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Chapter one

The Woman


Sipping on Her cocktail enjoying the view of the city skyline at night Octavia saw him from across the room. Tall, handsome, and rich just like She liked her men. She knew immediately when his eyes darted to Hers She had Her quarry. This was going to be fun. She nonchalantly sipped Her Empress gin and tonic and patiently waited for him to come to Her as She sat on Her bar seat revealing Her stunningly toned legs as She crossed them making Her silver stiletto Tom Ford's sparkle with the evening lights. Nothing beat the view of the city especially on a clear night such as this. She sighed and waited as he approached asking, "Is this seat taken?" She nodded no and smiled to Herself knowing She was going to turn his life upside down.

As he sat down he picked up the menu and asked, "Do you have any recommendations?"

As he spoke She turned to look at him. She liked his twinkling, bright eyes which shown with intelligence and his easy manner. His attempting a sweet and casual approach to picking Her up was an approach She found charming. "What about the Espresso Martini?" She offered playing along. 


"Hmm…sounds caloric and very sweet," he joked. "What are you drinking? It's definitely not an Espresso Martini." With thick dark brown hair that feathered back it looked like he never had to do much more than run his hands through his hair. His smile was sincere and genuine. 


Giggling, She said, "It's what I would have if I didn't worry about My figure." 

"I can see you that job very seriously, don't you?" he leaned over the bar and ordered a Whiskey on the Rocks. The Bartender quickly served him and as his drink arrived he turned to Her and said, "Cheers," as they lifted their glasses to toast each other.

"To new friends," purred Octavia, "And, I think you need a distraction, don't you? You look tired. Have you had a hard week?" She looked deep into his eyes and saw the tenseness in his body seem to instantaneously let go.

"How on earth did You know? It's funny, you give Me a peaceful feeling. I wonder why that is when I hardly know You. You appear to be someone who doesn't stress," he looked at Her quizzically.

"I do know, and with Me you can relax. It's ok. Do you trust Me to make you relax even more?"


"Sure, why not, after all we just met," he joked.

"Good, then take a nice big deep breath and hold it for Me. That's right, hold it. Now, slowly let it go. Exhale slowly. Slowly, that's right. Now, repeat and inhale. That's right. Inhale and hold it," She said as She noticed him looking deep into Her eyes already focusing on the sound of Her voice. "Now, I'm going to give you some trigger words as you slowly exhale. Your first trigger word is "Blonde". That's right, Darling, Inhale deeply and hold it, as your Blonde gives you your second trigger word. Your second trigger word is "Mistress" that's right, Darling, exhale slowly and continue repeating your breathing pattern as your Blonde Mistress continues to pull you deeper into the trance. You simply must obey and inhale slowly. Hold it. And exhale slowly."

The intensity of Her speaking to him in this manner was overwhelming. He was attracted to Her and Her calm knowing presence seemed to arouse him. This stranger had such a sweet pretty smile and Her lips were incredibly sexy as She spoke. He couldn't look away. There was nothing he could do to fight it. He was aware of Her beauty and initially attracted by Her figure, however, Her presence seemed soothing, controlling and relaxing. She seemed to know exactly what to say and the thrill of hearing Her say it made him unable to move. His eyes were fixated on Her as She continued and he felt himself giving way to Her and going deeper. He felt the rest of the room disappearing and began focusing on every word She said as he became more and more inexplicably relaxed.

"Are you ready for your third and final trigger word, Darling?" Sshe softly whispered in his ear.

He gently made a barely audible, "Yes."

"You do realize when you hear any of these words outside of this trance you will do whatever it takes to get back to me, Darling." he nodded as She continued, "Your third and final trigger word is "Breasts". When you hear your three trigger words combined, 'Blonde, Mistress, Breasts', you will instantaneously go deep into the trance. Blonde, Mistress, Breasts, go deep My Darling, deep into the trance where you may completely let go. I can see how incredibly tired you are. Your week was so long, so challenging. Your Blonde Mistress with these beautiful Breasts wants to take you deeper now. Follow My lead and let yourself go into DEEP, SLEEP……3…………2………..1. Feel your eyes becoming incredibly heavy. You are weary. So incredibly exhausted. You simply must Sleep Deep……3……….2……….1."

Immediately he let go and his head fell down to the bar with his arms flopped down around him. He began snoring. She began taking him deeper still. "Such a good boy. You know you will remember your special personal trigger words which I spoke in your ear earlier. They will always bring you back to Me. In the course of your life when you hear those three trigger words you will immediately do whatever it takes to return to Me. Now, you are mine. I own you and you will always go deep with Me. You will feel peace with Me. Sheer nirvana will be yours with Me."

Suddenly, with a snore, he jerked awake, "Hey, what? Did I fall asleep? Wow, so rude. I've never done that," he wiped some wetness around his mouth, "Was I drooling? I think I was," as he wiped it away. "How did that happen, so weird. I can't apologize enough for falling asleep on You." He was stunned and reckoned it was because he'd put in so many hours at work this past week and really when he thought about it, he simply worked too hard and realized he needed to take a vacation.

"Oh, no, you didn't just fall asleep, I put you into a trance," smiled Octavia as She sipped her cocktail.

"What? That's foolishness. You couldn't do that!" he scoffed as he looked at her like She had lost Her mind. She certainly was attractive, but now he figured She was just a nut.

With the sweetest wink She leaned over and said, "Blonde, Mistress, Breasts wants you to Sleep, Deep………..3……….2…….1."

Before She even got to "one" his face was back on the bar counter and drool sliding out of the corners of his mouth. "Ewwww…..he's almost too easy," She laughed as She leaned over and whispered in his ear, "Your Blonde Mistress will start a count down now, and when you hear Me snap my fingers you will awaken refreshed, relaxed and you will do whatever it takes to return to Me. Five, you will remember your trigger words, Blonde Mistress Breasts, whenever you hear those words, even in the outside world, you will do whatever it takes to return to our world. Four, you are feeling relaxed refreshed. Three you are strangely aroused and won't stop thinking about Your Blonde Mistress's breasts. Two, you will feel the need to return to Me again and again. One," She snapped Her fingers.

He grunted and slowly raised his head from the bar and asked in amazement, "Who are You?" He wondered how on earth he fell asleep again and why he felt incredibly rejuvenated. "I don't believe I got Your name?" he asked in bewilderment.

"I'm Octavia Taylor, it's very nice to meet you," She took a last sip of her cocktail as She stood up to leave. She could see She had made quite an impression from the enormous erection he was sporting. "Something tells Me I'll be hearing from you soon," She giggled as he watched Her perfectly toned body walk away in Her sky high stiletto heels.

"Wait, wait," he said as he ran after Her, "I'm George, how will I reach you? Can I have your number? I don't want to lose You forever in New York. It's a big city You know."

With a wink She said, "I'm The Goddess Mistress. There is no other. I am The Woman," and he watched as Her shapely bottom wiggled as She walked in Her heels into the elevator.


Chapter two

Vacation


George ubered home and had an amazingly peaceful night's sleep with dreams of his new blonde mistress with glorious breasts teasing him as She whispered in his ear, "George, you simply must obey. You must come to Me George, I want us to become so much closer." When his alarm clock went off in the morning, he found himself well rested, but yearning for more of this mysterious Mistress. How was he going to find Her to make contact? New York City has about 4,000 Mistresses within 10 miles of Manhattan. Where would he look? Searching for Her would have to wait as he was due in at the office at 9:30 for an important meeting with some of the top executives from London. He needed to look his best and prepare himself for his presentation, however, he couldn't seem to control his morning hard on. The more he tried to get on with his day, the more it stood up stiff, hard and so erect and his thoughts continued to swirl around the mysterious woman he met last night. Strangely, focusing was difficult for him. He knew he had to take care of his throbbing dick or he'd never be able to focus on his part of the presentation at work. If he could just give it a quick jerk off then he'd be able to concentrate. He closed his eyes and began vigorously stroking as he remembered Her words, "Something tells Me I'll be hearing from you really soon," She had said, and that giggle. Such a sweet, feminine voice. Her words kept swirling around in his head. She was so enticing and sexy it didn't take him long at all to blow his ejaculate to thoughts of Her. After he released he quickly jumped into the shower, but his thoughts kept returning to Her and hearing that voice and the sensual way She seemed to relax him. There was just something about Her and he knew he needed more. 


Forcing himself to get control over himself he dressed and headed into the office just in time for the start of the corporate meeting. Everyone had assembled in the boardroom and all the key players of the corporation were there. He took his seat as he listened to the meeting and silently prepared himself for what he needed to contribute to update his associates on his department's progress. After some time the meeting was interrupted by a beautiful secretary who brought in a tray of coffee and donuts. She had a stunning figure and every man in the man looked up and watched her. The key note speaker said, "Thank you, Wendy, that'll be all," as she smiled and quickly exited the room. There was some whispering and the key note speaker said to an interested man in the room, "Oh no, a blonde like her is definitely married. Sorry Steve. Ok, everyone it's time to turn the microphone over to George so he can update us on his area of expertise."

George's microphone clicked on and he knew he was fully prepared, however, to his amazement he was positively unable to begin his speech. He lost all sense of focus and began shuffling papers and tried desperately to regain control but for some reason the word, 'Blonde, Blonde, Blonde' kept spinning around in his head to the point where he kept picturing the woman he'd met the night before. It was almost like he couldn't get her out of his mind and he knew at this moment he had better get himself under control so he steeled himself to delve into his presentation and steered his mind away from any niggling thoughts of Her, 'The Woman'.

After his portion of the presentation was finished, he slumped in his chair and tried his best to keep his mind focused on what was being discussed. After all, this was the annual corporate meeting and he couldn't afford to miss a word of what was being said, however, it as almost impossible to keep his mind on what was going on right in front of him. He wasn't sure, but he thought he heard the word, 'Mistress' come up and he felt his entire brain begin to reset. He felt himself going into some sort of unusual state of consciousness that was beyond his control. He fought against it with all of his might but he found it to be almost like he was getting pulled into someone quite similar to quicksand which was engulfing him and pulling him deeper against his will. About this time the meeting adjourned for a quick break and he heard one of the men bragging about his date he'd had over the weekend. The man said, "You guys should have seen the breasts on her!" to a room full of laughter as they said, There is never anything finer than a nice rack!" Just like a flash of light, George was gone. He was back with Her and hearing Her sweet voice whisper, "Deep, Sleep……….3……….2………..1," and his head fell to his arms on the boardroom table.

"George? George? Are you ok, Buddy? Somebody get me a glass of water! George, can you hear me? Did he just fall asleep?" his coworker Gary said, "I think he fell asleep, he's ok. George, are you ok?"

Slowly George regained the ability to speak and said, "Oh, sorry guys……..I don't know what happened?" he mumbled and turned red with humiliation. Did he actually just pass out in front of the company CEO and all of the corporate board members? How was he ever going to live this one down. What could he do? "I'm so embarrassed. I don't know what to say."

The CEO came over to him and put his hand on his shoulder and said, "You've been working way too hard, haven't you? When is the last time you took a vacation?" The concern in his face was evident. This was his opportunity to have the entire team see him as a kind and benevolent CEO who cared about his employees instead of the heartless soul he really was.

"Um, yes, I have been working hard and sleep has been an issue lately. I apologize," George muttered in shame.

"Say no more about it," the CEO stood in the middle of the room and smiled, "It's time we give George a little time off so he can get some rest. If only my entire team worked as hard as George does." he slapped him on the back once more and said under his breath, "And make sure you have a physical. I want you in top shape."

George nodded his head in agreement as the meeting reconvened and his mind spun making it difficult to understand the conversations and directions which were taking place. All he could think of was how he couldn't wait to get home and find out who that woman was.


Chapter three

The Boudoir


As She began to awaken for the day She wondered if the good looking man She'd met the night before was thinking about Her as much as She was him. She felt strangely aroused at the thoughts of training him to completely be Her own personal human vibrator. She wanted him to take his sexy tongue and dive deep into Her hot little wet waiting pussy and flick it around as fast and furiously as he could just like he was Her own orgasm pleasure machine. She laid back in Her bed and stretched as wide as She could and then heard Her own personal eunuch butler, Jamie, enter Her bedroom. He brought Her a tray which he placed on the side of Her bed with Her delicious morning latte that he himself crafted to Her delight. He then went to the foot of Her bed where he gingerly lifted the covers and began licking and kissing Her perfectly pedicured feet. She adored Her feet being licked, kissed and massaged and this was the way She insisted he start Her day as Her own personal alarm clock. However, today She was already wide awake and considering tactics to ensnare George. 


"Good morning, Mistress," he said with his sweet cheerfulness. He was a very good looking butler and neat as a pin.

"You may begin licking My pussy this morning, Jamie. Why don't we think about the fateful day when I took away your family jewels. Do you remember it as vividly as I do, Darling?" She sighed as She spread her legs for him to take his soft wet tongue and lick Her to climax.

"Yes, Ma'am, I will never forget and I can't tell you how grateful I am to have You as the holder of my bronzed gonads," he turned and briefly looked at his balls sitting on Her mantlepiece and then positioned himself to dive deep into vigorously licking Her sweet hot juicy cunt as he flicked his tongue back and forth on Her clitorus without skipping a beat. As he flicked his tongue he thought how lucky he was to serve such a beautiful perfect sensual Domina and how excited he was to experience each and every day with Her. Tasting Her essence was such a privilege for him especially when She was freshly fucked by one of her Alpha male studs. Her pussy was simply the sweetest thing he'd ever encountered and pleasing Her in every way was a goal he considered his highest achievement. He enjoyed feeling Her body relax and suddenly flow with Her hot luscious pussy juices as She orgasmed all over his lucky butler face. He delicately licked Her clean and as She sprung up to stretch and start Her day he began assisting Her in choosing Her beautiful lingerie and sexy body hugging dress and matching stiletto heels while She dressed he prepared Her matching lipsticks and makeup to accentuate Her beautiful face and brushed and styled Her long blonde hair when suddenly Her phone began to ring. He handed it to Her and with Her long nails, She clasped it and pressed the button.

"Hello?"

"Is this The Goddess Mistress Octavia Taylor," the voice sounded confused and nervous

"Yes, speaking."

"Hello Mistress, this is George. We met last night?" he mumbled sounding lost and unsure of himself.

"What took you so long to call Me, George?" she giggled.

"Do you remember me, Mistress," he asked?


"Of course, your Blonde Mistress with beautiful Breasts remembers you exactly. I tell you what, George. You need to see Me immediately, don't you? I want you to come to this address and handed the phone to Jamie who preceded to tell him the address. After finishing giving the directions, Jamie handed the phone back to Her, "Now, George, I want you to focus on how deeply you miss Me and get here right away. I'm waiting………." and She hung up the phone.

Within 20 minutes the doorbell rang and Jamie dutifully answered it and invited George to follow him to Octavia's boudoir where She was waiting for him. He quietly entered the room and it was obvious as he looked around how uncomfortable he was to be there. "George!" She stood up and walked over to greet him in Her LaPerla lingerie and gave him a sweet kiss on his cheek, "I've missed you George."

"You, you…..have?" he mumbled as he looked at Her incredible cleavage bouncing beneath him. She was very petite and as She kissed him he had a bird's eye view of those glorious tits right before his very eyes. They were so big, so round, so firm he just wanted to reach out and give them a nice squeeze, but of course, he restrained himself. "I can't stop thinking about You and I have completely lost my sense of focus. I was in a meeting yesterday and I kept getting so distracted. It was insane how I couldn't pay attention and I don't remember a single thing that was discussed yesterday. All I can think about is You!" He stared at Her and realized She was simply the most elegant creature and as feminine as could be. Not only did She have beautiful boobs, but Her waist was tiny and flat and She possessed that perfect hourglass figure with a sweet round booty and perfectly toned legs. She was the whole package. And his dick got so hard he thought he was going to lose his mind staring at Her in her bedroom.

"You say you couldn't concentrate in your meetings at all? That could be a problem, couldn't it?" She looked innocently into his eyes faining concern. "You poor thing, George, it sounds like you need some intensive hypnosis treatments in order to combat this lack of concentration you are experiencing. Would you like Me to help you have a deeper sense of well being and better focus in your life, Darling?"

"I think the real problem is I don't seem to get a good night's sleep ever. I don't suppose You could help Me with sleep issues, could You?"

"Absolutely I could! We could start a program of hypnosis therapy for a better night's sleep as well as better focus in your life. How does that sound? Would that be something you would like Me to do?" She purred sweetly.

"Please, Mistress, help me. I need hypnosis therapy desperately," he pleaded.

She turned to him and smiled and said, "I'd be delighted to have you as a patient, George," and motioned for him to go ahead and take a seat on a leather sofa which he quickly sat as directed.

He sat down quickly as he tried to rearrange himself. His erection popped up and became extremely visible like a pup tent in his pants.


Chapter four

Therapy


Nervously he sat wondering what was next and couldn't help his constant erections as he watched Her walk around the room in Her stiletto heels and little LaPerla satiny lingerie with a glistening white matching balconette bra encasing Her breasts. As he starred into Her cleavage he felt a strange twinge at the base of his penis. How could he keep his eyes off of Her and not let Her know how much he desired Her? He tried to look away because whatever spell She'd put on him the other night at the bar had to be put to a stop. He needed to be able to focus in order to be productive at work and in his own personal life and She certainly seemed to hold the key. He watched as She locked the door and closed the blinds in order to control the light in the room and to keep them from being disturbed. 


"All right, George, tell Me what you've been experiencing since we last met," she sat down and crossed her legs, her stilettos dangling from her toes, she waited patiently for him to begin to speak as she watched him intently. She was moved by what a sweet sensitive soul he appeared to be as well as the fact that he was certainly easy on the eyes.

"Well, it all began when we met. Remember, I fell asleep at the bar, twice!" he exclaimed, "It was so weird. I've never in my life done anything like that in public and I've certainly been more tired than I was that evening. Also, I had a corporate meeting I had to attend and give a presentation and it was the biggest disaster. I'm afraid my career may be over and I might lose my job."

She leaned into the conversation and said, "If you lose your job, will you lose your marriage?"

"What? Well, I suppose so, but I'm not really happily married anyway. It's the kids. I don't want to never see my kids again so I stay married."

"Oh, I understand. Wouldn't that be terrible if you lost your family?" she wondered audibly. Would it?

"Ummm, yes, I suppose so. Can you help me?"

With her magical smile and exquisite bedside manner she said, "Yes, of course I can. Are you ready to begin now, George?"

He nodded his head and sat back a little on the sofa trying his very best to summon a stance of being relaxed as best he could.

"Focus only on the sound of my voice, George. I want you to take a nice big deep long breath and hold it. Feel your belly pull in as you suck in that air and hold it. Hold it. That's right, Darling, just hold that breath as you focus on your Blonde, Mistress, Breasts pulling you into the trance. Now exhale."

A long slow sigh emitted from him and the stress in the sound of the breathing was evident. However, he was already partially into the trance. The words, 'blonde, mistress, breasts' made him obey. He couldn't have fought it if he had wanted to. He could only be and breath as he was told to do by the sound of Her voice.

"Continue, George, take a nice big deep inhale and hold it, hold it, hold it and let yourself go. You simply must obey. Now exhale. Very good. Let's try it again. A nice big deep inhale and hold it, hold it and you are ready to go into Deep Sleep………..3…………..2…………….1," her words were soft, slow and comfortably repetitive. "Feel yourself becoming weary, so so weary. Every fiber and muscle is beginning to relax and feel heavy, so so heavy. Your eyes are closing and you feel as though they are glued shut. Your are so tired, George, so so tired. It's ok, Darling, allow yourself to feel the pure pleasure of rest. Let go and allow your body to feel as though there is a big heavy anvil on your chest holding you still and in place. It's so so heavy and it makes you so so weary. Double down on that feeling, now, George, and go deeper still. Deeper into sweet repose. Slumber sweetly as you sleep deep. Sleep…………..Sleep………….Sleep………..that's right, it's ok to Sleep……………Sleep…………..Sleep…………….as you are slumbering sweetly feel the pleasure of your blood circulating and your penis beginning to TWITCH. That's right…….Twitch………..Twitch…………Twitch. Feel the bliss of your erection as you Twitch………..Twitch………….Twitch……….it feel so good to ………..Twitch……………Twitch………………Twitch."

Suddenly George started moaning and ejaculated instantaneously. He came out of the trance with a start and stammered with embarrassment. He was humiliated and wondered how Octavia would view his impropriety. He couldn't comprehend the hold this woman seemed to have over him. It seemed as though his actions were something that were completely beyond his control and this was disconcerting to him. Yet, he could not stop himself from going deeper nor did he want to. It simply felt so incredibly good to have her wield her control over him. "I'm sorry, Mistress, I didn't mean to make a mess. I really feel I should leave now. I need to go home and try to set myself straight so I can return to work as soon as possible," he then looked at his watch and said, "What? It's 7:30 pm? You've got to be kidding me. What happened?"

"It's all right, Darling, you just had a peaceful rest. I suggest we reconvene tomorrow morning at the same time and see if we can get you back on the right track. Something tells me you will be experiencing a better night's sleep tonight," she smiled and allowed him to leave. As he hit the threshold of her bedroom she laughed and said, "Don't forget to remember your trigger words. They are very important. Who knows when you will hear them and after all, you are very sleepy."

After leaving her house he wondered what was coming over him. Was it a mid-life crisis? Why did it seem like very time he got near that incredible woman he lost his mind and felt like he was spinning into oblivion? How could she be so intoxicatingly gorgeous and so incredibly addictive. Where did the time go when he spent it with her? This would not do. He couldn't live his life this way. He had his fun and got as close to the edge as he was prepared to go. Now it was time to go home to his wife and children and get a good night's sleep so he could return to work. After all they all depended on him and he couldn't run around chasing women for foolish sake.


Chapter five

Obsession


Walking in the door he was greeted by his wife who said, "Well, you're home late. Where have you been? Bob and Gary called to speak to you during the day. They mentioned you left early yesterday and took today off. I didn't know you took today off. We could have spent it together. Anyway, they wanted you to call them back when you got a chance. Is everything ok? You seem very distracted," she leaned over and kissed his cheek when he went by.

"Oh, I decided to take a little break and do some planning for my department. I just needed to get out of my office to have a little privacy so I could think without being interrupted constantly," he made a beeline for the bedroom where he quickly jumped into the shower and changed into some casual clothes in case his wife detected anything unusual.

She had kept his dinner waiting and they sat down together as he ate. He listened as she filled him in on all of the mundane occurrences in their lives and feigned interested in her opinions on their new blonde neighbor and what they should do about this or that until she finally said, "George, you aren't listening to me at all!"

'Blonde', he thought, and his brain started swirling as his focus shifted to the sweet new blonde in his life. All other blondes ceased to exist. Certainly all other women did in general. He was laser focused on one blonde in particular, 'The Woman' he smiled as he thought, and what a woman she truly is. Blonde, petite, quite the little Mistress. 'Mistress' he thought and sighed as he realized her breasts are incredible. 'Breasts' was his last thought as he spiraled deeper and began to trance right there in the kitchen to the amazement of his wife.


"George? George, are you all right? You are worrying me now, George? Say something, please," as she grasped his face in her hands. Only then did her voice pull him back to the kitchen table where he returned to consciousness and to the disappointment of being there.


"I have to go to sleep. I think I'm exhausted. I need rest," he said as he leaned over oblivious to the concern on her face as he kissed her cheek and went up to bed. The minute he laid his head on the pillow he began to let his mind wander to his Blonde Mistress's beautiful Breasts and found himself aroused immediately. He slid his hands inside of his pants and felt his throbbing member and began stroking it thinking to himself, 'I haven't been this hard for years. I don't know what it is about her but she conjures up carnal lust in me. I didn't think I had it in me any longer,' and he quickly blew another hot load of semen for Her and soon felt himself drifting into the deepest slumber with thoughts filling his head only of Her. Who was this 'Woman' and how powerful was She? He felt no interest or love whatsoever for his wife or his family. His obsession and addiction began to fester in his sleep as Her voice called him in his dream.

"George? George?" he heard her whisper, "George……..Deep Sleep, George………3…………2………….1," and he was out like a light.

The sun shone bright threw his bedroom window and woke him up to a start the next morning. It was later than he usually arose as he never knew it could be so bright in his bedroom. Typically he'd always been an early riser, but he seemed to have had a full night of dreaming yet he felt awake and refreshed and was anxious to go back to 'The Woman' for more therapy. If last night was any indication as to how well Her sleep therapy worked, he was on board for more. Besides, he simply had to see Her again. He felt like Her sweet face was becoming etched in his brain. It was the only thing he wanted to see. He felt She was almost becoming essential to his very existence. He quickly showered and as he was choosing what he'd wear for the day his wife walked in and gave him a hug.


"Did you sleep well?" she asked thoughtfully. She wondered why he'd been so distracted and distant. Something from work must really be weighing on his mind. She knew he was a very intense man and thought it best to leave matters be and let him sort it out as he always seemed to do. 


"Yes, actually I slept very well. I just could have used some more of it."

"Good, I'm glad. Are you going into the office today?"

"Maybe, but first I have a client meeting which I've been stressing about," he sighed, if only she knew how much he'd been looking forward to it.

That's the culprit of his anxiety she assumed, "Well, good luck with that," and she watched as he walked out the door, "See you tonight."

With a wave he was out the door. He hardly remembered driving himself to Octavia's home. When he looked back on it he began to hear her voice in his head becoming clearer and more intensely seductive. The sound of her saying, "George……….George…………George?" kept going on in his brain. Every time he heard Her voice, he felt himself become aroused, erect, and relaxed. Her voice had the effect of drowning out all other sights and sounds. It forced him to focus on Her and them together in Her world. It was the most intoxicatingly exciting intimacy he'd ever experienced and he wanted more of it, so much more. At this point, he already knew he would climb mountains for this woman. He'd fight battles for Her. He'd do whatever it took to see a smile on Her face. He knew he had to devote his entire life to Her and be damned the rest of the world and the relationships he had in the past. The world revolved around Octavia and he aimed to get Her.


Chapter six

Deeper


After a busy morning of attending to Octavia's many needs, Jamie heard the doorbell ring and peered at the camera to see who was there, "Mistress, it looks like your new patient, George, is a bit early for his appointment. I thought you weren't expecting him until 10 am."

"It's not a problem, Jamie, just ask him into my boudoir and I'll be with him in a moment." She listened as Jamie opened the door and greeted George and they spoke cordially to one another as he ushered him into the bedroom. From the tone of their conversation Octavia could sense the nervousness and anxiety in George. She knew She had to make him relax and let go of whatever he was holding on to and She contemplated the most effective strategy to use on him. When She felt he was settled and ready She walked into the room and was surprised by his sweet demeanor.

"Oh Octavia, I have thought of nothing but you. My mind has been incredibly fuzzy. I can't seem to focus on anything including when I'm in the middle of a conversation with a family member. I have no interest in my family members any more. I fear I may lose them. My sleep is incredibly erratic. I think I'm so unsettled I am in fear of losing my job. Please can you help me get my life back under control?" he pleaded.

"Absolutely I can help you, but you are going to have to trust Me to go very deep. Today I am going to ask substantially more out of you and I want you to not hold back and let yourself go. You are going to have to completely trust me, George. Do you think you are ready to extend Me your trust?" She leaned over and looked deep into his eyes as She spoke watching for signs of understanding from him. She saw he deeply needed to change his life and She knew She was the only one who could help him to succeed in this endeavor.

For his part he couldn't stop peaking at Her luscious cleavage as it seemed to practically fall out of Her balconette bra. Her boobs were so big, so soft, so luscious he just wanted to wrap his lips around them as he squeezed the nipples sucking and running his hands all over them. He licked his lips for a moment and then quickly stopped for fear She would see it. Inside, he felt such a deep intimate connection with this woman, 'The Woman', unlike anything he'd ever experienced before. He was unsure of where She planned to take him, however, he was a willing participant because he wanted to explore where this could go with every fiber of his being. She made him feel like he hadn't felt in years. Erections came and stayed and when he did ejaculate, it was with such a force which he'd not experienced since his youth. He felt abject pleasure every time a thought of Her entered his mind. She was akin to a drug, ecstasy. She made him so turned on he thought he would lose his mind and a part of him sensed the attraction was beginning to become mutual. It occurred to him how incredibly lucky he was at this stage in his life to meet someone who turned him on more than he'd ever experienced before. All he could do was answer Her as honestly as he possibly could by saying, "I trust you. Please take me."

"Are you certain, George, you seem like you have so many other obligations? Have you considered the repercussions of being owned and made your mind up this for you? Think about it for a moment. It means your mind will be erased and things that matter to you now won't matter as much as what I program your mind to value in the future," She said in all seriousness. "It's a complete change of life for you. You must assure Me you want to do this before we begin."

"Yes, I want to be completely owned by you. Used by you. Anything you want is what I want. Take me, Mistress," he begged and She knew he was sincere.

"Your Blonde Mistress with these beautiful Breasts wants you to come and lay down on the sofa. That's right, just like you did before. Sit there and breathe deeply. Inhale, hold it, and slowly exhale as your Blonde Mistress Breasts pulls you into the trance. You slowly inhale………….Hold it…………..that's right, Hold it…………….now, slowly exhale. Feel yourself completely letting go and focusing solely on the sound of My voice……..inhale……..hold it………..hold it……….hold it………..very good, now exhale. Do you feel yourself beginning to go into the trance, George?"

"Yes………" he responded.

"Very good, now your Blonde Mistress Breasts wants you to go into Deep Sleep……..3………2……….1. Feel how incredibly weary you are. At this point your body is heavy. So incredibly heavy. You feel as though the weight of the world is on your body, holding you down. You feel so terribly tired. You feel almost like there is an anvil holding you down. Your chest is heavy. Your head and shoulders are pressed down into the sofa. Your arms are heavy beside your body as you go deeper still into Deep Sleep…………3………….2…………1. Don't fight it George, revel in the peace. Your eyes are closed and you feel almost as if they have been glued shut. Every bone, every muscle, every fiber of your being is letting go of all the stress and relaxing. You now feel your blood as it circulates throughout your body a sense of rejuvenation and even though it feels as though the weight is being slowly lifted from your body, you may not move. You simply must be and rest feeling yourself going deeper still into our World. Feel the circulation of your blood beginning to make a slight 'twitch' in your penis. It feels as though it is pumping up and becoming erect, still, hard, enjoy that feeling. Focus on the 'twitch', it's sweet and grows stronger. You know your Blonde Mistress Breasts always arouses you. Your interest in Me grows and increases, doesn't it? Daily you think of Me more. When you hear the words, 'Blonde, Mistress, or Breasts' you become instantaneously erect in the outside world, don't you? And you attempt to do whatever it takes to get back to Me. You can't understand it. It happens naturally, doesn't it? You don't want to fight it. You need to continue experiencing this phenomenon as it makes us closer. You want us to be closer, don't you, George?"

Barely audible after a snore he mumbles, "Yes……."

"Good boy, you need to go deeper still. Deep Sleep…….3………..2………..1 Imagine you and I on a blanket on a sunny beautiful day as we are having a picnic. Your head is cradled in My lap and I am gently circling My fingers on your temples as you slumber sweetly. Feel the pure pleasure of the sunny day and your head in My lap as you rest peacefully. So safe. So warm. Let go of all your cares and worries. Keep going deeper and enjoy the purity of trusting your Blonde Mistress Breasts. Deep Sleep, My Love……….3………..2……….1. You are safe and it's time to slumber deep. Sleep……..Sleep………..Sleep………..you simply must obey your Mistress. It's time to Sleep………Sleep……….Sleep."

Sounds of George slightly snoring fill the room and as he completely gives in to his deep trance. His body is completely still except for the motion of his lungs filling up with air and expanding his chest. Thoughts of his beautiful Blonde Mistress and Her gorgeous full breasts fill his head.

As he appears to hit a deep rem sleep, Octavia leans over and whispers in his ear, "Just like a garden I'm planting little seeds in your brain. Soon they will sprout and your love and addiction to Me will grow strong. You will always feel the insurmountable need to return to Me again and again and serve Me. You will want to tidy up your personal life so that you can both work and exit your family and begin serving Me on a regular basis devoting yourself completely to Me. I own you now, George, and it's only going to become stronger and more intense. It's time for you to feel the 'twitch' of your desire now, Darling. Relax and sleep deep and feel that 'twitch' getting more intense as your erection continues to grow stiffer. Harder. Feel the pleasure. Your cock is oozing precum. It feels so good. You know you love it. The intensity of your orgasm is going to be better than you've ever experienced before. Double down on that feeling as it intensifies. Feel the twitch……….that's right, feel the twitch………..twitch………..twitch.

Suddenly, George let's out a moan and ejaculates right in his pants without touching himself in any way. He starts to slowly begin awakening from the trance.

"Good Boy, George, that felt amazing, didn't it? There are way more of those to come if you obey every command. Now, it's time to come out of the trance. I want you to breathe deeply and remember your trigger words as I will expect you to return to Me soon. ………..5, I am the air you breathe……….4, you are Mine now George, I have chosen you………3, you feel better than you ever have before…………2, your love for Me will grow deeper………..1, awaken.

His eyes opened as he breathed deeply and said, "I fell asleep didn't I?" as he realized he cum in his pants he said, "Why does this keep happening to me? I don't know why I can't focus? What kind of hold do you have over me?"

"Do you want Me to stop, George?" she smiled sweetly as She looked into his eyes.

"No, never. Please, I don't know what it is but it's like I need you to breathe."

"Time for you to go, Darling. I will see you soon," and She kissed his forehead and walked out the door leaving him to get himself together.

When he opened the door to leave, Jamie was standing outside and said, "Mr. George, will you be requiring anything else today?"


"Yes, I need another appointment. As soon as possible. Can I come back tomorrow at the same time?"

"Of course, Sir, Octavia will see you tomorrow then. Have a nice evening," he courteously closed the door behind him.



Chapter seven

Rewire


The very next day George arrived even earlier. Jamie spotted him on camera and buzzed him in and made certain he was seated comfortably in Octavia's boudoir as he said, "My it does seem as though George has developed quite an addiction to you. And, he's bearing gifts."

"You seem surprised about this, Jamie. Do you thinking I'm losing My touch?" She giggled as he put the finishing touches on Her hair and makeup. "I think I'll wear My pink satin dress with the zipper and bow to pull My waist into a whisp."

Jamie obliged her by selecting Her dress which came with matching fuchsia pink stiletto sky high stilettos and matching lipstick. After he finished fluffing Her hair to perfection he zipped Her up and tied Her bow. "Oh Mistress, George is going to want to eat you up!"

"Exactly," She giggled as She blew him a kiss and went into the boudoir to greet George.

Upon Her entry he stood up quickly and presented Her with a bouquet of Her favorite! Peonies! He stammered, "These are for You. I thought You might like them."


"I love them! Thank you! How romantic!" She took the flowers and then turned and walked over to him and kissed him on the lips and said, "You are a very thoughtful sensual man, aren't you?" and kissed him again.

Amazement flashed over his face as he realized what a hit his gift had been. His thoughts flashed to My therapist actually kissed me. How a simple bouquet of roses could procure such a gift as Her sweet kiss he did not know. He'd given flowers to many women in the past, but somehow this was "The Woman'. She was incredible and he couldn't wait to know Her more. Would he be given the chance to know Her intimately he wondered? It had been just a few days since he'd made Her acquaintance and somehow he knew in his soul he needed Her like the very air he breathed. 


"Are you ready to get better sleep?" she walked across the room and motioned for him to take his seat on the sofa. He obliged and lied down comfortably closing his eyes. "It's time to enter our world, George. I want you to relax and take a nice big deep breathe and hold it and now exhale. Good. You know your Blonde Mistress Breasts has missed you and wants you to return. Inhale……….hold it……..hold it……….now exhale. You are considerably more focused today George. You seem to realize what's most important in life and that's your Blonde Mistress Breasts. Inhale……hold it………..hold it………hold it……..now exhale. Let's go deep today, George. You appear very refreshed and today we will begin by Spiraling Deep……..3………2……….1. Allow yourself to feel the pure pleasure of Spiraling Deep……….3………2……….1 into our world. Feel the freedom of being in the spiral where the world you knew before becomes meaningless. It's erasing as you spin around and around in the spiral. You now realize your Blonde Mistress Breasts is tantamount to your very existence. She is the air you breathe. Your love for Her has grown. You idolize Her. No other Goddesses before Her. She is 'The Woman' and no other holds any attraction for you. Let's go deeper still, shall we, Darling? Spiral Deep……….3……….2……….1 as we let your eyes feel like they are glued shut. Your body relaxes completely and feels so incredibly heavy. You are so tired, yet you are focused on only the sound of My voice. Your Blonde Mistress Breasts wants you to SPIRAL DEEP now,……..3………….2………1 as you let go of all the past and embrace the future. You exist for My pleasure. You exist for My amusement. I like the fact that you are romantic. You will increase your romantic tendencies. You will be focused on pleasing Me in every way. You will devote yourself to My well being and happiness. Spiral Deep as you open your mind to accept these new truths. Repeat after Me. I serve The Goddess Mistress Octavia."


"I serve The Goddess Mistress Octavia," he mumbled.

"She is the air I breathe………"

"She is the air I breathe," slowly he uttered the words and sighed peacefully.

"My love for Her grows daily…………."

"My love for Her grows daily."

"I will let go of the past……….."

"I will let go of the past."

"I will focus on pleasing Her in every way…………"


"I will focus on pleasing Her in every way," he slowly spoke. 

As his breathing relaxed She allowed these new truths to sneak into his brain knowing they would erase his past and turn him into the blank slate She needed to program him more for Her own needs. It aroused Her greatly to see him there on the couch lying prostate becoming more and more malleable to Her suggestions and instructions. She walked over to him and slowly pulled up Her skirt and pulled off Her panties to lower Herself on his face and as She began grinding on him said, "Be My human vibrator now, George. Be a good boy and inhale My luscious feminine aroma and begin taking your tongue and flicking it back and forth like you are an orgasm machine. I want you licking and sucking My clitorus to climax. I want you licking Me intensely. Faster now, George, faster! That's right….don't you dare stop," and like the good orgasm machine he was always meant to be he began vigorously taking his tongue and diving deep into Her hot and wet delicious pussy as he enjoyed tasting Her heavenly pussy juices. It didn't take Her long as She orgasmed all over his face saturating him with Her wetness and said, "OOh, George, you do please Me so. What a good boy you are. Doesn't it make you feel good to know you are such a good boy. Feel how hard you are now. I want you harder still. I want all the blood pumping to that nice big erection of yours and making your cock throb. I want it oozing precum. Think of your Blonde Mistress with these beautiful Breasts as She is bouncing up and down on your cock and using you for your own pleasure. You make Me so wet and I want you to feel pleasure as well, George. I want you to cum for Me now!"

Her words were all that were necessary as he exploded his load at the mere suggestion of his coming. He moaned and once again began to pull out of the trance. She quickly leaned over and whispered in his ear, "Your trigger words are now indelibly etched in your brain. You'll never forget them. 5………..you are breathing deeply……….4 enjoying the enhancement of pleasure with spiraling deeply for Me………….3 you will continue erasing your past………..2 you will embrace devoting yourself to Me……………1. How do you feel?"

Blinking his eyes, he muttered, "I'm wet again. Why does this keep happening?" he sat up quickly, "How long was I out?"

"You were out about an hour. Do you feel rejuvenated and satisfied?"


"My God, yes! I can't live without you! I have to go into the office. I will have to talk to you later."

"George?" She asked as he headed towards the door.

He stopped upon hearing Her voice and turned to look into Her eyes.

"Do you think you will lose your job?" She asked with concern.

"If I do, I'm still rich and we will be fine," he smiled at Her as he opened the door and walked out.

After George had left, Jamie came into the room to tidy up and see what his Mistress planned to do with the rest of the day. "George seemed satisfied," he quipped.

Octavia giggled and said, "Yes, we're only in the state of catalepsy at this stage of his training, however, I am noting a remarkable improvement in his demeanor and I believe when I first met him his stress level was incredibly high and I feared he was heading straight for a heart attack. Now, he's becoming more receptive to My cues and I do believe he's beginning to come out of the danger zone of stress and sleep better. His skin even looks like it's a better tone and his erections are fabulous which proves he's a healthy red blooded male."

"He's a healthy red blooded male because of you, Mistress," Jamie teases with a snort as he continued cleaning her boudoir. "Something tells me you like him too."

"I do. He's a kind soul and don't you think he needs My help in making his life undeniably improved?"

"You do help so many people, Mistress. George is a lucky man," he smiled.

"Yes, he is, and I'm going to take him so much deeper and rewire his entire brain."

"


Chapter eight

Eternity


As George returned to work he felt relaxed and for the first time since he'd met Octavia he felt ready to tackle his responsibilities. He walked in the door and was greeted by a barrage of messages from his clients, his coworkers and most importantly the CEO. He quickly shut his door and pulled his office shades in order to keep coworkers from knowing he'd returned and to get a chance to organize what message he should respond to first. He sighed and thought to himself how this is what he deserved for allowing himself to get so distracted. Suddenly his phone rang and he quickly jerked up from his slumped position and shut it off. The message from the caller came through and it was his wife wondering how his day was going. He responded telling her things were fine and he was simply 'tied up at the office'.

Outside of his office he heard, "He's back? Where is he? I need to talk to him. Is he in his office?" There was a quick obligatory knock on his door as his coworker, Gary, opened the door and waltz in. "Where have you been, Buddy? I've got to talk to you about our situation with Highgrove Management. We seem to be in a deadlock on negotiations and I need your help."

"How can I help?" George looked at him with a blank stare and answered without affect.

"Wow, your still unwell? I've never seen you like this? What's the matter?"

"I don't know. I think I'm experiencing exhaustion. I've been having trouble sleeping, but I'm seeing a therapist for help. I took a few days off and thought I was ready to return to work.


"I was hoping you were able to spend your time off on vacation with a gorgeous blonde with some big breasts." he guffawed.

Those two words were all it took and George completely lost focus. Instantaneously he began heading into the trance. He could hear Gary speaking, but it was too late. He began feeling intensely tired and deeply sleepy. 


Gary picked up his phone and said, "You've got a message from someone named, 'Mistress'? What the heck, George? A Mistress? I thought you were happily married to Ann." He put the phone down and left George in his office and walked out the door closing it behind him as he wanted to quickly distance himself from the knowledge that George had another woman.

The trance started taking George into Deep Sleep…………3……………..2………….1 with the cues being spoken. Completely out of his control he began to go deeper still as his phone pinged again with the screenshot of Mistress. He dialed Her back and said, "Hello, Blonde Mistress Breasts."

"Hi Darling, it's Me. It's time to Spiral Deep………….3…………..2…………….1. I have decided I want you to take Me out for coffee and shopping today instead of your going back to your work. Work can wait. Aren't I more important?"

"Yes, I think I am going to ruin my career, but Yes, I can take you to where ever you want to go," he mumbled.

"Career? Your career is devoting your life to Me, George. I want to go shopping so make sure you bring Me lots of money. All your credit cards. Ok, George?" Octavia instructed. "Hurry up, I'm waiting."

"Yes, I am on my way," and he began checking his wallet for his credit cards. He quickly called uber to drive him as quickly as he could to get his Mistress. He felt his brain becoming fogging and the intensity of spiraling deep. He couldn't stop himself if he wanted to. He knew no matter what the repercussions would be in his life with his work or with his wife he simply needed to do as he was commanded by 'The Woman'. He could deny Her nothing. He knew that to be an inherent truth already. There was no going back to his old life. He simply knew without any question in his mind he wanted to please Her and move forward in this magical world of theirs with Her. Come what may he had no care for anything or anyone over Her. She was his destiny. His past life was simply preparing him for rising to the occasion of Her. Soon the uber entered Her driveway and he got out of the vehicle to ring the bell wishing he'd had the forethought to bring Her a gift. He realized at that moment how She had given him a gift. For this he wanted to give Her his very soul. He watched as She walked out in Her beautiful silk dress and stiletto heels with Her blonde locks flowing and Her sweet smile and Her full red lips. 


"Are you ready to take Me shopping, George?" She slid into the back seat as he closed the door behind Her and they started on their way to Fifth Avenue. He could see the uber driver as he peered back at Her through the rear view mirror and as She said, "I'm thinking about Tiffany's today. What do you think?"


"I will take you to wherever you wish to go," he mumbled as he said to the driver, "Tiffany's on Fifth Avenue, please," and the car headed to the destination. When they arrived, George opened the door for Her and extended his hand to help Her out of the vehicle. 


"What do you think we'll find today at Tiffany's, George," She giggled as She asked. 


"Whatever you tell me you want," he mumbled as he opened the door to the foyer of Tiffany's. The brilliance of the glass, the shine of the diamonds smacked of luxury and decadence. 

"Ooh, I love what I see," Octavia went straight to the diamond engagement rings, "I'd like to see a pear shape of seven carats, please."

The clerk promptly went to the safe and pulled out a perfect seven carat diamond of excellent quality and placed it in a mounting for Octavia and George to experience the sparkle. 


Octavia sweetly said, 'Could you give us just a minute please. I promise we won't even move." and the clerk stepped back to allow them to discuss the purchase.

"Now, it's time to let completely go of the past and seize the future. You want this, don't you, George? You want Me in your life and you want to be free of your obligation and your past, don't you? Feel how hard I make you, George. Feel the pure pleasure of the twitch I constantly give you. Do you want this now, George?"


"Yes, yes, I do, Mistress," he said with all sincerity

"It's time to TRANCE for ETERNITY, George. That's right. Trance Deep……….3…………2…………1. Breathe deep and feel yourself surpassing other levels of where I have taken you in the past. Your blonde Mistress completely taking you deeper this time. This time you close the door to your past and embrace your Trance Deep……………3…………….2………………1 as the future. As your new reality. Nothing else matters than 'The Woman' George. I am your everything. I am the air you breathe. You need Me to exist. Seize this moment, George. Trance Deep……….3………….2………..1 Do you feel yourself going deeper and feeling more aroused than you ever have been before. Do you feel the deep love you have for Me, George. It's undeniable. Isn't it? You are now going to buy Me this seven carat almost flawless diamond ring and devote the rest of your natural born life to Me, George. Tell the clerk we will purchase the ring now because it looks so incredibly good on My finger. Doesn't it, George?"

Without hesitation he turned to the clerk and said, "We'll take the ring because it looks so incredibly good on Her finger. She can be denied nothing. Here is my credit card."

The clerk gasped and took his card on the chance if she gave him time to think about it he might possibly change his mind.

However, her fear was mistaken. Wild horses couldn't have stopped him from buying Octavia Her heart's desire. Strangely, his erection seemed to begin to become more stiff and hard. He felt completely overwhelmed by the need to ejaculate. He couldn't believe he'd just spent so much money on Her, but his testicles seemed to feel as though they were going to explode if he couldn't relieve himself and quickly. 


Octavia saw him shifting back and forth as he stood with Her waiting for the clerk to finish the purchase. "I think you are feeling your cock twitch, aren't you, Darling?"

He nodded and continued shifting back and forth uncomfortably.


"Miss, do you have a conference room we could use just for a few moments to discuss our new purchase?" 

The clerk pointed in the direction of a room and Octavia grabbed George by the hand and took him to it. She whispered, "Open the door," which he did and as they entered She locked it behind them, "Kiss me," she said as She looked deep in his eyes, and as he kissed Her She felt his body melting into Hers. All the stress, worries, and cares of the world dissipated as She reached into his pants and felt his flaccid erection throbbing. Her mere touch made him ejaculate and moan with the sheer pleasure of his excited release. Once again, he came in his pants. They quickly cleaned him up and returned to the store floor where the exited clerk handed George the ring and the receipt. 


Like a knight he bowed on one knee and said, "I devote my life to You and only You, My Beautiful Blonde Mistress Breasts. I will serve You and only You until the day I die. You own me and I will always Trance Deep for You." He stood up and wrapped his arms around Her and kissed Her so intensely he lifted Her off the floor.

"
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