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“So you’d just like the usual today?” the hypnotist asked her client, peeking at him from over the rim of her sunken glasses.

“Same as always please,” he replied, the both of them being familiar to their routine.

She nodded her head and made a motion towards the seat opposite of hers, “Then you know the drill. Take a seat please.”

The businessman sat down in the large, comfortable, armchair opposite the respectably dressed hypnotist. She carefully removed her glasses and rested them to the side, on a table top. From that same surface she took hold of a pendulum, holding it up in the air in front of the male.

“Ready to begin?” she asked, having everything she needed to put him into a trance.

“Ready,” he confirmed with a short nod of his head before he affixed his gaze to the pendulum. With a single tap of her finger onto the side the object began to swing from the left to the right in a simply enchanting manner.

“Look into the penny,” she said, softly, her voice simply riding the air to soothingly coax his ears, “Focus on the penny and my voice. Only on the penny and my voice.”

The penny, a hole drilled through its surface so she could affix a simple piece of string through the object, all so she could swing it from side to side, guiding his vision and ensnaring his mind.

His eyes followed the swing of the object as he did exactly as he was told, watching the penny and slowly falling under its spell, casually approaching a state of trance.

“Let your thoughts slip away. Let your worries slip away,” the hypnotist continued onwards as her voice became clearer in his mind without her ever having to change her soft, soothing, tone, “Let your concerns slip away. The only things that are important to you is watching the penny and listening to my voice.

Listening to my voice, obeying my voice. It feels nice to obey, doesn’t it? So calming, so relaxing. Obeying my voice makes you feel calm and relax.”

She was right, but then again of course she was right; the hypnotist was always right. Her words were soothing him. He no longer remembered the worries of his stressful corporate life. Instead he felt calm and he felt relaxed, just like when she told him he would.

“Listening to my voice. Obeying my voice. Finding my voice so calm and relaxing. I’m going to start counting down now. Starting from five and down to one. The lower I get the more relaxed you will feel, the deeper you will go into relaxation. Once I hit one you will be at complete calm, falling into a trance.

Five. Getting calmer. More relaxed. You feel your mind slipping deeper, slipping into a comfortable, relaxed, state.

Four. Deeper still. The deeper you go the more relaxed you feel, the more you want to keep going deeper.

Three. So hard to think. So hard to do anything but listen to my voice. You may notice you can no longer feel your legs, or your hands, your eyelids getting heavy. So relaxed.

Two. So relaxed. No need to move, no will to move. No will to do anything but listen to my voice, to sink deeper into relaxation.

One. Totally relaxed now. Eyes closing as you fall deeper into trance, body completely calm, completely relaxed.”

It hadn’t taken her long but he was completely under. He was no longer watching the swinging penny. His eyelids had grown heavier and heavier as she went down the list but as she reached one they closed and he achieved trance.

Like she’d told him, and her other clients, trance was a natural state that hypnosis simply helped to bring out. It was a relaxed state which opened up the mind up, opened the mind up in a way in which it could be molded.

With her client now as good as asleep in front of her, the hypnotist rose up from her seat and began to unbutton her shirt. With the two of them now all alone and him with no idea of anything happening around him, she stripped herself from her stuffy, professional attire and left herself in something a lot more comfortable.

She sat back down in her seat, wearing a full black outfit that consisted of a corset, a garter belt and stockings. She spread her legs open, exposing her glistening pussy as a grin wrapped over her lips.

“Now, listen to what mistress has to tell you.”


She didn’t always have such dark motives with her hypnosis. Jessica was simply a businesswoman with a talent, using that talent to make money.

Hypnosis isn’t a seedy business. It’s a proper, respectful, field that saw lots of clients for various reasons. Some people had fears or phobias that they needed overcoming. Some people had traumas that they needed help with, one way or another. Other people simply enjoyed the relaxing elements that hypnosis could offer. Edward was one of those people.

Jessica was surprised to get such a client. Edward wasn’t simply a successful businessman, he was the president of a very successful company. Sure she’d dealt with businessmen before but never somebody even close to that level.

It was a very simple reason why he wanted hypnosis. Being in charge of a huge company was a very stressful thing, he wanted a way to relax. Hypnosis is a very relaxing pastime.

Jessica was thrilled to end up with such a huge client in her books. She hoped that it could perhaps be the first step into getting a new influx of the rich and famous coming to her for assistance. Even if that didn’t happen she could still brag about who she had as a client.

To begin with everything was going fine. Everything was as advertised, above board, by the book. She was a businesswoman doing the job asked of her by a client. However complications soon steered the relationship off in a different direction.

A sudden and unfortunate string of financial hits struck Jessica over a very short period of time. Suddenly her financial situation which had been comfortable had been put into jeopardy and she needed money, badly.

Those money worries were playing on her mind almost constantly, it was a huge concern for her, one that led her to doing the unthinkable.

When she was using in a session with Edward she couldn’t help but feel jealous about just how rich he was. She was in a financial mess yet he could probably take care of all those money troubles with something he found down the back of his couch.

Envy was one of the seven deadly sins and it led her down the path of darkness. While he was under, while he was in a state of trance and putting all of his faith into her, she told him what she wanted. She wanted a big tip from him. She wanted him to wire her the money she needed.

There was something about using her powers for ‘evil’ that simply made her feel so crazy. Not ill crazy but good crazy. It made her body tingle. It made her feel hot. Being able to use her powers like this, it was kind of intoxicating.

Later that same day when she got a large cash surprise in her bank account she went full drunk on the possibilities. Their hypnosis sessions wouldn’t be the same after that. She began to abuse her powers.

Of course poor Edward had no idea what was going on once he was under. He simply believed he was getting what he had paid for. What he didn’t realize was he was paying a lot more than he believed in extra payments and it wasn’t exactly for the service he requested.

The thing he was paying for her to do was to help get rid of all of his stress and worries. She was making sure to do that as well of course but what had once been a full time slot, dedicated to melting away his concerns for the week, had slowly been changing into something else. Across multiple months the time spent on his needs had been decreasing more and more with that time being reallocated to fueling her pleasure.

At the start it was just money she was after. However, once she’d found the first time so thrilling her desires, and found her interest growing by the session, she soon began to imprint some other thoughts into his head.

Their hypnosis sessions had now became a tool for her pleasure.


“Mistress is so hot,” she once again assured him. It’d been close to fifteen minutes since she’d first put him under and still she was enjoying abusing her ethical code. “Nobody is hotter than mistress. There is nothing you enjoy more than letting her hypnotise you and her allowing you to serve her. You wish you could come everyday and are happy to pay every penny she asks for.”

Jessica was touching herself as she talked, one hand squeezing a breast, caressing the nipple with her fingers while that other hand was down between her legs, rubbing her throbbing clit and dripping pussy.

Really she was quite good looking. She may have been in her thirties but she still got looks from men younger than her. She took good care of her long brown hair, her slightly curvy figure and of course her skin to keep up appearances. However telling him how hot she was, drilling it into his mind, it made her feel so excited.

He himself was good looking. He was young for a president, and rather fit too. He had handsome, well defined features and for a suit he wasn’t skinny. She’d felt his arms through his outfit, he was definitely toned. Playing around with a hunk like him, it was thrilling.

“You wish you could stay servicing mistress forever,” Jessica continued on, fingers glistening from her own juices as she panted hotly, face glowing red. “Mistress is the most perfect woman you’ve ever met and you would happily be her slave forever.”

That threw her over the edge as she began to tremble and rock in place, her body pushing back firmly into her own seat as her head pressed back and her hips jerk, an intense orgasm shuddering through her body.

Every time they had a session she knew she’d finally get the satisfaction she needed. Masturbating by herself in private couldn’t compare to it, and she couldn’t bring herself to do it to any other client. Doing it to a big shot like him was what really got her going.

She panted heavily once she came down from that orgasmic high, looking up at the clock as the juices dripped down her trembling pussy.

A small sigh slipped from her as the thirty minutes were almost up. She had to get dressed, quickly do the hypnosis she was supposed to do and bring him back up out of the trance. She got so horny she couldn’t actually do her job until she’d had her fun.

Slipping back into her professional garments she actually performed the task she was getting paid for before bringing him back out of his trance.

Slowly his eyes reopened. It was almost like awaking from a sleep; his body and mind felt totally refreshed, Edward completely unaware of the things she’d been doing and saying to him while he was under.

“So, how was it?” Jessica asked, her face relaxed while her insides grinned knowingly.

“Just like always. I don’t know how you do it, I feel great. I needed that.”

Jessica’s thighs were almost trembling on joy. He had no idea what he was complimenting her for, the things she’d been doing while his eyes were closed. It made her feel so naughty.

“So, same again next week?” she asked, heart pounding in her chest. Another week until she could have this fun again? Life was so cruel.


Finally a week had passed and it was time for an appointment with her favorite client. She’d been counting down the hours ever since the day had begun for that moment she would have Edward back in her office. Watching him coming through the door made her insides flutter in joy and anticipation.

“Hello Mr. Armstrong,” she said as he closed the door behind him, “Are you ready for our session?”

“I’d like to talk for a moment, if that’s okay?”

His voice was sullen as he spoke to her, filling her up with feelings of concern. What was it? What was wrong?

“Of course we can. Please, make yourself comfortable,” Jessica said as she offered him the seat opposite hers, the two of them sitting in place.

He reached into his upper pocket and pulled out a piece of paper which he unfolded and showed to her. It was filled with figures and numbers. A cold sweat began to drip down her brow as she began to figure out what this could all be about.

“My financial advisor noticed some issues with my account. Every week there are some large payments being made that I don’t know anything about.”

She felt his eyes watching her as nerves coursed through her body. Was this it? Was the game finally up? She didn’t want to go to prison.

“Oh, I see,” Jessica said, trying to keep her voice soft, trying not to let her nerves show, “What does this have to do with me?”

“Well my advisor checked to see who these payments were being made to and they were being made to your name.”

Shivers raced through her as her fingers sunk in tightly to the rests of her chair. This was it, this was the end of the line. She’d been caught.

“Really? Are you sure? You know I’d never steal from you Edward,” her voice picking up in tone as she almost began to beg to him.

“I know it’s not like you,” he continued onwards, “But the facts speak for themselves.”

“There must be some sort of mistake!” she protested. “You know me Edward, you’ve known me for a long time now. Don’t you trust me?”

“Well… I,” the strong look of determination on his face, it was slowly crumbling before her eyes, “Yes I trust you, but I can’t ignore the facts.”

“Listen to me Edward,” she said firmly, staring into his eyes as he fixed his gaze back into her, “I’d never do anything like that to you. You can trust me, you can always trust me.”

There was just something about her that made him trust her. He didn’t know what it was but he just found her such an amazing woman. He hadn’t told her but he’d developed something of a fancy for her. He’d found himself smitten by her looks, her charms. There was no way that such an incredible person could actually do this to him, right?

“Yes, I’m sorry”, he sighed in apology, buckling to her words. “I trust you, I know you’d never do something like that to me.”

Jessica’s insides began to leap with joy. She couldn’t believe it. She thought for certain she was going to be taken in, that the police was about to burst in, but in actual fact she’d managed to get away with it. She had to capitalize fast.

“Oh Edward,” she said, leaning in and resting a hand upon his knee which made his heart skip a beat. “You seem so stressed. While you’re here would you like my help?”

He nodded his head up and down sharply, “Oh please, that would be wonderful.”

With her mind finally starting to calm Jessica picked her pendulum up off the table and began to sway it in place.

“Look into the penny Edward,” she told him, starting up the same spell she used every time,  “Focus on the penny and my voice. Only on the penny and my voice.”

Like an obedient child he followed along with the swaying movements, quickly being caught up in her rhythm and her guidance.

She repeated the mantra like always, “Let your thoughts slip away. Let your worries slip away. Let your concerns slip away. The only things that are important to you is watching the penny and listening to my voice.”

There was no use fighting it, there was no need to fight it. He accepted what was coming next and he allowed her to place him under. He allowed himself to fall under her spell.

“I’m going to start counting down now. Starting from five and down to one. The lower I get the more relaxed you will feel, the deeper you will go into relaxation. Once I hit one you will be at complete calm, falling into a trance.”

The lower she counted the more his mind blurred and the weaker his body get. The strength was being sapped out of him, a weight pinning him down and bringing his eyes to a close as she unlocked the restraints of his mind, giving herself access to his innermost thoughts and desires.

“One. Totally relaxed now. Eyes closing as you fall deeper into trance, body completely calm, completely relaxed,” she finished with, placing the finishing touches on his initiation, putting him in that perfect state for molding and changing.

Jessica sat back and sighed in relief as she managed to get him down, now having to plan what to do, how to seal her innocence into his mind.

She leant back in close to him, observing his calm face from the short range as that familiar throbbing raced through her body and her heart began to beat in excitement.

“You will trust everything mistress says from now on. You will obey mistress completely. You will trust mistress completely.”

Her breathing grew deeper and heavier as the tingling between her thighs grew stronger, circulating the excitement in her needy pussy, the juices dripping down into her panties. Giving these orders, calling herself mistress, it made her so hot.

She had no choice to be firm though, she needed to make sure he wouldn’t catch her. This was his fault. They could have continued this relationship forever but he had to start asking questions, he had to compromise all this. Her insurance came before everything else; Jessica couldn’t allow any opportunity for her to lose her gravy train.

The thoughts, the ideas and even the fantasies ran through her head. What she needed was total control over him. She needed to take command of him. She needed to make her position clear.

“When you awake,” she carried on, entire body rocking in excitement, “You will accept me eagerly as your mistress. You can no longer cope without me. Weekly sessions are no longer enough for you, you need to serve mistress. You need mistress in your life.”

She’d installed it in him as a fantasy. It had been that fantasy which had allowed her to avoid his blame, to earn his trust so easily. She wouldn’t make that same mistake to even let him doubt her again.

“Your life now belongs to mistress. You live for mistress. You live to serve mistress, to make mistress happy. I am your mistress and I am now your life.”

Her thighs had never trembled with such excitement, her pussy had never throbbed with such intensity before. Her lap was soaked with her dribbling juices. This is what she’d been denying herself all along, this was true bliss.


There wasn’t any pretense about the session anymore. There was no tagged on piece of relaxation at the end. Jessica spent the entire session conditioning her new ideal for him in his mind. Once the half hour she usually used was up, she brought him back up out of the trance.

His eyes opened slowly to the sight of her in her seat. She wasn’t dressed in the usual attire he saw her in. The smart suit dress was gone. A sexy black corset, garter belt and stockings were all she wore, along with her black high heels.

Edward’s cheeks illuminated in a thick red blush, one to match Jessica’s who was showing herself off for the first time. She licked her lips in excitement as she spread her legs wide open.

“Hmm, finally awake? Good. I’ve been saving myself for you,” she moaned out, using her fingers to spread open her dripping, wet, pussy, “Come on slave. Come lick mistresses’ pussy.”

If her hypnosis had been a dud this would have truly been the end of her. Yet she knew her craft and was like a puppy he sprung from his seat and moved down between her legs, rolling his tongue from his mouth and starting to trace it up along her moist slit.

Jessica’s toes curled in excitement. It had been so long since she’d felt the touch of a man and it had never been like this. He was obediently lapping at her pussy, his large, thick tongue dragging up and down over her lips to make her tremble in joy.

Her hand reached down to the back of his head, combing her fingers through his brown locks of hair as she moaned in blissful pleasure.

“Yes slave, that’s good. That’s a good boy. You’re a good pussylicker, aren’t you?”

She couldn’t tell if he nodded or if the movements were simply him dragging that tongue up and down her, licking her sweetness out, forcing the honey to come dribbling out into his mouth.

Her feet slipped from those heels and began to run up and down over his back. Of course he was still fully closed, eating out his half dressed mistress who seductively nibbled along her bottom lip, hot moans slipping into the air as her toned thighs quivered in place.

“I should have done this a long time ago,” she confessed. Why had she been wasting time simply teasing herself when she could have gotten this all along?

More moans filled the air as she began to rock her hips in place, grinding herself back up against his dexterous tongue which licked over her and made her tremble in bliss.

She clasped her fingers down around his head and pushed him down tighter, firmer between her legs, really forcing his mouth to get nice and deep again her pussy, pressing his tongue from simply stroking her slit to invading it.

“That’s it, get in there deep,” she moaned joyfully, “Show your mistress what a good pussy licker you are!”

Throbs of pleasure raced through her body as she jerked and spasmed on her chair. An orgasm was being built up thanks to that amazing sensation down below, his tongue milking the excitement from deep within her core.

Hot pants baptized the air, mixing with her moans as she rode over his tongue and trembled as the moment of relief grew close, all the tension in her body about to be released in one, sudden, burst.

Finally she felt it and began to signal the incoming sensation to her new pet, “Yes, yes, slave. That’s it. I’m cumming, cumming!”

Her weight jerked forwards and pressed firmly into his slurping lips, insides throbbing around his tongue as an orgasm raced from head to toe through her body and gave her a crash course in pleasure.

She’d had some pretty intense orgasms while teasing him and teasing herself at the same time but it was nothing like this. This was what she’d been missing out on. She had the gift of hypnosis and she’d been wasting it all this time when she could have been living as a queen.

The high washed over her and left her panting blissfully, butterflies racing through her insides as the shockwaves still bucked through her nerves.

Edward slowly peeled his lips back off her pussy, his lips glistening with her juices, slowly dribbling down and making his chin shine with the lewdness.

“Mistress,” he gasped up to her softly, hot breaths rolling from his parted lips, eyes watching her with great, unwavering, affection.

She did not feel the same love for him though. His love was all an artificial construct of her hypnosis even if to him it felt like the absolute truth. However to her he was just a toy for her pleasure.

Instead of adoring him back she pushed her hand back down against his head and pressed him back between her thighs to her soaked mound.

“Less talking pet more cleaning,” she commanded, making him lick up the pussy juices which were left sticking against her skin.

Eagerly he went back to cleaning her up, making her moan out in joy, toes curling and dragging along his back as she hummed in relief.

“That was incredible,” she said, mainly talking to herself as her slave was busy cleaning, “I wonder just how far we can take this, my pussy licking slave.”

Fresh ideas were already racing through her mind, thoughts bigger than some simple sexual relief.


“Mrs. Armstrong,” the secretary said, poking her head through the office door, talking to her boss sitting at her desk “the people from Miller’s will be here at three.”

“Thank you Amy,” Jessica responded, “Now if you’d excuse me I’d like to look over my report in private to prepare myself.”

“Of course Mrs. Armstrong,” Amy closing the door behind herself, leaving Jessica all alone in her office, seemingly. She leant back in her chair and peeked under her desk, taking a look at the obedient slave kneeled down, servicing her pussy with his eager tongue.

“You heard that pussy licker, I’ve got an appointment at three so I need you to keep me relaxed until then.”

She combed her fingers through the hair of her husband, and her slave too. Jessica had decided that she no longer wanted to work as a hypnotist in a crummy office when she could be the boss of a multi million dollar company. Getting married to Edward was just a way to stop people from asking questions about why she was now the one placed in charge. She couldn’t exactly tell them the truth. Plus her name change helped to hide her past.

Her hot breaths rolled into the private office as Edward’s tongue got back to work, licking at her exposed pussy like a well trained slave, looking to trigger her fifth orgasm of the day.

She felt another bundle of pleasure building up from within, making her toes curl and her skin crawl with excitement, her fingers grasping tightly at her head as the orgasm raced through her; entire body pinning up tightly to his lips.

Jessica was really living the good life. Yet she couldn’t help feeling somewhat empty. She had a slave now, an obedient one, but still something was missing.

“Oh slave,” she panted out hotly, looking down at her obedient pussy lickers. “You wouldn’t happen to know any other presidents in need of a good hypnotist, would you?”
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