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The Hypnotist's Visit

The man standing in your doorway isn’t someone you recognize. His scrawny body is stuffed into a rumpled and ill-fitted suit. He has several days worth of ragged growth covering his angular features. His confident gaze bores into you, making you uncomfortable. You’re about to ask him why he’s bothering you in the evening when he utters a singular word.

You hear the word, but it glides over your consciousness and is forgotten as soon as it’s registered. But quite suddenly you do recognize the man standing in front of you.

“Master, welcome.”

The words fall robotically from your mouth. You step aside to let the man enter, bowing your head in deference. He sweeps into your home, and you close the door behind him.

Without a word you lead him to the living room. You know why he’s here. It’s for the same reason every time.

Your wife is sitting on the couch and playing with her phone, her shapely, stocking-clad legs propped up along its length. She is dressed like she was expecting company. She has on a short skirt with a nice blouse, her make-up has been done and her blonde hair has been washed and styled. You thought it odd that she was so put together for a night in, even made a comment about it, but now, in your trance state, you understand. She must have known that Master would be coming tonight, even if she wasn’t consciously aware of it.

“Honey,” you say, as you walk into the room. “Master is here.”

“Baby, what are you talking about?” your wife asks, looking up from her phone. Her eyes move back and forth between you and Master questioningly. “And who is this?”

Master speaks another singular word. This one isn’t meant for you, but you are still unable to register it. Like his trigger word for you, it is forgotten as soon as it’s heard.

You can see the response in your wife immediately.

The look in her eyes shifts from questioning to lustful. She puts down her phone and stands from the couch. Master is at her side in an instant, and they embrace. As you watch the pair kissing passionately, part of you reflects on the fact that this should make you angry, enraged, or maybe even just sad. Instead you feel content. You are happy simply to serve.

“I’ve missed you, Master,” your wife says, when they break from their kiss.

“And I you, my pet,” Master says, his hands roving over her body. “Let’s not waste more time.”

Your wife’s eyes light up at that. She takes his hand and leads him towards the stairs, up to the master bedroom. You stand there in the living room, forgotten as you hear their footsteps rush up the stairs. You hear some shuffling. A giggle. A moan.

After a few moments of standing in silence, you proceed up the stairs.

You find your wife’s skirt and blouse discarded in the hallway along with Master’s shirt. The door to the bedroom is open and you hear heavy breathing mingled with a subtle slurping sound. You know what you’re about to see as you approach the doorway and your cock is straining against the confines of your pants in anticipation and excitement.

The room is dimly lit, but you can still see the scene in front of you quite clearly. Master is standing naked, and your wife is on her knees before him. She’s wearing a black bra and garter set you’ve never seen before. More importantly she has her red lips wrapped around Master’s cock. She stares up at him with an adoration you’ve never seen as she bobs her head up and down his length.

The lovers ignore you as you move to the far side of the bedroom and quietly strip out of your clothes. Your rock hard member springs from your boxers, standing fully at attention. You sit in a chair set-up in the corner of the room. You begin to fondle yourself.

You watch as Master guides your wife off of his cock. As her directs her to go to the bed. As she steps back and unclips her bra, letting her full, perky breasts spring free. She discards the bra and then moves to unknot the strings holding up her thong. With that impediment gone, she leans back on the bed, clad only in her stockings and garter, and opens her legs wide in invitation.

You watch as Master strides towards her, his cock shimmering with the saliva from her earlier attentions. You watch as he lines his manhood up with her entrance. You see the lust in your wife’s eyes as she waits eagerly for him to take her.

And then he’s in.

Your wife moans and drops back onto the bed. Master mounts her as he establishes a thrusting rhythm. Her legs lock around this skinny waist, and she gazes deeply into his eyes as he couples with her.

You begin to stroke your own manhood in time to Master’s thrusts. The slapping sounds of his penetration mixed with the howls of pleasure from your wife fill your head, and the smell of sex is intoxicating. You can feel yourself getting closer, but you know it’s not time yet. You cannot cum before Master.

You hover at the bittersweet edge of orgasm, pleasure filling your loins but unable to reach its peak. You watch your wife, her face contorted from a level of pleasure you never have and never will be able to give her. You watch Master, his mouth playing over her breasts, neck, and lips as he continues to plow into the woman you married. You know you must continue to hold out, that you must obey the directive Master planted inside your mind, but you’re not sure you can.

Suddenly Master picks up the pace, and your hand strokes faster to match, the pre-cum leaking from your head allowing you to up the pace. You think this might be too much, but it isn’t long before you hear Master grunting. His thrusts become erratic. Then they stop, his manhood buried in your wife, as he release his seed within her.

You hear your wife scream in release, and you know it’s time. Your cock spasms in your hand, pulsing with pleasure, as you shoot your seed onto your chest and stomach. A tingling warmth spreads through your whole body. You’re reminded, as you are every time this happens, how cumming under Master’s directive is so much better and more fulfilling than any sex you’ve had in your life.

As you sit bathing in the post-orgasmic glow, you can hear the sound of a whispered conversation. The words are too soft and fleeting for you to hear, but you are aware that your wife and Master may be planning something. Or perhaps he’s adding to her conditioning. Whatever the case, it doesn’t concern you, and so you let any worries about it drift away.

Of course as with all of Master’s visits, he’s never satisfied to go just once.

It isn’t long before you see your wife between his legs, working his member with her mouth and hands, coaxing it back to life. As Master’s cock becomes stiff, you can feel your own arousal returning as well, a kind of sympathetic response.

Your wife mounts him as soon as he’s fully erect. She rolls her hips, taking him deep into herself, moaning with abandon. Her breasts bounce as she rides him faster. You stroke yourself in time to her rhythm, happy to witness the pleasure both she and Master are experiencing.

The cycle repeats, and before long you find yourself back where you were, covered in a new deposit of your own spunk as the unnaturally pleasurable warmth of the post-masturbatory bliss washes over you. You can hear whispers again, and this time you’re more certain that Master is giving some set of instructions to your wife. But if Master isn’t addressing you, it’s not your concern, and so you return inward to your own state of contentment.

“It’s time for me to go now.”

You open your eyes, not sure when you had closed them, not sure how long you’ve been sitting there simply enjoying the warmth of sexual satisfaction. Master is standing over you fully clothed. He looks down at you with his piercing gaze. You are open and ready to receive whatever instructions he gives.

“When you rise from trance, you will remember yourself making love to your wife, instead of me, just as you have each time before.”

“Yes, Master,” you say. In trance you know the truth: that you haven’t been intimate with your wife since Master entered your lives months ago. He has fully usurped your role as her lover. But instead of rage or despair, you feel only pride that Master chose your wife to sate his needs and only happiness that he is pleased.

“Soon your wife will bring up the idea of having children, and you will be thrilled. But, as always, you will lack the desire and ability to have sex with her. She will bare my offspring, as so many like her have done before, and you will raise them with all the love and care of a doting father.”

“Yes, Master,” you say, this time with more vigor to show him just how committed you are to his plan, even though you know you won’t always be consciously aware of it. “It will be as you say.”

“Good,” he says, smiling at you. “Until next time.”

X-X-X

You wake up to the sound of your alarm clock. You are lying in bed next to your wife. She is still wearing her make-up from last night, and her gorgeous breasts are exposed as she lies on top of the covers. You remember snatches of the wild sex you had last night. But mostly you remember the contented warmth of your release.

Part of you wants to wake her and try to recreate the events of the evening, but as enticing as the idea is, you remain limp and know you will be unable to perform. Since you went at it pretty hard twice last night, you suppose that’s understandable.

Your wife stirs, her eyes opening. She smiles at your and moves closer. She snuggles next to you, kissing your cheek as you enjoy wrapping your arms around her and feeling the closeness of her body.

After laying in bed for awhile, you both rise, shower and begin to make breakfast. Your wife is all smiles, clearly fulfilled from last night’s escapades. But while you sit down to eat, her face grows a little more serious, and you can tell she’s preparing to broach a more serious subject.

“Honey, I think it’s time we talk about starting a family,” she says tentatively, trying to gage your response.

You give her a big smile. Deep down you were waiting for this subject to come up. You reach across the table and squeeze her hand.

“I think that’s a wonderful idea,” you say.
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