
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Breaking Point

Lindsey Martin sat in the conference room with her laptop open, the cursor blinking mockingly on a blank slide titled “Q4 Projections.” Twenty pairs of eyes were fixed on her—colleagues, her boss, the visiting executives from corporate. The air-conditioning hummed too loudly, or maybe that was the blood rushing in her ears. Her palms were slick against the table’s edge.

She had rehearsed this presentation a dozen times in her apartment mirror. The numbers were solid. The design was clean. She knew this material backward. But the moment her manager said, “Lindsey, whenever you’re ready,” something inside her snapped loose.

Her throat closed. The room tilted. A hot wave of nausea surged up from her stomach, and she gripped the armrests of her chair to keep from sliding to the floor. Words—simple, ordinary words—refused to form. She opened her mouth, closed it, opened it again. Nothing came out except a faint, mortifying squeak.

Someone coughed. Someone else shifted in their seat. Her boss’s brow furrowed in concern that quickly hardened into impatience.

“I’m—I’m sorry,” she finally managed, her voice thin and trembling. “I need… I need a minute.”

She stumbled out of the room, past the sympathetic glances and the ones that weren’t sympathetic at all, down the hallway to the women’s restroom. Locking herself in the farthest stall, she pressed her forehead against the cool metal door and let the panic take her. Tears burned her eyes. Her chest heaved in short, frantic gasps. This wasn’t the first time, but it was the worst. The absolute worst.

By the time she emerged, pale and shaky, the meeting had moved on without her. Her boss pulled her aside with a tight smile and suggested she “take the rest of the day.” Translation: go home and pull yourself together before you embarrass us again.

On the subway ride back to her Brooklyn apartment, Lindsey stared at her reflection in the dark window: twenty-six years old, decent job, nice enough face, and completely falling apart. The anxiety had started in college—tightness in social situations, the occasional racing heart—but lately it had grown teeth. Presentations, client calls, even crowded grocery stores could trigger it now. Therapy had helped a little (the standard CBT kind), but the waiting lists were long and the progress felt glacial.

That night, curled on her couch with a glass of wine she barely tasted, she opened her laptop and started searching. “Anxiety treatment Brooklyn.” “Rapid anxiety relief.” “Alternative therapy anxiety.” She scrolled past the usual suspects—meditation apps, SSRIs, exposure therapy—until a sleek website caught her eye.

Dr. Mark Jenkins

Certified Clinical Hypnotherapist

Specializing in Deep Immersion Techniques for Anxiety, Trauma, and Performance Blocks

The headshot showed a man in his late thirties: dark hair neatly styled, strong jaw, calm gray eyes that seemed to look straight through the screen. His smile was warm but professional, the kind that made you feel instantly understood. Testimonials scrolled beneath the photo—dozens of them, glowing.

“Dr. Jenkins changed my life in three sessions. My panic attacks are gone.”

“I used to freeze during public speaking. Now I actually enjoy it.”

“His deep immersion method is unlike anything I’ve tried. Profoundly effective.”

Lindsey read them twice, skepticism warring with desperation. Hypnosis sounded like stage-show nonsense—rabbits from hats, clucking like chickens. But these reviews were specific, heartfelt. And the word “rapid” kept appearing. She needed rapid.

Before she could overthink it, she clicked the booking link. Availability showed an opening the very next afternoon. Her finger hovered over the confirm button for only a second.

Appointment confirmed.

Dr. Mark Jenkins looks forward to meeting you.

She closed the laptop and exhaled, a small flutter of hope cutting through the exhaustion. Maybe this would be different. Maybe this time someone would actually fix her.

The following day, she arrived fifteen minutes early at the brownstone address in Park Slope. The building was elegant but understated—brass numbers, freshly painted door, a discreet plaque beside it: M. JENKINS, PhD, PRIVATE PRACTICE.

A woman in her early thirties greeted her in the small waiting room—soft lighting, comfortable chairs, the faint scent of sandalwood. “Lindsey? Dr. Jenkins is ready for you.”

The office itself was larger than she’d expected: high ceilings, bookshelves lined with psychology texts, a plush leather couch facing a single armchair. Late afternoon light filtered through half-closed blinds, casting warm stripes across the Persian rug.

And then there was Dr. Jenkins himself, rising from behind a desk to greet her. In person he was taller than the photo suggested, broad-shouldered beneath a tailored charcoal shirt. His handshake was firm but not crushing, his skin warm.

“Lindsey,” he said, and the way he pronounced her name—slow, deliberate, with a faint smile—made something in her chest loosen. “Please, have a seat wherever you’re comfortable.”

His voice was extraordinary: low, smooth, with a cadence that seemed to settle directly into her nervous system. She chose the couch, sinking into its cushions more deeply than she’d intended.

“I read your intake form,” he began, settling into the armchair with an easy grace. “Severe anxiety, particularly in professional settings. Panic attacks that feel physical as much as mental. Is that still accurate?”

She nodded, surprised at how easily the words came. “Yes. It’s… it’s getting worse. Yesterday I completely froze during a presentation. I couldn’t even speak.”

“That sounds exhausting,” he said gently. Not pitying—just acknowledging. “Carrying that kind of fear every day.”

Tears pricked unexpectedly. No one had put it quite like that before.

“We’ll start slowly today,” he continued. “Just conversation, some basic relaxation exercises. My approach is called deep immersion—it’s a form of clinical hypnosis, but very different from what you might imagine. No swinging watches or commands to bark like a dog.” His eyes crinkled with humor.

She laughed—a small, startled sound. “I was kind of worried about that.”

“Good. I want you completely at ease. The goal is to give you tools that work quickly and lastingly. Some people notice significant relief after the first session.”

He leaned forward slightly, elbows on his knees, gaze steady on hers. “Lindsey, would it be all right if we began with a simple breathing exercise? Just to help you settle in.”

“Yes,” she said, the word coming out softer than intended. “That would be good.”

“Excellent. Close your eyes if you like, or keep them open—whatever feels natural. And listen to my voice.”

She closed her eyes.

His voice wrapped around her like warm water, guiding her breath deeper, slower. In… and out. Shoulders dropping. Tension melting from her jaw, her hands, her chest. She hadn’t realized how tightly she’d been holding herself until it began to release.

Time softened. When he eventually said, “You can open your eyes now,” she did so slowly, blinking at the room as if seeing it anew. The light felt gentler. Her body heavier, but in a pleasant way.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

“Good,” she said, surprised to mean it. “Really good.”

He smiled—not triumphant, just pleased. “That’s the beginning. We’ll build from here.”

They talked for the remainder of the hour: her history, triggers, what she wanted most (control, confidence, freedom from the constant dread). He listened without interruption, nodding occasionally, his attention absolute.

As the session ended, he stood with her at the door. “I’d like to see you again soon, if you’re open to it. Twice a week at first, to build momentum.”

“Yes,” she said immediately. “Definitely.”

“Wonderful.” He placed a hand very lightly on her upper arm—just a brief, reassuring touch as he opened the door. “You’re already doing beautifully, Lindsey.”

The contact was professional, fleeting. But as she walked down the brownstone steps into the cooling evening air, she felt the spot where his fingers had rested tingling faintly, like a promise.

She didn’t know it yet, but something had already begun to shift inside her—quietly, irreversibly.


Chapter Two: First Trance

Lindsey arrived ten minutes early for her second appointment, earlier than she’d meant to. She told herself it was just punctuality, but the truth was simpler: she’d been thinking about this office—about Dr. Jenkins—all week. The panic attack at work still stung, but the memory of that first session lingered like a soft blanket over the sharp edges. She’d slept better than she had in months. No racing thoughts at 3 a.m., no clenching dread when she woke. Just quiet.

The same receptionist smiled and waved her through. The sandalwood scent greeted her again, warmer today, or maybe she was simply more attuned to it.

Mark Jenkins was already waiting in the office doorway, sleeves rolled to the elbow, a faint shadow of stubble along his jaw that hadn’t been there before. He looked less like a photograph and more like a man who had lived a full day already.

“Lindsey,” he said, and the sound of her name in that low, unhurried voice sent a small, involuntary ripple through her midsection. “Right on time. Come in.”

She stepped past him, catching the subtle note of his cologne—something clean and woody—before settling onto the same leather couch. Sunlight slanted through the blinds in thinner blades now; late afternoon sliding toward evening.

“How has the week been?” he asked, taking the armchair opposite her. Not across a desk this time, but closer. Near enough that she could see the faint lines at the corners of his eyes when he smiled.

“Better,” she admitted. “A lot better. I had a client call on Wednesday that would normally have wrecked me, but I got through it without spiraling. I even felt… calm.”

“Good.” He nodded once, as if that were exactly what he’d expected. “That’s the foundation taking hold. Today we’ll go a little deeper. I’d like to introduce you to the full immersion process—if you’re ready.”

Her pulse quickened, but not with fear. Curiosity, maybe. And something else she couldn’t name. “I’m ready.”

“Excellent.” He leaned forward slightly, elbows on his knees, hands loosely clasped. “First, I want you to understand what this is and what it isn’t. Deep immersion isn’t about losing control. It’s about giving your conscious mind a rest so the deeper parts—the parts that already know how to be calm—can come forward. You’ll hear everything I say. You can open your eyes or speak at any time. Nothing happens that you don’t allow.”

She nodded.

“All right. Make yourself comfortable. Feet on the floor, hands resting wherever feels natural. If you’d like to close your eyes, you may. If not, simply soften your gaze.”

Lindsey let her eyes drift shut. The room behind her lids was warm and dim.

“Begin by noticing your breath,” he said, voice dropping into an even slower register. “No need to change it. Just notice. Air moving in… air moving out. Cool at the nostrils on the inhale… warmer on the exhale.”

She followed the instructions without effort. Her breathing deepened of its own accord.

“That’s perfect. With each breath out, allow your shoulders to drop a fraction more. Feel the weight of your body sinking into the couch… supported completely. Safe.”

The word safe settled over her like a hand on the back of her neck—gentle, reassuring.

“Now I’m going to count down from ten to one. With each number, you can let yourself relax twice as deeply as before. Ten… feeling the muscles in your scalp loosen… nine… forehead smoothing… eight… eyes soft and heavy behind closed lids…”

He continued, unhurried, painting relaxation downward through her body—jaw, throat, chest, arms, hands, fingers. By the time he reached one, Lindsey felt as though she were floating an inch above the couch, tethered only by the sound of his voice.

“Very good, Lindsey. You’re doing beautifully. In this relaxed state, your mind is clear and receptive. And in this clear, receptive state, you can accept a simple truth: whenever you hear my voice guiding you like this, your body knows exactly how to return to this calm, pleasant depth. Effortlessly. Naturally.”

A soft warmth spread through her chest, as if the words themselves were being absorbed.

“There’s a place inside you that’s always been calm,” he continued. “A quiet center that anxiety can’t touch. From now on, whenever you need it, you can return to this feeling simply by taking three slow breaths and silently saying the word ‘settle.’ Try it now, in your mind. Settle.”

She did. The warmth deepened, spreading outward to her fingertips.

“Perfect. And because this calm is yours—it belongs to you—you can carry it with you anywhere. Into meetings. Onto subways. Into any moment you choose.”

Time lost meaning. His voice was the only constant, weaving gentle suggestions: that anxiety was a signal, not a master; that her body knew how to release tension; that confidence was already waiting beneath the fear. Nothing felt forced. Everything felt true.

Eventually, the cadence shifted.

“In a moment, I’ll count from one to five. With each number, you’ll feel yourself returning to ordinary awareness—refreshed, alert, carrying this calm with you. One… beginning to feel energy return to your hands and feet… two… noticing the room around you… three… halfway back now, feeling wonderfully rested… four… eyes ready to open… five.”

Lindsey blinked. The office came into focus. The light had shifted; golden now, almost sunset. She felt heavy-limbed and light-headed at once, like waking from the best nap of her life.

Mark watched her with quiet satisfaction. “Welcome back. How do you feel?”

She searched for words. “Like I just came out of a warm bath. My head’s… quiet.”

He smiled. “That’s the immersion. The more we practice, the easier it becomes—and the longer the effects last.”

They spent the remaining twenty minutes talking. She told him about the client call, about how she’d caught herself starting to spiral and then—almost without thinking—taken those three slow breaths. Whispered settle in her mind. And the spiral had stopped.

He listened, nodding, occasionally asking a gentle question. When the hour ended, he stood with her at the door again.

“Same time next week?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said, too quickly, then caught herself. “I mean—yes, definitely.”

“Good.” His hand brushed her upper arm once more, the same brief, professional touch as before. But this time the spot burned faintly long after she’d left the building.

That night, in her apartment, Lindsey undressed for bed and paused in front of the mirror. Her skin looked flushed, though the room was cool. She cupped her breasts absently, thumbs grazing her nipples, and a soft gasp escaped her. They were already peaked, sensitive in a way that felt new.

She crawled under the covers, telling herself she was only tired. But her hand slipped between her thighs almost of its own accord. She was slick—shockingly so—and the first slow circle over her clit drew a shuddering breath.

In the dark, fragments of his voice drifted back: You’re doing beautifully… safe… settle.

She came quickly, harder than usual, hips lifting off the mattress, his name a silent shape on her lips.

Afterward, lying spent and staring at the ceiling, she felt a flicker of confusion. She hadn’t fantasized about anyone specific—not really. Just the feeling of being guided, held, seen.

It’s just the relaxation, she told herself. Stress relief. Nothing more.

She whispered settle into the quiet room. Calm washed over her again, deeper this time, and she slipped into sleep without another thought.

Across the city, Mark Jenkins sat in his darkened office, reviewing notes under the glow of a single desk lamp.

Session 2 – L.M.

Excellent trance depth. Receptive.

Initial anchors placed: voice recognition, “settle” keyword, light tactile association.

Arousal response noted post-session (self-reported physical ease; likely stronger).

Proceeding to Phase Two next visit.

He closed the notebook, leaned back in his chair, and allowed himself a small, private smile.

She was already his favorite kind of canvas—bright, wounded, hungry for relief.

And so very responsive.


Chapter Three: Building Trust

Lindsey stepped into the office with a lightness she hadn’t felt in years. Two weeks had passed since her second session, and the difference was undeniable. The subway ride hadn’t tightened her chest. The crowded sidewalk hadn’t made her flinch. Even the email from her boss asking her to present at next month’s team meeting had only sparked a brief flutter—quickly quieted by three slow breaths and the silent word settle.

Mark Jenkins was already there, standing by the window adjusting the blinds. He turned when she entered, and the small smile he gave her felt like a reward.

“Lindsey. You look well.”

“I feel well,” she said, surprising herself with the confidence in her voice. She hung her coat on the stand and settled onto the couch without waiting to be asked. “I used the breathing thing you taught me—settle—four or five times this week. It actually works.”

“I’m glad.” He took his usual chair, closer today, knees almost brushing hers. “That’s you accessing your own resources. I’m only the guide.”

She believed him. That was the strange part. She trusted this man she barely knew in a way she hadn’t trusted anyone in a long time.

“Today,” he said, “we’ll deepen the immersion a little further. I’d like to introduce a small anchor—something simple that can help you feel safe and calm even faster. Are you open to that?”

“Yes.” The answer came immediately.

“Good.” He leaned forward, voice softening into the cadence she now recognized. “Close your eyes when you’re ready. Let your hands rest in your lap. Notice the weight of your body against the couch… the places where you’re supported.”

She slipped under almost at once. The room fell away, leaving only the warm resonance of his voice.

“Breathe in… and out. Deeper with each exhale. That’s perfect.”

He guided her down the same gentle countdown as before—ten to one—but this time it felt faster, easier, as if her mind had been waiting for the invitation. By three, she was floating in that soft, heavy quiet.

“Very good, Lindsey. You’re already deeper than last time. Your subconscious is learning quickly.”

A faint glow of pleasure spread through her at the praise.

“Now, I’m going to touch your wrist very lightly. Just two fingers. You’ll feel only comfort—nothing else. A simple signal that tells your body it’s safe to relax completely.”

She felt the pads of his fingers settle on the inside of her left wrist, directly over her pulse. Warm. Steady. The contact was clinical, barely there, yet her heart gave one slow, deliberate thud in response.

“With this touch,” he continued, voice low and even, “your body releases any remaining tension. Like a wave receding. And whenever you feel this exact touch in the future—only from me, only in this safe context—your mind and body will remember this calm and return to it instantly. Deeper each time.”

He let the silence stretch, fingers still resting against her skin. She felt her pulse slow to match the calm rhythm of his breathing.

“There’s another small gift I’d like to give you today. A word that belongs only to us in these sessions. When you hear me say the word surrender—just like this, in this tone—you’ll feel a pleasant warmth spread through your center. A soft, liquid warmth that reminds you you’re safe, cared for, and free to let go. Try it now. Surrender.”

The word rolled through her like heated honey. A flush bloomed low in her belly, spreading outward in slow pulses. Her thighs pressed together involuntarily; her nipples tightened against the soft cotton of her bra. The sensation wasn’t urgent—just deeply, undeniably pleasant.

“Very good,” he murmured. “You can let that warmth fade now, or carry it with you—whichever feels right.”

The glow lingered, soft and background, like distant sunlight.

He spent the rest of the trance reinforcing calm, confidence, the sense that anxiety was a passing cloud rather than a permanent storm. When he brought her back—counting slowly from one to five—she opened her eyes feeling loose-limbed and strangely energized.

Mark removed his hand from her wrist only after she was fully awake. The absence of his touch left a cool spot that she immediately missed.

“How was that?” he asked.

“Amazing,” she said, then blushed at how breathless she sounded. “I mean—the warmth thing was… intense. In a good way.”

He nodded, unfazed. “That’s your nervous system responding to safety. The more we practice, the more natural it becomes.”

They talked for the last fifteen minutes—surface things, mostly. Work, the upcoming presentation, how she was sleeping. She found herself leaning toward him, hanging on every word of guidance he offered.

When the session ended, he walked her to the door as always. This time, instead of the brief arm touch, he reached for her left hand, turning it palm up. With deliberate care, he pressed two fingers to the exact spot on her wrist.

The effect was immediate. Calm flooded her, deeper than before, along with a softer echo of that liquid warmth.

“Practice this at home if you like,” he said quietly. “Imagine my fingers there. Your body will remember.”

She nodded, not trusting her voice.

Outside, the late October air felt sharp against her heated skin. She walked the six blocks to the subway in a pleasant daze, replaying the session in her mind. The word surrender echoed once or twice, unbidden, sending little shivers through her.

That night, alone in her apartment, Lindsey sat cross-legged on her bed with her laptop open to a streaming show she wasn’t watching. Her left wrist rested on her thigh. After a moment’s hesitation, she pressed her own fingers to the spot Mark had touched.

Nothing dramatic happened—just a mild relaxation. Disappointing, but logical. It was his touch that carried the anchor, he’d said.

She closed the laptop and turned off the light. Lying in the dark, she whispered the new word to herself.

“Surrender.”

The warmth returned instantly—stronger than in the office, centered low and undeniable. Her breath caught. Between her legs, she felt herself grow slick in seconds, a slow, swelling ache that made her shift restlessly against the sheets.

She told herself it was just the power of suggestion. Therapeutic. Normal.

But her hand was already sliding beneath the waistband of her sleep shorts, fingers gliding easily through wetness that hadn’t been there moments ago. She circled her clit slowly at first, then faster, hips lifting as the pleasure built with shocking speed.

In the dark, his voice filled her mind: Very good, Lindsey… deeper each time… surrender.

She came with a sharp cry, back arching, thighs clamping around her hand. The orgasm rolled through her in long, pulsing waves—stronger and longer than any she could remember.

Afterward, she lay trembling, heart racing. A small laugh escaped her—half embarrassment, half wonder.

It’s just stress relief, she thought again. The body responding to relaxation. Nothing strange about it.

She whispered settle to calm her breathing, and the aftershocks faded into sleepy warmth.

She booked her next appointment before falling asleep, fingers lingering on the confirmation button a little longer than necessary.

In his office, Mark closed her file and added a brief note in neat handwriting:

Session 3 – L.M.

Trance depth: excellent.

Tactile anchor established.

Initial arousal trigger (“surrender”) highly responsive—strong physiological reaction observed and reinforced.

Subject rationalizing effectively. No resistance.

Next session: intensify linkage between voice/touch and pleasure response.

He set the pen down, switched off the lamp, and allowed himself a slow breath of satisfaction.

Lindsey was unfolding exactly as he’d hoped—quickly, eagerly, and entirely unaware of how deep she had already gone.


Chapter Four: Cravings Emerge

Lindsey’s calendar had started to revolve around Tuesdays and Fridays at 4:30 p.m.

She didn’t admit it to herself in those exact words, of course. She told herself it was because the sessions were working. Her anxiety was quieter than it had ever been. She’d delivered a ten-minute update in last week’s team meeting without a single spike of panic. Her boss had even said, “Nice job, Lindsey—confident.” The praise had felt good, but not as good as the memory of Mark’s fingers on her wrist afterward, when she’d recounted the story in his office and he’d murmured, “I’m proud of you.”

That was the part she kept replaying.

By the fourth session, she was arriving twenty minutes early, claiming a corner chair in the waiting room so she could watch the door to his office. When he appeared—always exactly on time, sleeves rolled once or twice, calm gray eyes finding her immediately—her stomach did a slow, warm flip.

This time he greeted her with a small, private smile that felt like it belonged only to the two of them.

“Come in, Lindsey.”

She followed him inside, hyper-aware of the distance between their bodies in the narrow hallway. He smelled faintly of cedar and something cleaner, like rainfall. She wanted to lean closer and breathe it in, then scolded herself for the thought.

He closed the door softly behind them.

“You’ve been practicing,” he said, not a question.

“Yes.” She sat on the couch, knees together, hands folded. “The wrist thing helps before meetings. And surrender—” She felt heat rise in her cheeks. “That one’s… strong.”

“Good.” He took the armchair, closer again today. Close enough that when he leaned forward she could see the faint shadow along his jaw. “Strong is exactly what we want. Today we’ll deepen the connection between my voice, my touch, and the calm you’re learning to trust.”

She nodded, already softening.

“Close your eyes.”

The descent was instantaneous now. One slow breath and she was there—floating in warm darkness, tethered only by the low, steady cadence of his voice.

He guided her deeper than before, counting slowly, each number pulling her further down until her limbs felt distant and heavy, her mind blissfully quiet.

“You’re safe here, Lindsey. Completely safe. And in this safety, your body knows how to open. How to feel pleasure in letting go.”

The word pleasure sent a liquid ripple through her center.

He reached for her wrist again—two fingers settling over her pulse. The now-familiar calm flooded in, but this time it carried heat with it, a slow bloom that spread up her arm and down through her torso.

“Whenever you feel my touch like this,” he continued, voice velvet, “your body remembers this warmth. This openness. And it grows stronger each time. My skin against yours becomes a direct line to comfort… to pleasure… to surrender.”

His thumb brushed once, very lightly, across the inside of her wrist. The contact sparked straight between her legs. She felt herself grow wet—suddenly, unmistakably. A soft exhale escaped her lips.

“Very good,” he praised quietly. “You feel that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she whispered, the word slipping out before she could think.

“Perfect. Now another small step. When you hear me say the word surrender in this tone, the warmth intensifies. It moves lower. It settles between your thighs and stays there, gentle but insistent, until I tell it to fade. A reminder that you’re safe to feel everything.”

He let the silence stretch, then spoke the trigger again, softer.

“Surrender.”

The heat surged, pooling hot and liquid in her core. Her hips shifted involuntarily against the leather couch. She was swollen now, aching, the seam of her jeans pressing exactly where she needed it. A faint whimper caught in her throat.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Let it build. Let it teach you how good surrender can feel.”

Minutes passed—or maybe longer. She lost track. His voice wove through suggestions of calm, confidence, safety, all laced with that growing arousal. When he finally began the slow count back to wakefulness, the warmth receded to a background glow, still present but no longer overwhelming.

Lindsey opened her eyes slowly. The room looked the same, but everything felt different. Her skin tingled. Her nipples were tight against her bra. She shifted, mortified to feel how damp her underwear had become.

Mark watched her with quiet intensity.

“How do you feel?”

“Relaxed,” she said, then laughed softly, shaky. “And… really turned on. Is that normal?”

“Completely,” he assured her. “Deep relaxation often releases physical tension in unexpected ways. It’s healthy. Natural.”

She nodded, grateful for the explanation.

They talked for the remainder of the session—lighter topics, work, holiday plans—but she was only half listening. Every time he moved his hands, she remembered the feel of his fingers on her skin. Every time he said her name, the warmth flickered.

When it ended, he walked her to the door. This time he took her hand fully, turning it palm up, and pressed those same two fingers to her wrist.

The calm rushed in—along with a sharper pulse of arousal that made her knees soften.

“Until next time,” he said quietly. “You’re doing beautifully.”

Outside, the November air was cold enough to sting her flushed cheeks. She walked to the subway in a haze, thighs brushing together with every step, the friction almost unbearable.

That night, she lasted less than ten minutes after getting home.

She kicked off her shoes, dropped her bag, and went straight to the bedroom. Jeans shoved down, panties peeled away—she was soaked. Embarrassingly so. She fell back on the bed and spread her legs without ceremony, fingers sliding easily through slick folds.

She tried not to think of him. Told herself it was just leftover tension.

But the moment she whispered surrender to the empty room, the heat flared exactly as he’d described—low, insistent, perfect. Her hips bucked. She circled her clit faster, imagining his voice, his touch, the weight of his attention.

She came hard, crying out into her pillow, thighs trembling. It wasn’t enough. Ten minutes later she was touching herself again, chasing a second orgasm that left her boneless and gasping.

Afterward, lying in the dark, she felt a small pang of unease. This was supposed to be therapy. Healing. Not… whatever this was becoming.

But the unease faded quickly, soothed by the lingering warmth in her body and the quiet certainty that she would be back in that office in four days.

She opened her phone and sent a text before she could second-guess it.

Lindsey: Hi Dr. Jenkins—just wanted to say thank you for today. Feeling really good.

The reply came within minutes.

Mark: You’re very welcome, Lindsey. I’m glad. Sleep well.

She stared at the message longer than necessary, thumb brushing over the screen.

Then, on impulse, she opened the voice memo app and played a short clip she’d secretly recorded during the last session—his voice guiding her breathing at the start.

The sound of it alone sent a fresh shiver through her. She pressed her thighs together and whispered surrender into the dark.

Across town, Mark read her text a second time, then opened the notes on his laptop.

Session 4 – L.M.

Trance depth: profound.

Tactile + verbal arousal linkage strongly reinforced. Immediate physical response observed (flushed skin, dilated pupils, vocalization).

Post-session self-pleasure highly likely—text confirms elevated mood and attachment.

Craving phase initiating ahead of schedule.

Next session: introduce delayed gratification protocol. Begin edging suggestions.

He saved the file, closed the laptop, and poured himself a small glass of whiskey.

Lindsey was already further along than most.

And she had no idea how much further she still had to fall.


Chapter Five: The Inhibitor Trigger

Lindsey’s phone buzzed on the nightstand at 2:17 a.m.

She woke instantly, heart already racing for no reason she could name. The room was dark except for the blue glow of the screen. A text from an unknown number.

Unknown: You’re safe. Breathe. Settle.

She stared at the words, confusion sharpening into something warmer when she saw the signature below.

—Mark

He must have taken her number from the intake form. Emergency contact, she’d written, though she hadn’t expected him to use it.

Her pulse slowed almost at once. She took the three slow breaths he’d taught her, whispered settle into the quiet room, and felt the familiar calm slide over her like silk.

Another text appeared.

Mark: Better?

Lindsey: Yes. Thank you. Bad dream, I think.

Mark: Understandable. Would you like to talk for a minute?

She hesitated only a second.

Lindsey: If it’s not too much trouble.

Her phone rang almost immediately—his name now saved in her contacts, somehow already there.

“Hi,” she answered, voice husky with sleep.

“Hello, Lindsey.” That low, steady cadence wrapped around her through the speaker. “Tell me where you are right now.”

“In bed. It’s dark. I woke up anxious.”

“Good. Stay lying down. Close your eyes if you haven’t already.”

She did.

“Notice your breath again. In… and out. Feel the weight of the blanket on your body. The mattress beneath you. You’re safe. Nothing can reach you here.”

The panic ebbed further.

“I’m going to guide you a little deeper,” he said softly. “Just like in the office. Count with me if you like, or simply listen.”

She listened.

His voice led her down—slow numbers, gentle suggestions, the same warm depth she’d come to crave twice a week. Within minutes she was floating, heavy-limbed and distant.

“There’s something new I’d like to offer you tonight,” he murmured. “A tool for when your mind feels too full. Too guarded. A word that lets everything quiet. When you hear me say blank—in this exact tone—your thoughts simply… pause. Like turning down the volume on a noisy room. Nothing to fear. Just space. Just peace.”

He paused, letting the silence settle.

“Try it now. Blank.”

The effect was immediate and startling. Her racing thoughts—fragments of the dream, the leftover anxiety—faded to a soft hush. Her mind felt suddenly, deliciously empty. Open.

“Very good,” he praised. “You can let a thought drift in if you wish, or stay in this quiet place. Either is perfect.”

She stayed. It was blissful.

He spoke for another ten minutes—reinforcing safety, calm, the sense that she could return to this emptiness whenever she needed. When he finally counted her back up, her body felt loose and warm, sleep pulling at her edges.

“Sleep now, Lindsey,” he said. “Deep, restful sleep. We’ll talk about this in our next session.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, already sinking.

The call ended. She was asleep before the phone left her hand.

Two days later, Friday afternoon, she arrived at his office flushed from the cold and something else—anticipation sharp enough to taste.

Mark greeted her with the same quiet intensity, but there was a new glint in his eyes.

“You slept well after our call?”

“Like a rock,” she admitted, cheeks warming. “That new thing—the blank word—it was incredible. Everything just… stopped.”

“I’m glad.” He gestured to the couch. “Today we’ll explore it more intentionally.”

She settled in, heart beating faster.

He didn’t waste time. Within minutes she was deeply under, deeper than ever, the descent now effortless.

He reinforced the earlier anchors first—touch on her wrist, the liquid heat of surrender—until she was softly panting, thighs pressed together against the growing ache.

Then he moved to the new trigger.

“Blank is your release valve, Lindsey. Whenever you hear it from me, in this tone, your mind empties completely. No thoughts. No inhibitions. No filters. Just pure, open receptivity. You’ll feel safe—always safe—but wonderfully free. Free to feel everything. Free to speak anything on your mind.”

He tested it gently.

“Blank.”

The hush fell over her thoughts like snow. Her body relaxed further into the couch, lips parting on a soft exhale.

“Perfect,” he said quietly. “In this state, you can answer any question honestly. Nothing feels embarrassing. Nothing feels wrong. Let’s try a simple one. What are you feeling in your body right now?”

“Aroused,” she heard herself say, the word floating out without hesitation. “Wet. Aching.”

“Good girl.”

The praise sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

“Tell me a fantasy you’ve never shared with anyone.”

The answer came easily, dreamlike.

“Being told what to do. Completely. No choices. Just… obeying. Feeling someone else in control.”

“And how does that make you feel?”

“Safe,” she whispered. “Excited. Free.”

He let the silence linger, then spoke again.

“When I bring you back today, you’ll remember only what feels comfortable. The rest will settle into your subconscious, strengthening you. But the trigger remains. Blank will always work for me. And over time, you may find yourself craving this emptiness. Craving the freedom it brings.”

He counted her up slowly.

Lindsey opened her eyes feeling refreshed, mildly aroused, and oddly light—as if she’d confessed something heavy and been absolved.

They talked for the remaining time. She mentioned a first date she’d agreed to—coffee with a guy named Ryan from work, someone safe and uncomplicated. Mark listened, nodding encouragingly.

“That’s wonderful progress,” he said. “Stepping into new experiences.”

She smiled, pleased by his approval.

At the door, he took her wrist as usual. The calm flooded in, laced with heat.

“Enjoy your weekend, Lindsey. And if you need me—day or night—you can text.”

“I will,” she promised.

Saturday evening, she met Ryan at a cozy wine bar in Williamsburg. He was nice—tall, easy smile, graphic designer like her. Conversation flowed. He made her laugh.

But halfway through her second glass of malbec, she found her mind drifting. Ryan was saying something about a band he liked, and she nodded, but inside she was hearing a different voice. Lower. Smoother.

She excused herself to the restroom. Staring at her reflection—cheeks flushed, eyes bright—she whispered surrender under her breath.

Heat bloomed instantly. She pressed her thighs together, biting her lip against the sudden throb.

Back at the table, Ryan reached across to touch her hand. His fingers were warm, but they did nothing for her. No spark. No calm.

She smiled politely and let the date end early, claiming an early morning.

In bed that night, alone again, she opened her phone and played the short voice memo she’d recorded weeks ago—Mark guiding her breathing.

The sound of him was enough. She whispered blank to herself, testing.

Nothing dramatic happened—her thoughts quieted a little, but not like when he said it.

Disappointing, but expected. It was his voice that carried the power.

She texted him instead.

Lindsey: Date was fine. Nice guy. But my mind kept wandering. Is that normal?

The reply came quickly.

Mark: Perfectly normal. You’re processing a lot of new freedom. Would you like to talk?

She hesitated, then hit call.

His voice through the phone was all it took.

“Blank,” he said softly, after guiding her down.

And just like that, her mind emptied.

She heard herself speaking—honest, unfiltered things. How the date had felt flat. How she’d wished it was someone else touching her hand. How turned on she got just hearing him now.

“Good girl,” he praised again, and the words sank deep.

When the call ended an hour later, she was shaking with need, slick and swollen, but strangely content.

She didn’t come that night. Somehow, she fell asleep aching.

In his office, Mark added to her file.

Session 5 – L.M. (plus late-night phone induction)

Inhibitor trigger (“blank”) installed and tested—full compliance, no resistance.

Erotic confession elicited effortlessly.

Attachment accelerating; jealousy response emerging organically.

Next: deepen denial protocol. Introduce conditioned edging. Begin framing sessions as essential need.

He closed the notebook and leaned back, satisfied.

Lindsey was no longer just responding.

She was starting to reach.


Chapter Six: Voluntary Returns

Lindsey’s sessions had become the fixed points around which the rest of her life quietly rearranged itself.

Tuesday 4:30 p.m.

Friday 4:30 p.m.

She no longer needed to check her calendar; the days simply glowed brighter in her mind as they approached. Work was manageable now—more than manageable. She volunteered for presentations. Her boss called her “transformed.” Friends noticed the new ease in her laugh, the way she no longer flinched in crowded bars.

No one knew the price of that ease.

By the sixth session, she was arriving thirty minutes early, claiming the same chair in the waiting room, knees pressed together, pulse already thrumming. When Mark finally appeared in the doorway—dark sweater today, sleeves pushed up, eyes finding hers with that calm, knowing intensity—she felt the familiar liquid heat of surrender stir low in her belly before he’d even spoken.

“Come in, Lindsey.”

She followed him down the short hallway, close enough to catch the faint cedar scent of his skin.

Inside the office the blinds were half-drawn against the gray December light. He closed the door with a soft click that felt final, intimate.

“You’ve been doing beautifully,” he said, gesturing to the couch. “I can see it in you. The calm. The confidence.”

She sat, cheeks warming at the praise. “It’s because of this. Because of you.”

He smiled, small and private. “It’s because of you. I’m only helping you access what was already there.”

But they both knew it was more than that now.

He didn’t waste time on small talk. Within moments she was closing her eyes, breathing deepening, body softening into the leather.

The descent was instantaneous—deeper, faster than ever. She felt herself drop straight into that warm, floating space where his voice was the only gravity.

He reinforced the anchors first: two fingers on her wrist, the slow bloom of calm laced with heat; the whispered word surrender, drawing a soft gasp from her lips as arousal pooled hot and urgent between her thighs.

Then blank—spoken softly, deliberately.

Her mind hushed completely. Thoughts dissolved like mist. She floated in perfect, empty quiet, lips parted, body pliant.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and the praise sank into her like warm oil.

He spent long minutes in that emptiness, weaving new threads.

“Every time you leave this office, Lindsey, you’ll feel refreshed… but also aware of a gentle ache. A quiet craving that grows until you return. The longer you’re away, the stronger it becomes. You’ll think of my voice. My touch. And you’ll know the only place to satisfy it is here. With me.”

He paused, letting the suggestion settle.

“You’ll find yourself making excuses to come back sooner. Canceling plans. Rearranging your week. Because this is where you feel most yourself. Most alive.”

A faint moan escaped her—agreement, surrender.

He brought her up slowly, counting from one to five, the ache he’d described already flickering to life as awareness returned.

Lindsey opened her eyes feeling loose, glowing, and strangely hollow. The craving was subtle at first—just a background hum—but undeniable.

They talked for the remaining twenty minutes. She mentioned skipping drinks with friends the night before, claiming tiredness. He nodded approvingly.

“Listening to your needs is important,” he said. “Prioritizing what truly nourishes you.”

She left the office floating, but by evening the hum had sharpened into something keener. She cooked dinner, watched half an episode of a show, then found herself pacing her apartment, restless.

At 10:47 p.m. she texted him.

Lindsey: Hi. Sorry it’s late. Just checking if you have any openings this week? Feeling like I could use an extra session.

The reply came within minutes.

Mark: Of course. How about tomorrow evening? 7 p.m.

Lindsey: That would be perfect. Thank you.

She slept poorly that night, waking twice with her hand between her legs, hips moving against her palm, his voice echoing in the dark.

The next evening—Wednesday now, not a scheduled day—she arrived flushed and eager. He greeted her with the same calm smile, but there was satisfaction in it now.

Inside the office, he didn’t sit. He stood close as she settled onto the couch, one hand resting lightly on the back of it.

“You came back sooner,” he observed quietly.

“I needed to,” she admitted, cheeks burning. “I don’t know how to explain it. I just… needed this.”

“That’s good,” he said. “That’s progress.”

He guided her under again—faster this time, her body and mind conditioned to obey.

Once she was deep, he took her wrist, pressed his fingers there, and spoke surrender.

Arousal surged so sharply she whimpered aloud, thighs clenching.

Then blank.

The emptiness swallowed her.

He moved closer. She felt the couch dip as he sat beside her—not in his usual chair, but on the edge of the cushion, thigh almost brushing hers.

His hand slid from her wrist to her forearm, slow and deliberate. Skin on skin. The contact sent sparks straight to her core.

“You’re so responsive now,” he said softly. “So open. And in this openness, touch feels better than ever. My touch especially. Every place my skin meets yours becomes a direct line to pleasure. To need.”

His fingers traced lightly up her arm, over the sleeve of her sweater, then back down to bare skin. Goosebumps followed in their wake.

He let the silence stretch, then leaned closer—close enough that she felt his breath against her ear.

“Surrender.”

The heat between her legs became unbearable. She shifted restlessly, a soft sound escaping her throat.

His hand moved to her knee—light pressure, thumb brushing once over the denim.

The sensation arrowed straight to her clit. Her hips lifted involuntarily.

“Good,” he praised. “Feel how your body trusts me now. How it wants more.”

He didn’t go further. Not yet. Just slow, deliberate touches—knee, forearm, the side of her neck—each one reinforcing the link between his skin and her arousal until she was trembling, breath coming in shallow pants.

When he finally spoke blank again, deepening the trance, she went limp against the couch, utterly pliant.

He brought her back gently, removing his hands only when she was fully awake.

Lindsey blinked, disoriented, body thrumming with unspent need. Her sweater felt too tight, her jeans damp against her skin.

Mark stood, offering a hand to help her up. She took it—skin on skin—and nearly moaned at the fresh wave of heat.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

“Amazing,” she whispered. “And… desperate.”

He smiled. “That’s natural. We’ll work with it next time.”

She left the office on unsteady legs, the craving now a bright, insistent ache.

That night she edged herself three times—fingers sliding frantically, hips bucking—but stopped short of climax each time, some buried suggestion holding her back. She fell asleep frustrated, dreaming of his hands.

By Friday’s scheduled session, she was a live wire.

She texted him that morning.

Lindsey: Can we make it longer today? I feel like I need more time.

Mark: Of course. Come at 3 instead of 4:30. Stay as long as you need.

She canceled her afternoon meetings without a second thought.

In his office that afternoon, the blinds fully closed now, he finally allowed the first real intimacy.

Under trance, blank and open, he unbuttoned her blouse slowly—exposing lace bra, flushed skin. His fingers traced the swell of her breasts, circled nipples through fabric until she was arching into his touch.

He whispered surrender again and again, building the heat until she was soaked, trembling, begging in soft, broken whimpers.

But he didn’t let her come.

Not yet.

When he brought her up, blouse buttoned again, body singing with denial, he took her chin gently in his hand.

“You’re becoming exactly who you’re meant to be, Lindsey.”

She nodded, eyes glassy, lips swollen.

“I need to see you again soon,” she said, voice small. “Please.”

“Monday,” he promised. “And Thursday. We’ll add them.”

She left floating, aching, already counting the hours.

Across the room, Mark opened her file.

Session 6 + unscheduled Wednesday + extended Friday – L.M.

Craving fully installed. Voluntary escalation achieved.

Physical contact progressed—light petting, heavy arousal.

Orgasm denial initiated subconsciously; subject self-enforced edging reported via behavioral cues.

Attachment near-critical. Jealousy and exclusivity suggestions ready for next phase.

He closed the notebook, switched off the lamp, and allowed himself a slow, satisfied breath.

Lindsey wasn’t just returning now.

She was running to him.


Interlude: Mark’s Shadows

Mark Jenkins wasn’t born manipulative. He was sculpted into it, layer by careful layer, under the guidance of a man who saw the human mind not as a sanctuary to heal, but as a canvas to control.

His real name had been Marcus Hale once—before the name change, before the carefully curated online presence that scrubbed away the stains of his past. Born in 1987 to a fractured family in upstate New York, Mark’s childhood was a study in quiet neglect. His father, a traveling salesman with a penchant for disappearing for weeks, left behind a mother who drowned her loneliness in gin and daytime soaps. Young Mark learned early that words could be weapons—or shields. He charmed teachers into overlooking missed homework, talked neighborhood kids out of their allowances with promises of grand adventures that never materialized.

By high school, he discovered psychology through a battered library copy of Freud’s Interpretation of Dreams. It fascinated him: the idea that beneath the surface chatter of daily life lay hidden drives, urges that could be unearthed, twisted, redirected. He pursued it relentlessly—undergrad at a state college, then a PhD in clinical psychology from a mid-tier university in Chicago. That’s where he met Dr. Elias Voss.

Voss was a relic of the old school: mid-sixties, silver-haired, with a voice like aged whiskey and eyes that seemed to peel back your skull. Officially, he taught advanced hypnotherapy techniques, but his private seminars—invitation-only, held in dimly lit basements of the psych building—were where the real education happened. Voss had a history himself: whispers of a scandal in the ‘80s involving recovered memory therapy that led to false accusations of abuse in a high-profile family. He’d been cleared, but the damage lingered. Instead of retreating, Voss doubled down, teaching select students the “unorthodox” side of hypnosis: how suggestions could implant desires, erase boundaries, turn autonomy into addiction.

Mark was his star pupil. Voss saw in him a kindred spirit—a young man hungry for power, unburdened by the ethical hand-wringing that plagued lesser therapists. “The mind is malleable,” Voss would say, puffing on a forbidden cigar in those underground sessions. “Why heal when you can reshape?” He demonstrated on volunteers: co-eds who came seeking stress relief and left with subtle compulsions—cravings for his approval, inexplicable urges to return. Mark watched, notebook in hand, as Voss layered triggers: a word to induce arousal, a touch to blank inhibitions.

One night, after hours, Voss invited Mark to observe a private session with a patient named Rebecca—a 28-year-old accountant battling insomnia. Under trance, Voss wove his web: suggestions that her sleep would improve only in his presence, that his voice alone could soothe her. But he went further, planting seeds of dependency. By the session’s end, Rebecca was flushed, begging for more time. Mark felt a thrill he’d never known—power, raw and intoxicating.

Soon, Voss let him practice. Mark’s first solo subject was a fellow grad student, Emily, who sought help for public speaking anxiety. He followed Voss’s playbook: deep immersion, subtle anchors. But Mark added his own flair—a trigger word (“yield”) that made her body respond with heat, obedience. Sessions blurred into late-night encounters in his apartment. Emily thought it was love; Mark knew it was control. When she grew too clingy, he used a final suggestion to make her forget—blank her memories of their intimacy, leaving only vague gratitude for his “therapy.”

Voss approved. “You’re a natural,” he said, clapping Mark on the back. But the old man had enemies. In Mark’s final year, a former patient resurfaced with allegations: Voss had used hypnosis to coerce sexual favors, implanting false memories of trauma to justify prolonged “treatment.” The university investigated; Voss retired quietly, avoiding charges by claiming dementia. He died two years later, alone in a nursing home, but not before passing his notebooks to Mark—pages filled with techniques, case studies of “successful” manipulations.

Mark graduated, licensed himself, and set up practice in a small Illinois town. He was careful at first: standard clients, ethical boundaries. But the pull was too strong. His first slip was with a patient named Clara—a widow in her thirties, seeking grief counseling. He planted triggers during hypnosis: his touch for comfort, his voice for craving. Sessions turned intimate; Clara became addicted, showing up unannounced, begging for “relief.” When she threatened to report him after he ended it, Mark used a deep blank to erase the memories, replacing them with fabricated happiness. She moved away, convinced therapy had healed her.

The pattern repeated. In Chicago, a string of patients—mostly young women, vulnerable, attractive—left his care “cured” but subtly altered. One, a law student named Sophia, uncovered the manipulation during a lucid moment and filed a complaint. Mark fled before the board could investigate, changing his name to Jenkins, relocating to Brooklyn. He rebuilt: sleek website, glowing (fabricated) reviews, a private practice in Park Slope.

Lila was his first conquest in the new city. A former patient turned assistant, she’d come for anxiety like so many others. Mark broke her methodically: triggers for surrender, blank states for reprogramming. Now she served him loyally—scheduling appointments, screening potentials, occasionally joining in “intensives.” She knew his history, or parts of it, and it only deepened her devotion.

Mark didn’t see himself as a monster. He was an artist, refining Voss’s legacy. Each woman was a masterpiece: reshaped, surrendered, his. The risks thrilled him—public teases, weekend retreats where control turned absolute. He’d evaded consequences before; he would again.

But Lindsey was different. Responsive beyond expectation, her addiction accelerating. As he watched her unravel, Mark felt the old hunger sharpen. This one, he decided, he might keep forever.

In the quiet of his office, late at night, he sometimes flipped through Voss’s notebooks, tracing the faded ink. “Reshape,” the old man had written. Mark smiled. He was doing just that—one trigger at a time.


Chapter Seven: Public Tease

Lindsey’s life had narrowed to a single, bright point: Mark’s office.

Everything else—work deadlines, friend requests for drinks, even the holiday buzz in the city—felt distant, muffled. She moved through her days competently, even brilliantly, but always with that low, insistent ache humming beneath her skin. An ache that sharpened deliciously whenever she thought of him. Which was often.

Monday’s extra session had been intense. Under deep trance he had traced slow circles on the inside of her thigh—high enough that her breath hitched, low enough that she stayed on the agonizing edge of more. He’d whispered surrender until she was soaked and trembling, then blank until her mind was a soft, receptive void. When he brought her back, he’d left her with a new instruction buried deep: certain common words, spoken in the outside world, would echo his triggers faintly. Just enough to remind her body who it belonged to.

She hadn’t fully understood until Tuesday afternoon.

She was in a crowded Manhattan coffee shop near her office, waiting for a latte between meetings. The barista—a young guy with a friendly smile—called out her order and added, “Here you go, good girl.”

The phrase hit her like a low electric current.

Heat flooded her core instantly. Her nipples tightened against her bra. Between her legs, a sudden rush of wetness made her thighs clench. She took the cup with shaking fingers, mumbling thanks, and fled to a corner table.

It wasn’t Mark’s voice. It wasn’t even close. But the words good girl carried the ghost of his tone, and her conditioned body responded anyway. She sat sipping scalding coffee, trying to breathe through the sudden, urgent ache, counting minutes until she could text him.

Lindsey: Something happened. Can I call later?

Mark: Of course. 8 p.m.

That evening, safely in her apartment, she dialed with trembling fingers.

His voice alone—low, steady—sent a shiver straight through her.

“Tell me,” he said after guiding her into a light trance over the phone.

She confessed everything: the coffee shop, the barista’s casual phrase, the shocking wave of arousal in public.

“Good,” he praised, and she whimpered at the real version of the trigger. “That’s your body learning to recognize praise. Learning where it truly belongs.”

He deepened the trance, then planted the next layer.

“From now on, Lindsey, whenever you hear the words good girl spoken to you—by anyone, anywhere—your body will respond with a soft echo of surrender. Warmth. Wetness. A quiet reminder that you’re mine. The stronger the context, the stronger the response. And every time it happens, you’ll feel a gentle pull to tell me about it. To seek my approval.”

He paused, letting it sink in.

“You’ll also find yourself noticing opportunities for small, safe risks. Moments where you can feel my control even when I’m not there. A slight adjustment of clothing. A lingering touch on your own skin. You’ll crave those reminders.”

He brought her back slowly, leaving her aching and breathless.

“Sleep well,” he said. “I’ll see you Friday.”

Friday arrived like a lifeline.

She entered his office flushed from the cold December air and from the three separate incidents that week: a coworker praising her presentation (“Good girl, you crushed it”), an older woman on the subway complimenting her coat (“Looks good on you, girl”), and—most intense—a delivery guy handing over a package with a grin and a casual “Good girl for signing.”

Each time, the warmth had bloomed instantly. Each time, she’d retreated to a restroom or empty conference room, pressing her thighs together, breathing through the throb until it faded. Each time, she’d texted Mark immediately, describing the moment in detail. His replies were always calm, approving.

Good.

That’s my girl.

Tell me more next time.

Now, sitting on his couch, she could barely stay still.

He closed the door and turned to her, eyes dark with satisfaction.

“You’ve been experiencing the new suggestions.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “It’s… overwhelming. In a good way.”

“Show me.”

He didn’t guide her under this time. Not yet. He simply sat in his chair, close, and said quietly, “Describe the strongest one.”

She swallowed. “The delivery guy. He was… flirty. When he said it, I felt—” She shifted, thighs pressing together. “I got so wet I was scared it would show. I had to go straight home and… touch myself. But I couldn’t finish. I just edged for an hour, thinking of you.”

His gaze sharpened.

“Good girl.”

The real trigger—spoken in his voice—hit her like a wave. She gasped, back arching slightly, hands gripping the couch cushions.

He watched her reaction with open pleasure.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “Now let’s deepen it.”

He guided her under properly then—slow, deliberate, until she was deep in blank, mind deliciously empty.

He sat beside her on the couch this time, thigh pressed to hers. His hand rested on her knee, thumb stroking slow circles through her tights.

“Public spaces will become playgrounds for you, Lindsey. Small, secret reminders of my control. When you feel that echo of good girl, you’ll crave a risk. Adjusting your skirt so cool air brushes your skin. Pinching a nipple discreetly. Pressing your fingers between your legs for just a second. You’ll do it without thinking. And each risk will make the ache stronger. Make you need me more.”

He let his hand slide higher—slowly, deliberately—until his fingertips rested at the apex of her thighs, pressing lightly over her clothing.

She moaned softly, hips lifting toward the touch.

“Surrender,” he whispered.

The heat surged, unbearable. She was drenched, pulsing against his fingers.

He didn’t move them. Just held the pressure, letting her feel how easily he controlled her body.

“Blank.”

Her mind emptied again, deeper this time.

He spent long minutes reinforcing: the public triggers, the craving for risk, the absolute link between obedience and pleasure.

When he finally brought her back, he removed his hand slowly. She whimpered at the loss.

He stood, offering his hand to help her up. She took it—skin on skin—and nearly buckled as fresh arousal flooded her.

“Friday evening,” he said at the door, voice calm. “I’ll meet you outside your office at six. We’ll have dinner. A proper date.”

Her eyes widened. “Really?”

He smiled. “Really. Wear something easy to move in. And no panties.”

She stared at him, breath catching.

“Yes, Doctor,” she whispered.

He touched her wrist briefly—calm flooding in alongside the heat.

“Good girl.”

The trigger sent her out into the cold night throbbing, desperate, already imagining Friday.

That night she edged for hours, obeying the buried command not to come, whispering his triggers into the dark like prayers.

In his office, Mark added the final note for the week.

Session 7 + ongoing phone reinforcement – L.M.

Public trigger (“good girl”) fully active. Multiple real-world activations reported.

Risk compulsion installed. Denial holding strong—subject reports prolonged self-edging without release.

Attachment absolute; jealousy latent but primed.

Friday: first external date. Public tease phase begins in earnest.

He closed the file and looked out at the city lights.

Lindsey was no longer just addicted.

She was ready to perform.


Chapter Eight: Orgasm Denial

Friday, December 19th. The city glittered with early holiday lights, but Lindsey barely noticed. She left her office at exactly 5:58 p.m., heart hammering, purse clutched tight against her side.

No panties.

Wear something easy to move in.

The instructions had lived in her head all day, repeating like a pulse. She’d chosen a soft black wrap dress that skimmed mid-thigh and low-heeled boots—simple, elegant, and obediently accessible. Beneath the dress: nothing but skin and the low, constant throb that had become her normal state.

Mark was waiting outside the lobby doors, hands in the pockets of a dark wool coat, breath fogging faintly in the cold. When he saw her, his eyes traveled slowly down her body and back up, approval clear.

“Hello, Lindsey.”

“Hi,” she managed, voice already soft.

He offered his arm. She took it without hesitation, the contact sending warmth straight to her core.

They walked two blocks to a small Italian place he’d chosen—dim lighting, red leather booths, candles flickering in glass chimneys. Intimate without being ostentatious. He’d reserved a corner table, half-hidden by a velvet curtain.

The waiter greeted them, took drink orders. When he turned to Lindsey and said, “Excellent choice, good girl,” with a friendly wink about her wine selection, the trigger hit her mid-sip.

Heat surged. She choked slightly, coughing into her napkin while wetness slicked her bare thighs. Mark watched with calm amusement, one hand resting casually on her knee under the table.

“Breathe,” he murmured, too low for anyone else to hear.

She did, face burning.

His thumb traced a slow circle on her bare skin, just above the boot. “Tell me what just happened.”

“The waiter… he said it. Good girl.” Her whisper shook. “I got… wet. Instantly.”

He nodded, thumb sliding higher—an inch, no more. “Good. Exactly as you should.”

Dinner was exquisite torture.

Every small praise triggered her. The waiter again, when she finished her appetizer: “Good girl, saved room for the main.” A passing busboy, clearing plates: “Doing good, guys?” Even Mark himself, casually, when she admitted she wasn’t sure about dessert: “Be a good girl and try the tiramisu.”

Each time, the warmth bloomed hotter. Each time, Mark’s hand on her thigh tightened possessively, guiding her through the wave without letting it crest.

Under the tablecloth, his fingers crept higher, brushing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, stopping just short of where she ached most. She was dripping now—she could feel it, slick and shameless. The wrap dress had shifted; cool air kissed her exposed sex every time she moved.

Halfway through the main course, he leaned close, lips near her ear.

“Touch yourself for me. Right now. One slow stroke. Then stop.”

Her breath caught. The restaurant hummed around them—clinking silverware, low conversation, holiday jazz in the background.

She glanced around. No one was looking.

Her hand slipped under the tablecloth, trembling. Fingers found slick, swollen flesh. One slow glide from entrance to clit—pure relief and agony at once. She bit her lip to stay silent.

Mark watched her face, eyes dark.

“Again,” he whispered. “But stop before you come.”

She obeyed. Twice more. Each stroke wound her tighter, until her thighs shook and her fork hovered forgotten over her plate.

He finally took mercy—or cruelty—and moved her hand back to the table, lacing their fingers.

“Not yet,” he said quietly. “Not until I say.”

Dessert arrived. She barely tasted it.

When the check came, Mark paid without hurry. Then he leaned in again.

“Stand up slowly. Let the dress fall back into place. And walk to the door without pressing your thighs together.”

She did, every step a lesson in torment. Cool air, slick skin, the brush of fabric against sensitive places. She felt obscene and electric.

Outside, the night air was sharp. He guided her not toward the subway, but down a quieter side street.

Half a block from the restaurant, he stopped beneath the awning of a closed boutique, pulled her gently into the shadows, and pressed her back against the brick wall.

His mouth found hers—first kiss, deep and claiming. She moaned into it, hands clutching his coat.

He broke the kiss, forehead resting against hers.

“Surrender.”

The word rolled through her like thunder. Her knees buckled; he caught her easily, one arm around her waist, the other sliding under her dress.

Two fingers slipped inside her without resistance—she was drenched, open, desperate. He curled them slowly, thumb finding her clit with devastating precision.

“Please,” she gasped against his neck. “Please let me come.”

“Not yet.”

He worked her mercilessly—slow, then fast, then slow again—bringing her to the edge three times and pulling back each time she teetered. Her hips chased his hand shamelessly. Tears of frustration pricked her eyes.

On the fourth build, he stopped entirely, fingers buried deep but still.

“Look at me.”

She did, vision hazy.

“From now on, Lindsey, your body obeys a new rule. You will not orgasm without my explicit permission. Not with your own hand. Not in dreams. Not ever. The pleasure builds and builds, but release belongs to me alone. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she sobbed softly. “Please—”

He withdrew his hand slowly, bringing glistening fingers to her lips.

“Taste yourself. Taste how much you need me.”

She sucked them clean without hesitation, trembling.

“Good girl.”

The trigger sent her spiraling right back to the edge, but the new block held—no climax, only aching, endless denial.

He adjusted her dress, smoothed her hair, and took her arm again.

They walked to his brownstone in near silence. She was beyond words, floating in frustrated bliss.

Inside the familiar waiting room—empty now, lights low—he locked the door behind them and led her straight to the office.

No pretense of a session this time.

He guided her to the couch, sat her down, and knelt in front of her.

“Spread your legs.”

She did, dress falling open.

He looked at her—bare, swollen, glistening—for a long moment.

“Beautiful,” he said softly.

Then he lowered his mouth to her.

The first slow lick drew a broken cry from her throat. He took his time—long, deliberate strokes, circling her clit, sucking gently, two fingers sliding back inside to curl against that perfect spot.

He built her expertly, mercilessly, to the brink again and again—five times, six—each peak higher, each denial sharper.

She was sobbing now, hips grinding against his face, hands tangled in his hair.

“Please, Mark—please let me come—I’ll do anything—”

He lifted his head, lips shiny with her.

“Beg properly.”

“Please, Sir,” she whispered, the title slipping out unbidden. “Please let your good girl come. I need it so badly. I’ll be so good for you—”

He smiled, dark and satisfied, and lowered his mouth again.

“Come for me now.”

The permission shattered her.

The orgasm exploded through her body in violent waves—longer, harder than any she’d ever known. She screamed into her forearm to muffle the sound, back arching off the couch, thighs clamping around his head. He didn’t stop—kept licking, fingering, drawing it out until she was shaking with aftershocks, tears streaming down her temples.

When it finally ebbed, she lay limp, gasping.

He rose, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, and gathered her against his chest.

She clung to him, burying her face in his neck.

“Thank you,” she whispered over and over. “Thank you.”

He stroked her hair.

“That was only the first of many tonight,” he said quietly. “But from now on, every single one belongs to me.”

She nodded against his skin, already feeling the next ache begin to build.

In the quiet office, Mark held her close and allowed himself a private smile.

The denial protocol was locked in place.

Lindsey wouldn’t come again without begging.

And she would beg beautifully.


Chapter Nine: Jealousy and Rivalry

Christmas had come and gone in a blur of lights and obligations that Lindsey barely registered. She’d spent the holiday itself at her parents’ house upstate—smiling through dinner, exchanging gifts, fielding questions about her “new confidence.” She’d texted Mark constantly from the guest room: photos of snow, excuses to hear his voice, late-night calls where he guided her under over the phone and edged her to near-madness without release.

Now, back in the city on a cold January afternoon, the ache felt sharper than ever. Three days without seeing him in person—his rule, a deliberate test of her obedience—had left her raw and restless.

She was at her desk when the invitation came.

Ryan—the nice graphic designer from work who’d taken her out once before everything changed—stopped by her cubicle with two coffees.

“Hey,” he said, easy smile in place. “A few of us are hitting happy hour at The Drift tonight. You’ve been killing it lately—thought you might want to celebrate with us.”

Lindsey looked up. Ryan was attractive in an uncomplicated way: tousled brown hair, warm hazel eyes, the kind of guy her friends would approve of. Before Mark, she might have felt a flutter.

Now she felt nothing but a faint, polite warmth—and underneath it, a prickle of wrongness.

“I’d love to,” she said automatically, because refusing felt rude. “What time?”

“Six-ish. No pressure.”

She nodded, already dreading it.

That evening, she texted Mark from the restroom mirror, lipstick in hand.

Lindsey: Work happy hour. I said yes before thinking. Is that okay?

Mark: Of course. Enjoy yourself. But remember whose permission you need for everything that matters.

The words sent a shiver through her. She wore the black wrap dress again—no panties, as always now when she saw him, but tonight she wouldn’t see him. The absence felt like a punishment and a promise.

The bar was crowded, warm with bodies and laughter. Ryan found her immediately, guiding her to the group’s high-top table with a light hand on her lower back. The touch was gentle, friendly.

It did nothing for her.

Conversation flowed—work gossip, holiday stories, someone’s new puppy. Ryan stayed close, refilling her wine, leaning in to be heard over the music. He was attentive in a way that should have flattered her.

Instead, every time he laughed at something she said, every time he brushed her arm, she felt a growing unease. Not attraction. Comparison.

He wasn’t Mark.

When Ryan finally worked up the courage—after her second glass of wine—to rest his hand on her knee under the table, she froze.

The touch was warm, respectful. He was asking, not taking.

Her body recoiled anyway.

She excused herself to the restroom, heart pounding for reasons she couldn’t name. In the stall, she pressed her back to the door and texted frantically.

Lindsey: He’s touching me. Not badly. Just his hand on my leg. I don’t want it.

Mark: Breathe. Settle. Tell me how it feels.

Lindsey: Wrong. Empty. I keep thinking it should be you.

Mark: Good girl.

The trigger hit her hard in the confined space. She gasped, thighs clenching as heat flooded her. Wetness slicked her bare skin; she had to bite her lip to stay quiet.

Mark: Come to me now. Leave. Make an excuse. I’ll be waiting outside in twenty minutes.

She didn’t hesitate.

Back at the table, she smiled apologetically. “Early meeting tomorrow—gotta head out. Thanks for the invite.”

Ryan looked disappointed but nodded. “Rain check?”

“Sure,” she lied.

Outside, the cold air was a shock against her overheated skin. Mark’s black car idled at the curb exactly twenty minutes later. She slid into the passenger seat without a word.

He didn’t speak until they were moving.

“Tell me everything.”

She did—haltingly at first, then in a rush. Ryan’s hand, the lack of response, the growing certainty that no one else’s touch would ever feel right again.

Mark listened, one hand on the wheel, the other reaching over to rest on her thigh—high, possessive.

When she finished, he pulled into a quiet side street and parked.

“Look at me.”

She turned, eyes glassy with unshed tears and need.

“You did perfectly,” he said quietly. “Your body knows the truth now. It belongs to me. No one else will ever satisfy it.”

He guided her into trance right there in the car—voice low, windows fogging with their breath. Once she was deep, blank and open, he layered the new suggestions.

“From now on, Lindsey, any touch from another man will feel hollow. Neutral at best, unpleasant at worst. You’ll compare it unconsciously to mine—and it will always fall short. The thought of intimacy with anyone else will create distance, disinterest. Only my hands, my voice, my command will ignite you.”

He paused, fingers sliding under her dress to find her soaked and ready.

“You’ll feel jealousy, too. Sharp and sweet. The idea of me with another woman will hurt—but it will also make you wet. Make you desperate to prove you’re better. That you’re mine completely.”

He edged her slowly in the darkened car—fingers curling inside her, thumb circling her clit—bringing her to the brink twice before stopping.

When he brought her back, she was trembling, close to tears.

“Please,” she whispered. “Take me home with you.”

“Not tonight,” he said, starting the engine again. “You’ll go to your apartment. Edge for two hours. No release. Think about how no one else will ever make you feel this.”

He dropped her at her building with a chaste kiss on the forehead and the wrist touch that sent her upstairs throbbing.

She obeyed. Two hours on her bed, fingers slick, hips grinding air, his voice in her head. She cried from frustration, but the denial only deepened the craving.

The next afternoon—Saturday—he summoned her to the office for an unscheduled session.

She arrived eager, almost frantic.

He didn’t sit in his chair this time. He locked the door, dimmed the lights, and pulled her straight into his arms.

“Tell me about last night again,” he murmured against her hair. “Every detail.”

She did, voice breaking.

Halfway through, he guided her under—deep, blank, surrendered.

Then he took her on the couch for the first time.

Dress pushed up to her waist, his belt undone, he entered her in one slow thrust. She was tight, drenched, clenching around him instantly.

He moved deliberately—deep, measured strokes—whispering triggers the entire time.

“Surrender.”

“Good girl.”

“Blank.”

Each word drove her higher. He brought her to the edge over and over, denying release until she was babbling pleas.

Only when she sobbed, “Only you—please, only ever you,” did he finally allow it.

“Come for me. Now.”

The orgasm tore through her like fire. She screamed into his shoulder, nails digging into his back, body convulsing around him.

He followed moments later, groaning her name, spilling deep inside her.

Afterward, he held her close on the couch, stroking her hair.

“You’re mine now, Lindsey. Completely.”

She nodded against his chest, tears of relief slipping down her cheeks.

“I don’t want anyone else,” she whispered. “Ever.”

He smiled into her hair.

Across the room, in the locked drawer of his desk, her file gained a new entry.

Session – 1/3 (post-happy hour + full penetration) – L.M.

Jealousy/exclusivity protocol installed and activated.

First complete sexual claiming. Orgasm denial/release fully conditioned.

Subject self-reporting total disinterest in other partners.

Next phase: introduce Lila. Begin permanence suggestions. Prepare retreat invitation.

Mark closed the notebook and looked down at the woman curled trustingly in his arms.

Lindsey had chosen him utterly.

And soon, she would beg never to leave.


Chapter Ten: The Breaking Threshold

January slid into February with a rhythm that felt inevitable.

Lindsey’s apartment had become a place to shower, change clothes, and sleep in short, restless bursts. Most nights she spent at Mark’s brownstone—curled against him after hours of teasing, denial, and shattering release, waking to his hand between her legs or his voice in her ear guiding her back under before dawn.

Work was a performance she executed flawlessly. Presentations that once paralyzed her now earned standing ovations from the team. Her boss floated the word “promotion.” Friends called her “unrecognizable” in the best way. No one saw the hollow glow in her eyes when she wasn’t thinking of him, or the way she flinched at casual touch from anyone else.

She had canceled plans so often that invitations stopped coming.

The only external voice that still reached her was Sarah’s—her oldest friend, sharp-eyed and stubborn. Sarah had texted repeatedly:

We haven’t hung out in weeks.

You okay?

This therapist thing seems intense.

Lindsey deflected with bright excuses. Too busy. New project. Early mornings.

Sarah wasn’t buying it anymore.

On a gray Thursday afternoon, Sarah showed up unannounced at Lindsey’s office carrying two salads and a look of determination.

“Lunch,” she said, plopping into the guest chair. “No excuses.”

Lindsey felt a flicker of guilt—and irritation. Time away from Mark felt like time wasted.

They ate at Lindsey’s desk. Sarah studied her openly.

“You look… amazing,” Sarah said finally. “But also like you’re running on fumes. And you’re dodging me. What’s going on?”

“It’s just work,” Lindsey lied. “And therapy’s intense, but it’s helping.”

Sarah set down her fork. “This Dr. Jenkins. You talk about him constantly. Not the therapy—the man. It’s starting to feel… culty.”

Lindsey’s spine stiffened. “He’s helping me, Sarah. More than anyone ever has.”

Sarah softened. “I know anxiety was crushing you. I’m glad you’re better. But you’ve canceled on everyone. You’re glowing and exhausted at the same time. I’m worried.”

The concern pricked, but Mark’s programming was stronger.

“I’m fine,” Lindsey said, voice cool. “Better than fine. I wish you could understand.”

Sarah left twenty minutes later, hurt flickering behind her eyes.

That evening Lindsey arrived at Mark’s office agitated, recounting the conversation in a rush.

He listened without interrupting, then pulled her gently onto his lap on the couch.

“Blank.”

The word dropped her instantly—mind hushed, body soft.

He stroked her hair, voice low.

“Friends who don’t understand your growth can feel threatening, Lindsey. That’s natural. But you don’t need their approval anymore. You need mine. And you have it—completely.”

He deepened the trance, layering new suggestions.

“Time away from me feels empty now. Draining. Work, friends, family—they pale compared to this. You’ll find yourself rearranging your life to spend more nights here. More days. You’ll start bringing clothes, toiletries, without noticing. This will feel like home. Like the only place you truly belong.”

His hand slid under her skirt, fingers finding her already wet.

“You’ll also begin to crave permanence. The idea of leaving—of ever losing this—will feel unbearable. You’ll start dreaming of ways to make it forever.”

He edged her slowly while the words sank in—bringing her to the brink four times, denying each one until she was sobbing softly into his shoulder.

Only then did he let her come, whispering, “Good girl,” as she shattered around his fingers.

Afterward, cradled against him, she murmured, “I don’t want to go home tonight.”

“You don’t have to,” he said. “Stay.”

She stayed.

The pattern accelerated.

Over the next ten days she brought an overnight bag, then a second. A drawer in his dresser filled with her lingerie. Her toothbrush appeared beside his. She cooked breakfast in his kitchen wearing only his shirt, floating on the high of his approval.

Sessions blurred into constant intimacy. He took her on every surface in the brownstone—bent over the kitchen island, against the shower wall, on the rug in front of the fireplace. Each time he layered more: deeper blanks, longer denials, harder releases. He introduced light restraints—silk ties around her wrists—and she melted into them, begging for tighter.

Public play escalated too.

One evening he took her to a dimly lit jazz bar, seated her at a small table near the back, and ordered her to touch herself discreetly while the band played. She obeyed, fingers moving under her skirt, eyes locked on his across the table. When the server called her “good girl” for choosing the house red, the trigger sent her over the edge silently—her first public orgasm, thighs trembling, biting her lip until it bled.

He rewarded her in the alley behind the bar—fast, rough, hand over her mouth as he fucked her against brick.

Sarah tried once more—a long voicemail that Lindsey listened to while Mark’s head was between her legs.

“I looked him up,” Sarah said in the message. “There are old complaints. Disappeared patients. Be careful, Linny. Please call me.”

Lindsey came hard as the voicemail ended, crying out Mark’s name, the warning dissolving under pleasure.

Later, curled against him in bed, she whispered, “Sarah’s worried. She said things about you.”

Mark’s hand tightened fractionally on her hip.

“And what do you think?”

“I think she doesn’t understand,” Lindsey said softly. “I think I don’t want to lose this. Ever.”

He kissed her temple.

“You won’t.”

The next morning—Friday—he made the invitation casual over coffee.

“I have a small cabin upstate. Secluded. Perfect for deep work. I’d like to take you there for a long weekend. An intensive retreat. No distractions. Just us. We could leave next Thursday evening, return Monday.”

Her heart leapt.

“Yes,” she said instantly. “God, yes.”

He smiled, slow and satisfied.

“Good girl.”

The trigger sent heat pooling low. She dropped to her knees right there in the kitchen, taking him in her mouth eagerly, desperately, until he came down her throat with a quiet groan.

That night, packing for the coming week, she realized she hadn’t slept in her own apartment in nine days.

She texted her landlord about subletting.

She didn’t tell Sarah.

In the locked drawer of his desk, Mark added the final pre-retreat entry.

Ongoing immersion (live-in phase initiated) – L.M.

Domestic integration 90% complete. External relationships severed organically.

Permanence craving installed and accelerating.

Subject initiating retreat request indirectly.

Prepare cabin protocols: full isolation, extended denial cycle, final enslavement anchoring.

Lila to join Sunday for reinforcement.

He closed the notebook and looked out at the winter city.

Lindsey was already broken open.

The retreat would finish the reshaping.

And when they returned, she would never leave again.


Chapter Eleven: The Invitation

The cabin was three hours north of the city, buried in pine forest off a private dirt road. Mark drove while Lindsey sat in the passenger seat, thighs pressed together against the low, constant hum of arousal he’d kept simmering all week.

He’d denied her orgasm for four days straight—edging her every night until she cried, then stopping with a quiet “Not yet.” By Thursday morning she was a wreck: pupils blown, skin hypersensitive, every trigger word drawing a visible shudder. She’d begged on her knees in his kitchen, forehead pressed to his thigh, voice breaking.

“Please, Sir. I’ll be perfect at the cabin. Just let me come once.”

He’d stroked her hair and said, “You’ll come when you’re ready to give me everything. This weekend will decide that.”

Now, as the city lights faded behind them, he rested one hand high on her inner thigh, thumb tracing slow circles through the thin fabric of her leggings. She was bare beneath—no underwear allowed anymore—and already slick enough that the seam pressed wetly against her clit with every shift.

“Tell me what you’re feeling,” he said quietly.

“Aching,” she whispered. “Empty. Like I’ll die if you don’t touch me properly soon.”

He smiled without looking away from the road. “Good. That’s exactly where I want you.”

They arrived after midnight. The cabin was modern beneath the rustic exterior—floor-to-ceiling windows, heated floors, a massive stone fireplace already glowing from the timer he’d set. Snow fell thick and silent outside.

He didn’t let her unpack.

The moment the door closed behind them, he pressed her face-first against it—cold wood against her cheek, his body pinning her from behind.

“Strip,” he ordered. “Everything off. Now.”

She obeyed frantically, clothes pooling at her feet. He didn’t touch her yet—just watched as she stood naked and trembling in the firelight, nipples peaked, thighs already glistening.

He circled her slowly, predator assessing prey.

“Hands behind your back.”

She clasped her wrists. He bound them with soft leather cuffs he’d brought—tight enough to bite, loose enough to avoid marks. Then he clipped them to a discreet hook he’d installed high on the doorframe, stretching her arms overhead, forcing her onto her toes.

Only then did he touch her.

One finger traced down her spine, over the curve of her ass, between her legs. He parted her folds slowly, gathering wetness, spreading it up to circle her clit once—twice—then stopping.

She whimpered, hips chasing his hand.

“Four days denied,” he murmured against her ear. “Every edge remembered. Every plea. You’re dripping down your thighs already.”

He stepped away. She heard the clink of ice in a glass, the soft sound of him undressing. When he returned, his chest was bare, cock hard and heavy against her lower back as he pressed close again.

He held an ice cube to her nipple.

The shock made her cry out, back arching. He circled the frozen cube slowly, watching the peak tighten impossibly harder, then moved to the other breast. By the time he trailed the melting ice down her stomach, she was sobbing with need.

He dropped to his knees behind her.

“Spread your legs wider.”

She did, as far as the position allowed.

His mouth found her—hot tongue against freezing skin—licking a slow, deliberate line from clit to entrance. She screamed at the contrast, hips jerking helplessly. He held her thighs open and devoured her: long, flat licks, sucking her clit hard, tongue fucking inside her until her legs shook violently.

He brought her to the edge in under two minutes.

Then stopped.

She wailed in frustration, tears streaming.

He stood, pressed his soaked mouth to hers, letting her taste herself.

“That was one,” he said calmly. “We have all weekend.”

He unclipped her wrists, carried her to the bedroom—king bed already prepared with restraints—and laid her on her back.

Over the next hours, he used her relentlessly.

First, he tied her spread-eagle and fucked her slow and deep—long strokes that filled her completely, grinding against her clit on every inward thrust, but never quite enough friction. He brought her to the brink six times, pulling out each time she teetered, leaving her clenching around nothing.

Then he flipped her onto her stomach, wrists bound to the headboard, and took her from behind—harder, faster, one hand fisted in her hair. He spanked her ass red while he fucked her, each slap timed with a thrust, until she was babbling incoherently.

Still no release.

At 3 a.m. he untied her, carried her to the shower, and washed her gently—only to pin her against the tile and finger her to three near-orgasms under the hot spray, stopping each time her walls began to flutter.

By dawn she was delirious—body shaking, voice hoarse from begging, mind fractured between desperation and bliss.

He finally allowed her to sleep curled against him, his cock buried inside her but unmoving—a living plug keeping her full and denied.

She passed out whimpering his name.

Friday bled into Saturday with no clear boundaries.

He kept her naked the entire time—collar around her throat now, leash attached when he wanted control. He fed her by hand: strawberries dipped in cream licked from his fingers, champagne poured into her mouth while she knelt between his legs.

Sexual activity never stopped.

He fucked her mouth slow and deep while she knelt on the rug, hands bound behind her, teaching her to take him to the back of her throat without gagging. When tears streamed down her face from the stretch, he praised her softly—“Good girl, deeper”—and came down her throat, making her swallow every drop.

He bent her over the kitchen island and used a thick glass dildo on her—long, punishing strokes while a vibrator pressed to her clit—bringing her to the edge eight separate times before removing both toys and leaving her sobbing into the marble.

In the afternoon he took her outside—snow still falling, air biting cold—and pressed her bare back against the heated outdoor wall. He fucked her standing, one hand over her mouth to muffle screams, the other rubbing tight circles on her clit. The contrast of freezing air and his hot cock inside her was maddening. He denied her again, pulling out to come on her stomach, rubbing the warmth into her skin like a brand.

By Saturday night she was beyond coherent thought.

He tied her face-down on the bed, ass in the air, and introduced anal play for the first time—slow, lubed fingers stretching her while he whispered how perfectly obedient she was. When she began pushing back against his hand, desperate for more, he replaced fingers with a plug—medium-sized, jeweled base—and fucked her pussy at the same time.

The double fullness broke something open in her.

She came without permission the moment he seated himself fully—violent, full-body spasms, squirting messily onto the sheets, screaming into the pillow.

He didn’t punish her.

Instead he flipped her over, wiped tears from her cheeks, and kissed her softly.

“That was beautiful,” he said. “But next time you wait.”

He spent the rest of the night inside her—slow, grinding fucks that kept her floating on aftershocks, whispering suggestions into her ear while she drifted in and out of blank, receptive haze.

Sunday morning, Lila arrived.

Lindsey was on her knees in the living room, mouth full of Mark’s cock, when the door opened.

She froze, eyes wide, but he held her head gently in place.

“Don’t stop,” he murmured. “Lila’s here to help.”

Lila—petite, dark-haired, eyes lowered submissively—knelt beside Lindsey without a word. Together they worshipped him: two tongues sliding along his length, lips meeting around the head, hands cupping his balls in tandem.

Mark watched with hooded eyes, one hand in each woman’s hair.

Later, he had them both on the bed—Lindsey on her back, Lila straddling her face. He fucked Lindsey slow and deep while Lila rode her tongue, the two women’s moans blending as Mark controlled the pace for both.

When Lila came—shuddering, grinding down—Mark pulled out of Lindsey and came across both their breasts, marking them together.

That night, after Lila had cleaned them both with her mouth, Mark held Lindsey close in the dark.

“Tomorrow we go back,” he said quietly. “But you won’t want to leave this. You’ll beg to stay. To make it permanent.”

She was already crying—tears of overwhelming need.

“I don’t want to leave,” she whispered. “Ever. Please, Sir. Make me yours forever. I’ll do anything. Be anything.”

He kissed her tears away.

“You already are.”

In the locked notebook back in Brooklyn, the retreat entry waited for its final update.

But Mark didn’t need to write it yet.

He already knew how the weekend would end.


Chapter Twelve: Arrival and Isolation

Monday morning dawned gray and heavy with snow. Lindsey woke in Mark’s bed in the cabin, body sore in the most exquisite ways, mind soft and drifting. She was curled against his chest, the jeweled plug still seated deep inside her from the night before, a constant reminder of ownership. Lila had left at dawn—quiet, obedient, pressing a soft kiss to Lindsey’s forehead before slipping out into the storm.

Mark stirred beside her, hand sliding possessively between her thighs. She was wet instantly, hips rocking into his touch without conscious thought.

“No,” he murmured against her temple. “Not yet. Today is about clarity.”

He removed the plug slowly, drawing a whimper from her, then carried her to the shower. Under the hot water he washed her thoroughly—clinical at first, then sensual: fingers sliding inside her to clean, thumb circling her clit until she was trembling on the edge, then stopping. He dried her with deliberate care, dressed her only in one of his soft white shirts and the leather collar that had become permanent.

Breakfast was quiet. He fed her pieces of fruit by hand while she knelt at his feet beside the kitchen island. Every bite was followed by a soft kiss or a whispered “good girl” that sent fresh heat pooling low in her belly.

Afterward, he led her to the living room. The fire crackled. Outside, snow fell in thick curtains, erasing the world beyond the windows.

He sat in the large leather armchair and pulled her onto his lap, facing him, knees spread wide over his thighs. The shirt rode up; she was bare and open to him. He didn’t enter her—just held her hips still, letting her feel how easily he could.

“We’re going to talk now,” he said calmly. “No trance. Just you and me. I want you clear.”

She nodded, breath already shallow.

“Tell me what you want, Lindsey. More than anything.”

The words spilled out without hesitation.

“I want to stay here. With you. Forever. I don’t want to go back to my apartment, my job, any of it. I want to belong to you completely. No choices. No outside world. Just… this.” Her voice cracked. “Please, Sir. Make me your slave. Your permanent, mindless slave. I’ll do anything. Be anything. I need it.”

Tears slipped down her cheeks. She hadn’t planned the words—they simply poured from the deepest part of her.

Mark’s eyes darkened with satisfaction. He cupped her face, thumbs brushing away the tears.

“That’s what I needed to hear.”

He lifted her slightly, positioned himself at her entrance, and pulled her down slowly—inch by inch—until he was buried to the hilt. She gasped at the stretch, walls fluttering around him.

He didn’t move.

“Ride me,” he ordered softly. “Slow. And keep talking. Tell me exactly what you’re giving up. What you’re surrendering forever.”

She began to move—small, grinding circles, hands braced on his shoulders.

“My job,” she whispered, voice trembling with each roll of her hips. “I’ll quit tomorrow. I don’t need it.”

He rewarded her with a shallow thrust that made her moan.

“My friends. Sarah… she doesn’t understand. I’ll stop answering.”

Another thrust, deeper.

“My apartment. I’ll end the lease. Give away everything I own.”

He gripped her hips harder, guiding her rhythm.

“My name, if you want it. My thoughts. My body. Every orgasm. Every breath.”

Her pace quickened, desperation building.

“I want you to blank me whenever you want. Keep me empty and obedient. Use me however you need. With Lila. With toys. In public if it pleases you. I don’t care. Just don’t ever let me go.”

He finally took control—hands bruising her hips, slamming her down hard onto his cock again and again. The angle hit perfectly inside her; she sobbed with the intensity.

“Come for me,” he growled. “Now. While you beg to be enslaved.”

The orgasm exploded through her—longer and more violent than any before, vision whiting out, body convulsing around him in endless waves. She screamed his name, nails raking his shoulders, squirting messily between them.

He followed seconds later, pulsing deep inside her, holding her impaled as he filled her.

When the aftershocks faded, she collapsed against his chest, shaking.

He stroked her back, voice gentle now.

“It’s done. You’re mine forever. We’ll make it official tonight.”

The rest of the day was a haze of intensified possession.

He kept her on the edge constantly—never letting the ache fade.

In the afternoon he bound her spread-eagle on the dining table and ate her slowly for an hour—long licks, gentle sucking, fingers curling inside her—bringing her to the brink seven times without letting her tip over. She begged until her voice gave out.

Then he flipped her over the table and fucked her ass for the first time—slow, relentless, stretching her around him until she was sobbing with overwhelmed pleasure. He reached around to vibrate her clit in tight circles, denying release until she promised—again—eternal obedience.

Evening brought the ritual.

He bathed her again, dressed her in nothing but the collar and soft leather cuffs. In front of the roaring fireplace he positioned her on her knees, hands bound behind her back.

Lila had left a small velvet box before departing. Mark opened it now: a thin, permanent steel band—delicate but unbreakable—engraved inside with the words Mine Forever.

He fastened it around her throat above the leather collar, clicking the hidden clasp shut. No key. No removal.

“Your new collar,” he said quietly. “Permanent. Like you.”

Tears streamed down her face as she touched it reverently.

“Thank you, Sir.”

He laid her on a thick rug before the fire, bound her wrists to her ankles in a tight hogtie, and spent hours worshipping and tormenting her body.

Mouth on her breasts until she was writhing.

Fingers and tongue between her legs until she was incoherent.

His cock in her mouth, her pussy, her ass—rotating slowly, claiming every hole again and again.

He brought her to countless near-orgasms, whispering the entire time:

“Blank.”

“Surrender.”

“Good girl.”

Each trigger sent her deeper into mindless bliss.

Finally, near midnight, he untied her and pulled her into his lap on the rug, entering her one last time—slow, deep, face-to-face.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

She did, eyes glazed with total surrender.

“Say it one more time.”

“I’m your permanent mindless slave,” she whispered, voice breaking with devotion. “Forever. Please keep me.”

He kissed her deeply and let her come—again and again—until she blacked out from the intensity, body limp and spent in his arms.

When she drifted back to awareness, he was carrying her to bed, the steel collar cool against her heated skin.

Outside, the snow kept falling, sealing them in.

Inside, Lindsey was no longer a visitor.

She was home.

And she would never leave.


Chapter Thirteen: Denial and Torment

Tuesday morning broke with weak winter light filtering through the cabin’s windows. The snow had stopped sometime in the night, leaving the world outside muffled and white. Inside, the fire had burned low, but the bedroom was warm—heated by bodies and the slow, deliberate torment Mark had resumed at dawn.

Lindsey was bound to the four posts of the bed again, wrists and ankles spread wide, steel collar glinting against her throat. A thick blindfold covered her eyes. Earbuds played a looped recording of Mark’s voice—low, endless whispers of “surrender,” “blank,” “good girl,” layered over the faint sound of her own recorded moans from the previous nights.

She had no idea how long she’d been tied. Hours, maybe. Time had dissolved.

Mark sat in a chair beside the bed, fully dressed, coffee in hand, watching her tremble.

Her body was a study in desperation: nipples peaked and reddened from clamps he’d applied and removed repeatedly, skin flushed and marked with faint handprints and bite marks, thighs slick and shining with arousal that had dripped steadily since he’d begun the day’s protocol.

No penetration yet. No direct clit stimulation. Just endless, indirect teasing.

He’d started with feathers—trailing them over her soles, inner thighs, the sensitive undersides of her breasts—until she was writhing and begging. Then ice cubes, melting slowly against her heated skin. Then the softest vibration from a wand held an inch away from her clit, never touching, just close enough to drive her insane.

She’d come dangerously close to orgasm twice already, hips bucking uselessly against empty air, only for him to pull the toy away and whisper “Not yet” through the recording.

Now he set the coffee down and approached the bed.

He removed the earbuds first. Her head turned blindly toward the sound of his footsteps.

“Please,” she rasped immediately, voice hoarse. “Please, Sir. I can’t—”

“You can,” he said calmly, trailing one finger from her collarbone to her navel. “And you will. Today is about teaching your body the depth of true denial. How long you can stay on the edge without falling. How much you can suffer for me.”

He climbed onto the bed between her spread legs, kneeling but not touching.

A low whine escaped her throat.

He leaned down, breath ghosting over her soaked folds.

“Smell yourself,” he murmured. “Three days of constant arousal. You’re dripping onto the sheets.”

He blew cool air directly onto her clit.

She screamed, back arching off the mattress as much as the restraints allowed.

He did it again. And again. Until tears soaked the blindfold.

Then he introduced the new toy: a remote-controlled vibrator, thick and curved. He coated it generously and slid it inside her slowly—inch by inch—until it was seated deep, pressing firmly against her G-spot.

She sobbed at the fullness, walls clenching greedily around it.

He turned it on low.

The steady, pulsing vibration made her hips jerk uncontrollably.

He watched for several minutes, letting the rhythm build her toward the edge, then clicked it off just as her breathing turned frantic.

Repeated this cycle eight times over the next hour—bringing her to the brink, stopping, letting her cool only slightly before starting again.

By the ninth cycle she was incoherent—babbling pleas, promises, anything he wanted.

He removed the blindfold then. Her eyes were red-rimmed, pupils blown wide.

“Look at me while I decide whether you deserve relief.”

She stared up at him, desperate and adoring.

He turned the vibrator on again—this time to a pattern: high for ten seconds, off for five, high for ten, off for five.

Within three cycles she was screaming, body convulsing, right on the precipice.

He turned it off.

“No!” The word tore from her throat, raw and broken.

He left the toy inside her and climbed off the bed.

“Lunch time,” he said conversationally.

He untied her ankles but left her wrists bound to the headboard. Carried her limp, shaking body to the kitchen and sat her on the cool marble island.

Spread her legs wide again.

Fed her bites of warm soup from a spoon, occasionally blowing on it to cool it—each puff of air between her legs making her jolt.

When she finished eating, he bent her forward over the island, wrists still attached, and spanked her slowly—twenty hard strikes on each cheek until she was sobbing and grinding against the edge of the counter for any friction.

Then he slid the vibrator out, replaced it with his cock in one deep thrust, and fucked her brutally—fast, punishing strokes that slammed her hips against the marble.

She came dangerously close again—walls fluttering wildly around him—but he pulled out at the last second, leaving her empty and wailing.

The afternoon continued the pattern.

He bound her on the living room rug in a tight ball tie—knees to chest, arms wrapped around—and used a feather vibrator on the lowest setting, tracing it over every oversensitive inch of skin except where she needed it most.

He edged her with his mouth—long, slow licks that stopped the moment her thighs began to tremble.

He fucked her throat while pinching her nipples, denying her air and release in equal measure.

By late afternoon she was beyond language—reduced to animal sounds of need.

He carried her to the bedroom again, rebound her spread-eagle, and finally gave her the torment’s centerpiece.

A fucking machine—set up at the foot of the bed, thick dildo aligned perfectly.

He coated it generously and positioned it at her entrance.

Turned it on slow.

Watched as it slid inside her inch by inch, then withdrew, then thrust again—steady, mechanical, relentless.

He sat beside her head, stroking her hair.

“This will run for two hours,” he said softly. “Slow speed. Never quite enough to push you over. You’ll stay right on the edge the entire time. And you’ll thank me for it.”

She was already moaning, hips trying to chase the rhythm.

He inserted the earbuds again—his voice on loop—and left the room.

Two hours later he returned.

She was a wreck: covered in sweat, tears, drool. Body shaking violently, eyes unfocused.

The machine had kept her in perfect, agonizing limbo—close enough to feel the promise of release, never close enough to grasp it.

He turned it off and removed it slowly.

She wailed at the emptiness.

Knelt between her legs and finally—finally—put his mouth on her.

One long, flat lick.

She exploded instantly—orgasm crashing through her like a tidal wave, body convulsing so hard the bed frame rattled. She squirted violently, soaking his face and the sheets, screaming until her voice gave out.

He didn’t stop.

Kept licking, sucking, fingering her through it—drawing out aftershock after aftershock until she was begging him to stop, oversensitive and overwhelmed.

Only then did he climb over her, slide inside her still-spasming walls, and fuck her slowly through two more forced orgasms.

When he finally came deep inside her, she was limp, mindless, tears of gratitude streaming down her face.

He untied her, gathered her against his chest, and held her while she shook.

“You did perfectly,” he whispered. “Tomorrow we’ll go deeper.”

She clung to him, voice barely audible.

“Thank you, Master.”

The word slipped out naturally—deeper submission than “Sir.”

He smiled against her hair.

In the quiet after, with snow tapping gently against the windows, Lindsey floated in perfect, broken bliss.

There was no going back.

There never had been.


Chapter Fourteen: The Peak of Addiction

Wednesday—the final full day at the cabin—dawned with a stillness that felt sacred. The snow had sealed them in completely; no tracks marred the white expanse outside, no sound penetrated except the occasional crackle of the fire.

Lindsey hadn’t worn clothes in four days. The steel collar was her only constant adornment, cool against her flushed skin. Her body bore the evidence of Mark’s devotion: faint bruises blooming on hips and thighs, nipples perpetually swollen from suction and clamps, lips bitten raw from muffled screams.

She woke on her stomach across his lap on the wide leather couch, wrists loosely bound in front of her with soft rope. He’d kept her there most of the night—half-dozing, half-fucking her in slow, lazy increments whenever the mood struck. She’d lost count of how many times he’d come inside her; she only knew she was full, marked, and still desperately empty without his touch.

Now his hand rested possessively between her shoulder blades, thumb tracing idle circles.

“Today,” he said quietly, “we finish what we started. No more holding back. You’ll break completely—and I’ll catch every piece.”

She shivered, pressing her face into his thigh.

“Yes, Master.”

He carried her to the bedroom and laid her on fresh sheets—black silk this time, cool against her overheated skin. He bound her carefully: wrists to the headboard, ankles spread and secured to the corners, a pillow beneath her hips tilting her pelvis upward. Exposed. Vulnerable. Perfect.

A spreader bar locked her thighs wide. Nipple clamps with a delicate chain. The blindfold again—soft leather, total darkness.

Then he began.

The first hour was slow worship.

His mouth everywhere—kissing, licking, biting. Neck, collarbones, breasts (tugging the chain until she sobbed), down her stomach, inner thighs. He avoided her center entirely, letting anticipation build until she was writhing, begging incoherently.

When he finally tasted her, it was gentle—long, slow licks that gathered her wetness but never pressed where she needed. He brought her to the edge twice with just his tongue, then pulled away.

The second hour introduced toys.

A thick, curved vibrator inside her on a pulsing setting—strong enough to make her clench and moan, not strong enough to tip her over. A small bullet taped directly to her clit on the lowest vibration. Nipple clamps tightened one notch.

He left them running and sat back to watch.

She lasted twenty minutes before the first orgasm crashed through her—sudden, violent, unexpected. Her body arched off the bed, walls spasming around the toy, a broken scream tearing from her throat.

He didn’t stop the vibrations.

The second orgasm followed five minutes later—harder, messier, squirting around the vibrator as she shook uncontrollably.

The third left her sobbing, oversensitive and still climbing.

He removed the bullet then, but left the internal vibrator running and added a new torment: a wand on medium pressed firmly against her clit.

The fourth, fifth, and sixth orgasms blurred together—forced, relentless, each one ripping through her until she was babbling, tears soaking the blindfold, voice raw from screaming his name.

He turned everything off only when she began to truly fracture—body twitching with aftershocks, mind slipping into blank without the trigger word.

He removed the blindfold. Her eyes were unfocused, pupils blown wide.

He entered her then—slow, bare, skin on skin. No barriers left between them.

He fucked her through two more gentle orgasms, whispering love and ownership into her ear.

“You’re perfect like this,” he murmured. “Broken open. Mine.”

She could only whimper in agreement.

Afternoon brought rougher play.

He untied her, flipped her onto her stomach, and rebound her in a strict hogtie—wrists to ankles, back arched, ass high. A larger plug seated deep, stretching her. Then he took her pussy from behind—hard, punishing thrusts that jolted her entire body.

He spanked her between strokes—sharp, stinging slaps that turned her skin crimson. When she began pushing back into him, desperate for more, he pulled out and took her ass instead—slow at first, then deeper, faster, until she was screaming into the mattress with every thrust.

He reached beneath her to vibrate her clit again, forcing another shattering orgasm while he was buried in her ass.

He came inside her there, groaning her name, then stayed seated deep while he caught his breath.

Evening was total mental erasure.

He laid her on her back again, head hanging slightly off the edge of the bed. Fed her his cock slowly—face-fucking her until drool ran down her cheeks and tears streamed from the corners of her eyes. Each time she gagged, he praised her softly.

“Blank.”

The word dropped her instantly—mind emptying, body going limp except for the instinctive swallow around him.

He used her mouth until he came down her throat, then moved lower—fucking her pussy, her ass, her mouth again in slow rotation, keeping her in continuous blank state, whispering reinforcements the entire time.

“You no longer need thoughts.

You no longer need choices.

You exist to feel. To obey. To please me.

This is permanent. This is everything.”

Hours blurred.

Night fell. The fire burned low.

He finally unbound her completely and carried her to the rug in front of the hearth. Laid her on her back and entered her missionary—slow, deep, eyes locked.

No toys. No restraints. Just them.

He brought her to peak after peak—gentle waves at first, then harder, until she was clinging to him, nails digging into his back, sobbing with every climax.

The final orgasm was different.

It built slowly, endlessly—every thrust, every whispered “I own you” winding her tighter. When it broke, it didn’t stop. Wave after wave rolled through her, body convulsing, vision whiting out, voice reduced to silent screams.

She felt him come inside her—hot, claiming—heard him growl “Mine forever” against her neck.

And then she shattered completely.

Mind blanked without the word.

Body limp, floating.

Soul surrendered.

When awareness returned—minutes or hours later—she was curled in his lap by the fire, wrapped in a blanket, steel collar cool against her skin.

He was stroking her hair, murmuring soft praise.

She looked up at him, eyes clear for the first time in days.

“I’m ready,” she whispered. “Take me home. Keep me. Never let me be anything else.”

He kissed her forehead.

“Tomorrow we leave. And you’ll never be anything else again.”

Outside, the snow began to melt under a weak February sun.

Inside, Lindsey was already gone—the old version dissolved forever in pleasure and surrender.

Only his perfect, mindless slave remained.


Chapter Fifteen: Begging for Enslavement

Thursday morning arrived with a pale, reluctant sun. The snow had melted enough to make the dirt road passable, but the cabin still felt like a sealed world—warm, intimate, timeless. Lindsey knelt naked on the rug in front of the fireplace, head bowed, steel collar catching the light as Mark packed the last of their things.

She hadn’t spoken much since the night before. Words felt unnecessary; her body and eyes said everything. Every movement was slow, deliberate, offered to him like a gift.

Mark zipped the duffel, then crouched in front of her, lifting her chin with two fingers.

“Time to go home.”

Home. The word sent a visible shiver through her. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to his wrist in silent gratitude.

The drive back to Brooklyn was quiet. Lindsey sat in the passenger seat wearing only an oversized coat he’d draped over her—no underwear, no other clothes. The coat gaped open whenever she shifted, exposing her to the warm air from the vents and to his occasional glancing touch. He kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting possessively high on her thigh, thumb stroking slow circles that kept her in a low simmer of arousal.

Halfway through the three-hour drive, he pulled off onto a deserted rest stop surrounded by bare trees. The parking lot was empty, the facilities closed for winter.

He didn’t speak—just unbuckled her seatbelt, guided her coat open, and pulled her onto his lap facing him. She sank down onto his cock with a soft, broken moan, arms wrapping around his neck, forehead pressed to his.

He fucked her slowly in the driver’s seat—deep, grinding rolls of his hips that kept her pinned and full. No rush. Snow flurries danced across the windshield.

When she began to tremble on the edge, he stilled completely.

“Beg,” he said quietly.

The words poured out of her in a desperate rush.

“Please, Master. Let me come. I’ll be perfect when we get home. I’ll kneel at the door every day. I’ll quit my job today. I’ll sign whatever you want. Cut everyone off. Please—just make me yours permanently. I can’t go back to pretending I’m anything else. I need to be empty for you. Mindless. Always.”

He kissed her tears away and let her come—hard, clenching around him, muffling her scream against his shoulder. He followed moments later, holding her impaled as he pulsed inside her.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “It’s already decided.”

They arrived in Park Slope just after noon.

Mark’s brownstone looked exactly the same from the outside—elegant, discreet—but the moment he opened the door and Lindsey stepped over the threshold, something shifted irrevocably.

She dropped the coat from her shoulders without being told, letting it pool on the floor. Naked except for the steel collar, she sank gracefully to her knees in the entryway, palms up on her thighs, head bowed.

Lila was waiting in the living room—quiet, composed, wearing a simple black slip dress and her own delicate collar. She smiled softly at Lindsey, eyes warm with recognition.

Mark closed the door behind them.

“Welcome home,” he said.

Lindsey’s voice was small but steady. “May I speak, Master?”

“Yes.”

“I want to do it now. The ritual. Whatever seals it. I don’t want to wait.”

He exchanged a glance with Lila, who nodded once.

“Upstairs,” he said. “Bedroom.”

They led her up the narrow staircase. The master bedroom had been prepared in their absence: black silk sheets, restraints already attached to the bedposts, candles flickering on low tables. Soft music played—something instrumental and hypnotic.

Mark and Lila undressed slowly while Lindsey knelt at the foot of the bed, watching with wide, adoring eyes.

When they were both naked, Mark sat on the edge of the mattress and beckoned her forward.

She crawled to him, settling between his knees.

“Repeat after me,” he said.

He spoke the words slowly, deliberately, and she echoed them without hesitation.

“I, Lindsey Martin, freely and permanently surrender my body, mind, and will to Master Mark Jenkins.”

“I renounce all previous identities, obligations, and relationships that conflict with my service to him.”

“I accept permanent enslavement—mindless, obedient, and devoted—for as long as he desires me.”

“I beg to be kept blank when it pleases him, used however he wishes, and cherished as his property.”

With each phrase, Lila fastened a new restraint: soft leather cuffs on wrists and ankles, a posture collar over the steel band, a delicate chain connecting her nipple rings (installed at the cabin the day before).

When the vows were complete, Mark pulled her onto the bed and positioned her on her back, arms stretched overhead, legs spread wide. Lila secured the cuffs to the bedposts.

They took her together—slowly at first, then with increasing intensity.

Mark entered her pussy while Lila straddled her face, riding her tongue with soft commands. They switched positions repeatedly: Lila with a strap-on taking Lindsey’s ass while Mark fucked her mouth; both women on their knees worshipping his cock; Lindsey bound and suspended slightly off the bed while they used her from both ends.

Triggers flew constantly—blank, surrender, good girl—dropping her in and out of mindless bliss.

Orgasm denial returned briefly, then shattered into endless permission. They forced climax after climax from her body until she was sobbing, shaking, squirting messily across the sheets.

The final act was symbolic and absolute.

Mark positioned her on her hands and knees in the center of the bed. He entered her from behind—deep, claiming strokes—while Lila knelt in front, holding a small mirror so Lindsey could watch her own face: tear-streaked, ecstatic, utterly gone.

Mark leaned over her back, lips at her ear.

“One last time. Beg for permanence.”

She did—voice raw, body trembling on the edge of another orgasm.

“Please, Master. Make me your mindless slave forever. Blank me. Keep me. Never let me think again. I’m yours. Only yours. Please—”

He thrust deep and held still.

“Come,” he commanded. “And let go of everything else.”

The orgasm obliterated her.

It rolled on and on—wave after wave, body convulsing, vision whiting out, a silent scream tearing from her throat. She felt Mark come inside her, felt Lila’s gentle hands stroking her hair, heard both of them murmuring praise and ownership.

When it finally ebbed, she collapsed forward, boneless and empty.

Mind truly blank for the first time without the trigger.

Just peaceful, perfect surrender.

They cleaned her gently afterward—warm cloths, soft kisses, Lila brushing her hair while Mark held her.

Later, curled between them in the big bed, Lindsey traced the steel collar with trembling fingers.

“Thank you,” she whispered to both of them. “For keeping me.”

Mark kissed her forehead.

“You’re home now. Forever.”

Outside, the city moved on—cars, people, ordinary lives.

Inside the brownstone, Lindsey’s old world had ended.

And her new one—mindless, permanent, blissful—had only just begun.


Chapter Sixteen: New Normal

The first week back in Brooklyn passed like a dream Lindsey no longer wanted to wake from.

Day 1 – Thursday (continued)

After the ritual sealing her enslavement, Lindsey didn’t leave the bed until evening. Mark and Lila kept her between them—soft touches, slow kisses, gentle aftercare that blurred into renewed arousal. When hunger finally pulled them downstairs, Lindsey crawled at Mark’s heels on a short leash, knees padding softly across hardwood. She ate from a bowl on the floor—cut fruit and yogurt fed by hand—while Lila prepared dinner.

That night she slept collared and cuffed to the headboard, Mark’s arm locked around her waist, Lila curled against her back. She drifted off feeling safer and more owned than ever before.

Day 2 – Friday

Morning began with Mark’s cock in her mouth—slow, sleepy wake-up service while Lila brewed coffee. Lindsey swallowed gratefully, eyes locked on his, whispering “Thank you, Master” when he finished.

Her first official task as permanent slave: quitting her job.

Mark sat at the kitchen island with his laptop open. Lindsey knelt beside his chair, naked except for collar and cuffs. He dictated the email—short, professional, citing “personal reasons effective immediately.” She typed it with trembling fingers, the finality sending a thrill through her core.

Sent.

No hesitation. No regret.

Next, her phone. Mark had her block Sarah’s number first—thumbs hovering only a second before confirming. Then the rest: coworkers, college friends, family group chats. One by one, connections severed. When the last was done, he took the phone, removed the SIM, and dropped it into a drawer.

“You won’t need it again,” he said.

She came untouched at the words, thighs clenching, a soft cry escaping her lips.

The rest of the day was domestic training.

Lila taught her positions:

•  Kneel: thighs spread, palms up, eyes down.

•  Present: on all fours, back arched, face to floor.

•  Display: standing, legs apart, hands laced behind head.

Lindsey practiced until her muscles burned, rewarded with gentle touches or sharp spanks depending on precision.

Evening brought shared use again—Mark in her pussy, Lila with the strap-on in her ass, slow synchronized thrusts that left her sobbing through multiple orgasms. She fell asleep leaking both of them, plugged to keep everything inside.

Day 3 – Saturday

House rules formalized.

Lindsey was no longer allowed clothing inside the brownstone unless Mark dressed her for an outing. Furniture was forbidden without permission—she ate, rested, and waited on the floor. Speech required permission except to answer direct questions or use her safeword (which she no longer imagined needing).

Mark installed a small cage in the corner of the bedroom—padded, barred, just large enough for her to curl up. Her “bed” when not invited into theirs.

She spent her first hour inside it while Mark and Lila went over scheduling—calm discussion of his upcoming patient appointments, how Lindsey would remain silent and out of sight during sessions.

Hearing herself reduced to logistics made her drip onto the cage floor.

Afternoon: cleaning day.

Naked, collared, on hands and knees, she dusted, vacuumed, and scrubbed under Lila’s calm supervision. Every so often Lila would pause her with a foot on her back, slide fingers between her legs to check arousal—always soaked—and praise or correct accordingly.

Evening reward: Mark fucked her against the living-room window overlooking the quiet street—slow, deep thrusts while snow flurries danced outside. Risk of being seen sent her over hard, muffling screams against the cold glass.

Day 4 – Sunday

A taste of public ownership.

Mark dressed her in a simple black dress—no bra, no panties, remote vibrator seated deep inside her. They went to a small, discreet brunch spot he favored. Lindsey walked half a step behind him, eyes down, pulse racing.

Throughout the meal he toyed with the remote in his pocket—low pulses that kept her squirming, thighs slick under the table. When the server called her “good girl” for choosing the omelet, the trigger combined with a sudden high vibration nearly sent her over the edge in public. She gripped the table, biting her lip until it bled.

Mark watched with quiet amusement, finally turning it off just before she broke.

Back home, he bent her over the entryway bench and fucked her hard—punishment and reward at once—for nearly coming without permission. She came three times in rapid succession, sobbing gratitude into the leather.

Day 5 – Monday

First therapy session with a patient in the office below.

Lindsey spent three hours in the cage—gagged, wrists cuffed to bars, vibrator on the lowest setting. She listened to muffled voices through the floor: Mark’s calm, soothing cadence guiding someone else into trance.

The knowledge that he was using the same voice on another person twisted jealousy and arousal together until she was grinding helplessly against the air. When he finally released her, she crawled to him frantically, begging with eyes and body to be reminded who she truly belonged to.

He obliged—fucking her on the office rug while the patient’s footsteps faded down the front steps.

Day 6 – Tuesday

Permanent markings.

Mark took her to a private artist he trusted—a woman who worked out of a discreet studio in Williamsburg. Lindsey lay on the table naked, legs spread in stirrups, while delicate script was tattooed just above her bare mound: Property of MJ.

The pain was sharp, exquisite. Mark held her hand, whispering triggers—blank, surrender—until she floated through it, coming twice from the vibration of the needle alone.

A second, smaller tattoo on the inside of her left wrist: a simple infinity symbol intertwined with his initials.

When it was done, she stared at the fresh ink through tears.

“Now the world knows,” he said quietly in the car on the way home.

She knelt in the footwell the entire drive, mouth on him, worshipping slowly until he came down her throat.

Day 7 – Wednesday

The week ended with total immersion.

Mark kept her in continuous light trance all day—triggers whispered every hour, deepening the blank until thought itself felt optional. She moved through chores and service in a blissful fog: cooking naked at the stove while he worked behind her, cleaning the playroom toys with her tongue under Lila’s guidance, kneeling motionless for hours as a living footstool.

Evening brought the deepest scene yet.

Bound spread-eagle on the playroom St. Andrew’s cross, hooded, earbuds playing his recorded voice on loop. Hours of sensation play: wax, ice, flogging, violet wand, forced orgasms followed by immediate overstimulation.

When he finally removed the hood, her eyes were glassy, mind empty.

He unstrapped her, carried her to the bedroom, and simply held her—no sex, just closeness—while Lila massaged sore muscles.

Curled against his chest, Lindsey whispered the only words she needed.

“I’m home.”

He kissed her forehead.

“Yes, pet. You are.”

The first week had stripped away the last fragments of her old life.

What remained was perfect, permanent, and entirely his.


Epilogue: Eternal Bond

Two years later – December 31, 2025

The brownstone was quiet except for the soft crackle of the fireplace and the distant hum of New Year’s fireworks over the city.

Lindsey knelt in the center of the living room rug, naked, collared, body adorned only with the permanent marks of ownership: the steel band fused around her throat, the delicate script tattooed above her bare mound—Property of MJ—and the small infinity symbol on her wrist. Her eyes were half-lidded, breath slow and even, mind floating in the light blank state Mark kept her in most evenings now.

Thought had become optional. Bliss had become constant.

Mark sat in his armchair, laptop closed for the night, watching her with the quiet satisfaction of an artist admiring a finished masterpiece. Lila knelt at his feet, head resting on his thigh, her own collar glinting in the firelight. The three of them formed a perfect, silent triangle—owner and his two devoted pets.

Lindsey’s old life existed only in fragments Mark sometimes teased her with: a printed email from her former boss expressing shock at her sudden resignation, a final worried voicemail from Sarah that he played once, just to watch Lindsey’s faint flicker of confusion dissolve under a whispered “blank.”

Sarah had investigated briefly—knocked on the brownstone door one rainy afternoon eighteen months ago. Mark had answered calmly, told her Lindsey had moved abroad for a wellness retreat and wished to cut contact. Lila had stood behind him, silent and supportive. Sarah left unsatisfied but powerless. She never returned.

Lindsey’s apartment had been sublet, possessions donated or discarded. Her name still existed on paper—bank account quietly managed by Mark, taxes filed—but the woman who had carried it was gone.

In her place was pet.

Perfect, mindless, radiant pet.

The practice thrived below them. Mark’s waiting list stretched months. A new patient would arrive soon—a young woman with anxiety, bright and vulnerable, glowing reviews drawing her in. Lindsey would spend the session in her cage upstairs, gagged and vibrating, listening to his voice guide another down the same irresistible path.

Sometimes, on special evenings, he brought the new ones deeper into the house. Let Lindsey and Lila demonstrate service. Planted the first subtle seeds.

Lindsey no longer felt jealousy—only pride in helping Master shape others.

Tonight was celebration.

Mark rose, walked to her, and clipped a thin silver leash to her collar. She crawled after him willingly, gracefully, into the playroom.

The space had evolved: padded walls, reinforced hooks, a wall of toys tailored to her limits and desires. He positioned her on the padded bench—on her back, legs spread and secured high, arms stretched overhead. Lila followed, lighting candles, preparing oils.

They took their time.

Slow, worshipful touches building to intense, overlapping use: mouths, hands, toys, cocks, straps. Triggers whispered constantly—blank, surrender, good girl—keeping her floating in and out of mindless ecstasy.

Orgasm permission came in waves—gentle at first, then forced and relentless until she was sobbing, squirting, body convulsing beyond control.

At midnight, as fireworks bloomed over Brooklyn, Mark entered her one final time—slow, deep, face-to-face on the rug, Lila cradling Lindsey’s head in her lap.

He looked into her empty, adoring eyes.

“Who do you belong to?”

“You, Master,” she whispered, voice soft and certain. “Forever.”

He let her come one last time—long, shattering, perfect.

Afterward, they carried her to the big bed, curled her between them, bodies entwined.

Outside, 2026 began with light and noise.

Inside, time had stopped the moment she knelt at the door two years earlier.

Lindsey—pet—smiled in her sleep, mind blissfully blank, heart full.

She was exactly where she was meant to be.

Eternal. Owned. Home.
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