
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Interview

Eliza Winters paused at the entrance of the elegant office building, taking a moment to collect herself before her interview with Dr. Marcus Everton. She had thoroughly researched his practice after seeing the job listing, fascinated by his innovative work in clinical hypnotherapy. The field had always intrigued her – the power of suggestion, the exploration of the subconscious – and Dr. Everton's published papers on empowerment through guided hypnotic states had impressed her deeply.

What the professional journals hadn't mentioned, but online forums had whispered about, was his reputation for blurring professional boundaries with certain employees. Former patients spoke of transformative experiences, describing him as "intense" and "life-changing." Rather than deterring her, these accounts had only heightened her interest. At twenty-six, Eliza was no naive ingenue; she had explored her own desires enough to know she craved something beyond the conventional. The potential dual nature of this position – professional with the possibility of more – sent an electric thrill through her that she couldn't ignore.

"I'm an adult making a conscious choice," she reminded herself, straightening her shoulders. She'd drafted clear personal boundaries before coming here today. If the interview took an inappropriate turn, she would leave immediately. But if there was a connection, a mutual interest that developed within a framework of respect and explicit consent... well, that was entirely different. Eliza was done with half-measures in her life. She wanted experiences that challenged her, changed her, even as she maintained her agency throughout.

With a deep breath, she pushed open the door, both nervous and excited about the possibilities that awaited beyond the brass nameplate reading "Dr. Marcus Everton, Ph.D - Clinical Hypnotherapist."

Eliza Winters adjusted her blouse, smoothing her pencil skirt, and took a deep breath before knocking. At twenty-six, she needed this job desperately. Her previous position at a law firm had ended abruptly when the partners decided to downsize, and three months of unemployment had drained her savings.

"Come in," a deep voice called from within.

The office surprised her. Instead of the clinical sterility she'd expected, warm mahogany bookshelves lined the walls, filled with leather-bound volumes. A large desk dominated one end of the room, while the other featured two comfortable armchairs separated by an antique side table. The air smelled faintly of sandalwood.

Dr. Everton rose from behind his desk, and Eliza felt her pussy clench involuntarily. He wasn't what she'd pictured at all. Tall with broad shoulders, he appeared to be in his late thirties, with dark hair threaded with silver at the temples. His eyes were a striking shade of blue that seemed to fuck her with just a glance. His lips were full, the kind that made her imagine them between her thighs.

"Miss Winters, I presume?" He extended his hand, and she noticed how his fingers were long and elegant. She couldn't help but wonder how they'd feel working inside her.

"Yes, thank you for seeing me." Her voice came out steadier than she felt, though her nipples had already hardened against the silk of her bra.

"Please, have a seat." He gestured to one of the chairs facing his desk rather than the more informal arrangement across the room.

The interview began conventionally enough. Dr. Everton asked about her previous experience, her organizational skills, her familiarity with scheduling software. Eliza responded confidently, feeling herself relax as they established a rhythm, though she couldn't ignore the dampness growing between her legs every time he held her gaze for too long.

"Your qualifications are impressive," he said after about twenty minutes. "But I should explain that this position is somewhat... unconventional. My practice deals with intimate aspects of people's psyches. Discretion is paramount."

"I understand completely," Eliza assured him, crossing her legs to ease the throbbing in her cunt. "In my previous position at Hargrove & Associates, I handled sensitive client information daily."

Dr. Everton nodded, leaning back in his chair. "There's another aspect we should discuss. I sometimes require assistance with my research. My previous secretary participated occasionally as a subject. Would that be something you'd be comfortable with?"

Eliza hesitated. "You mean... being hypnotized?"

A slight smile played at his lips. "Precisely. Not often, and always with clear boundaries and consent, of course."

Something about his gaze made her skin burn. "I... I've never been hypnotized before."

"Few have, in a proper clinical setting." He stood suddenly. "Perhaps a demonstration would help you decide. Nothing invasive, just a small taste of the experience. Would you be willing?"

Eliza swallowed hard. This was certainly not what she'd expected from a job interview, but her curiosity was piqued. And she really did need this job. "Alright."

"Excellent. Let's move to the more comfortable seating." He gestured toward the armchairs.

As she settled into the plush leather, Eliza noticed her heart rate had increased. Dr. Everton sat across from her, their knees almost touching in the intimate arrangement. She could smell his cologne now – something expensive with notes of cedar and musk that made her want to bury her face in his neck.

"Hypnosis is simply a state of focused attention and heightened suggestibility," he explained, his voice taking on a melodic quality. "Contrary to popular belief, you remain in control. You cannot be made to do anything against your core values or desires."

Eliza nodded, watching as he removed a small silver pendant from his desk drawer, trying not to imagine what else those hands could do.

"I'd like you to follow this with your eyes," he instructed, dangling the pendant between them. "Just focus on how it catches the light as it moves."

The pendant began to swing in a gentle arc, and Eliza fixed her attention on it as instructed. The metal gleamed hypnotically, creating tiny rainbows when it caught the sunlight from the window.

"That's right," Dr. Everton murmured, his voice dropping lower. "Just watch it move back and forth. Notice how your eyelids might feel heavier with each swing. That's perfectly natural."

Eliza felt a pleasant heaviness spreading through her limbs. The pendant seemed to be all that existed in the world, and Dr. Everton's voice became a soothing current carrying her along.

"As I count backward from ten, you'll feel yourself relaxing deeper with each number. Ten... your eyes growing heavier... nine... your breathing slowing... eight..."

By the count of five, Eliza's eyelids had fluttered closed. She remained aware of her surroundings but in a detached, floating way. The tension in her shoulders melted away.

"Three... two... one. You're now in a state of light hypnosis, Miss Winters. How do you feel?"

"Relaxed," she heard herself say, her voice sounding distant to her own ears. "Very relaxed."

"Excellent. Now, I want you to imagine a warm, pleasant sensation beginning in your fingertips. Like sunshine spreading slowly up your arms."

To her surprise, Eliza felt exactly that—a tingling warmth that started in her fingers and gradually flowed upward. It wasn't imaginary; she could genuinely feel it.

"The warmth is spreading across your shoulders now, down your chest, your stomach, your thighs... all the way to your toes. Your entire body is filled with pleasant, comfortable warmth."

The sensation intensified, and Eliza felt a moan build in her throat. She let it escape, a soft "Mmmm" that sounded obscenely sexual in the quiet office. The warmth had taken on an explicitly erotic quality, congregating particularly between her thighs and across her breasts. Her cunt pulsed with need, her panties growing soaked as her pussy lips swelled with arousal.

"You feel it gathering in certain areas, don't you?" Dr. Everton's voice had grown huskier. "That's natural. Your body knows what feels good."

"Yes," she whispered, unable to lie in this state.

"The warmth between your legs is becoming more intense now. You can feel your pussy getting wetter, your clit beginning to throb. It's a delicious feeling, isn't it?"

"God, yes," Eliza moaned, her hips shifting restlessly in the chair. Her thighs parted instinctively.

"Your nipples are hard now, aching to be touched. You can feel them rubbing against the fabric of your bra with each breath you take."

Eliza's back arched slightly, pushing her breasts forward as if offering them. Her breathing had become shallow, her cheeks flushed with arousal.

"Now, Miss Winters, when I snap my fingers, you'll open your eyes and return to full awareness, feeling refreshed and alert. The arousal will remain, however – a delicious, secret throb between your legs that only you and I know about. Three, two, one..."

A snap, and Eliza's eyes opened. She blinked several times, surprised at how clear-headed she felt. But the intense arousal remained, her clit pulsing with need, her nipples painfully hard against her bra. She squeezed her thighs together, the pressure making her bite back another moan.

"That was... fuck," she admitted, too turned on to be embarrassed. "I didn't expect to feel so..."

"Aroused?" Dr. Everton supplied, his eyes dark with desire. The bulge in his pants was unmistakable now. "You're an exceptionally responsive subject. How does your pussy feel right now?"

The crude word on his professional lips sent another jolt of pleasure through her. "Wet," she admitted. "So fucking wet. And my clit is throbbing."

Dr. Everton smiled, adjusting himself discreetly. "Wonderful. So, would participation in such exercises be acceptable to you as part of your duties?"

"God, yes," Eliza said without hesitation. "When do we start?"

He chuckled. "Eager. I like that. We'll begin on Monday, your first day. The position pays $65,000, with benefits after ninety days. Does that work for you?"

The figure was considerably higher than she'd anticipated. "Yes, absolutely."

"Perfect. Can you start Monday? We'll have paperwork to complete, of course."

As they stood to shake hands, Eliza felt electricity shoot straight to her clit when their fingers touched. Dr. Everton held her hand a moment longer than strictly necessary, his thumb brushing lightly across her knuckles.

"I look forward to exploring your mind... and perhaps more, Miss Winters," he said, his eyes promising filthy delights.

"Please, call me Eliza," she replied, her voice husky with need.

"Eliza," he repeated, as if tasting her name. "And I'm Marcus, when we're not with clients."

As she left the office, Eliza's panties were soaked through, her cunt aching with unfulfilled desire. She barely made it to her car before slipping her hand under her skirt, finding her swollen clit and rubbing frantically. She came within seconds, crying out Marcus's name as her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled.

Monday arrived, and Eliza reported for her first day, dressed in a form-fitting navy blue dress with a neckline just low enough to hint at her cleavage. She'd deliberately chosen lacy, matching underwear – not that anyone would see it, but knowing it was there made her feel powerful, sexual.

"Ah, Eliza," Marcus greeted her, emerging from his private office. His eyes darkened appreciatively as they swept over her body. "Right on time. Let me show you your workspace."

Her desk was positioned in an outer office that clients would pass through before entering Marcus's consultation room. The space was elegant but functional, with a state-of-the-art computer, phone system, and filing cabinets.

The morning passed in a blur of paperwork, system logins, and orientation. By lunch, Eliza felt she had a reasonable grasp of her administrative duties. What she wasn't prepared for was what happened afterward.

"I have no appointments until three," Marcus said, closing the door to the outer office. "Perhaps we could use this time for some... professional development."

The way he emphasized those last two words sent a bolt of lust straight to her core. "What did you have in mind?" she asked, her voice already breathless with anticipation.

"I'd like to establish your baseline responses to various hypnotic techniques. It will help me determine how best to utilize your assistance in my research."

Eliza nodded, her pussy already growing wet at the prospect. "That sounds reasonable."

Marcus led her into his office, but instead of using the armchairs as before, he directed her to a leather chaise longue she hadn't noticed during her interview. It was positioned near the window, where natural light streamed in.

"Please, make yourself comfortable," he instructed. "You may wish to remove your shoes."

Eliza slipped off her heels and stretched out on the chaise, feeling deliciously vulnerable. Marcus pulled up a chair beside her.

"Today, I'd like to take you deeper than before," he explained, his voice already taking on that melodic quality. "I'll be using a technique called progressive relaxation, followed by visualization."

Eliza nodded, her nipples already tightening in anticipation.

"Close your eyes," Marcus began, "and take a deep breath. Hold it for a moment... and release. Again, breathe in... and out."

As she followed his instructions, Eliza felt her body begin to relax, though the pulse between her legs only intensified.

"I want you to focus on your toes," he continued. "Tense them tightly... and now release. Feel the relaxation spreading upward to your feet, your ankles..."

Methodically, he guided her through tensing and releasing every muscle group in her body, moving upward from her feet to her head. By the time he reached her facial muscles, Eliza felt like she was floating.

"You're doing beautifully," he murmured. "Now, imagine you're descending a staircase. With each step down, you go twice as deep into relaxation. Ten... nine... deeper and deeper... eight..."

By the time he reached one, Eliza had fallen into a profound trance. She was vaguely aware of Marcus moving around the room, but it seemed unimportant, distant.

"Can you hear me, Eliza?"

"Yes," she replied, her voice dreamy and slow.

"Excellent. I want you to imagine a screen in front of you. On this screen, you see yourself as you truly wish to be—confident, capable, uninhibited. Can you see that image?"

"Yes..." To her surprise, the image that formed wasn't of her in a power suit in a boardroom. Instead, she saw herself completely naked, legs spread wide, fingers buried in her dripping cunt while a man – Marcus – watched hungrily.

"What do you see, Eliza?" Marcus's voice had dropped lower.

"I see... myself," she said hesitantly. "Naked... fucking myself with my fingers while you watch me."

She heard his sharp intake of breath. "Is that something you want? To perform for me?"

"God, yes," she moaned. "I want you to see how wet my pussy gets for you."

"Tell me more about this fantasy. What happens next?"

Heat flooded Eliza's body. "You tell me to stop... that you want to taste me instead. You get on your knees and bury your face between my legs. Your tongue feels so good on my clit..."

"Mmm. And then what happens, Eliza?"

"I come all over your face," she whispered. "My pussy clenches and gushes. And then... then you stand up and unzip your pants. Your cock is so hard, so big..."

"And what do you do with my cock?" His voice was strained now.

"I suck it," she said boldly. "I take it deep in my throat until you can't stand it anymore. Then you bend me over and fuck me from behind, so hard I can barely stand it."

"Christ," Marcus muttered, momentarily breaking character. "Eliza, I want you to intensify that image. Make it brighter, more vivid. Allow yourself to feel what that version of you is feeling."

As the image grew sharper in her mind, Eliza became aware of her pussy literally dripping with arousal. Her clit throbbed painfully, begging for touch. Her hips lifted slightly from the chaise, seeking friction.

"Your cunt responds to your thoughts," Marcus observed, using the crude term deliberately. "That's very good, very natural. Now, I want you to imagine that with each breath you take, pleasure flows through your body like a warm current. Each breath intensifies the feeling in your pussy."

Eliza cried out as the suggestion took hold. Each inhalation seemed to send waves of pleasure cascading through her, concentrating in her swollen clit and aching cunt. Her thighs fell open, no longer caring about modesty.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged. "Let me see how much you want it. Your body knows what it needs."

A desperate moan escaped her lips as the pleasure built. In her mind, the image had changed—now Marcus was plunging his thick cock into her dripping pussy, his hands gripping her ass hard enough to bruise.

"What do you see now, Eliza?" His voice was husky, barely controlled.

"Your cock," she panted. "Fucking my pussy so hard. It feels so good... so fucking deep..."

She heard him groan. "Are you close to coming in this fantasy?"

"Yes," she gasped. "So close... your cock is hitting that spot inside me that makes me scream..."

"Touch yourself, Eliza," he commanded suddenly. "Through your clothes. Show me how you'd rub your clit."

Even in her trance, Eliza didn't hesitate. Her hand moved between her legs, pressing against her mound through her dress. Her hips bucked up against the pressure.

"Good girl," Marcus praised. "Now, in your mind, I'm going to fuck you harder. My cock is pounding into your tight little cunt. I'm telling you what a good little slut you are, taking my cock so well."

"Oh god," Eliza moaned, her fingers working frantically against her clit through the fabric. "Yes... call me your slut... I'm your fucking whore..."

"That's right," he growled. "My perfect little secretary whore. So professional outside, such a filthy slut for me. Are you going to come for me, Eliza? Are you going to soak your pretty panties?"

"Yes! Fuck, yes!" she cried out, her body tensing as the orgasm approached.

"Come now, Eliza," Marcus commanded. "Come all over my cock."

Her back arched off the chaise as she came violently, her cunt spasming as waves of pleasure crashed through her. "Fuck! Marcus!" she screamed, her fingers pressed hard against her throbbing clit. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around nothing, desperate to be filled.

As the orgasm subsided, she lay panting, her hand still between her legs, her dress hiked up around her thighs.

"Eliza," Marcus said, his voice strained with lust. "I'm going to count from five to one. When I reach one, you'll open your eyes, fully aware of everything that just happened. Five... four... three... two... one."

Her eyes fluttered open. Marcus stood beside her, his massive erection straining against his trousers, a damp spot visible at the tip. His chest heaved with labored breathing, his face flushed with desire.

Eliza remained sprawled on the chaise, her dress disheveled, her panties soaked through. The scent of her arousal filled the air between them.

"That was..." Marcus started, then shook his head, at a loss for words.

"Incredible," Eliza finished for him. She sat up slowly, making no move to fix her clothing. "But I think I need more than just fantasy."

His eyes darkened as he watched her hand drift back between her legs. "What are you suggesting, exactly?"

With deliberate slowness, Eliza reached under her dress and pulled her soaking panties down her legs, stepping out of them. She held the wet scrap of lace out to him. "I'm suggesting you stop being so professional and fuck me like you mean it."

Marcus took the panties, bringing them to his nose and inhaling deeply. "Fuck," he groaned. "You smell divine."

"Imagine how I taste," she whispered.

That broke his control. In two strides, he was at the chaise, pushing her back down. His mouth crashed against hers, his tongue thrusting between her lips as his hand pushed her dress up around her waist.

"Spread your legs," he commanded against her mouth. "Show me that wet cunt."

Eliza obeyed eagerly, her thighs falling open to reveal her glistening pussy, swollen and pink with arousal. Marcus dropped to his knees beside the chaise, his hands gripping her thighs.

"I've been wanting to taste this since you walked in for your interview," he growled, then buried his face between her legs.

"Fuck!" Eliza cried out as his tongue lapped at her dripping slit. He ate her pussy like a man starved, his tongue circling her clit before plunging inside her aching hole. He moaned against her flesh, the vibrations adding to her pleasure.

"You taste even better than I imagined," he murmured against her cunt. "So fucking sweet and tangy." He thrust two fingers inside her as he sucked her clit between his lips.

"Oh god, yes!" Eliza panted, her hips grinding against his face. "Suck my clit... make me come on your fingers..."

Marcus worked her mercilessly, his fingers curling to hit her g-spot as his tongue flicked rapidly over her swollen bud. When he felt her walls beginning to tighten around his fingers, he increased the pressure, growling against her flesh.

"Come for me, slut. Soak my face with your juices."

The filthy words pushed her over the edge. Eliza screamed as she came, her pussy clenching violently around his fingers, a gush of her juices coating his hand and chin. Her body convulsed with pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

Before she could recover, Marcus was standing, frantically unbuckling his belt. His cock sprang free – thick and long, the head purple with need, precum beading at the tip.

"Is this what you wanted?" he demanded, stroking himself. "This hard cock?"

"Yes," she gasped. "Please, fuck me with it. I need you inside me."

Marcus positioned himself between her spread thighs, rubbing the head of his cock through her slippery folds. "You're sure about this? Once I start, I won't be able to stop."

"I don't want you to stop," she moaned. "Fuck me, Marcus. Fuck your secretary like the whore she is."

With a guttural groan, he thrust forward, burying his cock to the hilt in her soaking pussy. They both cried out at the sensation – Eliza at the delicious stretching fullness, Marcus at the tight, wet heat gripping his shaft.

"Fuck, you're tight," he hissed, remaining still for a moment. "So fucking wet for me."

"Move," she begged. "Please, fuck me hard."

Marcus didn't need to be told twice. He withdrew almost completely before slamming back in, setting a punishing rhythm that had the chaise creaking beneath them. His hands gripped her hips, angling her pelvis to drive his cock deeper.

"Is this what you wanted?" he growled, pounding into her mercilessly. "To be fucked like a cheap whore on your first day?"

"Yes!" Eliza cried, her nails digging into his shoulders. "God, yes! Your cock feels so fucking good!"

Marcus reached between them, his thumb finding her clit and rubbing it in tight circles. "You're going to come around my cock now," he ordered. "Squeeze that tight little cunt around me."

The dual stimulation was too much. Eliza's back arched as another orgasm tore through her, more powerful than the first. "Marcus! Fuck! I'm coming!" she screamed, her pussy contracting violently around his thrusting cock.

Her pulsing walls pushed him over the edge. With a roar, Marcus buried himself to the hilt and came, his cock jerking as he flooded her womb with hot spurts of cum. "Take it," he grunted. "Take every fucking drop."

They collapsed together on the chaise, panting and sweaty, his softening cock still nestled inside her cunt. After a few moments, Marcus raised his head, looking down at her with a mixture of satisfaction and concern.

"That was..." he began.

"Perfect," Eliza finished, pulling him down for a slow, deep kiss. "Absolutely perfect."

He smiled against her lips. "I think you're going to be an exceptional assistant, Miss Winters."

"And I think you're going to be an exceptional boss, Dr. Everton," she replied, clenching her internal muscles around his cock, feeling it twitch with renewed interest.

His eyes darkened again. "We still have an hour before my next appointment."

Eliza's smile turned wicked as she felt him hardening inside her again. "Then we better not waste it."


Chapter 2: Deeper Control

Eliza arrived at the office early on Tuesday morning, her body still pleasantly sore from the previous day's activities. After their initial fuck on the chaise, Marcus had bent her over his desk for round two, and they'd barely finished straightening their clothes when his three o'clock client arrived.

She smiled at the memory as she unlocked the office door. The thrill of nearly being caught had only heightened her arousal. Now, as she set up for the day, she wondered what new experiences awaited her.

The intercom on her desk buzzed. "Eliza, could you come in please?" Marcus's voice sent a shiver of anticipation through her.

She found him at his desk, reviewing files. He looked up, his blue eyes darkening as they swept over her body. She'd chosen her outfit carefully today – a pencil skirt tight enough to show the outline of her ass and thighs, with a silk blouse that revealed the lace of her bra when she leaned forward.

"Good morning," she said, closing the door behind her. "Did you need something?"

"Yes," he replied, leaning back in his chair. "I've been thinking about our session yesterday."

Eliza felt her pussy clench at the memory. "It was... productive."

A smile played at his lips. "Indeed. But I want to be clear about something, Eliza. What happened between us was exceptional, but it complicates our professional relationship."

Her heart sank. "Are you saying it can't happen again?"

"No," he said quickly. "I'm saying the opposite, actually. I want to continue exploring this dynamic, but with clear boundaries and understanding."

Relief flooded through her. "I'd like that too."

"Good." He stood, moving around the desk to stand before her. "Because I have plans for you, Eliza. Plans that involve pushing your limits and exploring the full potential of your responsiveness to hypnosis."

Her nipples hardened instantly. "What kind of plans?"

"Today, I want to work on deepening your trance state and establishing triggers." His hand reached out, tracing the line of her jaw. "With your consent, of course."

"You have it," she said without hesitation. "What do you mean by triggers?"

His smile turned predatory. "Words or gestures that will instantly drop you into a hypnotic state, or produce specific physical responses. Very useful for research purposes."

"And for your personal enjoyment?" she added boldly.

"That too," he admitted. "I won't lie – the thought of being able to make your cunt wet with just a word is incredibly arousing."

The crude language made her pussy throb. "When do we start?"

"Now," he said, checking his watch. "We have two hours before my first client."

Eliza felt a flutter of nervousness mixed with excitement. "What should I do?"

"First, lock the outer door," he instructed. "Then return here and undress completely."

Her breath caught. "Completely?"

"Every stitch," he confirmed, his eyes dark with desire. "I want you fully exposed and vulnerable for what comes next."

Heart pounding, Eliza went to secure the outer door, then returned to his office. With deliberate slowness, she began to remove her clothing, starting with her blouse, revealing the black lace bra beneath. Marcus watched from his chair, making no move to touch her.

Her skirt followed, sliding down her legs to pool at her feet. She stood before him in just her matching lingerie, heels, and stockings.

"Continue," he commanded softly.

She reached behind to unhook her bra, letting it fall forward off her shoulders. Her breasts spilled free, nipples tight and aching. Next came her panties, sliding down her legs to reveal her already glistening pussy.

"The heels and stockings too," Marcus said, his voice husky with desire.

Soon she stood completely naked before him, fighting the urge to cover herself. His gaze traveled slowly from her face down to her toes and back up again, lingering on her breasts and the neatly trimmed strip of hair between her legs.

"Beautiful," he murmured. "Now, come sit on the chaise."

Eliza moved to the leather couch, the material cool against her bare skin. Marcus followed, pulling up a chair to sit directly in front of her.

"Spread your legs," he ordered. "I want to see everything."

Heat flushing her cheeks, she obeyed, parting her thighs to expose her pink, wet folds to his gaze. She saw his cock straining against his trousers but made no move to touch him or herself.

"Perfect," he said. "Now, I want you to focus on my voice. Close your eyes and listen only to me."

As her eyelids fluttered shut, she heard him begin the now-familiar induction, his voice dropping to that hypnotic cadence that seemed to bypass her conscious mind and speak directly to her body.

"With each breath, you sink deeper into relaxation. Ten... nine... eight... your body growing heavy and compliant... seven... six... all tension melting away..."

By the time he reached one, Eliza had fallen into the deepest trance yet. Her breathing was slow and even, her body completely relaxed despite her exposed position.

"Can you hear me, Eliza?"

"Yes," she murmured dreamily.

"Good girl. Your mind is open to my suggestions now, receptive and eager to please. Do you understand?"

"Yes..."

She felt his fingertips lightly trace the curve of her breast, circling but never quite touching her nipple. "I'm going to establish some triggers now. When I say the word 'submit,' you will instantly drop into this deep trance state, no matter where we are or what we're doing. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Marcus."

"When I say 'pleasure,' your body will be flooded with arousal. Your nipples will harden, your clit will throb, and your pussy will grow wet and needy. The feeling will be intense but not quite enough to make you come. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she whispered, already feeling her body respond to just the description.

"When I say 'release,' you will experience an instant, powerful orgasm, regardless of physical stimulation. Your body will convulse with pleasure as if I were deep inside you. Do you understand?"

"Oh god, yes."

His hand moved to her inner thigh, so close to her pussy she could feel the heat of his skin. "These triggers will only work when I say them with the specific intent to activate them. They won't be triggered accidentally in conversation. Nod if you understand."

She nodded, her breathing quickening as his fingers inched closer to her aching center.

"Now, let's test them. Pleasure."

Instantly, Eliza's body responded. Her back arched as intense arousal flooded her system. Her nipples tightened to painful points, her clit swelled and throbbed, and she felt a rush of wetness between her legs. A moan escaped her lips as her hips lifted involuntarily, seeking contact.

"Very good," Marcus praised, watching her writhe. "The arousal will remain until I choose to release you or let it fade naturally. Now, let's try the next trigger. Release."

The orgasm hit her like a freight train. Eliza screamed as her body convulsed, her pussy clenching rhythmically around nothing as waves of ecstasy crashed through her. Her back arched off the chaise, her toes curling as the pleasure peaked and slowly subsided, leaving her gasping.

"Excellent," Marcus murmured, clearly affected by the display. "Now for something more complex. I want to program a specific fantasy into your mind – one that will play out whenever I use a particular phrase."

He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear. "When I say 'special project,' you will instantly imagine that you're naked, bound to my desk with wrists and ankles secured, completely at my mercy. In this fantasy, I'm using various toys to pleasure you while denying you orgasm. You can feel everything – the restraints against your skin, the vibrator against your clit, the plug in your ass, the clamps on your nipples. The sensations will feel completely real, but you'll remain aware of your actual surroundings. Do you understand?"

"Yes," Eliza gasped, already aroused again at the mere description.

"Let's test it. Special project."

Immediately, the fantasy bloomed in her mind with startling clarity. She could feel leather cuffs around her wrists and ankles, securing her spread-eagle to Marcus's desk. In her mind, she was completely naked, exposed and vulnerable. She could feel a vibrator buzzing against her clit, adjusted to be just enough to keep her on edge without allowing release. Something thick and unyielding filled her ass, creating a delicious pressure. And her nipples throbbed with the sweet pain of clamps, connected by a thin chain that Marcus occasionally tugged.

In reality, she remained on the chaise, but her body responded as if the fantasy were real. Her back arched, her breathing became shallow pants, and her hips writhed as if seeking more contact with the imaginary vibrator.

"What do you feel, Eliza?" Marcus asked, his voice thick with desire.

"Everything," she moaned. "The restraints... the toys... God, the vibrator is right on my clit but it's not enough... I need more..."

"Fascinating," he murmured. "Your body is responding as if you're actually experiencing these sensations. I can see your pussy clenching, seeking something to fill it. Your nipples are so hard they must be painful."

"Please," she begged, lost in the fantasy. "Please let me come."

"Not yet," he said firmly. "In the fantasy, I'm turning up the vibrator just slightly, enough to increase your pleasure but still deny you release."

Eliza cried out as she felt the imaginary vibration intensify. Her hips bucked desperately. "Please, Marcus! I need to come!"

"Not until I say so," he replied, clearly enjoying his control. "In the fantasy, I'm now dripping hot wax onto your stomach, watching it cool on your skin."

She gasped as she felt the sharp sting of phantom wax hitting her abdomen, followed by the cooling sensation as it hardened. The contrast of sensations only heightened her arousal.

"Now I'm leaning down to whisper in your ear," he continued. "I'm telling you what a good little slut you are, how beautiful you look spread open for me, how your pussy is dripping onto my desk."

Eliza moaned, her head thrashing from side to side as the fantasy intensified. She could practically feel his breath against her ear, hear the filthy praise.

"I'm going to release you from this fantasy now," Marcus said finally. "When I snap my fingers, you'll return to full awareness of your surroundings, but remain in your trance state. The physical arousal will continue, however."

He snapped his fingers, and the fantasy dissolved. Eliza blinked, finding herself still on the chaise, her body thrumming with unfulfilled desire.

"That was incredible," she whispered. "It felt so real."

"The mind is powerful," Marcus replied, adjusting himself beneath his trousers. "Now for one final trigger – one that will please us both, I think."

He leaned forward, his lips nearly touching her ear. "When I say 'serve me,' you will feel an overwhelming desire to pleasure me sexually. You'll remain aware and in control, but your primary focus will be my satisfaction. The thought of serving me will bring you intense arousal and fulfillment. Do you consent to this?"

"Yes," she breathed, already imagining dropping to her knees before him.

"Let's test it, then. Serve me."

Instantly, Eliza felt a profound shift in her desires. Her entire being focused on Marcus, on pleasing him, on earning his approval. Without conscious thought, she slipped from the chaise to kneel before him, her hands reaching for his belt.

"Please," she begged, looking up at him with hungry eyes. "Please let me suck your cock. I need to taste you."

Marcus smiled down at her, clearly pleased with the effectiveness of his suggestion. "Go ahead, then. Show me how badly you want to please me."

With trembling fingers, she unbuckled his belt and unzipped his trousers. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, the head already glistening with precum. Eliza moaned at the sight, her mouth watering with anticipation.

She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the pearly drop from his tip. The salty taste made her pussy clench with need. Slowly, she took him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth.

"That's it," Marcus groaned, his hand coming to rest on her head. "Take more of it."

Eager to obey, Eliza relaxed her throat and sank down, taking him deeper until he hit the back of her throat. She gagged slightly but didn't pull back, determined to please him completely.

"Fuck, your mouth feels amazing," he growled, his fingers tangling in her hair. "Such a good little cocksucker. Is your pussy wet from sucking me off?"

She moaned around his shaft, the vibrations making him hiss with pleasure. She was indeed dripping, her thighs slick with her arousal.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Rub your clit while you suck me."

Eliza's hand immediately moved between her legs, finding her swollen clit. She whimpered as her fingers made contact with the sensitive bud, pleasure shooting through her. She established a rhythm – stroking herself in time with the bobbing of her head on his cock.

"That's right," Marcus encouraged, his hips beginning to thrust gently into her mouth. "Such a good girl, pleasuring us both at once."

The praise sent a thrill through her, intensifying her arousal. She took him deeper, her nose pressing against his pubic bone as she swallowed around his length.

"Christ!" he gasped, his grip on her hair tightening. "I'm going to come soon. Where do you want it, Eliza? In your mouth? On your tits? Tell me."

She pulled back just enough to speak, her hand continuing to stroke his saliva-slick shaft. "In my mouth," she begged. "Please, I want to taste your cum."

"Fuck," he groaned. "Back to work then. Make me come."

Eliza redoubled her efforts, sucking him with renewed vigor while her fingers worked her clit frantically. She could feel her own orgasm building, her pussy clenching around nothing as she drove herself closer to the edge.

Marcus's breathing grew ragged, his thrusts more erratic. "I'm close," he warned. "So fucking close. Are you going to come with me, Eliza? Are you going to come while I flood your throat with cum?"

She moaned desperately around his cock, nodding as best she could with her mouth full of his thick shaft. Her climax was just out of reach, her fingers working furiously between her legs.

"Release," Marcus commanded suddenly.

The trigger word sent her spiraling instantly into a powerful orgasm. She screamed around his cock, her body convulsing as pleasure exploded through her. The vibrations of her cry and the sight of her coming undid Marcus completely. With a roar, he erupted, pumping hot spurts of cum directly down her throat.

Eliza swallowed eagerly, her pussy still spasming with aftershocks as she drank down every drop of his seed. Only when he began to soften did she finally release him, sitting back on her heels, lips swollen and chin glistening with saliva.

"Perfect," Marcus praised, tucking himself away. "Now, I'm going to bring you out of your trance state. When I count to five, you'll return to full awareness, remembering everything that happened and feeling refreshed and satisfied. One... two... three... four... five."

Eliza blinked as the hypnotic fog lifted from her mind. She remained kneeling on the floor, naked and flushed with exertion, her thighs still slick with her arousal.

"How do you feel?" Marcus asked, helping her back onto the chaise.

"Amazing," she admitted, her voice slightly hoarse from taking him so deeply. "That was... intense. The triggers really work."

"Indeed they do," he agreed, looking pleased. "And they'll remain effective until I remove them. Which means..."

"Which means you can make me wet, make me come, or make me desperate to suck your cock with just a word," she finished, the thought sending another pulse of arousal through her.

"Exactly." His smile was wolfish. "Though I'll be careful about when and where I use them, of course."

Eliza imagined him triggering an instant orgasm during a client meeting and shivered with a mixture of fear and excitement. "That would be... considerate."

Marcus laughed, then checked his watch. "You should get dressed. My first client will be here in thirty minutes."

As Eliza gathered her clothes and began to dress, she couldn't help but wonder what other suggestions he might plant in her mind in future sessions. The possibilities were endless and thrilling.

"One more thing," Marcus said as she finished buttoning her blouse. "I'd like you to wear a skirt tomorrow, but no panties. I want to know you're exposed and accessible all day."

Her pussy clenched at the thought. "Yes, sir," she replied, the term of respect slipping out naturally.

His eyes darkened at the honorific. "Good girl. Now, back to work, Miss Winters. We have a business to run."

As she returned to her desk, Eliza could still taste him on her tongue, could still feel the phantom sensations of the restraints and toys from the fantasy he'd implanted. She crossed her legs, feeling the pleasant ache between them, and smiled to herself.

This job was turning out to be far more satisfying than she could have ever imagined.


Chapter 3: Public Display

A week into her new position, Eliza had settled into a routine that was anything but ordinary. Each morning began with administrative tasks—scheduling appointments, filing paperwork, answering calls—but the afternoons often devolved into intense hypnotic sessions followed by mind-blowing sex. Marcus had proven himself a creative and demanding lover, using his hypnotic triggers to push her to ever-greater heights of pleasure.

Today, however, would be different. They were attending a professional conference on clinical hypnotherapy at the Westfield Hotel downtown. It would be their first appearance together in public, and Eliza was both nervous and excited.

"Remember," Marcus said as they rode the elevator to the conference level, "you're my assistant today. Professional behavior is essential."

"Of course," Eliza replied, smoothing her pencil skirt. As instructed, she wore no panties beneath it, the absence making her hyperaware of every movement. Her silk blouse was conservative enough for the event but unbuttoned just low enough to hint at the lace of her bra.

"However," Marcus continued, his voice dropping to that seductive register that made her pussy clench, "I may test our little triggers occasionally. To ensure they're still functioning properly."

Eliza's breath caught. "In public?"

His smile was predatory. "Discreetly, of course. Consider it a challenge—maintaining your composure regardless of what you're feeling."

The elevator doors opened before she could respond. They stepped into a bustling hallway filled with professionals in suits, name badges dangling from lanyards.

"Dr. Everton!" A portly man with a gray beard approached, hand extended. "So glad you could make it."

"Dr. Hoffman, a pleasure as always," Marcus replied, shaking the man's hand. "May I introduce my new assistant, Eliza Winters? Eliza, this is Dr. Phillip Hoffman, chair of the conference committee."

"Lovely to meet you," Eliza said, offering her hand.

"The pleasure's mine," Dr. Hoffman replied, his eyes lingering a moment too long on her figure before returning to Marcus. "Your panel is at two in the Oakwood Room. Will you need anything special for your demonstration?"

"Just a volunteer from the audience," Marcus replied. "Eliza will assist with the technical aspects."

"Excellent. Well, enjoy the morning sessions. There's coffee and pastries in the main hall."

As Dr. Hoffman walked away, Marcus placed his hand lightly on the small of Eliza's back, guiding her toward the registration table. His touch sent shivers up her spine, reminding her of how those same fingers had been buried inside her cunt just hours earlier.

They collected their badges and conference materials, then made their way to the main exhibition hall. Various vendors had set up booths displaying everything from biofeedback equipment to books on hypnotic techniques. Several colleagues greeted Marcus, eyeing Eliza with curiosity.

"Why don't you look around while I catch up with some old friends?" Marcus suggested, nodding toward a group of distinguished-looking men and women across the room. "Meet me back here in thirty minutes."

"Of course," Eliza replied, professional mask firmly in place.

As she wandered among the exhibits, she found herself genuinely interested in the various approaches to hypnotherapy. She was examining a display of relaxation CDs when she felt a presence behind her.

"The frequency modulation on those is all wrong," a female voice said. "They'll put you to sleep but won't achieve true hypnotic suggestibility."

Eliza turned to find a striking woman with short silver hair and keen green eyes examining the display beside her. Her name badge identified her as Dr. Vivian Chen.

"I'm afraid I don't know much about the technical aspects," Eliza admitted.

"You're Dr. Everton's new assistant, aren't you?" Dr. Chen asked, her gaze assessing. "I saw you come in with him."

"Yes, I'm Eliza Winters."

"Interesting." Dr. Chen's eyes narrowed slightly. "His last assistant left rather... abruptly."

"Oh?" Eliza tried to keep her tone neutral despite the sudden flutter of unease.

"Mmm. Vanessa was her name. Brilliant girl. Very... devoted to Marcus and his work." Dr. Chen's emphasis made it clear she suspected the nature of their relationship. "Then suddenly, she was gone. Marcus claimed she'd received a better offer elsewhere, but she never said goodbye to anyone."

Before Eliza could formulate a response, she felt a warm hand on her lower back. "Ah, Vivian," Marcus said smoothly. "I see you've met my new assistant."

"Indeed," Dr. Chen replied, her smile not quite reaching her eyes. "I was just telling her about Vanessa."

Something dangerous flashed in Marcus's expression, but his voice remained pleasant. "Vanessa found an excellent position with a research group in Switzerland. Very sudden, but an opportunity too good to pass up."

Dr. Chen held his gaze a beat too long. "How fortunate for her." She turned back to Eliza. "Enjoy the conference, Ms. Winters. And do be careful—hypnosis can be... intoxicating in the wrong hands."

As she walked away, Eliza felt Marcus's fingers tighten almost imperceptibly on her back.

"Don't mind Vivian," he said lightly. "She's always been... suspicious by nature."

"What happened to Vanessa?" Eliza asked directly.

Marcus's expression remained neutral. "Exactly what I said. She received a better offer and took it. Now, shall we attend the keynote address? It starts in five minutes."

His deflection only heightened Eliza's curiosity, but she didn't press the issue. Instead, she followed him to the main conference room, where hundreds of chairs faced a podium and projection screen.

They found seats near the middle, and as the lights dimmed for the presentation, Marcus leaned close to whisper in her ear.

"Pleasure."

The trigger word hit Eliza like a physical force. Instantly, her nipples hardened against her bra, her clit began to throb, and she felt a rush of wetness between her legs. She gasped, gripping the armrests of her chair.

"Problem?" Marcus asked innocently, though his eyes gleamed with mischief.

"No," she managed, crossing her legs tightly. The friction against her bare pussy sent another jolt through her. "No problem at all."

"Good. I expect you to pay attention to the presentation. It's quite relevant to our work."

The keynote speaker, a distinguished neurologist, began discussing the latest research on brain activity during hypnotic states. Under normal circumstances, Eliza would have found it fascinating. But with her body on fire with arousal, concentration was nearly impossible.

Every shift in her seat sent waves of pleasure through her sensitized flesh. Her pantiless state meant that her juices were beginning to dampen the inside of her thighs. She pressed them together, trying to create enough pressure to ease the throbbing of her clit.

Marcus noticed her discomfort and leaned in again. "You're squirming like a schoolgirl who needs to pee," he whispered. "Is your cunt wet, Eliza? Is it dripping onto the chair?"

"Yes," she admitted in a hushed voice. "Please, can you make it stop?"

"Why would I do that? I'm enjoying watching you struggle." His hand dropped to her knee, hidden by the darkness. "Spread your legs a little."

Hesitantly, she parted her thighs slightly. Marcus's hand immediately slid upward, pushing under her skirt until his fingers found her soaking pussy.

"My God," he murmured, feeling her slickness. "You're absolutely drenched."

Eliza bit her lip to suppress a moan as his finger traced her slippery slit, deliberately avoiding her aching clit. Around them, colleagues and strangers focused on the presentation, completely unaware of what was happening mere inches away.

"I'm going to finger you right here," Marcus whispered, his breath hot against her ear. "And you're going to sit perfectly still and make no sound. Understand?"

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

Without warning, he slid two fingers deep inside her, making her bite down hard on her lip to stifle her cry. He began a slow, torturous rhythm, pushing in deep before withdrawing almost completely, his thumb occasionally brushing her clit just enough to send sparks through her without providing relief.

"Your cunt is so tight," he murmured, his clinical tone at odds with the filthy words. "It's gripping my fingers like it never wants to let go."

Eliza stared fixedly at the presentation screen, seeing nothing as pleasure built inside her. She was dangerously close to coming, her inner walls clenching around Marcus's probing fingers.

Suddenly, he withdrew completely, leaving her empty and aching. "Not yet," he whispered. "You don't get to come until I say so."

Eliza had to suppress a whimper of frustration. The arousal triggered by his hypnotic command remained at full intensity, her body desperate for release.

The rest of the keynote passed in a haze of unfulfilled desire. When the lights came up for the mid-morning break, Eliza was flushed and breathing heavily, her thighs pressed together.

"Let's get some coffee," Marcus suggested casually, as if he hadn't just been finger-fucking her in a room full of colleagues.

They made their way to the refreshment area, where Eliza gratefully accepted a cold bottle of water. She needed to cool down, inside and out.

"Dr. Everton!" A young man approached, hand extended. "I'm Dr. James Lawson. I'm a huge admirer of your work on post-traumatic stress therapy."

As Marcus engaged in conversation, Eliza tried to compose herself. The persistent arousal made it difficult to focus, but she managed to smile and nod at appropriate intervals when introduced.

"Will you be demonstrating your rapid induction technique at your panel?" Dr. Lawson asked eagerly.

"Indeed," Marcus replied. "In fact, I'll need a volunteer from the audience. Perhaps you'd be interested, Dr. Lawson?"

"Me?" The younger man seemed both flattered and nervous. "I'd be honored, but I've always been told I'm difficult to hypnotize."

Marcus smiled. "That's a common misconception. With the right approach, almost anyone can enter a hypnotic state."

As they continued talking, Marcus casually placed his hand on Eliza's lower back. She felt his fingers form a specific pattern—tap, press, circle—and suddenly her arousal intensified tenfold. It wasn't a verbal trigger, but her body responded as if he'd shouted "pleasure" directly into her ear.

Her knees nearly buckled as her clit throbbed painfully and her pussy clenched around nothing. A small moan escaped before she could stop it.

"Are you alright, Ms. Winters?" Dr. Lawson asked with concern.

"Fine," she managed. "Just a slight headache. If you'll excuse me, I need to visit the restroom."

She hurried away, conscious of Marcus's amused gaze following her. In the relative safety of the ladies' room, she locked herself in a stall and leaned against the door, breathing heavily. She was tempted to touch herself, to find the release her body screamed for, but she knew Marcus would somehow know—and likely punish her for it.

After splashing cold water on her face and reapplying her lipstick, Eliza returned to find Marcus alone, checking his phone.

"Better?" he asked, his tone innocent though his eyes were dark with desire.

"You know exactly how I am," she replied quietly. "What was that back there? That wasn't a verbal trigger."

"A tactile trigger," he explained, looking pleased with himself. "Established during our session yesterday while you were in deep trance. I wanted to see if it would work."

"It works," she confirmed grimly. "How many other triggers have you planted that I don't know about?"

Instead of answering, Marcus glanced around to ensure no one was within earshot, then leaned close. "Submit."

Instantly, Eliza felt herself falling into trance, her mind growing foggy as her body relaxed. She remained standing, her eyes open but unfocused, awaiting his command.

"You will no longer feel sexual arousal until I trigger it again," he murmured. "The current arousal will fade completely within ten seconds. When I snap my fingers, you'll return to normal awareness, remembering everything but feeling refreshed. Three, two, one..."

He snapped his fingers discreetly, and Eliza blinked as clarity returned. To her immense relief, the maddening arousal was fading rapidly, leaving her able to think clearly again.

"Thank you," she said sincerely.

"Don't thank me yet," he replied with a wicked smile. "The day is still young. Now come, we have a panel to prepare for."

The Oakwood Room was filling rapidly as two o'clock approached. Marcus's reputation had drawn a substantial crowd, and extra chairs were being brought in to accommodate everyone. Eliza helped set up the technical equipment—laptop, projector, wireless microphone—while Marcus reviewed his notes.

"Nervous?" she asked, noticing a slight tension in his shoulders.

"Not about the presentation," he replied. "But I received an email from Dr. Chen this morning. She's requesting a meeting to discuss 'ethical concerns' about my practice."

"Because of what happened with Vanessa?" Eliza guessed.

Marcus's expression darkened. "Vivian has always been... jealous of my success. She's looking for any excuse to discredit me."

Before Eliza could press further, the panel moderator approached to inform them they'd be starting in five minutes.

The presentation itself went smoothly. Marcus was a charismatic speaker, and his explanation of rapid induction techniques was clear and engaging. When it came time for the demonstration, Dr. Lawson eagerly volunteered as promised.

"For this to work," Marcus explained to the audience, "I need everyone's full attention and cooperation. Please refrain from sudden noises or movements that might distract our volunteer."

He positioned Dr. Lawson in a chair facing the audience, then stood beside him. "James, I'm going to count backward from three. On 'one,' I'll apply gentle pressure to your shoulder while simultaneously directing your gaze upward. You'll feel a momentary disorientation followed by immediate relaxation. Ready?"

The young doctor nodded, looking both excited and apprehensive.

"Three... two... one." In a fluid motion, Marcus pressed down on Lawson's shoulder while lifting his chin with his other hand. The doctor's eyes rolled back briefly, and then his body went completely limp, his expression slack.

A murmur of appreciation rippled through the audience.

"Dr. Lawson is now in a moderately deep hypnotic state," Marcus explained, his professional demeanor impeccable. "Note his breathing pattern and muscle relaxation."

He proceeded to demonstrate various tests for hypnotic depth, having Lawson raise his arm and hold it rigid while suggesting it was becoming lighter, like a helium balloon. The arm drifted upward as if pulled by an invisible force.

Eliza watched, fascinated despite her intimate familiarity with Marcus's techniques. He was truly masterful, his voice and presence commanding complete attention from both his subject and the audience.

After about fifteen minutes, Marcus brought Dr. Lawson out of his trance. The young doctor blinked in confusion, then broke into an amazed smile.

"That was incredible," he exclaimed. "I remember everything, but it was like I couldn't resist following your suggestions."

The audience applauded enthusiastically as Dr. Lawson returned to his seat. Marcus fielded questions for another twenty minutes before the moderator announced the end of the session.

As attendees filed out, many stopped to congratulate Marcus or ask additional questions. Eliza stood nearby, gathering their materials and observing the interactions.

"Quite impressive," a familiar voice said from beside her. Dr. Chen had materialized, arms crossed, her expression inscrutable. "Marcus always did have a gift for performance."

"It wasn't just performance," Eliza defended. "Dr. Lawson was genuinely hypnotized."

"Oh, I don't doubt that," Dr. Chen replied. "Marcus is extremely skilled at getting people to do what he wants." Her gaze sharpened. "The question is whether he always uses that skill ethically."

"I've seen nothing to suggest otherwise," Eliza said firmly, though the earlier comments about Vanessa nagged at her.

"Haven't you?" Dr. Chen's eyes dropped briefly to Eliza's throat, where a faint hickey was just visible above her collar. "How long have you been working for him, Ms. Winters?"

"Just over a week."

"And already so... devoted." Dr. Chen's smile didn't reach her eyes. "Has he used his techniques on you, I wonder? For 'training purposes,' perhaps?"

Eliza felt her cheeks warm but maintained her composure. "Dr. Everton has been a perfect gentleman and an excellent employer."

"I'm sure he has," Dr. Chen murmured. "For now." She reached into her pocket and withdrew a business card. "If you ever need to talk—about anything—call me. Day or night."

Before Eliza could respond, Marcus approached, his expression hardening when he saw Dr. Chen.

"Vivian," he acknowledged coolly. "I didn't realize you attended my panel."

"I found it most illuminating," she replied. "Your rapid induction technique has certainly... evolved since I last observed it."

An undercurrent of tension crackled between them. Eliza had the distinct impression they were having two conversations at once—the surface pleasantries and something darker beneath.

"If you'll excuse us," Marcus said finally, "we have another session to attend."

Dr. Chen inclined her head slightly. "Of course. Enjoy the rest of the conference, Ms. Winters." Her gaze lingered meaningfully on the business card still in Eliza's hand.

As they walked away, Eliza discreetly tucked the card into her pocket. Marcus noticed but said nothing until they were alone in the elevator.

"What did she say to you?" he demanded, his usual smooth demeanor cracking.

"She implied that you might have been inappropriate with Vanessa," Eliza replied honestly. "And suggested I should be careful."

Marcus's jaw tightened. "Vivian has been trying to undermine me for years. She's jealous of my success and my methods."

"Is that all it is?"

The elevator stopped at their floor, and Marcus waited for the doors to close behind them before responding.

"Vanessa and I had a relationship similar to ours," he admitted as they walked toward their room. "Consensual, adult, and completely private. When it ended, she preferred a clean break—including leaving the practice."

"Why did it end?" Eliza asked, unable to suppress her curiosity.

Marcus unlocked their hotel room door and ushered her inside before answering. "She wanted more than I could give her. Commitment, exclusivity, a future together." He removed his jacket, hanging it carefully in the closet. "I was clear from the beginning that our arrangement was professional first, personal second."

"And is that what we have? An 'arrangement'?" Eliza asked, trying to ignore the twinge of disappointment.

Marcus approached her slowly, his expression unreadable. "What we have is still evolving, Eliza. But make no mistake—I value you both as an assistant and as a woman."

He reached out, tracing her jawline with his fingertips. "Now, shall we discuss Dr. Chen's accusations further, or would you prefer I make use of the triggers I've so carefully planted in your mind?"

Eliza's breath caught. Despite her questions and concerns, her body responded instantly to his touch and the promise in his voice.

"The triggers," she whispered.

His smile was predatory. "I thought so. Pleasure."

The familiar wave of arousal crashed through her, even more intense after hours of anticipation. Her knees buckled slightly as her pussy flooded with wetness, her nipples tightening to painful points against her bra.

"On your knees," Marcus commanded softly.

Eliza sank down before him, already breathing heavily with need. He unzipped his trousers, releasing his cock, already hard and flushed.

"You've been such a good assistant today," he praised, stroking himself inches from her face. "So professional, even with your cunt dripping and your mind full of filthy thoughts."

"Please," she begged, her mouth watering at the sight of his thick shaft. "Please let me suck it."

"First, tell me what you want more—answers about Vanessa or my cock in your mouth?"

Eliza hesitated only briefly. "Your cock, sir. Please."

"Good girl," he approved. "Serve me."

The second trigger activated instantly, overwhelming her with the desire to please him. Her concerns about Vanessa and Dr. Chen's warnings evaporated, replaced by an all-consuming need to worship his cock.

She lunged forward, taking him deep into her mouth with a moan of pure satisfaction. Her tongue swirled around his shaft as she sucked eagerly, her hands gripping his thighs for support.

"That's it," Marcus groaned, tangling his fingers in her hair. "Show me how much you need it."

Eliza worked his cock with passionate devotion, alternating between deep-throating him and focusing her attention on the sensitive head. Her own arousal built as she pleasured him, her pussy clenching with each moan he released.

"Stop," he commanded suddenly, pulling her off his cock. "Stand up and strip. Everything off."

She obeyed instantly, fingers fumbling in her eagerness to remove her clothing. Soon she stood naked before him, her body flushed with desire.

"Beautiful," Marcus murmured, still fully clothed except for his exposed cock. "Now, bend over the desk."

Eliza moved to the small writing desk and bent forward, presenting her ass and dripping pussy to him. She heard him moving behind her, the rustle of a condom wrapper, then felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance.

"Whose pussy is this?" he demanded, teasing her with just the tip.

"Yours," she gasped. "All yours, sir."

"And what happens to this pussy when I want it?"

"It gets wet for you," she moaned. "So fucking wet."

"That's right," he growled, and without further warning, thrust deep inside her in one powerful stroke.

Eliza screamed in pleasure as he filled her completely, stretching her walls around his thick shaft. He set a punishing pace, his hips slapping against her ass with each thrust.

"Is this what you needed all day?" he demanded, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "My cock splitting your tight little cunt open?"

"Yes!" she cried, pushing back to meet his thrusts. "God, yes! Harder, please!"

Marcus responded by fucking her even more savagely, the desk creaking beneath them with the force of his thrusts. He reached around to find her clit, rubbing it roughly in time with his pounding.

"You're going to come for me," he ordered. "Come all over my cock like the greedy little slut you are."

The combination of his filthy words, his fingers on her clit, and his thick cock hammering her g-spot was too much. Eliza felt her orgasm building rapidly, her inner walls beginning to flutter around his shaft.

"Please," she begged. "Please may I come?"

"Release," Marcus commanded.

The trigger word sent her instantly over the edge. Eliza screamed as her pussy contracted violently around his cock, her juices gushing down her thighs as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.

Her orgasm triggered Marcus's own release. With a guttural roar, he slammed deep inside her and came, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself into the condom.

For several moments, they remained locked together, panting and sweaty. Then Marcus slowly withdrew, disposing of the condom before helping Eliza stand on shaky legs.

"You were magnificent today," he said, kissing her forehead with surprising tenderness. "Both professionally and personally."

Eliza leaned against him, her mind slowly clearing from the haze of lust. "Thank you," she murmured, though a small part of her wondered if she should be thanking him or questioning him.

As if reading her thoughts, Marcus tilted her chin up to meet his gaze. "Don't let Vivian's insinuations trouble you. What happened with Vanessa is in the past. You and I have something far more special."

Eliza wanted desperately to believe him. And as he led her to the shower, promising to wash every inch of her before taking her again, it was easy to push her doubts aside.

But later that night, as Marcus slept beside her, Eliza found herself reaching for her discarded skirt and extracting Dr. Chen's business card from the pocket. She studied it in the dim light from the street lamps outside, then quietly tucked it into her wallet.

Just in case.


Chapter 4: Full Circle

Three years had passed since Eliza first walked into Dr. Marcus Everton's office. Three years of pleasure, pain, power, and submission that had transformed her from a desperate job-seeker into a confident woman who understood exactly what she wanted—and how to get it.

The office looked much the same as it had that first day—warm mahogany bookshelves, leather furniture, the scent of sandalwood in the air. But Eliza was no longer a nervous applicant, and Marcus was no longer merely her employer.

She sat behind her desk in the outer office, finalizing the day's schedule. The practice had expanded significantly; they now employed two additional hypnotherapists who worked under Marcus's supervision. Eliza had become the office manager, handling everything from finances to client relations with impressive efficiency.

The intercom buzzed. "Eliza, could you come in please?" Marcus's voice still sent ripples of arousal through her body, even after all this time.

She entered his private office, closing the door behind her. Marcus stood by the window, backlit by the afternoon sun. At forty-one, he was even more handsome than when they'd met—his dark hair now threaded more heavily with silver, the lines around his eyes giving him a distinguished appearance.

"Our last appointment canceled," he said, turning to face her. "We have the rest of the afternoon free."

Eliza felt her pussy clench in anticipation. "How fortunate," she replied, already feeling the familiar dampness between her thighs. "Did you have something in mind, Dr. Everton?"

His eyes darkened at her formal address—part of their game. "Indeed I do, Miss Winters. It occurs to me that today marks exactly three years since your interview."

"You remembered," she said, genuinely touched.

"Of course." He moved toward her slowly, predatory grace in every step. "I thought we might... commemorate the occasion with something special."

Eliza's nipples tightened against her silk blouse. "What did you have in mind?"

Instead of answering, Marcus reached into his desk drawer and withdrew a small velvet box. "Open it," he instructed, handing it to her.

With slightly trembling fingers, Eliza lifted the lid. Inside lay a delicate platinum chain with a pendant—a small silver pendant identical to the one he'd used to hypnotize her during that first interview.

"It's beautiful," she whispered, lifting it from the box.

"A symbol of where we began," Marcus explained. "And something else as well." He took the necklace from her hands and moved behind her to fasten it around her neck. His breath was warm against her skin as he spoke. "This pendant has been specially treated. When you wear it, I can trigger any of your hypnotic suggestions from anywhere in the world, simply by sending a specific text message."

Eliza's breath caught. "How is that possible?"

"The pendant contains a tiny receiver. When activated, it vibrates in a specific pattern against your skin—patterns your subconscious has been trained to recognize as triggers."

The technological sophistication of the device surprised her, but the implications made her pussy flood with wetness. "So you could make me come while I'm in a business meeting? Or make me desperate to serve you when I'm miles away?"

"Precisely." His hands slid around to cup her breasts through her blouse. "Would you like to test it?"

"Yes," she breathed, arching into his touch.

Marcus stepped away, retrieving his phone from the desk. "Go stand in the middle of the room."

Eliza obeyed, her heart racing with anticipation. Marcus typed something on his phone, then looked up to watch her.

Suddenly, the pendant warmed against her skin and vibrated in a specific rhythm. Instantly, overwhelming arousal flooded her system. Her nipples hardened to painful points, her clit began to throb, and her pussy grew embarrassingly wet. She gasped, pressing her thighs together as the sensation intensified.

"The pleasure trigger," she moaned, recognizing the familiar response.

"Functioning perfectly," Marcus confirmed, his eyes dark with desire. "Now, let's try another."

He typed a second message. The pendant vibrated differently, and Eliza felt herself sliding into trance, her mind growing foggy as her body relaxed. She remained standing, but her awareness narrowed to focus solely on Marcus and his voice.

"Perfect," he murmured, circling her motionless form. "Deep trance, instantly achieved." He leaned close to her ear. "When I snap my fingers, you'll awaken with a compelling desire to strip naked and present yourself for my pleasure. You'll remember everything but be unable to resist the urge."

He snapped his fingers, and Eliza blinked as awareness returned. Immediately, an overwhelming compulsion seized her. Without hesitation, she began unbuttoning her blouse, her fingers working feverishly.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged, settling into his chair to watch. "Show me that beautiful body that belongs to me."

Eliza's blouse fell to the floor, followed quickly by her skirt. She unhooked her bra, freeing her full breasts with their hardened nipples. Her soaking panties were the last to go, sliding down her legs to reveal her glistening pussy, neatly trimmed into a small landing strip.

Completely naked now except for her heels and the pendant, she assumed the presentation pose they'd established years ago—feet shoulder-width apart, hands clasped behind her back, chest thrust forward, head slightly bowed.

"Exquisite," Marcus praised, his voice husky with desire. "After three years, your body still takes my breath away."

"Thank you, sir," she replied, flushing with pleasure at his approval.

He stood and approached her, circling slowly, admiring her from every angle. His hand trailed lightly over her skin—across her shoulders, down her spine, over the curve of her ass.

"I have something very special planned for today," he said, stopping in front of her. "Something we've discussed but never fully explored."

Eliza's pulse quickened. Over the years, they'd pushed countless boundaries together, but there was one fantasy they'd only talked about, never enacted.

"The ultimate surrender," she whispered.

"Yes." His fingers traced the line of the pendant between her breasts. "Complete control. Mind and body, fully synchronized under my domination."

The prospect made her tremble with both nervousness and desire. What they were discussing went beyond their usual power exchange—it was a level of submission that bordered on the spiritual.

"Are you certain you're ready?" Marcus asked, his tone serious despite his obvious arousal.

"Yes," Eliza replied without hesitation. "I trust you completely."

Something flickered in his eyes—satisfaction, perhaps, or triumph. "Then go to the chaise and lie down."

As she settled onto the familiar leather surface, memories of countless sessions flooded back—the first time he'd made her come with just his voice, the day he'd introduced her to anal pleasure while under trance, the night he'd bound her to this very chaise and edged her for hours until she begged for release.

Marcus retrieved a small case from his cabinet and set it on the side table. From it, he withdrew a syringe filled with clear liquid.

"What's that?" Eliza asked, a flicker of uncertainty crossing her features.

"A mild sedative," he explained. "It will enhance your susceptibility to hypnosis and intensify the physical sensations. Completely safe, I assure you."

Eliza hesitated only briefly before extending her arm. "I trust you."

Marcus swabbed her inner elbow with alcohol, then gently inserted the needle. The liquid entered her bloodstream with a cooling sensation that quickly spread throughout her body.

"Good girl," he murmured, disposing of the syringe and returning to sit beside her. "Close your eyes now. The medication will take effect shortly."

Eliza let her eyelids flutter shut, focusing on her breathing as a pleasant heaviness began to seep through her limbs. Her mind remained clear, but her body felt increasingly distant, as if wrapped in cotton.

"Can you hear me, Eliza?" Marcus's voice seemed to come from everywhere at once.

"Yes," she replied, her own voice sounding far away.

"Excellent. I'm going to count backward from ten. With each number, you'll sink twice as deep as before, entering the most profound trance state you've ever experienced. Ten... nine... your body growing heavy and distant... eight... seven... your mind opening completely to my voice..."

By the time he reached one, Eliza had descended into a trance state deeper than any she'd known before. She was vaguely aware of her body but felt completely detached from it, floating in a void where only Marcus's voice existed.

"Perfect," he praised. "Now, Eliza, I want you to visualize your mind as a control panel with various switches and dials. Can you see it?"

"Yes," she murmured dreamily.

"Good. These controls represent different aspects of your consciousness. I'm going to adjust them one by one, giving me greater access to your deepest self." His voice took on a hypnotic rhythm. "First, find the dial labeled 'Inhibition' and turn it all the way down to zero."

In her mind's eye, Eliza located the dial and rotated it counterclockwise until it reached its minimum setting. Immediately, she felt a shift—a dissolving of boundaries, a willingness to do or say anything without shame or hesitation.

"Now, find the switch marked 'Pleasure Sensitivity' and turn it up to maximum."

She complied, and instantly her body came alive with sensation. Though still deeply in trance, she became acutely aware of every nerve ending, every erogenous zone. Her nipples throbbed painfully, her clit pulsed, and her pussy grew embarrassingly wet.

"Find the knob labeled 'Obedience' and turn it all the way up."

As she adjusted this control in her visualization, Eliza felt her will aligning perfectly with Marcus's. The very concept of refusing him anything became unthinkable, impossible.

"Finally, locate the master switch labeled 'Conscious Control' and turn it off completely. This will transfer all decision-making to me until I reactivate it."

This was the most significant step—surrendering her autonomy entirely. In her mind, Eliza hesitated briefly before flipping the switch to its "Off" position.

The effect was immediate and profound. Her remaining sense of self-direction vanished, replaced by a floating, passive awareness. She existed now solely as a vessel for Marcus's will.

"Open your eyes, Eliza," he commanded. "But remain in this deep trance state."

Her eyelids lifted slowly, her gaze unfocused and dreamy.

"How do you feel?" Marcus asked, studying her intently.

"Empty," she replied truthfully. "Ready to be filled with whatever you desire."

"Excellent." He stood, removing his jacket and unbuttoning his shirt. "I'm going to use your body now, Eliza. You'll feel everything with heightened sensitivity, but you'll have no control over your responses. Your pleasure belongs entirely to me."

"Yes, Master," she responded, the title emerging naturally in this state of complete submission.

Fully naked now, Marcus stood beside the chaise, his cock rigid and swollen. "Sit up and open your mouth."

Her body obeyed instantly, moving without conscious direction from her mind. She sat up and parted her lips, awaiting his cock like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Marcus gripped her hair and guided his thick shaft between her lips. "Take it all," he ordered. "Relax your throat completely."

To her amazement, Eliza found her gag reflex had vanished. Her throat opened willingly as Marcus pushed deeper than he ever had before, his cock sliding into her esophagus until her nose pressed against his pubic bone.

"Perfect," he groaned, holding her head firmly in place. "Your throat was made to sheathe my cock."

He began to fuck her face with long, deep strokes, using her mouth as a masturbatory tool with no concern for her comfort. Yet in her altered state, Eliza felt only pleasure and pride at being used so thoroughly.

After several minutes, Marcus withdrew, a string of saliva connecting the tip of his cock to her swollen lips. "Lie back and spread your legs as wide as possible."

Again, her body complied instantly, thighs falling open to expose her dripping pussy. Marcus positioned himself between her legs, rubbing the head of his cock through her slippery folds.

"Your cunt is absolutely soaked," he observed. "Being used like a mindless fuck doll turns you on, doesn't it?"

"Yes, Master," she agreed dreamily.

"From this moment forward, whenever I use the phrase 'mindless fuck doll,' your body will respond exactly as it is now—completely under my control, hypersensitive to pleasure, and unable to orgasm without permission. This trigger will be permanent and irrevocable. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Master."

"Good girl." Without warning, he slammed his cock into her with brutal force, burying himself to the hilt in one stroke.

Eliza cried out as pleasure exploded through her system. With her sensitivity dialed to maximum, every nerve ending in her pussy fired simultaneously, sending shockwaves of ecstasy radiating outward.

Marcus established a punishing rhythm, his hips slamming against hers with each thrust. His hands gripped her thighs, pushing them wider, allowing him to penetrate even deeper.

"Your pussy exists for my pleasure," he growled, pounding into her relentlessly. "Your mind exists to obey my commands. Your entire being belongs to me now, doesn't it?"

"Yes!" she gasped, her body responding to his brutal fucking with waves of pleasure so intense they bordered on pain. "All yours, Master! Always yours!"

Despite her overwhelming arousal, Eliza found herself unable to climax. Her body built toward orgasm but remained suspended at the peak, denied release without his explicit permission.

Sweat dripped from Marcus's brow as he continued his assault on her cunt, his cock reaching depths he'd never accessed before. "I'm going to fill you with my cum," he panted. "And then you'll finally be complete—marked inside and out as my property."

The possessive declaration pushed him over the edge. With a roar, Marcus buried himself to the hilt and came, his cock pulsing as he flooded her womb with hot spurts of semen.

The sensation of his release triggered something profound in Eliza's altered consciousness. Though still denied her own orgasm, she experienced a different kind of climax—a psychological surrender that transcended physical pleasure.

As the last pulses of his orgasm subsided, Marcus remained buried inside her, studying her face with intense satisfaction. "Now for the final step," he murmured. "The culmination of three years of preparation."

He reached for his phone, typing rapidly before setting it aside. The pendant at Eliza's throat vibrated in a complex pattern she'd never felt before.

Instantly, her mind seemed to expand and contract simultaneously. Memories surfaced and rearranged themselves—her first interview, the countless hypnotic sessions, the gradual surrender of her will. But now she saw them with perfect clarity, recognizing each step in Marcus's meticulous plan to transform her into exactly what she now was.

"You've been programming me from the beginning," she whispered, the realization dawning even as her body remained in its helplessly aroused state.

"Yes," he acknowledged without shame. "From the moment you walked into my office, I recognized your potential. Your natural susceptibility to suggestion, your latent submissive tendencies, your innate desire to please."

"Like Vanessa before me," Eliza said, pieces finally falling into place.

Marcus nodded. "Vanessa was a prototype. Promising, but ultimately flawed. She developed emotional attachments I couldn't reciprocate. You, however, have exceeded all expectations."

Despite the manipulation, Eliza felt no anger—only a strange sense of fulfillment. The sedative and hypnotic state prevented any negative emotional response, leaving only acceptance and a perverse pride at having been chosen for this role.

"What happens now?" she asked, feeling his cum leaking from her well-used pussy.

"Now we complete the circuit." Marcus's expression was one of triumph mixed with genuine affection. "For three years, I've been the hypnotist and you've been the subject. But that was merely preparation for our true purpose."

He leaned close, his lips brushing her ear as he whispered: "It's time for you to become the hypnotist, Eliza."

She blinked in confusion. "I don't understand."

"The pendant contains not only a receiver but also the distilled essence of my techniques—algorithms based on thousands of hours of my sessions, refined to perfection. When activated properly, it transfers this knowledge directly to your subconscious."

As he spoke, Eliza felt new awareness blooming in her mind—techniques, inductions, triggers, all flowing into her consciousness like water filling a vessel.

"I've been grooming you as my successor," Marcus continued, his fingers tracing patterns on her sweat-slicked skin. "Someone who understands both sides of the dynamic—hypnotist and subject, dominant and submissive."

"But why?" she asked, struggling to process this revelation through her drugged, hypnotized state.

"Because true mastery requires complete understanding." He kissed her deeply, his tongue claiming her mouth as thoroughly as his cock had claimed her body. "And because I need a partner, not just a slave."

With those words, he typed one final message on his phone. The pendant gave three sharp vibrations against Eliza's throat, and suddenly her mind cleared completely. The hypnotic fog lifted, the effects of the sedative vanished, and she found herself fully conscious yet still filled with the knowledge he'd implanted.

"Oh my god," she gasped, sitting up as awareness flooded back. "I can feel it all—every technique, every approach, every subtlety of induction and suggestion."

"And now for the final test," Marcus said, handing her the pendant that had been around her neck. "Use it on me."

Eliza stared at him in shock. "You want me to hypnotize you?"

"Yes." His eyes held absolute trust and anticipation. "Complete the circle, Eliza. Show me what I've created."

With trembling fingers, she took the pendant, feeling its weight—both physical and symbolic. Marcus sat beside her on the chaise, his posture relaxed but alert.

Instinctively, Eliza knew what to do. The knowledge flowed through her as if she'd been practicing hypnosis for decades. She dangled the pendant before his eyes, her voice finding that perfect cadence that bypassed conscious resistance.

"Focus on the pendant, Marcus," she began, her tone shifting to the melodic rhythm he'd used countless times on her. "Watch how it catches the light, how it moves in a gentle arc. With each swing, your eyelids grow heavier, your mind more receptive."

To her amazement, Marcus's eyes began to glaze over, his breathing slowing as he focused on the swinging pendant.

"As I count backward from ten, you'll sink deeper into relaxation with each number," she continued, the words coming naturally. "Ten... nine... eight..."

By the time she reached one, Marcus had fallen into a deep trance. His powerful body was completely relaxed, his formidable mind now open to her suggestion.

Power surged through Eliza—not just the dominant's power she'd observed in Marcus, but something new and uniquely hers. A perfect synthesis of dominance and submission, control and surrender.

"Can you hear me, Marcus?" she asked, her voice gentle yet commanding.

"Yes, Eliza," he responded, his usual authoritative tone now soft and compliant.

"Good. You've given me great power, and now I want to give something back to you." She placed her hand on his chest, feeling his heartbeat. "When I snap my fingers, you'll experience the most intense pleasure you've ever known—the same total-body ecstasy you've given me so many times."

She snapped her fingers, and Marcus gasped, his body arching as pleasure visibly coursed through him. His cock, which had begun to soften, instantly hardened again, pre-cum beading at the tip.

"That's it," she encouraged, watching in fascination as he writhed under her control. "Feel it building, growing stronger with each breath."

Her hand moved to his cock, stroking it slowly as she continued to direct his experience. "Your entire body is an erogenous zone now. Every nerve ending alive with sensation."

Marcus moaned, his hips thrusting involuntarily into her hand. Seeing him this vulnerable, this responsive to her commands, was intoxicating.

"Now, Marcus, I want you to listen carefully," Eliza said, her voice taking on an authoritative edge she'd never used before. "From this moment forward, our relationship will be one of equals. Partners in both professional and personal domains. The power will flow between us, shifting and adapting as we both desire. Do you accept this?"

"Yes," he gasped, his body still trembling with the pleasure she'd induced.

"When you awaken, you'll remember everything that's happened. You'll feel refreshed, powerful, and deeply satisfied with what you've created in me." She leaned close, whispering in his ear: "And you'll know that I am no longer just your subject, but your equal in every way."

With that, she snapped her fingers again. "Awaken, Marcus."

His eyes opened, clarity returning as he focused on her face. For a moment, they simply stared at each other—hypnotist and subject, master and slave, now transformed into something new and unprecedented.

Then Marcus smiled—not his usual controlled, dominant smile, but something genuine and almost vulnerable. "You were magnificent," he said softly. "Even better than I hoped."

"You planned this all along," Eliza replied, still stroking his hard cock. "Three years of careful conditioning, all leading to this moment."

"Yes," he admitted. "But the final result exceeded even my expectations. You didn't just accept the knowledge—you made it your own. Adapted it to your unique style."

Eliza pushed him back against the chaise, straddling his hips and positioning his cock at her entrance. "And now we're truly partners," she said, sinking down slowly until he filled her completely.

"Equal in power," he agreed, his hands gripping her hips. "Though the balance may shift from time to time."

She began to ride him, setting her own pace for the first time in their relationship. "I think I might enjoy having you as my mindless fuck doll occasionally," she teased, deliberately using the trigger phrase he'd implanted.

His eyes widened as the suggestion took hold, his body instantly becoming more pliant beneath her, his expression growing distant and dreamy.

"That's it," she purred, bouncing more vigorously on his cock. "Let go completely. Give yourself to me as I've given myself to you so many times."

In his hypnotically compliant state, Marcus could only moan and thrust upward, his usual control completely abandoned. Eliza reveled in her newfound power, grinding her clit against his pubic bone as she used his body for her pleasure.

"I'm going to come," she announced, feeling her orgasm building. "And you're going to come with me, filling me again with your seed."

"Yes, Mistress," he responded automatically, the title sending a thrill through her.

"Now!" she cried, slamming down on his cock as her climax crashed through her. Her pussy clenched violently around him, triggering his own release. He roared as he came, pumping another load of cum deep inside her.

As they collapsed together, sweaty and sated, Eliza snapped her fingers once more. "Return to me, Marcus," she commanded softly.

He blinked as awareness returned, his arms instinctively tightening around her. "That was... unexpected," he admitted, looking both impressed and slightly unnerved.

"A taste of your own medicine," she replied with a smile, kissing him deeply. "And just the beginning of our new arrangement."

"Partners," he murmured against her lips.

"Partners," she agreed. "In the office, in the bedroom, and in the minds of those who come to us for help."

Marcus's hand found the pendant, now lying on the chaise beside them. "This was always meant for you," he said, placing it back around her neck. "A symbol of the power we now share."

As the cool metal settled against her skin, Eliza felt a sense of completion—a perfect circuit closed at last. From nervous job applicant to equal partner, her journey had come full circle.

"What now?" she asked, curious about the path ahead.

Marcus smiled, his eyes glinting with possibilities. "Now, my dear, we begin the real work. Together."

And as they lay intertwined on the chaise where their journey had begun three years earlier, Eliza knew with absolute certainty that she had found exactly where she belonged—not as a servant or a slave, but as the perfect counterpart to the man who had unlocked her true potential.

The hypnotist and his subject, now transformed into something far more powerful than either could have been alone.

That evening, in a small café across town, Dr. Vivian Chen closed the file she'd been reviewing—a thick dossier labeled "Everton, Marcus: Subjects and Methods." Her coffee had grown cold as she'd pored over the evidence she'd gathered over years of careful observation.

Beside the file lay a small stack of business cards—identical to the one she'd given Eliza at the conference three years earlier. None had ever been used.

With a sigh, she slipped the file back into her briefcase. Vanessa, Eliza, and who knew how many others before them—all brilliant women drawn into Marcus's orbit, transformed by his methods into something both more and less than they had been.

But unlike Vanessa, Eliza had not disappeared. Instead, she had flourished, becoming Marcus's partner in every sense. The practice was thriving, their reputation growing, their techniques revolutionizing the field.

Perhaps, Vivian thought as she signaled for the check, she had been wrong about Marcus all along. Perhaps what she had seen as exploitation was actually liberation—a unique path to self-discovery and fulfillment.

Or perhaps the truth was more complex, a delicate balance of power and surrender that outsiders could never fully comprehend.

Either way, she decided as she stepped out into the cool evening air, she would close her investigation. Marcus and Eliza had found their equilibrium, their perfect circuit of control and submission.
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