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HYPNOSIS RESOURCES DEPARTMENT 

Kristina ruled her department with an iron fist complete with spiked knuckles. She had never let her beauty or youth get in the way of making every employee deathly afraid. With just the flick of her wrist, the record of any office drone in the HR department became a termination file. And given her department, it applied to every other facet of the company as well.

This punishment was due for Ben Chandler. Kristina saw his rise through the ranks as a threat. Exactly how he convinced the other people in the department, even his superiors, to do his bidding was a mystery. She couldn't let him snag the newly created position directly beneath her. Letting it happen might make her a stepping stone on his way up. 

Kristina's eyebrows dropped when she heard the knock on the door to her luxurious office. “Who is it, and what do you want?” Kristina didn't believe others had needs, only wants.

The voice from behind the wood slab answered with confidence that drove Kristina mad. “It's Ben Chandler. You called for me.”

“Come in. This has to be quick.”

Ben stepped inside and walked past the couch beside door, holding his blonde head high. “I hope you're keeping my application for Assistant HR Director in mind.”

Kristina smirked as Ben took his seat. “Oh, I've seen your qualifications and track record. Very impressive.”

The young suit, still fresh out of business school, leaned forward. “I know the candidate pool is slimming down.”

Arrogant little prick. “We're down to just three applicants.” Kristina crossed her legs and dangled a shoe. It was time for the kill. 

Ben's eyes lit up. “I know you'll come to the right choice.” He laid his posture back, propping an ankle onto his knee. “So what are we discussing?”

Kristina's smile turned sincere. “You're being terminated.”

The ghostly white in Ben's face said enough on his behalf. Kristina gave him his moment of silence for his short stint as HR Counselor II, employee #15928 of Benefield Metals. 

“You also need to vacate the premises within the hour.”

Ben's face went dark. “I'd like to appeal that decision and ask why.”

You're damn good at your job. Too good. I don't take kindly to threats beneath me. “How, Mr. Chandler? The final decision is mine.” 

“I'm entitled to an appeal. It's in the handbook.”

Kristina couldn't hold back her amusement. “I wrote that fucking handbook!” She let out an evil little laugh. “Carry on, but you're wasting my time and your own.” 

Ben leaned forward, relaxing his shoulders in a way that threw Kristina for a loop. “Can you look me in the eyes and tell me that with a straight face?”

What's the harm? You're still shitcanned. “Alright.” Kristina focused on Ben's pupils. 

“Listen to me,” Kristina felt a vague pressure behind her forehead, “and don't look away.”

Kristina's eyelids felt like they were tied to the ceiling. What's this moron doing?

“You're losing control, and that's alright. Do you understand?”

No. Kristina's head nodded on its own. What the fuck is wrong with me?

Ben stood and walked around to her side of the desk. Kristina held up her end of the mutual stare. He looked down and said, “Find my file, cancel the termination order, and then look back at me.”

Kristina's body fought against her mind in a one-sided battle. Why can't I control myself? Is this how he got Don in accounting to stop drinking all of a sudden? She pulled Ben's personnel records up on the computer. With the click of a mouse, he was reinstated as HR Counselor II.

“I'm glad my appeal went well.” Kristina swiveled her chair and looked back up. “Now, can we discuss promotions and salaries?” 

Why do I think this might be a good idea? With a quick nod, Kristina asked, “Are you still wanting the Assistant Human Resources Director position?” 

Ben reached down to tip Kristina’s chin up with an index finger. “No.”

His confidence and control swayed Kristina’s body into relaxing. “Then what position are you after, Ben?”

His hand moved onto her shoulder as he walked around the office chair. “Yours.”

Do you have any idea how hard I had to work, how many people I had to destroy, just to get here?  Her body took control, forcing her to say, “Just ask and I’ll do it.”

“First, I want that dress off your shoulders.”

Kristina leaned forward, undoing the clasp on the back of her neck. Why can't I say no? The straps fell. 

“Now, take off the rest of it.” Ben stepped away as Kristina stood up. He locked the door and returned, staring straight into the core of her being as she let the blue fabric slide down her thighs. 

A flush of warmth in Kristina’s face turned to outright blushing. Her helplessness as she stood in only panties and heels flipped switches Kristina never knew she had. “I’m sorry Ben,” she uttered as he started to loosen his tie. 

“About what?”

“For firing you. It's obvious you can handle this position better than I can.” What the fuck? No. No! 

Ben grabbed her wrists, pulling them behind her back. Kristina felt the cool silk of his tie bind her hands. “You’re going to make that little stunt up to me. Understand?”

“Yes, but how?” Fear and powerlessness had always driven Kristina to succeed in life, especially at the expense of others. Now, Ben had her deepest strings in hand, pulling them according to his will. 

A firm shove sent her ass first onto the edge of the desk. Kristina felt the gravity of the situation. She had never felt so helpless, knowing Ben wielded the same power she had over him moments ago. And then some. 

She noticed a glint of knowledge in his eyes. The erect, blushing nipples were the sign he was enjoying. The pointed sensation from the twist of her right nipple shuddered through Kristina. She squealed involuntarily with the feeling, cringing with painful delight. Ben repeated with the left breast. Ben stepped between her thighs, cupping both of the fleshy grapefruits in his hands. He parted his legs, forcing Kristina’s to do the same. “Let’s check down below, shall we?”

For a brief second, Kristina's deep resistance manifested through Ben's control. “You can't do this to someone like me.”

Ben’s voice was surprisingly calm and collected. “Why not? Would you rather I go straight to punishment instead of letting you make up for what you did? You can be honest now.”

At that point, the fog in Kristina's mind had already obscured what her original offense even was. Still, she knew arguing the point wouldn't end in her favor. Her tone was flavored with defeat as she asked, “What do you plan on doing to me?”

Ben refused to answer as he disappeared from Kristina’s view, lowering himself down between her legs. She felt him fumbling with the straps on her shoes and the usual relief of their removal. Ben’s rose back up. He gripped Kristina’s jaw, pulling her cheeks forward. “Stand, you helpless slut.” She obeyed.

Ben grabbed Kristina's silver letter opener from the caddy on the desk, cutting the waistband of the panties without ceremony. She felt the soft fabric drifting down her legs, coming to rest at her feet. Ben stepped back and took a good look. He’s eying me like I’m a new toy. Property. 

Ben spotted the tinge of hatred Kristina had developed on her face. “Humiliating, right?” She noticed the signature smile that came from humiliating another person for your own amusement. A smile she had mastered herself. “Don’t feel bad, the real shame is keeping your gifts to yourself. They should be shared with the most deserving.”

Gifts my ass. I clawed my way up the ladder, and I made this body busting my ass in the gym. Go fuck yourself. Kristina could feel the moisture escaping the interior of her folds. The cold air she preferred for her office made her shiver, but the surface of her outer labia felt ready to burst into flames. Ben approached and began gripping and prodding the surfaces of her body. Self-consciousness came over her, knowing that she was being studied for texture, tenderness, and flaws like steak in a grocery store.

Ben took a step forward, letting his fingers glide over Kristina's nude body. “Working in Human Resources is about trust. Did you know that?”

“Right now, I don’t trust you.”

“But you’ll know you can trust me after we’re done here.”

Kristina had no way of denying the fact that, by default, she had to trust Ben. It felt as unnatural as a nun cursing divinity. “You could just force me to resign and be done with it. Why aren’t you doing that right now?”

The smile full of bravado from earlier came back. “Because that was never my intent.”

“So what do you want?”

Ben locked his gaze on Kristina's eyes. “I don't want to destroy you. It's how I know I'm better suited for your position. Be glad I'm letting you have another chance to be a decent person.”

“Behave. That’s all I have to do?”

“That’s it, but you’ve done a terrible job of it until now.”

Kristina tried to hold herself steady as Ben wrapped his arms around her waist, grabbing her already bound hands and squeezing to accentuate the point of her helplessness. “You'll regret this.” 

His tone took on a darker shade. “No. You'll obey.”

Kristina gasped as the shock of being dragged by a nipple to the couch at the rear wall. She collided with the overstuffed leather, her skin bristling at the coolness of the surface. Kristina propped herself up to see her surroundings, knees and shoulders supporting her body. Ben stood before her with his cock protruding through the zipper of his trousers.

Ben's organ throbbed in the open air. Kristina felt the tentative prodding as he pulled her ass to him, readying her position. She turned her head to look back, smiling broadly at Ben. “Is this the punishment your were talking about?” It had been three months since she'd fucked a higher-up at a conference. 

She moaned as he pinned her head down and granted her wish. Ben dove in to the limit of her anatomy, the fleshy wall of her cervix blocking any further movement. Kristina felt the excess lubrication from her own arousal, her pussy crying it out and down her stomach. Ben grabbed the silk binding Kristina’s hands, pulling it to gather extra force with each thrust. She felt shame in being satisfied by the rubbing of his cock against her walls, but the rough, nerve-sparking movement allowed her body’s desires to override the mind’s better judgment.

Breaking away, Ben said, “You see? This is how you fuck people out of their jobs.” He jabbed back inside, giving Kristina the full benefit of his hips' motion. 

Kristina could only shriek in false agreement. Every pump sent waves over her body, each crashing down harder than the last. She had experienced rough sex in the past and reveled in it. This, however, was sex with malice. New territory for the woman who had always been on the giving end of it. She felt shame for enjoying every second of it. 

Ben slowed down as Kristina could feel the build-up of an orgasm overloading her body’s circuitry. She could feel the rhythmic tensing of her channel and the increased wetness that was leaving his cock soaked as it withdrew.

Kristina’s internal tension snapped like a rubber band as she tensed up, which only made Ben clash himself even harder into the quivering, squalling mess of pleasure. As her body spasmed and her knees buckled under, Kristina felt her pussy trying to expel Ben’s member. She could hear the groans coming from behind as her passage shuddered, squeezing the swollen rod like a stress ball.

She felt her pussy lips relax as the pulsating dick exited, then found herself being pushed aside. Ben took an exhausted seat on the center cushion, not minding Kristina’s excess juices that had caused the leather to shine. He stretched his arms over the back of the couch, laughing to himself as he said, “This is a give and take sort of job. I’m done giving for now.”

Kristina was still unsteady from her climax, shaking as she mounted Ben’s lap. She felt the tip enter as she lowered herself, circling her hips as the trunk buried itself inside her. She could see his eyes were closed, the man enjoying the full-contact of Kristina’s silky interior as it massaged nerve endings. Kristina leaned in, burying her face in his neck as she felt the tie binding her wrists becoming saturated with sweat. “I never thought I'd fuck someone beneath me”

The skin on the soles of her feet tingled as Ben slid his fingers from heel to toe. “Who said I'm beneath you now?” Ben held her head steady by the jaw and gazed deep. “You'll put in for the position I was up for, and recommend that I take your current one. I knew this day was coming for months.”

Motherfucker. Kristina slid her forehead onto his, biting down on his bottom lip. She pulled as his flesh stretched, then released the pressure to let it rebound back into position. Nuzzling his cheek, she began moving her hips back and forth. The added lubrication of precum told Kristina that Ben wouldn’t hold out for much longer. “I think you’re enjoying this. Care to tell me how it feels to have my warm, moist pussy riding that dick?” I still fucking hate you. 

Ben leaned his head back, barely getting out his words. “Amazing. Absolutely amazing.”

She ground harder and faster, whimpering with each stroke of her hips. The staff impaling her pussy suddenly became even harder as Ben began to arch his back. Kristina wasn’t through. Stopping all movement, she leaned into his ear and began teasing, “Nuh-uh-uh… you can’t come in my pussy.” You don't deserve to. 

Ben opened his eyes, pushing Kristina off of his chest. “Too bad. How do you plan on stopping me?”

Kristina was staying still. Her voice was filled with urgency, but her face betrayed her true intent. “I said no.”

Kristina knew that she had reached the limit of Ben’s patience when she felt him withdraw his penis. He stood, then grabbed her by the hair, dragging Kristina to her own desk. He released the grip on her brunette locks, then wiped the clutter from the cherry surface. Pens, knick-knacks, and notepads crashed to the floor. Kristina then felt herself being lifted onto the lip of the lacquered wood, her bound hands resting between rounded buttocks.

Looming above her, the fierce look on Ben’s face announced his intentions: His seed was going to be released inside of Kristina, and there was no stopping his most primal drive. “I’m not listening to this shit. Spread those legs, now.”

Kristina raised her voice to the top of her lungs for the recording she hoped was still going on, keeping her knees locked together. “I said no!”

“I don’t care what you say.” Ben slid his fingers between her thighs, forcing them apart against little resistance. “I think you've figured out that it's impossible to disobey.” 

She knew it was true. “But how?”

Ben grinned and stroked her clit. “Barnaby Chandler was my great grandfather, and he was a great hypnotist. How he did it has been a family secret for four generations.” Kristina recognized the name of his ancestor, but never believed he could do anything beyond parlor tricks.

It’s official, I hate him. Kristina spread her legs even wider than Ben had forced, biting her own lower lip. He placed the tip just within her entrance, using his hand to rub the clit and folds that were swelling before his eyes. Kristina reacted to each stroke with a gasp that heaved her breasts upward. Ben’s digits felt the increasing wetness that his now former boss released.

Kristina could feel herself opening and closing, reacting to each movement of Ben’s fingers. She felt a sudden, unexpected penetration as Ben plunged as far as Kristina’s body would allow. Her cervix was already beginning to pulsate, knowing that it too was about to serve its purpose by lapping up his payload.

She wrapped her legs around his torso, reducing the length of his exit. Stuck at balls-deep, he began shifting up and down. Kristina screamed as the bean of her G-spot met a head brimming with more precum. She felt the flicker of her clitoris. The young woman’s body hit its limit as she began to hear sighing and panting, the cock growing harder inside of her. Her mouth opened, trying to speak. She lacked the control to form words.

Kristina could barely make out the sounds coming from Ben, a mixture of ecstatic groaning and the sucking of air to fuel his earnest thrusts. Her mind had lost control of her body, unable to resist the arching of her back, the vibration of every muscle, and the primal moan that reverberated through the room. The stimulation was becoming unbearable to the point that the muscles between her legs clamped down on on him. With a hard drive to rock-bottom, his body stopped moving.

Deep inside, the warm, forceful dabbing of semen forced her to smile as she slowly regained control of her limbs. Kristina felt a wet face nuzzling the soles of her bare feet. Ben managed a few short, weakened thrusts with the last few spurts. Kristina looked up to see his face wrapped by her feet, completely satisfied with the pleasures of her body. She shifted one leg aside, resting her ankle on a tired shoulder. “Happy now?”

His words only came out in short gasps. Abandoning the feet to rub the inside of her thighs, he regained his composure. “I haven’t fucked like that since undergrad.” He smiled warmly, the lack of aggression in his face shocking Kristina to the core. “Don't worry, if I'm forcing my way to the top of this company, I'm bringing you with me.” He withdrew his shrinking dick, taking time to admire his pearly handiwork at the brim of her opening.

 Kristina felt the warm stream of semen easing its way out of her and onto the desk. He dabbed a finger into it, bringing it to her mouth for a taste. Earthy and warm. She cracked a smile at the obvious pleasure Ben was getting from the sampling, despite her own hatred of the taste. “So now what?”

Ben took his time zipping his trousers back up. “Do exactly as I said. Do whatever it takes to get me in your position with you as my direct assistant.”

“And then?”

“We work our way up from there. Think of this as a temporary stop before climbing the rest of the mountain.”

“And when the fuck are you untying me? My arms are falling asleep.” Kristina’s situation hadn’t escaped Ben. She felt him reach one arm behind her knees, lifting her off the ground and cradling her shoulders with the other. She stared at his face, no more than a foot away, as he placed her in the swivel chair. The icy leather and brass studs stung as they contacted her skin. 

Her body began to shiver, as much from the conflict in her mind. I want to say no, but I can't. I just fucking can't. Ben put his business shirt back on as he said, “But you'll have a job to do. In fact, it's critical.” 

“Be my brutal self while you take all the glory, right?” 

Ben’s eyes conveyed enough of the knowledge he was holding back. “Have you ever blackmailed a superior?”

“A few times. Why?” In fact, it had gotten her to the top of the HR department. 

“When the time comes, you'll be fucking whatever old bastard stands in our way.”

Kristina nodded her head, ready to act agreeable if it meant being untied. The last bit of Ben's mind control started to wear off. “I like the way you think.” And I think you might take me further than I could have gotten on my own. 

Ben placed himself behind the chair containing Kristina, rubbing her shoulders. “So we have an agreement?”

Yes, fuck! I just want my flipping clothes on before I freeze to death! “Not until we shake on it.”

Ben finally reached for the silver letter opener he had previously used to shear off her panties. Kristina felt the immediate release of tightness as the blade sliced through the band of silk. She nursed the redness of her forearms and wrists, watching the pink complexion return to her fingers. Ben leaned in, burying his face in the hollow of her collar bones as he laid the discarded dress in her lap. He looked her in the eyes, sending Kristina into a fog once again. “And by the way, I want to be sitting in that chair by the end of next week.”

Kristina got up and leaned down for her heels. She eyed the panties, grabbed them, and took her time sopping up the mixture around and inside her pussy of Ben’s juices with her own. She then placed the sticky lace on the corner of the desk. “We don’t have a formal contract, but this’ll do for a signature, won’t it?”

Ben looked pleased at the gesture as he took the gift, putting it inside an empty manilla folder. “I’ll take a whiff any time I have doubts about you. We'll both run this fucking company by the end of the year.” 

Kristina began dressing herself. “I like the sound of that.”

She felt Ben’s eyes lock on again “And Kristina, I’ve got a request in the meantime.”

“What’s that?”

“We'll keep meeting this way. I'm glad I finally got to figure out what every man in the department had been wondering.” He reached under her dress to rub the silky outer labia. Kristina suddenly felt revulsion at the fingers exploring every detail, slowly moving their way toward her clit. “I'm the only one who knows for a fact you fuck like a fox.”

She backed away, knowing that letting Ben get worked up again would mean another round. Her body had already given its all through two orgasms in the space of minutes, and she wasn’t as willing to be at his mercy again. “We will. Just keep your hands off until our positions change. You don’t own me.”

She was shocked at his response as she took a seat what would soon be his chair, reclining and placing her legs on the desk. “No, I don’t. But I do think this is the start of a wonderful partnership.” He sighed as Kristina began strapping the heels back onto her feet. “I'm heading back to my desk. I'll be expecting great news in the next few days.”

Kristina finished with the straps before Ben reached the door. “Can I ask you one thing, Ben?”

He turned around, looking out of place without his tie. “What's that?”

“Could you teach me how to control people like that after all of this is done?”

“Do I look that stupid? Never.” Ben closed the door behind him.

It was worth a shot. Kristina groaned and put both hands on her forehead. The whole ordeal had left her uncertain about her future, but she knew she couldn't disobey. 


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM: 

HYPNO STUD 

I could tell it was becoming too much for her to handle without some sort of emotional breakdown. If it's possible to blue-screen a human being, I'm sure I had her on the verge of it. "But..." Her voice trailed off, knowing the futility of the complaint.

My mind tried to come up with new games to play with my sudden pet. Physical cruelty didn't appeal to me, but the mental side of it was driving me into high gear down below. "Do you want me to be nice to you?"

"It's your decision."

I unzipped my jeans again, seeing the hope rise in Bridgette's face. "Getting excited?"

She nodded her head. "Yes sir." 

"That's quite a look you've got on your face. I take requests."

"But that's your job."

"Fine," I said as I kicked my shoes back off and dropped trow, "I command you to tell me what you want me to do to you."

Bridgette bit her lower lip. "Fuck me," she pleaded, "hard."

I pulled the rigid member out of my boxers and let it bob up and down. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Bridgette begged, “please!”

I stepped over and flipped Bridgette on her side, letting her bare ass face me. Her pussy was swollen and sopping wet. I slid the tip between the plush lips and toyed with her opening. “Are you positive?”

Bridgette broke into a sobbing fit as I felt the heat from her folds almost double. I pulled my dick away and pulled her legs up to untie the rope binding them. I had to see her face when she finally had her greatest desire granted.

I slung the extra rope into the floor and rolled Bridgette onto her back. The hands tied behind her propped her chest up enough to give her breasts a little more prominence than usual. I pulled off my shirt and slid on top of her.

As my boxers slid down, I caught Bridgette opening her eyes. The mascara had already streaked down both cheeks and onto the comforter. Her pussy felt burning hot, even as my shaft stayed inches away.

She looked up at my face with her big, brown eyes and begged, “Please, Trent. Make me come.”

I pulled a hand down and gave her clit a quick once-over. Bridgette jumped, almost trembling with a quick climax. I jerked it back, not willing to let her come without me being inside her.

The warm embrace of her entrance flowed around my cock as I pressed in. Bridgette's expression turned to pure ecstasy as I granted her wish, her gasp almost stealing the air from the room. I let myself settle deep inside, feeling her try in vain to pull her bound hands around to wrap around me. She pulled it off with her legs, keeping me locked inside.

I refused to move even a fraction of an inch, taking in the whole experience. Her hair ran through my hand as I asked, “Is it everything you wanted?”

“I want to-” I pumped out and back in, hard, “-come, Trent.”

The silky texture of her flesh slid against the skin of my dick, multiplying Bridgette's volume with each stroke. “If I let you come, you have to do something extra-special for me.”

I jammed myself deep. “Gah, fuck!” Bridgette's cheeks blushed a deep crimson. “Anything. Just keep fucking me.”

“What if you don't like it?”

Another forceful stab. “Tell me! Fuck me!”

I wasn't ready to spill the beans just yet, but I wasn't ready to be a completely evil bastard quite yet. I locked my elbows around her arms and propped myself up. Bridgette's voice rang through the bedroom with each explosive jolt.

With the warning of a lightning strike, Bridgette's orgasm burst through in steel lock of her body. I pulled out and felt the violent tremors underneath me. I had just enough time to dash over for the camera, snapping the tail end of the climax, her back and feet arching her ass a foot above the mattress.

Bridgette collapses in on herself, gasping for air as I stared on. For the first time since her binding, both mentally and physically, I knew she would be under my control until I specifically said she could be free. “That's a good girl.”

She couldn't respond, still trying to catch enough oxygen for basic functions. I put the camera down and curled up behind her petite body. Goosebumps rose on her arms as I stroked her cheek, letting Bridgette know that her master was pleased.

Bridgette tried to roll over to face me. I gave her a hand, pulling her onto her back. She looked at me and asked, “Am I being good now?”

I stuck my index finger in her mouth, letting her suck it off as I spoke. “Very good, but now you've got to do something else. Something that proves how much you want to please me.” 
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