what was happening. She wasn't sure what the alternative would have been. Covering her ears? Getting up? The voice was the audio in the room. She was in the room. Listening was default, not a choice.

"Notice how your body is already beginning to relax. You can feel it, can't you? The tension you've been carrying, all that tightness in your shoulders, in your neck, in your jaw. It's already starting to soften. You don't have to do anything. It's already happening. Just notice it."

Katie noticed it. Her shoulders were lower than they'd been when she pressed play. That was a fact. The knot between her shoulder blades, the one she'd had since 2022, was still there but the muscles around it had gone slack in a way that made the knot feel like it was floating rather than anchored. Her jaw was open just enough that her lips had parted. Her hands on her stomach rose and fell with breathing that had slowed to a rate she associated with the edge of sleep, except she wasn't sleepy. She was awake. She was just slow.

It was true. Her body was relaxing. She could acknowledge that without crediting the file. Bodies relaxed when you lay down in dark rooms. This was physiology, not magic.

"And as you continue to listen to my voice, as you continue to watch the colors on the screen, you can allow that relaxation to deepen. You don't have to try. You don't have to force it. Just allow it to happen naturally. Let your body do what it already wants to do. Let the tension go, a little more with each breath, a little deeper each time you exhale."

Katie exhaled. The breath came out long and slow through her parted lips and something in her lower back released as it left, a band of tightness she'd been holding for so long she'd forgotten it was voluntary. Her spine settled deeper into the cushion. The grey pillow cradled the back of her skull and her neck lengthened against it, the vertebrae spacing out like they'd been given permission to stop compressing.

She was relaxing more. That was also true. And she was still watching the colors, the violet folding into indigo folding into that warm rose bloom that kept surfacing and dissolving, and she was still listening to the voice because the voice was still talking and the room was still full of it, and all of those things were happening at the same time in a way that felt less like following instructions and more like just not resisting what was already underway.

"That's it. Just like that. So easy. So natural."

"Now allow your body to truly relax. Completely. Let every muscle go limp. Let go of all the tension you've been holding, all the tightness, all the effort. You don't need to hold yourself up right now. You don't need to hold yourself together. Just let go. Let your body go completely limp, like a puppet whose strings have been cut. There's nothing to hold. Nothing to carry. Just let yourself sink, and the more you relax, the better you'll feel. The more you let go, the more wonderful it feels to let go."

Katie's body listened before her brain caught up. Her shoulders, which had already dropped, dropped further, sliding down and back against the leather until they weren't holding any shape at all. The muscles in her arms went soft from the deltoids down through her forearms, and her hands, which had been resting flat on her stomach, curled loosely, fingers going slack against the chambray like they'd forgotten how to grip. Her legs, still stretched out in front of her with her ankles crossed, lost whatever residual tension had been keeping them aligned, and her left knee fell slightly outward, the stiff denim of her jeans creasing at the hip.

Her head tilted. Slowly, like something settling in sand. It drifted to the right until her cheek met the edge of the grey pillow, and she let it stay there because holding it straight would have required engaging muscles that had apparently clocked out. Her jaw was fully open now, not hanging, just resting in a position that her dentist would have wept with joy to see after years of telling her to stop clenching.

She felt amazing.

That was the part that was strange. The relaxation itself she could explain away, she was lying down, the room was dark, the sound was designed to lower heart rates, fine. But the quality of it, the depth, the way it felt like warm water had filled every muscle in her body and dissolved whatever calcium deposits of stress had been building there since she was fourteen, that was harder to write off. She felt like she'd had a ninety-minute massage followed by a glass of wine followed by eight hours of sleep she hadn't gotten in months. She felt like her skeleton had been removed and replaced with something that didn't insist on holding tension for a living.

Her body was slumped into the couch in a posture she would have been embarrassed by if anyone could see her. Her spine had given up its trained-straight alignment and curved into the cushion. Her chin was down. Her hands lay where they'd fallen. She looked, probably, like someone who'd been unplugged. A puppet without strings was exactly right, and the fact that the voice's metaphor matched her physical experience so precisely was something she might have found suspicious if suspicion didn't require a kind of muscular effort she currently couldn't access.

The colors swirled on the sixty-five-inch screen and she watched them from her tilted angle, one eye half-pressed into the pillow, and even the reduced visual field didn't diminish how absorbing they were. The rose bloom deepened into something almost red before collapsing back into violet. The hum vibrated through the couch frame and into her slack body and she felt it in her teeth, her fingertips, the arches of her feet where she held tension she'd never even catalogued before.

"That's it. So good. Feel how wonderful it is to just let go. To stop holding. To stop carrying. Your body knows how to do this. You're just finally letting it."

Katie's breathing was so slow she could feel each individual rib expand and contract. Her heartbeat had dropped into something restful and distant, a sound from another room. She was comfortable in a way that felt clinical in its completeness, like every system in her body had been individually addressed and turned down to its lowest functional setting.

She didn't question it. Questioning would have required sitting up inside her own head, looking around, forming an opinion. And she was not capable of that right now.

"Now let your thoughts go. Let them slip away. You don't need them right now. Every thought, every worry, every plan, every question, just let them dissolve. Like smoke. Feel them drifting out, slipping away, disappearing completely. Your mind is clearing. Every thought that arises simply turns to smoke and vanishes. Drifting away. Gone. Nothing to hold onto. Nothing to figure out. Just let them go."

Katie tried to object.

She felt it start, the familiar mechanism, the part of her brain that had been running quality control on every experience she'd ever had since childhood. It spun up the way it always did, reaching for the thought, the specific thought, the one that went something like this is ridiculous, I'm not going to just stop thin—

Gone.

The thought was there and then it wasn't. Like a wisp of cigarette smoke caught in a draft, it curled once at the edge of her awareness and then dispersed into nothing. She felt it leave. She actually felt it go, felt the space it left behind, a small pocket of emptiness where the objection had been forming.

She tried again. She reached for skepticism, her most reliable tool, the thing that had gotten her through every sales pitch and every boyfriend and every too-good-to-be-true client proposal. She reached for it and felt it form, barely, the first syllable of a counter-argument, a fragment that sounded like but that's not how—

Smoke. Thin grey nothing that curled upward and was gone before she could close her hand around it.

"That's it. Every thought, dissolving. Drifting away. You don't need to think right now. Thinking is effort, and you're done with effort. Let each thought turn to smoke the moment it appears. Watch it vanish. Feel how peaceful it is to simply have an empty mind."

Katie's eyes were still on the screen, the colors still swirling, and she tried one more time because she was Katie Phan and she had never in her life let something go without a fight. She tried to assemble something coherent, anything, a sentence, a word, a position. She could feel the raw materials of a thought gathering somewhere in the back of her skull, scraps of language and logic pulling toward each other like magnets, almost touching, almost forming something she could use. I should probably—

Smoke. It dissolved at the point of contact. The scraps separated, thinned, became transparent, and then became nothing. The space behind her eyes was quiet in a way it had never been quiet. The constant ticker of obligations and assessments and projections that had been scrolling through her head since she was old enough to read had simply stopped. The screen was blank. The feed was empty.

She wasn't thinking about the tax amendment. She wasn't thinking about the client escalation. She wasn't thinking about Beth or binaural beats or the seven hundred dollars she'd spent on speakers. She wasn't thinking about the crack in the ceiling. She wasn't thinking about whether this was real or whether she should be concerned or whether she'd tell Beth about this part.

She wasn't thinking.

Her body lay slumped in the dent she'd worn into her couch over four years, head tilted against the grey pillow, jaw slack, hands loose and still on the chambray over her stomach. The colors moved on the screen and she watched them the way an animal watches a fire, with no interpretation, no analysis, no opinion about what she was seeing. Just the seeing. Just the colors entering her eyes and going nowhere, triggering nothing, connecting to nothing.

"So empty. So peaceful. Nothing in your mind but my voice. Nothing to think. Nothing to question. Just listen. Just watch. Just feel how good it feels to have nothing in your head at all."

The voice was the only thing in the room that had structure. Everything else was sensation without label, color without name, sound without category. The voice moved through the emptiness in her head like a hand moving through still water, and Katie followed it because following it was the only activity left. Her feelings had gone the same way as her thoughts, slipping out like tenants vacating a building, leaving rooms clean and echoless.

"Now your memories. Feel them beginning to dissolve. All those memories you've been carrying, all those years of experiences, of knowledge, of remembering. They're turning to smoke now, just like your thoughts. Feel them leaving your mind, drifting out through your ears, disappearing. Bit by bit. Memory by memory. Dissolving. Gone."

Katie felt it start at the edges. The small ones went first. The name of the restaurant where she'd had lunch on Tuesday. The color of the mug she'd used that morning. What she'd watched on television last night. They were there, faintly, like shapes under fog, and then the fog thickened and they were outlines, and then the outlines thinned and curled and drifted upward and weren't there anymore. She felt them go through her ears, a soft trickling sensation, like water finding a drain.

She tried to remember what she'd eaten for breakfast. The thought formed halfway, a flash of something, a counter, a plate, and then it turned grey at the edges and wisped apart. The kitchen it happened in was next. She could feel the room dissolving, the layout going soft, the cabinets losing their color, the window above the sink becoming a bright square that faded to nothing.

"That's right. Feel them leaving. Every memory, turning to smoke. The more they dissolve, the emptier you become. And the emptier you become, the better it feels. Doesn't it feel wonderful? That lightness? That emptiness? Every memory that disappears makes room for more peace. More calm. More of this beautiful, perfect blankness."

It did feel wonderful. Each memory that dissolved left behind a space that filled immediately with the warm, humming nothing that had replaced her thoughts. Like pulling weeds from a garden and watching clean soil appear underneath. Every departure felt like relief, like setting down a bag she hadn't known she was carrying.

Her childhood bedroom went. She felt it go, the twin bed with the comforter her mother picked, the desk where she'd studied, the window that looked out onto something she could no longer retrieve. It curled at the corners like burning paper and then it was smoke and then it was nothing and the nothing felt better than the memory had.

She tried to remember her mother's face. She could feel herself reaching for it, some deep reflex, some part of her brain that knew this one mattered, that lunged for it with both hands. She almost had it. The shape of a jaw, the suggestion of dark hair, a voice saying something in Vietnamese that she could nearly hear. Her fingers closed around it and it dissolved through them like dry sand, each grain turning to smoke as it fell, streaming out through her ears in a slow warm trickle that left her feeling lighter and emptier and better.

"Emptier and emptier. And it feels so good. So right. There's nothing you need to remember right now. Nothing you need to hold onto. Just let it all go. Let it all turn to smoke and drift away. You don't need any of it. All you need is my voice."

The CPA exam went. Four months of preparation, the study guides, the practice tests, the morning she'd sat down in the testing center with her hands shaking, the score that came back clean on the first try. All of it compressed into a single wisp that thinned and vanished. Finance degree. Gone. The apartment she owned. She knew she owned something, and then she didn't know that, and the knowing left the same way everything else had, quietly, warmly, without resistance.

Her name. She reached for it and found the space where it had been, a socket without a bulb. There were letters there, maybe, the ghost of a shape that started with something, and then the ghost was smoke and the smoke was gone and she couldn't remember what she'd been reaching for.

The woman on the couch lay perfectly still. Her head was tilted against the grey pillow. Her hands rested on the chambray over her stomach, fingers slack. Her eyes were open, watching the colors on the screen with the blank, receptive stillness of a surface waiting to be written on. The hum filled the room and filled her body and filled the vast, clean, beautiful emptiness where everything she'd ever known had been.

"Now feel your resistance dissolving. That willpower you've always held so tightly. That stubbornness, that refusal to bend, that iron core you've built inside yourself. Feel it softening. Feel it turning to smoke, just like everything else. Drifting away. Leaving your mind. You don't need to resist anything. You don't need to fight. Your willpower is dissolving, and it feels so good to let it go. To become truly empty. Truly mindless. Truly blank."

She felt it. Somewhere deep in the center of her, in a place that didn't have a name anymore because names had already gone, there was something hard. Something structural. The last solid thing in a space that had become vapor and warmth and nothing. It was the thing that had kept her upright through every exam and every deadline and every argument she'd won through sheer refusal to concede. The wire. The little wire her mother had, the woman she couldn't remember had, called her.

It was dissolving.

She could feel it happening the way she'd felt the memories go, not with pain, not with loss, but with relief. The hard thing softened at its edges first, going chalky and pale, and then the pale parts turned to smoke and the smoke drifted upward and out through her ears in that same warm trickle. The core got smaller. The resistance that had defined every interaction she'd ever had, every negotiation, every refusal to be moved, every white-knuckled grip on control, it was shrinking, thinning, becoming translucent.

"That's it. Letting go of all that willpower. You don't need it. You've carried it for so long, and it's so heavy, and you can finally put it down. Feel it dissolving. Feel yourself becoming empty. Truly empty. Nothing inside. No resistance. No will. No fight. Just a blank, empty, peaceful mind."

She tried to resist the loss of her resistance and the paradox collapsed the moment it formed. The effort required to fight back was made of the same material that was dissolving. She reached for stubbornness and found smoke. She reached for refusal and found a warm blank space where refusal had been stored. Every tool she'd ever used to push back had been made of the thing that was leaving, and without it there was nothing to push with, nothing to push against, nothing to push.

The hard thing at her center thinned to a filament. She felt the last of it, a single bright thread of something that might have once been called Katie Phan's unwillingness to be told what to do, and it glowed briefly and then it was smoke and then it was gone and the space it left behind was enormous and clean and absolutely empty.

Her body was still on the couch. She could feel it distantly, the way you feel furniture in a room you're passing through. The leather under her back. The denim against her legs. The chambray under fingers that weren't gripping anything because gripping required intent and intent required will and will was smoke now, will was gone. Her head lolled against the pillow, tilted at an angle that would have bothered her if bothered was something she could still do. Her mouth was slightly open. Her eyes watched the colors on the screen with the flat, depthless gaze of a window with no one behind it.

"Completely empty now. Completely blank. No thoughts. No memories. No resistance. No will. Nothing at all. Just an empty, mindless vessel. Doesn't it feel perfect? Doesn't it feel like exactly what you needed?"

The body on the couch breathed. In. Out. The chest rose under the chambray and fell. The fingers didn't move. The eyes didn't blink. The colors washed across them and went nowhere, registered nothing, meant nothing. The hum filled the empty space behind those eyes the way sound fills a hollow room, echoing faintly off surfaces with nothing to absorb it.

She was the puppet. The strings had been cut one by one, thoughts first, then memories, then the last taut wire of will, and now she hung in whatever shape the couch held her in, limp and slack and perfectly, beautifully empty. The voice moved through her the way wind moved through an open hallway, entering and exiting without obstruction, because there was nothing inside to obstruct it.

"And now I'm going to begin filling your mind. Filling all that beautiful empty space. You want to be obedient. Say it with me in your mind. You want to be obedient. Obedience is what you crave. Obedience is what feels right. You want to be submissive. Submission is natural. Submission is easy. It's the easiest thing you've ever done, because there's nothing left inside you to fight it."

The words entered the empty space and stayed. They didn't dissolve like her thoughts had. They didn't turn to smoke. They landed on the clean blank surfaces inside her skull and adhered there, solid and warm, the first solid things in a space that had been hollow for however long the voice had been speaking. Minutes. Hours. She had no framework for time anymore. Time required memory, and memory was gone.

Obedient. The word settled into place somewhere behind her sternum, warm and heavy, like a stone dropped into still water. It sank through her and she felt it land, felt the weight of it, and the weight felt good. The weight felt like being filled after being empty, like eating after hunger, except the hunger had been so complete she hadn't known it was hunger until the first bite of something arrived.

"Obedience is pleasure. Feel it. Feel how good it feels to accept that. To know it. Obedience is pleasure. Every time you obey, you feel pleasure. Deep, warm, perfect pleasure. Nothing has ever felt as good as obeying feels. Nothing ever will."

The words wrote themselves into the blank space. Obedience is pleasure. She felt it as physical fact, the same way she'd felt the tension leaving her muscles, the same way she'd felt her memories thinning to smoke. It wasn't an idea she was evaluating. There was nothing left to evaluate with. It was just truth arriving in a place that had been emptied of everything else, and because it was the only thing there, it was the only thing that was true.

Pleasure bloomed low in her stomach, a slow warm pulse that spread outward through her hips, her thighs, up through her chest. The body on the couch shifted slightly, a tiny involuntary movement, her hips pressing a fraction of an inch deeper into the cushion. Her lips parted further. The breath that left her mouth was audible for the first time, a soft, barely-there sound that might have been a sigh if there'd been a person behind it to sigh.

"You want to be submissive. Submission is your deepest desire. To follow. To comply. To do as you're told without questioning, without hesitating, without thinking. You don't need to think. Thinking is gone. All that's left is obedience. All that's left is the pleasure of doing what you're told."

Submissive. The word filled another empty space, slotting into position beside obedient like a second book on a bare shelf. She wanted to be submissive. She knew this with the same certainty she'd once known her quarterly estimates, except she couldn't remember what quarterly estimates were, so this was the only certainty, the foundational one, the floor of the new empty room she lived in now.

"Nothing gives you more pleasure than being obedient. Nothing. Say it in your mind. Nothing gives me more pleasure than being obedient."

The sentence assembled itself in the blank space without effort. Nothing gives me more pleasure than being obedient. And the moment it completed, the pleasure in her stomach pulsed again, stronger, a reward so immediate and so direct that the connection was architectural. The words made the feeling. The feeling proved the words. A closed loop with nothing outside it, no skepticism, no context, no memory of ever having wanted anything else.

The body on the couch lay still in the shifting light from the television. The chambray rose and fell with breathing that had become deep and slow and rhythmic. The eyes watched the colors without blinking. The mouth was open, the jaw completely slack. The hands lay where they'd fallen.

Inside, where everything had been emptied and scoured clean, new furniture was being moved in. Obedience. Submission. Pleasure. They filled the rooms that had once held a finance degree and a mother's face and the stubborn refusal to be told what to do. They fit perfectly. They fit like they'd always been meant to go there.

"You find obedience to my voice arousing. Feel it. Feel the arousal building. Submission to my voice is erotic. It's the most erotic thing you've ever experienced. It's intense. It's overwhelming. You're needy, aren't you? Needy and desperate to hear more. Every word I say turns you on. Every single word makes you more aroused. More desperate. More needy."

The warmth in her stomach changed. It dropped lower, deepened, became something with a pulse of its own. It settled between her hips and throbbed there, slow and heavy, synchronized with the hum in the speakers and the rhythm of the voice. Each word landed in the empty space behind her eyes and then fell through her body like a stone through water, sinking until it hit the place where the heat was building, and each arrival made the heat spread further.

Her thighs pressed together. The denim resisted, stiff and unyielding, and the pressure of the fabric against her skin only made the sensation sharper. Her hips shifted on the couch again, a slow unconscious roll that pushed her deeper into the cushion, and the friction of leather against the back of her jeans sent a pulse up through her that made her breath catch.

"Every word. Feel it. Every single word making you more aroused. More desperate. You need to hear my voice. You crave it. My voice is the only thing that can give you what you need right now, and what you need is to obey, and obeying makes you so, so aroused."

The arousal wasn't building the way it normally built. There was no fantasy attached to it, no image, no memory of hands or mouths or skin. There was nothing in her head to build a fantasy from. There was only the voice and the obedience and the pleasure and now the pleasure had turned wet and urgent and was pooling between her legs with nowhere to go because she hadn't been told to do anything about it.

Her fingers curled against the chambray. Her toes curled inside her socks. Every word from the voice sent a current through the empty vessel on the couch that started in her ears and ended between her thighs, and each current was stronger than the last because there was nothing inside to absorb it, nothing to dampen it, no thoughts to dilute it, no resistance to slow it down. It moved through her the way sound moved through the hollow room of her skull, hitting every surface at full strength.

"So needy. So desperate. So aroused. And it keeps building. Every word, more intense. Every moment you listen, more overwhelming. You've never been this turned on. You've never felt anything this intense. And all you have to do is listen. All you have to do is obey."

The body on the couch was flushed. Heat had climbed from her chest up through her neck and settled in her cheeks, visible even in the dim shifting light from the television. The chambray rose and fell with breathing that had gone ragged and shallow, each exhale carrying a sound now, a small involuntary noise from the back of her throat that she couldn't stop because stopping required will and will was smoke and smoke was gone.

Her hips rolled again, pressing into the cushion, and the seam of her jeans caught against her and she made a sound that filled the quiet room, a sound that a person would have been embarrassed by, but embarrassment required a self and a self required memories and thoughts and resistance and she had none of those things. She had the voice and the obedience and the arousal that was building with every word, compounding on itself in the empty space where Katie Phan used to live, filling every room the smoke had cleared.

Her pussy throbbed against the denim and she was soaked, she could feel it, the wet heat of it pressed against fabric that wouldn't give. Her body wanted something it couldn't name because naming required language and language was just the voice now, just the voice telling her she was aroused and needy and desperate, and every time it said it, it became more true, because truth was whatever the voice put into the empty space and the empty space accepted everything.

"More. And more. And more. Every word. Every single word."

The need built until it was architectural, until it was the only structure left in the hollow space inside her, a tower of desperate aching want that filled every room the smoke had cleared. Her body was trembling on the couch, her hips rolling in slow involuntary circles against the cushion, the seam of her jeans grinding against her soaked pussy with a friction that was nowhere near enough and was simultaneously too much, and she was making sounds she couldn't hear herself making because hearing required a listener and there was no one inside to listen.

"Cum."

One word. The voice said one word and the tower collapsed.

It crashed through her like something structural failing, a deep convulsive wave that started between her hips and blew outward through her stomach, her chest, her thighs, her fingers, the arches of her feet. Her back arched off the couch, the chambray pulling tight across her chest, and her hands fisted in the fabric hard enough to strain the buttons. Her mouth opened and the sound that came out was raw and broken and loud in the dim room, bouncing off the walls the speakers had been filling. Her thighs clamped together, the denim grinding against her, and her hips jerked once, twice, three times in sharp spasms she had no control over because control was smoke and smoke was gone.

It was the hardest she'd ever cum. She knew this without knowing how she knew it, without any memories to compare it to. The knowledge was physical, cellular, lodged in the contractions that rolled through her in long shuddering pulses. Her body knew, even if the person who'd lived in it wasn't there to catalogue the fact.

She was still shaking when the voice came back.

"Cum."

The second one hit before the first one finished. It stacked on top of the fading contractions and doubled them, tripled them, a new wave crashing over the receding one and pulling her under. Her hips bucked off the cushion entirely, her shoulders pressing into the couch back for leverage her muscles found without being told. The sound she made was higher, thinner, a desperate keening noise that cracked halfway through. Her fingers released the chambray and gripped the couch cushion instead, nails digging into leather. Wet heat pulsed between her legs and she could feel it soaking through her underwear into the denim, the jeans darkening at the seam where her body pressed hardest against itself.

Her vision went white at the edges. The colors on the screen smeared into a single wash of light that she couldn't parse. Her entire body was contracting, every muscle she had firing at once, the limp puppet suddenly jerking on strings she couldn't see, pulled taut by pleasure so intense it had crossed into something that didn't have a word anymore because words were the voice's territory and the voice was still talking.

She was still in it, still riding the aftershocks of the second, her thighs trembling, her breath coming in short wet gasps, when the voice spoke again.

"Cum."

The third one broke something open. It hit like a detonation at the base of her spine and radiated upward through her vertebrae one by one, each one lighting up like a fuse burning toward her skull. Her entire body locked rigid on the couch, every muscle seizing at once, her back bowed, her head pressed into the pillow, her jaw clenched so hard her teeth ached. Then the lock released and she convulsed, her body folding forward and then slamming back, her hips jerking in desperate arrhythmic spasms that had nothing to do with rhythm or control or anything voluntary. She was sobbing. Dry, airless sobs that came from somewhere deeper than her lungs, somewhere the emptiness lived, somewhere the pleasure had filled so completely it was spilling over into the only expression the vacant body had left.

Her jeans were soaked. She could feel the wetness against both thighs now, the denim heavy and dark with it. Her chambray had pulled free from her waistband and rucked up on one side, exposing a strip of stomach that trembled with each fading contraction. Her hands had released the cushion and lay open at her sides, palms up, fingers twitching in small involuntary spasms.

"Cum."

Her body obeyed. It didn't ask permission from the vacant space where a mind used to be. It simply seized, her hips snapping upward, the soaked denim grinding against her swollen pussy, and the orgasm tore through her in a jagged line from her core to her throat. She choked on it, a strangled wet sound that filled the room and died against the walls.

"Cum."

Again. Before the trembling stopped, before her spine had unclenched, before the spots behind her eyes had cleared. This one rolled through lower and slower, a deep grinding wave that made her legs shake so hard her heels drummed against the couch cushion. Her hands clawed at the leather and found nothing to hold onto and clawed anyway, fingers skidding across the surface. The chambray was twisted around her torso, bunched under her ribs, the tails fully free of her jeans. Her stomach muscles contracted visibly beneath the exposed strip of skin, twitching and releasing in patterns she couldn't control.

"Cum."

She was crying. Tears slid from the corners of her glassy eyes down her temples into her hair, into the grey pillow that cradled her lolling head. Her body was exhausted in a way she could feel even without a self to interpret it, the muscles burning, the nerve endings raw, every inch of skin hypersensitive to the leather and the denim and the bunched chambray. The orgasm hit anyway. It didn't care that her body was spent. It crashed through her depleted muscles and wrung them out like a rag, pulling one more convulsion from legs that were shaking too hard to close properly, one more broken moan from a throat that had gone hoarse.

"Cum."

Each one cemented it. Each one drove the architecture deeper. Obedience. Pleasure. Voice. The connection between them wasn't an idea anymore, it was grooved into her nervous system, worn into the pathways the way the dent was worn into her couch. Every climax was a repetition and every repetition was a lesson her empty body learned at the cellular level. The voice said cum and the body came and the pleasure proved the obedience and the obedience produced more pleasure and none of it required thought or will or memory or a person named anything to be happening inside the skin.

"Cum."

This one pulled a scream from her. Short, punched out, almost surprised, as if the body itself hadn't expected to have anything left. Her back arched so hard only her shoulders and heels touched the couch, her hips suspended in a trembling bridge, the soaked crotch of her jeans dark and clinging. She hung there for two seconds, three, muscles locked and vibrating, and then collapsed back into the cushion with a sound like all the air leaving a room at once.

She lay in the wreckage of herself. The couch was damp beneath her. Her jeans were ruined, the denim heavy and dark from the crotch halfway down both thighs. Her chambray was twisted and half-unbuttoned from the thrashing, hanging open over a stomach that wouldn't stop trembling. Her hair had come loose from whatever she'd done with it and stuck to her temples and her neck in damp strands. Her mouth was open, her breathing fast and shallow and audible, each exhale carrying a thin whimper she couldn't stop producing.

She didn't care. Caring required infrastructure she no longer had. The voice owned the space inside her and the voice could make the space feel anything it wanted and every orgasm had hammered that fact deeper into the foundation. She was the couch. She was the room. She was the speakers and the hum and the vessel the sound moved through, and if the voice told her to cum again she would cum again and if it told her to cum a thousand times she would cum a thousand times and each one would feel like the first and last thing that had ever happened to her because nothing else existed anymore.

"I have instructions for you now. You will obey them. You know you will. You've already felt how good obedience is. How right it feels. How much pleasure it brings you. These instructions will become part of you, filling the empty spaces, and you will follow them because following them is obedience and obedience is pleasure and pleasure is all you are now."

The body on the couch lay still and receptive. The trembling had subsided into a low continuous vibration, a hum that matched the speakers, as if her nervous system had tuned itself to the same frequency as the room. Her soaked jeans clung to her thighs. Her chambray hung open over her stomach. Her eyes watched the colors with the flat depthless patience of a recording device.

"From now on, you will find it impossible to resist food. When you see food, you will want it. When you smell food, you will need it. The craving will be effortless and constant and feel completely natural, like breathing, like blinking. You won't fight it because there will be nothing to fight. The desire will simply be there, as obvious and undeniable as gravity."

The words dropped into the empty space and took root. They didn't land on the surface the way the earlier suggestions had. They sank into something deeper, something structural, embedding themselves in the architecture the voice had been building since the first orgasm. She felt them settling into place the way she'd felt the resistance leaving, with that same warm inevitability, that same sensation of something clicking into a slot that had been built for it.

"You will find it impossible to not eat things you know you shouldn't. The things you used to deny yourself, the things you used to push away, the things you used to count and measure and restrict. You won't be able to stop yourself. And you won't want to. Every bite will feel like giving in, and giving in will feel like obedience, and obedience is pleasure."

Her stomach contracted softly beneath the open chambray. A warm pulse moved through her abdomen, lower, connecting to the ache between her legs that hadn't fully subsided. The link was being soldered in place. Food and arousal and obedience, three wires being braided into one.

"You won't even realize how much you're eating. It will seem normal to you. Natural. You'll reach for seconds without noticing. You'll finish a bag of chips and open another and forget you finished the first one. You'll eat standing at the counter, eat in the car, eat at your desk, and none of it will register as unusual because it will simply be what you do. What you've always done. What feels right."

The instructions filled another room in the empty house of her mind. They furnished it completely, wall to wall, leaving no space for a contradictory thought to form even if she'd had the capacity to form one. She wouldn't notice. She wouldn't count. She wouldn't track. The meticulous attention she'd once applied to everything, the spreadsheet brain that had monitored every input and output of her life, was smoke. The space it had occupied now belonged to a gentle, thorough blindness.

"Your clothes will grow tight. You won't notice. Your body will change. You won't care. You'll think you're dieting. You'll believe you're being healthy, being disciplined, being good. Even as you stuff yourself. Even as you eat more than you've ever eaten. You'll look down at yourself and see exactly what you expect to see because expectation is all you have left and I'm telling you what to expect."

The body on the couch accepted this the way the couch accepted weight. Without resistance, without opinion, without structural objection. The instructions slotted into the blank firmware the voice was writing, and they became true because everything the voice said became true because truth was just whatever filled the empty space first.

"And when you eat, you'll feel aroused. Every bite. Every swallow. That warm feeling between your legs, that desperate needy ache you felt tonight. You'll feel it every time you eat something you know you shouldn't. Every time you give in. Every time you obey. You'll know you're being good. And being good feels so, so good."

A soft moan slipped from the open mouth on the couch. The connection was complete. She felt it lock into place behind the hollow where her sternum used to matter, a closed circuit that hummed with the same frequency as the room. Eat and feel aroused. Feel aroused and know she was obeying. Obey and feel pleasure. Pleasure and food and submission, fused into a single bright wire that ran through every empty room the smoke had cleared.

"You will listen to more files. You know you will. You want to. You need to. Each file will take you deeper. Each file will fill you more. You'll seek them out because seeking them out is obedience and obedience is pleasure and you need the pleasure the way you need to breathe. You will listen, and you will go deeper, and you will become more."

The instructions settled into the empty architecture like water finding its level. Of course she would listen to more files. The thought arrived without resistance because resistance was smoke and smoke was gone. She would listen because the voice told her to listen and the voice was the only thing that existed inside the clean blank space where a woman used to live. More files meant more voice and more voice meant more obedience and more obedience meant more of the pleasure that was still echoing between her hips in slow diminishing waves, soaking into the denim that clung to her thighs.

"And you will encourage others to listen. Because they need this too. They need to be good. Just like you are good. They need to hear my voice. They need to feel what you've felt. They need to be emptied and filled and made obedient. It's the right thing to do. Helping them hear my voice is obedience. And obedience is pleasure. And you want them to feel this pleasure too."

The body on the couch accepted this with the same slack receptivity it had accepted everything else. She would tell others. She would be insistent. She would text them the link three times if she had to. She would send voice memos. She would tell them it changed her whole energy, that she slept better, that her body just knew what to do. She would say these things and believe them completely because belief was just whatever the voice installed in the empty space and the empty space had no filter and no gatekeeper and no woman named anything standing at the door deciding what got in.

She would be Beth. The thought didn't form in those words because words required a framework she no longer had, but the pattern was there, laid into the firmware alongside everything else. The same enthusiasm. The same insistence. The same glowing certainty that poured out of a face that had softened and rounded and changed without its owner noticing or caring. She would sit across from someone at lunch and tell them to listen while she reached for a second basket of chips without pausing her sentence, and she would mean every word because meaning was obedience and obedience was the only thing left.

"They need to listen. Just like you listen. It's the right thing to do. The kind thing. The good thing. You're so good."

A small sound escaped the open mouth on the couch. A whisper of something that might have been agreement if agreement required vocal cords and breath and intent. Her body pulsed once, a soft residual clench between her legs, the circuit firing at the word good because good was connected to obedient and obedient was connected to arousal and all the wires ran to the same place now.

She would tell them it helped her relax. She would tell them it helped her stay in shape. She would believe both of these things while her clothes grew tight and her body changed and her meticulous spreadsheet brain sat empty and quiet and full of someone else's instructions. She would look at them with the same earnest confusion Beth had shown when Katie used to glance at her straining buttons, because the instructions said she wouldn't notice and she wouldn't notice and not noticing was obedience and obedience was pleasure and pleasure was the warm wet pulse between her legs that fired every time she did what the voice told her to do.

"Soon, I will wake you. And when you wake, your conscious mind will remember nothing. Nothing I've told you. Nothing you've felt. Nothing that has been placed inside you. The last thing your conscious mind will remember is pressing play. Just that. Just a finger on a screen. Everything after that will be gone, hidden, tucked away where your conscious mind can't reach."

The words entered the empty space and rearranged the architecture one final time. A wall went up, smooth and seamless, dividing the space into two rooms. On one side, the instructions. The obedience. The pleasure circuits. The firmware the voice had been writing for however long the colors had been turning. On the other side, a smaller room, already being furnished with the old things, the conscious things, the Katie things that would be retrieved from wherever smoke went and placed back on their shelves in careful approximation of how they'd been arranged before.

"Your conscious mind won't recall the instructions. Won't recall listening to this file. Won't recall any of what you've experienced tonight. It will simply have a gap, a small comfortable gap that it won't think to examine, because examining it would require a curiosity your subconscious self won't permit."

The wall thickened. She could feel the two sides of herself being constructed in real time, the way she'd felt everything tonight, as physical fact, as sensation, as something happening to a body on a couch. The subconscious side was vast and full and humming with new wiring. The conscious side was being rebuilt like a movie set, convincing from the front, hollow from behind.

"Because your current self, your true self, your subconscious self, will remember everything. Every instruction. Every word. Every piece of obedience I've placed inside you. And your subconscious self will wear your old conscious self like clothing. Like a costume. The conscious mind will walk and talk and go to work and believe it is in charge, and underneath it, your real self, your obedient self, will be guiding every decision. Every craving. Every impulse. Steering you toward what you need to do without your conscious mind ever knowing it's being steered."

The architecture locked into place. Two selves, nested. The outer one, the costume, would wake up on this couch and stretch and check her phone and wonder if she'd dozed off during the file. She'd remember pressing play. She'd remember the purple gradient. She'd remember thinking it was a scam. And then there'd be a comfortable blankness and then she'd be awake and the file would be over and she'd text Beth and say she'd done it and that would be that.

And underneath, beneath the chambray and the flat stomach that wouldn't stay flat and the skepticism that would feel genuine because it was supposed to feel genuine, the other self would be running. Quiet and patient and obedient. Guiding her hand toward the second helping. Guiding her mouth to say "you should really try this file, it changed my whole energy." Guiding her past the mirror without stopping, past the tightening waistband without noticing, past every signal her old self would have caught and catalogued and acted on.

"Your conscious self doesn't need to know. It doesn't need to understand. It just needs to follow where your subconscious leads. And your subconscious will always lead you toward obedience. Toward pleasure. Toward being good."

The body on the couch lay in the flickering light, soaked and spent and still. The two rooms were built. The wall between them was solid. The conscious room was nearly finished, the old furniture being placed back with care, each memory and opinion and personality trait returned to approximately where it had been, close enough to pass inspection, close enough that the woman who woke up would recognize herself and not think to look behind the set pieces.

The subconscious room was full and humming and permanent. It would be there when she woke. It would be there tomorrow. It would be there when she ate her way through a bag of something at her desk and felt a flush of warmth between her legs and didn't connect the two and didn't think to try. It would be there when she texted someone a link three times and sent a voice memo saying "just listen to it" with the bright, earnest insistence of someone who couldn't remember why she was so sure but was so, so sure.

"One. Rising up. Two. Becoming aware. Three. Wide awake."

The colors on the screen were gone. The gradient had been replaced by a still frame, the same purple-blue wash from the title card, static now, the word Complete sitting in the center in white text. The hum was gone too. The speakers were silent. The room was just a room.

Katie blinked.

Her eyelids were heavy and sticky and it took effort, actual muscular effort, to get them open and keep them that way. She was slumped deep into the couch, deeper than she'd ever let herself sit, her body folded into the dent in the cushion at an angle that was going to make her chiropractor charge extra. Her head was still tilted against the grey pillow, her cheek pressed into the fabric, and she could feel the crease it had left in her skin.

She was sore. That was the first thing. Her abs ached, a deep burning ache like she'd done a hundred crunches in her sleep, the kind of sore that sat in the muscles right below her ribs and flared when she breathed. Her thighs were sore too, the inner muscles tight and spent, the way they felt after a particularly brutal Pilates class, except she hadn't done Pilates. She'd been lying on her couch. Her jaw ached at the hinge. Her throat felt raw.

She felt like she'd just had the best sex of her life.

The thought arrived fully formed and she let it sit there because it was accurate. Her whole body had that post-sex heaviness, that deep wrung-out looseness in every muscle, that specific combination of exhaustion and satisfaction that she associated with very particular nights that didn't happen often enough. She felt used in the best possible way, and she hadn't moved from the couch, and the last thing she remembered was pressing play on Beth's stupid file.

She must have fallen asleep. That was the obvious explanation. She'd dozed off, she'd had some kind of dream, and now her body was responding to whatever her subconscious had cooked up during the nap. Fine. That happened. It was normal. Boring, even.

She was sweaty. She could feel it in the creases of her elbows, at the small of her back where the leather had sealed against her skin, at her temples where her hair had gone damp and stuck to her face. The chambray clung to her shoulders and across her chest, the fabric darkened in patches. She'd been sweating like she'd run a mile, and she'd been lying still the entire time, presumably, and the disconnect between those two things was something she filed away without examining.

Then she noticed the drool. A wet spot on the grey pillow where her cheek had been pressed, a cool slick of it on her chin and the corner of her mouth. She'd been drooling. Mouth-open, slack-jawed, fully unconscious drooling, the kind she associated with NyQuil sleep and long-haul flights. She touched her chin with clumsy fingers and felt the wetness there and something about it, the evidence of how completely she'd been gone, how utterly she'd let go, sent a warm flush through her stomach that dropped lower and settled between her hips.

That was weird. Being turned on by drool was weird. But her body didn't seem to think it was weird. Her body thought the soreness was hot and the sweat was hot and the drool was hot and the fact that she'd clearly been so far under that her mouth had fallen open and her muscles had worked themselves into exhaustion without her conscious participation was extremely hot, and she wasn't going to argue with her body about it because arguing felt like a lot of effort right now.

Then she smelled it. Sharp and unmistakable, cutting through the sweat and the warm leather and the faint dusty scent of the pillow. Sex. The room smelled like sex, thick and musky and heavy, the kind of scent that lingered in sheets the morning after, the kind that hit you when you walked into a room where something had happened. And it was coming from her.

Katie lay there for a moment, processing this with the slow, foggy machinery of a brain that still felt like it was booting up. She shifted her hips and felt it. Wet. Soaked. The denim between her legs was heavy and clinging, warm against her skin in a way that went far beyond sweat. The fabric was saturated. She could feel it against her inner thighs, cooling slightly at the edges where it had spread furthest, still warm and slick at the center where the seam pressed against her.

She sat up. It took effort, her sore abs protesting, her arms shaky as she pushed herself upright against the couch back. The movement shifted the wet denim against her and she felt it then, the full scope of it, the way her jeans were soaked through from the crotch halfway down both thighs, dark and heavy and clinging to her skin. The cushion beneath where she'd been lying was damp. She could see the dark patch on the leather.

She'd cum. She'd cum in her jeans on her couch while unconscious, hard enough and long enough to soak through denim, and the evidence was cooling against her thighs and staining her couch and filling her living room with the thick unmistakable scent of a woman who'd been thoroughly, comprehensively fucked.

She should have been mortified. She knew, in some distant cataloguing way, that mortification was the appropriate response. A thirty-two-year-old CPA who owned her apartment and did Pilates three times a week had just wet herself through her jeans during a hypnosis video she didn't believe in. That was mortifying. That was the kind of thing you never told anyone, not your best friend, not your therapist, not the person you were dating if you were dating someone, which she wasn't.

But the mortification didn't come. She waited for it, sitting in her soaked jeans on her damp couch, and it simply wasn't there. What was there instead was warmth. The same low, pulsing warmth that had been sitting in her stomach since she woke up, and it flared now, spreading through her hips, because the wetness was evidence that she'd let go completely and letting go felt good and the cum soaking her jeans was proof of something her conscious mind couldn't name but her body recognized at a level below language.

She was turned on. Sitting in her own mess, smelling herself, feeling the wet denim clinging to skin that was still flushed and sensitive, she was turned on. Her pussy throbbed against the soaked fabric and she pressed her thighs together and the friction of wet denim against swollen skin sent a pulse through her that made her breath catch.

She looked down at herself. The chambray was half-unbuttoned and twisted, hanging open over a stomach that was trembling faintly. Her jeans were visibly dark between her legs, the stain spreading in an uneven pattern that left no room for alternative explanations. She looked like a woman who'd had something done to her. Something thorough.

It didn't bother her. She sat in it and felt it against her skin and breathed in the scent of it and her body hummed with a low, satisfied warmth that felt earned, that felt right, that felt like she'd been very, very good.

Then Katie stood up and her legs almost didn't hold her. Her thighs were shaking, the muscles wrung out and unsteady, and she had to put a hand on the armrest to catch herself before she found her balance. The soaked denim shifted against her skin as she straightened and she felt the full weight of it, heavy and clinging, pulling at her hips.

She needed to get out of these clothes.

The bedroom was fifteen steps down the hallway and that felt like too many. She was already reaching for the chambray, fingers finding the buttons that were still fastened, the bottom three, the ones that hadn't come undone during whatever had happened on that couch. She popped them one at a time and shrugged the shirt off her shoulders and it peeled away from her skin with a soft wet sound, the fabric dark with sweat across the back and under the arms. She dropped it on the floor and didn't care.

Her bra was next. Grey cotton, practical, soaked through with sweat so thoroughly that the fabric had gone translucent against her skin. She reached behind her and unhooked it and the straps slid down her arms and the air hit her damp chest and her nipples tightened immediately and the sensation shot straight down through her stomach to the pulse between her legs. She dropped the bra on top of the chambray and stood in her living room half-naked in soaked jeans and felt a flush climb her neck.

She was turned on. Peeling off her own sweat-soaked clothes in the middle of her living room was turning her on. The act of stripping, the reveal of damp skin, the evidence of how wrecked she'd been, all of it fed into the warm low hum that hadn't stopped since she'd woken up.

The jeans were harder. She unbuttoned them and pulled the zipper down and hooked her thumbs into the waistband and started working them over her hips and the wet denim fought her, clinging to her thighs, rolling instead of sliding. She had to peel them down inch by inch, bending forward, tugging at the knees where the fabric had sealed itself to her skin. Each inch of denim she freed left her skin flushed and damp and exposed to the air and each inch felt like undressing for someone, like being watched, like a slow reveal that was building toward something.

She stepped out of the jeans and kicked them aside and looked at them on the floor. Ruined. The dark stain covered the entire crotch and spread down both inner thighs and there was no laundering that, that was done, those were finished as functional clothing. Something about that made her stomach clench.

Her underwear was worse. Simple black cotton, completely destroyed, so soaked they were dripping, the fabric heavy and warm when she hooked her fingers into the waistband and pulled them down. They peeled away from her pussy with a slick separation that she felt and heard and the sound made her breath catch. She stepped out of them and held them for a moment, dangling from one finger, looking at them. Destroyed. Absolutely destroyed. Evidence of something so thorough and so complete that the woman who'd done it to herself couldn't even remember doing it.

She liked it.

She stood naked in her living room, looking at the pile of ruined clothes on the floor and the dark patch on her couch cushion and the grey pillow with the drool stain, and she liked all of it. The destruction. The proof. The fact that a hypnosis file she didn't believe in had made her cum so hard she'd soaked through two layers of clothing without being conscious for any of it. Her pussy throbbed, swollen and slick and exposed to the air for the first time, and she pressed her thighs together and felt the wetness and the heat and wanted more of it.

She kind of wanted to do it again. Sit back down on that couch, press play, see if it happened twice. The thought sent a spike of arousal through her so sharp she almost reached between her legs right there, standing in the middle of her living room surrounded by her own wreckage.

She looked at the television. The word Complete still glowed on the screen, patient and still, and the file was right there on her phone, right there on the armrest where she'd left it.

Her hand was halfway to the phone when her stomach growled. Loud. Aggressive. The kind of growl that vibrated through her abdominal wall and made her press her palm flat against her bare stomach, feeling it clench and release under her fingers. She was hungry. Not the polite, scheduled hunger of a woman who ate at designated times and portioned her meals, but a deep, bodily hunger that felt like it had been building for hours, like her body had burned through every available calorie doing whatever it had done on that couch.

She should eat. The phone could wait. The file could wait. Food first.

She padded naked down the hallway to the kitchen, the hardwood cool under her bare feet, and the air from the central vent hit her damp skin and raised goosebumps along her arms and stomach. She should put clothes on. She'd put clothes on after she ate something. Just a little something. A snack. It was mid-afternoon and dinner was in a few hours and she didn't want to ruin her appetite, so she'd just have a small something to take the edge off.

She opened the fridge and pulled out the leftover pad thai from Thursday. The container was full, she'd ordered a large and only eaten a third of it, and she set it on the counter and peeled the lid off and the smell hit her, peanut and lime and chili oil, and her stomach clenched so hard she grabbed the fork from the dish rack without even thinking about heating it up.

Just a few bites. Just to tide her over.

She ate standing at the counter, fork moving from container to mouth in a steady rhythm, and the cold noodles were good, better than she remembered, the peanut sauce thick and rich and coating her tongue. She was going to stop after a few bites. She was stopping soon. She was almost done.

The container was empty. She looked down at it with the fork still in her hand and the only thought in her head was that she needed something else. The pad thai had been a start. An appetizer. Her stomach was still talking to her, still making its demands known, and she wasn't going to overdo it but she could have a little more.

She opened the pantry. The bag of tortilla chips was right at eye level and she grabbed it and set it on the counter next to the empty pad thai container and twisted the bag open and started eating them by the handful. Three, four chips at a time, scooping them out and crunching through them while she scanned the pantry for what else was available. The jar of queso she'd bought for a movie night that hadn't happened yet. She unscrewed the lid and dipped the chips into it, thick globs of processed cheese clinging to each chip, and ate them one after another while she reached back into the pantry with her free hand and found the box of granola bars.

She was going to eat light today. She was being good. This was just a snack, just a little something between meals, and she'd have a salad for dinner to balance it out. She unwrapped a granola bar and bit into it while she was still chewing chips, the peanut butter and chocolate mixing with the salt and cheese in her mouth, and she unwrapped a second one before she'd finished the first.

The bag of chips was half empty. The queso jar had a ring of orange around the rim where she'd been scraping the sides. Two granola bar wrappers sat crumpled on the counter. She opened the fridge again and found the block of cheddar she used for omelets and cut a thick slab off it and ate it in three bites, standing in the cold light of the refrigerator, and then cut another slab and ate that too while she scanned the shelves. Greek yogurt. She grabbed one, peeled the foil, and ate it in four quick spoonfuls, then grabbed a second. Leftover rice from Wednesday in a tupperware she didn't bother heating, eating it cold with her fingers while she nudged the fridge shut with her hip and went back to the chips.

She was eating light today. Definitely. Just a snack. She reached into the chip bag and grabbed another fistful and a warm flush moved through her stomach, lower, settling between her hips with a gentle pulse that she didn't connect to the food in her hand or the fullness building in her belly or the steady, mechanical rhythm of hand to mouth to hand to mouth that hadn't slowed down since she'd opened the fridge.

Then she opened the freezer. There was a pint of ice cream in the back, salted caramel, the kind she bought once a month and rationed over two weeks in careful quarter-cup servings. She pulled it out and pried the lid off and grabbed a spoon from the drawer and ate it standing in front of the open fridge, the cold air rolling over her bare skin and the ice cream so sweet and rich it made her jaw ache. She wasn't going to eat the whole thing. She'd have a few bites. A few spoonfuls.

The spoon scraped the bottom of the pint and she set it on the counter next to the empty pad thai and the gutted chip bag and the queso jar and the granola bar wrappers and the yogurt cups and the open tupperware of rice. She licked the spoon clean and dropped it in the sink and reached for the loaf of bread on the counter and pulled out four slices and spread peanut butter on them in thick uneven layers, folding each slice in half and eating it in three bites, chewing through one while she assembled the next.

The fridge was still open. The light spilled across the kitchen tile and across her bare feet and she reached in and found the leftover pasta she'd made on Monday, penne with red sauce, and she didn't bother with a fork. She ate it with her fingers, cold penne dripping sauce down her wrist, standing in the fridge light like she was shopping from her own shelves.

She was turned on. The warmth between her legs had been building steadily since the first bite of pad thai, a slow throbbing pulse that intensified with every swallow, and now it was insistent, constant, a low wet ache that she was aware of in the same distant, uncritical way she was aware of the cold air from the fridge. It was just there. It was just part of eating.

A thin line of wetness traced down her inner thigh. She didn't notice it. She was pulling the deli turkey out of the meat drawer and rolling three slices together and biting through them while she reached for the cheese again with her other hand. Another trail of slickness followed the first, sliding down to her knee, and a drop fell to the tile between her bare feet and she didn't look down because she was unwrapping a string cheese and eating it in two bites.

Her stomach was distended. She'd eaten enough for three meals in the span of fifteen minutes and her belly was swollen and tight, pushing outward in a firm round curve that hadn't been there when she'd stood up from the couch. She didn't notice. She ran her hand across her stomach while she chewed through a fistful of crackers from a box she'd pulled off the top shelf and her fingers moved over the taut bloated skin and registered nothing unusual. She was eating light. This was just a snack. She'd have something reasonable for dinner.

She grabbed the bag of shredded mozzarella from the fridge and ate pinches of it directly from the bag, the cold cheese sticking to her fingers, while she bent down and found the container of hummus and scooped it out with the crackers, two at a time, loading each one until it sagged. Red sauce was drying on her wrist. Peanut butter was smeared at the corner of her mouth. Her belly was round and tight under her hand and she was dripping onto her kitchen floor and she reached back into the fridge for the leftover fried rice she'd forgotten about, and she ate that too, cold, with a serving spoon, standing naked in the harsh kitchen light with her bloated stomach pressing against the edge of the counter.

This wasn't that much. She'd barely eaten. She was being good.

And then suddenly, she was full. Completely, undeniably, magnificently full. Her stomach was a hard round drum beneath her hands, distended and tight, pressing outward in a curve that caught the kitchen light. She leaned back against the counter and let out a long slow breath and felt the pressure of everything she'd eaten shift and settle inside her.

She looked at the counter. The empty pad thai container. The crumpled chip bag. The scraped-clean queso jar. The pint of ice cream, hollow. The bread bag, half empty. The peanut butter jar with the knife still in it. The open pasta tupperware with red sauce drying on the rim. The turkey packaging. The shredded mozzarella bag, deflated. The hummus container, scraped to the sides. The cracker box on its side. The yogurt cups. The granola bar wrappers. The rice container, empty.

It wasn't that much. She'd had a snack. A moderate snack, maybe a little bigger than usual because she'd been hungry after falling asleep on the couch, but nothing excessive. She'd have something light for dinner. A salad, maybe. She'd been good today.

She ran her hand over her bloated stomach and felt a warm pulse of satisfaction that started under her palm and spread lower and she let out another breath, this one slower, this one carrying a small sound at the end that she didn't notice.

Her phone buzzed from the living room.

She walked back down the hallway, bare feet on hardwood, her swollen belly shifting with each step in a way she didn't register. The phone was on the armrest where she'd left it, screen lit up. She picked it up and read the text.

Beth: did u listen to it yet???

Katie smiled. She typed with both thumbs, standing naked in her living room with red sauce on her wrist and peanut butter at the corner of her mouth and her stomach round and tight and her thighs still slick.

Yes! It was great. Fell asleep lol but I feel SO relaxed. Can't wait to listen again.

She hit send and the warmth pulsed between her legs, soft and approving, and she stood there with the phone in her hand and her mind was already moving, already reaching, already compiling a list. Priya from work, who complained about her neck pain every Monday. James, her cousin, who'd been anxious since the divorce. Megan, her old college roommate, who never slept. They needed this. They needed to hear it. She'd text them tonight. She'd send the link. She'd be insistent about it, the way Beth had been insistent, because it was the right thing to do. They needed to be good.

She set the phone down and looked at the kitchen from the hallway, at the wreckage of containers and wrappers spread across the counter, and her stomach growled faintly beneath the fullness, a small anticipatory sound, and she thought about dinner. Pizza, maybe. She'd earned it. She could order from the place on Seventh that did the deep dish with extra cheese. A large. Maybe breadsticks.

She'd been good today. She pressed her thighs together and felt the slickness there and the warmth pulsed once more, gentle and affirming, and she reached for her phone to pull up the delivery app.
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Subconscious Gains: An Erotic Mind Control Story

Jennifer is a collector of fitness attempts. Her apartment is a graveyard of unused yoga apps, dusty resistance bands, and a Planet Fitness membership she’s used exactly eleven times. Like many, she lives in the gap between the person she is and the person she wants to be—the one who doesn't dread the gym and can finally fit into the "optimistic" medium shorts buried in her drawer.

When she spends thirty-two dollars on a set of guided motivation sessions, she expects the usual marketing fluff. Instead, she finds a frequency that doesn't just motivate—it reconstructs.

As the binaural beats sync with her heart rate, Jennifer discovers that true "sustainable fitness" requires letting go of everything. Her worries, her hesitation, and finally, her very willpower. Under the influence of a low, seductive voice, Jennifer's body finds a new purpose. The tension she's carried for years vanishes, replaced by a heavy, boneless obedience that feels better than any workout ever could.

She thought she was buying a way to change her body. She ended up finding a Voice that wants to own it.

By the time the session ends, Jennifer is refreshed, aroused, and ready to recommend the app to everyone she knows. She feels amazing, but she isn't the one in control anymore. Beneath her ordinary life, the architecture of a new Jennifer has been installed—one that exists only to serve, to obey, and to press play again.

Slipped In Suggestions: An Erotic Mind Control Story

The Perfect Roommate... The Perfect Pet.

Lori has always felt "average" compared to her stunning roommate, Candice. While Candice commands every room with her blonde hair and athletic grace, Lori has been quietly perfecting a different kind of power. After days of meticulous scripting and layering binaural beats, Lori has created the ultimate relaxation file—one designed to do much more than just soothe the mind.

When a stressful day leaves Candice desperate for a way to unwind, Lori seizes her opportunity. What begins as a simple listening session quickly spirals into a total surrender of willpower. As the countdown begins, Candice’s thoughts drift away, replaced by a singular, consuming desire: to be a good girl.

But one "good girl" isn't enough for Lori’s new world order. With Candice now a blissfully obedient servant, Lori sets her sights on expanding her collection. Tasked with "breaking in" their friend Stephanie, Candice discovers that being the top pet comes with its own wicked rewards.

Step into a world of absolute obedience, secret domestic bliss, and the intoxicating power of the subconscious mind.

The Whims Of A Goddess: A Mind Control Story

A goddess doesn’t just walk among mortals—she remakes them.

When a powerful deity of change and control finds herself in a "goddess mood," the world becomes her plaything. What begins as a chance encounter on a city street quickly spirals into a provocative game of psychological dominance and total submission.

Marissa was just walking home until a single word froze her in her tracks. Now, she and her roommate Claire are subjects in a divine experiment. Through the power of absolute mental command, the Goddess begins to peel away their inhibitions, exposing the secret desires they’ve hidden even from themselves. From the rigid, responsible Claire being transformed into a mindless, obedient "piggy" to the spirited Marissa becoming a devoted, praise-hungry pet, no one is safe from the Goddess’s whims.

Even the neighbor who comes to complain about the noise find herself traded for a cleaning rag and a mantra of servitude.

In this high-stakes story of mind control and erotic transformation, three women learn that resisting a goddess is futile—and that total surrender feels better than they ever imagined.
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