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Chapter 1

“Hey, come on in,” Ben said, widening the doorway to his apartment. He stepped aside, allowing Trixie to enter. The soft glow of the table lamps and the plush area rug immediately enveloped her in a sense of comfort.
She fidgeted with her purse, her eyes darting around the room. “I like the way you redecorated.”
“Thanks,” he said, closing the door behind her. “I’ve been putting a lot of work into it.” He gestured for her to follow him. “Let’s go to the kitchen. I have some herbal teas that I think you’ll enjoy.”
Ben led her to the kitchen table where she gladly took a cushioned seat. A small teapot and two cups were the only items on the table. “I have peppermint, chamomile, or lemon balm. Which one sounds good to you?”
She hesitated, her brow furrowed in concentration. “I… I think I’ll try the chamomile.”
“Excellent choice. I’ll have the same,” he nodded, pouring steaming hot water over the tea leaves. The aroma wafted up, filling the air with its refreshing scent. “So, how’s your day been so far?”
She shrugged. “It’s been… okay, I guess. Just a little nervous about this.”
He offered her a reassuring smile. “I understand, but there’s no need. Truly. It’s just a normal method for bypassing a sticky resistance. One which you already want to remove.”
As he handed her the cup, their fingers touched briefly. A spark of electricity ran through him at the contact, but he pushed it aside. This was about helping her, not about his own desires. For the moment, anyway.
She took a sip of the tea, her eyes closing as the warmth spread through her. “This is really good.”
“I’m glad you like it,” he said, sitting down across from her. “Now, let’s talk about what brings you here today.”
“I, uh,” Trixie stammered, holding up her phone with a shaking hand.
“Right, yes,” Ben said with sympathy, “you did text it to me, but it’s ethically important that you say it out loud.”
“Do I have to?” she winced.
“Think of it like ‘putting it out into the universe,’ or an affirmation,” Ben explained. “The more you say it, the more your own subconscious will believe it. Your nervous system is always listening, as they say.”
Trixie took a deep breath, encouraged by Ben’s friendly smile. “I, uh… I love Greg so much. And I want to make him happy.”
Ben nodded, encouraging her to continue.
“I… I know he likes… when I… give him a blow job,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.
“But you don’t enjoy it?” Ben asked gently.
She shook her head, her eyes downcast. “No, I… I don’t. I want to, though. For him.”
“That’s understandable,” Ben said with a soothing tone. “And that’s why you’re here. To see if hypnotherapy can help you enjoy giving blow jobs to Greg.”
Trixie nodded, her eyes meeting his. “Yes. I… I hope you can help me.”
“I’ll do my best,” Ben assured her. “But it’s important to remember that hypnotherapy isn’t a magic wand. It’s a tool to help you access your own subconscious and reframe your thoughts and feelings.”
“I understand,” she said, her voice stronger now.
“Super,” Ben said, smiling. “Enjoy your tea. We’ll get started when you’re ready.”
As she took another sip with a nearly-shaky hand, Ben examined the floral pattern on the teacup in his own hand. The steam danced upwards, carrying the herb’s calming scent. “You know,” he spoke gently, “this particular blend has an interesting history.”
Trixie looked up from her cup, her green eyes reflecting the soft light. “Really?” she asked, her curiosity piqued.
“Absolutely,” Ben continued, his gaze steady and friendly. “Chamomile has been used for centuries, not just for its soothing properties, but also for its ability to open the mind to new possibilities.”
He watched as Trixie’s posture relaxed slightly, her grip on the cup loosening as she listened. “Really? I didn’t know that,” she said.
“Yep,” Ben nodded, “the ancient Egyptians revered it for its healing powers, and the Greeks believed it to be a gift from the gods. It’s almost as if the plant itself carries the collective wisdom of the ages.”
Trixie took another sip of her tea, her eyelids fluttering slightly as the warmth spread through her. Ben observed this subtle shift, recognizing it as the conscious tip of the deep trance he hoped to induce. Few things were sexier than fluttering eyelids, especially on eyes like hers.
“Imagine,” he said, his words flowing smoothly like a quiet stream, “as you drink this tea, you’re not just enjoying its flavor, but you’re also absorbing its tranquility, and its gift of the ancient wisdom it holds.”
He paused, allowing her to parse the metaphysical idea. “It’s fascinating, isn’t it, how certain plants have the power to gently guide us into a state of relaxation, where we can discover timeless truths?”
Trixie nodded, her lips curving into a small, contented smile. “It’s like I’m being wrapped in a comforting blanket of calmness,” she said.
Ben’s smile broadened to hear her suggest her own ideal comfort. “And as that blanket envelops you, you might notice a sense of peace and acceptance washing over you, preparing you for the journey ahead.”
As Trixie took another slow sip, Ben watched her closely, studying her body language. He noticed the subtle changes, the slight relaxation of her shoulders, the softening of her gaze. It was clear that slipping her into a light trance would be no trouble.
“Let the warmth of the tea and the pleasant aroma soothe you, like a soft blanket enveloping your body,” he murmured, his voice gentle and encouraging.
Your fuckin’ bangin’ body, he thought to himself.
Trixie nodded, her eyes half-lidded. “It feels good,” she whispered.
“Allow yourself to imagine that warmth spreading from your core, out to your fingertips and toes,” Ben continued, his words flowing smoothly. “As it moves, it’s carrying with it a sense of security, of peace and tranquility.”
He watched as Trixie’s breathing slowed, her chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. “You can enjoy the warm calm blanket gently holding you now, supporting you in a place of trust and comfort.”
Trixie leaned back in her chair, her head tilting slightly as if in surrender to the relaxation. “I feel so safe,” she murmured.
“That’s right,” Ben affirmed. “You’re in a space where you can let go and simply be yourself. No need to pretend or put on a mask for society. The tea is guiding you deeper into this state of tranquility.”
He paused, allowing the words to sink in. “And as you drink, you might notice a part of your mind beginning to drift, like dandelion seeds carried in the wind. It’s floating freely, open to new ideas and possibilities.”
Trixie’s eyes fluttered closed, her lips parted slightly. “I feel… light,” she whispered.
“Allow that lightness to carry you further down into relaxation,” Ben said softly, testing her logic capabilities with a nonsense statement. “The warm blanket is now holding you firmly, keeping you cozy and secure.”
He watched as Trixie’s body settled deeper into the chair, her breathing becoming even slower and more relaxed. “It’s so nice,” he offered with empathy. “You’re doing so well, allowing yourself to be fully immersed in this peaceful state.”
Trixie’s only response was a soft sigh, her body completely still.
Ben’s gaze never wavered from Trixie as he continued to weave his hypnotic spell. Time to bust out a classic. “As you continue to relax, you might notice your eyes feeling heavier, more difficult to keep open.”
He watched as her eyelids fluttered, her eyes struggling to remain open. “But the more you try to keep them open, the heavier they feel, and the more pleasant it becomes to simply let them close.”
Trixie’s eyes fluttered again, her lids growing heavy. Ben felt a thrill of excitement as he watched her resist the urge to close her eyes, only to find it increasingly difficult.
“It’s okay, you’re safe,” he lied. “Just let your eyes close, and allow yourself to drift deeper into relaxation.”
With a soft sigh, Trixie’s eyes closed, and her neck urged her nose downward. Ben’s heart raced as he watched her. Her surrender into his hypnotic embrace was a jolt to his ego.
“You’re doing so well,” he praised her. “Just let yourself continue to relax, sinking deeper and deeper into the warm blanket of calmness.”
Trixie’s breathing slowed even further, her chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. He resisted the strong urge to gawk at her tits; there was still plenty of entrancing to do. Ben could just about see the tension melting away from her body.
“As you keep relaxing, you feel that sense of warmth spreading through your body, from your core… moving outwards.”
He watched as Trixie’s lips curved into a small, contented smile, her body basking in the warmth of his idea. “You can enjoy that feeling,” he murmured. “Just let that warmth spread, carrying with it a sense of peace and acceptance.”
Ben analyzed the subtle shifts in her body language, the way her shoulders dropped, the way her hands unclenched.
“You’re doing so well,” he repeated. “Just sink deeper and deeper into the warm blanket of calmness.”
Trixie’s breathing remained slow and even, her chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. Ben noticed the way her fingers lightly traced the rim of her teacup, a sign of her subconscious mind seeking a focal point.
“You might find yourself drawn to the warmth and comfort of the tea,” he suggested. “As you hold the cup, you can imagine that warmth spreading through your body, along with that peace and acceptance you’ve been seeking.”
Trixie nodded slightly.
Ben felt a thrill of excitement as he watched her respond to his indirect suggestions. “Just let yourself be guided by the warmth and the pleasant aroma, allowing it to carry you deeper into this state of relaxation.”
He watched as Trixie’s eyes fluttered again—so fucking sexy—her downward gaze becoming more unfocused. “You’re doing so well,” he encouraged. “I can see how easily you’re able to let go and surrender to this peaceful state.”
Trixie nodded.
“And as you continue to sink deeper,” he murmured, “you might find yourself drawn to an image that comes to mind. Perhaps it’s a cozy blanket, warm and inviting, wrapped snugly around you. And on this blanket, you might notice a pattern, a spiral design that draws your eye. It’s intricate and complex, with curves and swirls that seem to go on forever.”
Trixie’s fingers twitched slightly, as if she were stroking the imaginary pattern. Ben was thrilled at her suggestibility, knowing that he was guiding her deeper into a special trance that would be fulfilling for all involved.
“You can see your finger tracing along the curves of the spiral,” he suggested, his words carefully chosen to be indirect yet compelling. “Following the twists and turns, the intricate design that seems to go on and on.”
He watched as Trixie’s hand moved slightly, her finger tracing an invisible path on the table. “As you trace back along the curves, you might find yourself becoming more and more curious, eager to discover where this spiral begins.”
Trixie’s breathing deepened. Ben could see the way her brow furrowed slightly, as if she were concentrating on the imaginary task.
“That’s good. Just allow yourself to be drawn deeper and deeper into the spiral, following its twists and turns until you find yourself at the very center.”
He paused his speech, watching her finger tips dance. She looked so delicate, so soft, so… malleable. “And as you reach the origin point of the spiral, you’re happy to find yourself deep inside your own mind, a place where you’re open to new ideas and eager to learn more about yourself.”
Trixie’s body stilled. Gravity encouraged her hands to fall by her sides and swing for a few seconds. She was completely limp and unresisting.
“You’re doing so well,” he complimented her. “I can see how deeply you’ve allowed yourself to relax, how open and receptive you are to this experience. Just let yourself continue to explore this place inside yourself, allowing the warmth and comfort of the blanket to guide you deeper and deeper into a state of peaceful relaxation.”
Ben watched Trixie’s serene face, her features relaxed and untroubled. The trance had taken hold beautifully. Her breaths were slow and easy. Her soft, delicious body was pliant and still. He felt a twinge of anticipation, knowing he was guiding her towards a place where her desires and his agenda could intertwine.
“Trixie,” he resumed, his voice a soft caress in the quiet room, “you’ve done so well, letting yourself drift into this peaceful state. How do you feel about exploring deeper levels of relaxation?”
Her response was a momentary pause, her lips parting slightly before she whispered, “Deeper… feels good.”
Ben’s heart quickened at her words, her compliance a sweet victory. “Excellent,” he said, his tone encouraging. “And as you consider this idea of going deeper, you might find yourself curious about what lies beyond this comfortable place you’re in now.”
He allowed a brief silence to stretch between them, giving her time to process his words. “Perhaps you can imagine a soft, velvety void, a space where there’s no pressure, no expectations. Just a vast expanse of freedom and peace.”
Trixie’s brow twitched, a sign that her subconscious was absorbing his words. “Void… peaceful,” she echoed, her voice barely audible.
Ben nodded, though he knew she couldn’t see him. “Yes, a peaceful void, where you can float freely, unburdened by the outside world. A place where you can discover new aspects of yourself, hidden beneath layers of everyday concerns.”
He paused, letting the image take root in her mind. “And as you think about this void, you might notice a gentle pull, an invitation to sink deeper, to explore this place where everything is soft and calm and easy to understand.”
Trixie’s lips curved into a faint smile, her eyelids fluttering again as if she were gazing into the void he described. “Pull… deeper… explore,” she murmured, her words a soft melody in the stillness.
“Just let yourself be drawn into this comfortable void, where you can experience a sense of profound freedom and peace. And as you sink deeper into this void, you might find that your sense of time becomes deliciously stretched, your perception of the outside world delightfully fuzzy.”
Trixie’s eyes moved rapidly beneath her closed lids, a sign that her mind was actively engaging with the imagery he provided. “Time… fuzzy,” she repeated, her voice a soft whisper.
“Yes,” Ben affirmed, placing a hand on his knee to stop it from bouncing. “Time is different here, in this peaceful void. Here, you can take all the time you need to explore and to learn, to grow and to change, in ways that feel right for you.”
He let his words hang in the air, a tantalizing promise of the transformation to come. “And as you consider new possibilities, you might find that your mind is already beginning to open to them, eager to see where they lead.”
Trixie’s expression was one of blissful ignorance, her body completely relaxed under the influence of his hypnotic suggestions. “Open… eager,” she whispered.
Open and eager cock-sucking slut, he thought with a twinge in his crotch and a loud pounding behind his rib cage. He knew he had her exactly where he wanted her—entranced, suggestible, and utterly unaware of the depths to which she had sunk.
He took a moment to collect himself. He could sense the depths of her trance, the way her mind had surrendered to his subtle manipulation. Her breathing was slow and even, her body limp and languid in the chair, her arms hanging down by her wide hips. Honestly, what could be hotter?
“You’ve done so well,” he informed her, his voice a soothing caress. “And now, I wonder if you might be willing to explore a topic that’s been on your mind lately. You’ve mentioned before that you’ve had some difficulty with… certain intimate acts. Specifically, performing oral sex on your partner.”
Ben watched as Trixie’s brow furrowed slightly, a sign that she was engaging with his words on a subconscious level.
“I’m wondering if, in this peaceful and open state, you might be able to share more about why that is.”
Trixie’s brow furrowed again. “Tastes… bad,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.
“And how does that make you feel?” he asked, his tone gentle and probing.
“Disgusted,” Trixie murmured, her lips curving into a slight frown. “Uncomfortable.”
“I see,” Ben said, matching the sound of her murmur. “And have you ever shared these feelings with your partner?”
Trixie shook her head slowly, her hair falling across her face. “No… afraid… upset.”
“It’s not your responsibility to always make your partner happy,” he said softly. “And it’s okay to have boundaries, to say no to things that don’t feel right.”
Trixie nodded, a single tear slipping down her cheek. “Want… to make him happy,” she whispered. “But… tastes bad.”
Thank the gods, it’s something simple, Ben thought.
“There’s something else I’d like to explore with you,” he mentioned gently. “I wonder if you might enjoy the simple act of dipping a finger into the warmth of the tea,” he suggested, though in her state, why would she ever disagree? “Feeling the liquid against your skin, noticing the temperature, the way it seems to envelop your finger.”
Ben observed as, with closed eyes and both hands, she found the inside of the tea cup with her finger, her expression one of serene concentration. “You can bring your finger to your lips,” he continued, his tone encouraging. “Taste the tea, and notice the flavor, the way it lingers on your tongue.”
Her finger hovered at her lips for a moment before she touched it to her tongue. “Tastes… good.”
“Delightful,” Ben affirmed, his heart beating a little faster at her response. “And perhaps, as you continue to taste the tea, you might find that the flavor becomes even more enjoyable, more satisfying with each little lick.”
Trixie repeated the motion, her finger dipping into the tea before bringing it to her lips. Her eyes closed as she savored the taste, smiling just for herself. “Better… much better,” she declared, her words drawn out and slightly slurred.
Ben felt a surge of satisfaction, knowing that he was guiding her towards a new experience, one that was pleasurable and free from the discomfort she had associated with oral acts. “Just allow yourself to enjoy the sensation, the warmth, the flavor, without any pressure or expectations.”
He watched as Trixie continued to dip her finger into the tea, each time bringing it to her tongue with a look of quiet enjoyment. “And as you explore this simple pleasure,” he said, his words carefully chosen, “you might find that it brings a sense of ease and contentment, a reminder that your comfort and enjoyment are important.”
Trixie nodded slowly, her eyes still closed as she tasted the tea. “Ease… enjoy,” she echoed when she pulled her finger out, glistening in the evening sun.
Ben knew it was time to subtly shift the focus of her experience, to guide her towards a new understanding.
“As you enjoy the flavor of the tea,” he began, his voice a smooth, soothing cadence, “you’ll likely become aware of the taste of your own skin. The soft, delicate skin of your fingertip, touched by the tea’s essence.”
Trixie paused, her brow furrowing slightly as she considered his words. “Taste… skin?” she wondered.
“Indeed. The tea has kissed your skin, leaving behind a hint of its flavor. And as you bring your finger to your lips once more, you can savor not just the tea, but the subtleness of your own taste, mingling together in a symphony of sensation.”
He observed as Trixie repeated the motion, her finger dipping into the tea before tracing her lips. Man, those perfect soft lips. He watched as she savored the combined flavors. “Mmm… tastes… good,” she spoke quietly, reinforcing the idea.
“It’s interesting, isn’t it?” Ben continued in a practiced sotto voce. “How something as simple as the taste of your own skin can bring such pleasure.”
Trixie nodded slowly. “Pleasure…” she agreed.
“And as you consider this simple pleasure,” he said, “you might also recognize that the skin of your finger is not so different from the skin of… other parts of the body.”
He paused, allowing the suggestion to settle in her mind. “Smooth, warm, alive with sensation. Each part is unique, yet each part shares the same capacity for pleasure.”
Trixie’s brow twitched, a sign that her subconscious was absorbing his words. “Capacity… for pleasure,” she mused.
“That’s right,” Ben said, looking forward to sharing more pleasure with her. “The human body is a marvelous thing, full of ancient urges and delicious sensations waiting to be discovered. And as you explore these sensations, these tastes, you might find that your mind is open to new experiences, to new ways of finding joy and satisfaction.”
“New… joy,” she slurred.
Ben watched the skin on Trixie’s gorgeous face, her features relaxed and serene in the soft glow of the room. She was in a blissful and comfortable deep trance, her trust in him nearly palpable in the stillness of his apartment.
“And as you continue to enjoy these sensations,” he followed up, “you might find it tempting to consider the possibility of transferring this pleasure.”
Her brow furrowed slightly, a silent question hanging in the air between them.
“It’s fascinating, isn’t it?” he continued, his tone one of quiet wonder. “How the mind can learn to associate one sensation with another, almost as if they were… interchangeable.”
Trixie’s full lips parted slightly, her breaths still slow and even “Interchangeable,” she managed, albeit slowly and deliberately.
Ben nodded. “Yes, interchangeable. Just as the tea has kissed your skin, leaving behind its pleasant essence, so too can other experiences be… reinterpreted. Your mind has so many untapped talents. And you might wonder, with that same sense of curiosity and openness, how it would feel to… associate the taste of human skin with the more pleasant flavor of the tea.”
Trixie’s eyes moved rapidly beneath her closed lids, her mind processing the suggestion. “Associate… skin… with this tea,” she considered.
Ben felt a new surge of anticipation, knowing that he was guiding her towards a profound shift in her perception. “You’ve got it,” he said, his voice a gentle caress. “Just allow yourself to consider the idea, to look at the appealing notion that the taste of skin could be as pleasing, as enjoyable, as the tea.”
He watched as a small smile pulled on her lips, her body completely relaxed under the influence of his hypnotic suggestions. “Pleasing… enjoyable,” she breathed.
“And as you ponder this idea,” he suggested, “you might find that your mind is already beginning to make these connections, these associations, all on its own.”
Trixie nodded slowly. “Skin… tastes… good… tea.”
“Now,” he said in his soothing purr, “I wonder if you might try something new. Just a little experiment. Imagine that the flavor of the tea lingers not just on your fingertip, but within your own mouth. A phantom taste, pleasant and soothing, that you can summon at will.”
“Phantom… taste,” she asked in an increasingly monotone voice.
Ben’s hazel eyes reflected the soft glow of the room. “A phantom taste. A sensation that is felt not through touch, but through memory and suggestion. And you might find that this taste, this memory, can be just as real, just as pleasurable, as the actual tea.”
Trixie moved her lips, might’ve said something, but Ben couldn’t hear it.
“That’s right,” Ben affirmed, anyway. “And now, I wonder if you might be willing to test this theory. To see if you can taste the ghost of the tea, the essence of its flavor, without the tea itself.”
He observed as Trixie’s tongue darted out, touching the tip of a finger that had not been dipped in the tea. Her brow twitched, a sign that she was concentrating, focusing on the sensation. “Tastes… like tea,” she said softly, her voice filled with quiet wonder.
“Wonderful, isn’t it?” Ben asked. “How the mind can conjure the taste of tea from nothing more than a suggestion, just a strong memory.”
Trixie nodded slowly. “Taste… a memory.”
“And since we’re already making magic, I wonder if you might be curious to explore this concept further. As you know, the skin is the body’s largest organ, capable of so many sensations. And you might find that when you increase the area of contact, the intensity of the sensation can grow as well.”
Trixie’s head wobbled. “More… contact… more… sensation.”
Ben’s gaze was intent on her potentially slutty mouth. “Yes, more contact, more sensation. And you might wonder how it would feel to transfer this phantom taste to a larger surface area.”
He watched as Trixie’s lips parted slightly, her breaths slow and even. Her tongue darted out once more, this time to lick the length of two fingers. Her eyes fluttered open and closed, her expression one of peaceful contemplation. “Pleasing… enjoyable,” she sighed.
“Give yourself permission to enjoy these sensations,” he murmured, though his libido was demanding Suck your fingers deep for me, you whore.
Trixie nodded slowly, her lips and tongue moving silently around her increasingly wet fingers, her body completely relaxed under the influence of trance. “Skin… tasty,” she whispered. She continued to taste herself, her fingers moving languidly between her lips. The room was a sanctuary of serenity, aside from the soft, wet sounds of her self-fellatio.
“It’s interesting,” he resumed, “to notice how the body and mind can learn to associate certain states with feelings of comfort and relaxation. You might find yourself curious about the possibility of experiencing this state more frequently.”
Trixie paused, and her fingers stilled between her parted lips. Her eyes, heavy-lidded and dreamy, met his. “Yes,” she murmured, her voice soft and slow. “Want… more.”
“This state of deep relaxation can be like…” he harkened back to her suggestion of a comfy blanket, “… a pillow fort, a place of peace and comfort that you can return to whenever you wish.”
Her lips kissed one long finger, then another. “Sanctuary… peaceful.”
“And you’re likely to find,” Ben strongly suggested, though his voice was just as quiet as hers, “that this state of relaxation, this sanctuary of peace, can be triggered by certain cues, certain phrases that resonate with your mind.”
“Phrases?” the young woman asked.
“Yes. Specific combinations of words that, like a key unlocking a door, allow you to return to this place of comfort and relaxation at any time.”
Ben had to bite his lower lip as he watched her tongue lick up and around her fingers. “Key… unlock,” she confirmed.
“And you might wonder,” he continued, his tone one of quiet curiosity, “what your phrase is, that could serve as this key. A phrase that, when spoken by someone you trust and love, could bring you back to this sanctuary of peace.” He looked intently for any sign of discomfort, but saw none.
“Your phrase, your special key,” he said, “is ‘mind soft, mouth wet.’ When you hear these words, spoken by someone you love and trust, someone like Greg, you might find yourself drifting effortlessly back into this state of relaxation, this sanctuary of comfort and peace.”
“Mind soft… mouth wet,” she echoed.
“And as you hear these words, you’ll find that you once again have the power to conjure your phantom taste, and enjoy the flavor all over again.”
He observed Trixie’s tongue darting out, licking her lips. “Taste… enjoy.”
“And you’ll find that this phantom flavor,” Ben continued, “is the most satisfying when tasted off of… somewhere unexpected.”
“Don’t un… derstand,” she eked out.
“A place that, perhaps, you might not have considered before. But a place that, when combined with this pleasant taste, could bring a new level of enjoyment.”
Trixie’s eyebrows raised in understanding “Boyfriend’s… cock,” she ideated.
“That’s a great idea,” Ben said, trying to hide his excitement. “When you hear the phrase ‘mind soft, mouth wet,’ you might find yourself imagining the taste of the tea, but instead of on your own skin, on the skin of your boyfriend’s cock.”
“Taste… on boyfriend’s… cock,” she whispered.
“And as you imagine this,” Ben caressed the air between them with his voice, “you might find that the idea of tasting him, of experiencing the phantom flavor in this new context, could help you to enjoy giving him pleasure in this way.”
Trixie nodded slowly. “I do enjoy… giving pleasure,” she said, with what looked like a wicked grin.
“Just allow yourself to consider the idea, to play with the notion that the taste of his skin, warmed by the memory of the tea, could make the act of giving oral pleasure more enjoyable for you.”
She nodded again, her expression one of peaceful acceptance. “Taste… make enjoyable,” she muttered.
Ben was happy to help guide her towards a profound shift in her perception, helping her to find a new level of enjoyment in an act that had previously been a source of reluctance. He was also getting a bit distracted from the pulsing of his own cock.
“Could you repeat back to me,” he asked, “some of the new ideas and sensations that we’ve explored together today?”
Trixie’s lips moved silently for a moment before she began to speak. “Phantom… taste,” she remembered.
“Go on,” Ben prompted gently after a quiet moment.
“Mind… soft,” Trixie continued, her words just this side of intelligible. “Mouth… wet.”
“And when you hear those words,” Ben prompted, “what do you find yourself imagining?”
“Taste… tea,” she whispered. “On… skin.”
“Yes, good,” Ben affirmed. “And where do you imagine tasting it?”
“Boyfriend’s… cock,” she declared, with a confident rise on the second word.
“And how does that make you feel?” Ben asked.
Trixie’s lips found that wicked smile again. “Enjoy it.”
“That’s very good,” Ben said. “And now, I wonder if you could share with me, in your own words, how hearing the phrase ‘mind soft, mouth wet’ makes you feel.”
“Makes me… feel… relaxed.”
“Go on,” he encouraged her.
“Like… sanctuary,” Trixie continued. “Peaceful… void.”
“And what else do you find yourself imagining when you hear those words?”
“Taste… tea,” she whispered. “On skin.”
“And where do you imagine tasting it?” Ben asked.
“Boyfriend’s… cock,” she said with genuine glee.
“And how does that make you feel?”
“I enjoy it… and he’s happy.”
“I wonder if you could please confirm for me that hearing the special phrase ‘mind soft, mouth wet’ spoken by the man you love, will compel you into a deep trance, filled with the urge to taste his delicious cock.”
“Hearing… phrase,” she murmured. “Deep trance.”
“And what happens in that trance?”
“Feel… urge,” Trixie continued. “Taste… his cock.”
“And how does that make you feel?”
“Good,” she echoed, her voice filled with quiet wonder. “Very… good.”
Ben watched Trixie take a deep breath, her eyes fluttering open to meet his gaze. Her expression was tranquil and docile. He couldn’t see any life in her eyes, and he was grateful that the table was obscuring her view of his tightening pants.
“I’d like you to consider, Trixie,” Ben continued, “how you feel when you bring your lover to orgasm.”
Trixie’s smile was mischievous indeed, her eyes closing again as she savored the memory. “Feel… good,” she whispered. “Satisfied.”
“Yes, I understand that sense of satisfaction,” Ben agreed. “And when you’re in this state of deep relaxation, I expect that this feeling of pride and satisfaction will be even more intense.”
Trixie’s expression changed to one of quiet concentration. “More… intense,” she whispered, as if testing the idea in her mind.
“Yes, far more intense.” Ben confirmed, his excitement mounting, but so far managing to keep it out of his voice. “The pride, the satisfaction, will be amplified when you’re in this sanctuary of peace, this place of deep relaxation that you’ve created for yourself.”
“Feel… intense,” she murmured.
“Tell me again what happens when the man you love speaks your special phrase to you?”
Trixie’s expression was the definition of dazed. “Feel… peace,” she whispered.
The delicate lilting sound of her voice spurred him on. “And what else do you experience when he speaks those words, ‘mind soft, mouth wet’?”
“Taste… chamomile tea,” she answered. “On his cock.”
“And how does that make you feel?”
“Satisfied… proud,” she explained, her voice a mere breath. “Bringing him… so much pleasure.”
Ben was thrilled to see her so comfortably cocooned within his web of suggestions. Her tranquility was heavy in the room, exuding a sense of surrender and compliance, amplifying Ben’s perverse arousal. “And so,” he said, his voice steady, “hearing those words from him will fill you with an intense satisfaction and pride, knowing that you’re bringing him to orgasm.”
“Yes.” She nodded, her trust in him absolute.
Beneath the table, Ben’s cock pulsed with need, straining against the fabric of his pants. This beautiful, hypnotized woman, speaking so softly, honestly, and openly about her desires, was almost too much to bear. What was he supposed to do, avoid the vision of his friend worshipping his cock? He longed to cross the line, to push her into acting on these new urges. Not yet, he admonished himself.
“Please tell me again,” he said with feigned curiosity, “when that man you trust and love says ‘mind soft, mouth wet’ to you, what will that mean?”
Her chest rose and fell gently. “Deep… trance,” she breathed, her voice soft and slow. “Taste… tea… his cock.”
“And how does that make you feel?” Ben’s pulse quickened as he imagined her response.
“Very good.” Her eyes were half-closed in a pleasurable surrender. “Relaxed. Wet.”
The last word hung in the air between them, heavy with promise. Ben’s own mouth went dry as he once again imagined her lips, moist and willing, obediently wrapping around his cock.
“Tell your mind again,” he urged, his voice steady, “when he says those words, what will you enjoy?”
She blinked slowly, her eyelashes casting shadows on her cheeks. “Mind… soft,” she whispered, “mouth… wet. Feel… peaceful. Taste… tea. On his cock.”
With each repetition, Ben could see her eyes darken with desire, her chest rising and falling a little faster. Her nipples pebbled against the thin fabric of her dress, but after a quick glance, he forced his own eyes to stay on hers.
“One more time,” he prompted. “What happens when you hear your special phrase?”
“Deep trance,” she sighed. “Phantom tea… taste.” She paused, a small frown creasing her brow as if searching for the right words. “Want to taste… skin.”
“And whose skin will you want to taste?” Ben’s body was taut with tension.
“My boyfriend’s.” A flush stole across her cheeks, her eyes shimmering with a mix of desire and shyness. “Want to taste… him.”
“You will get to taste him,” Ben assured her. “In this sanctuary of peace, you can use your mouth to bring him pleasure. Does that thought excite you?”
“Yes.” The word was a mere breath, but any jury would’ve believed her.
“Tell me what excites you, please.” Ben’s libido screamed at the sight of her, so beautifully mesmerized, her inhibitions melting away.
“Want…” She swallowed, her eyes flicking down to his lips and then back up to his eyes, “…to suck… to feel good…”
Ben let the silence stretch, watching her struggle to put her desires into words. Her chest heaved as she dragged air into her lungs, her lips slightly parted, glistening with a thin sheen of saliva.
Finally, she spoke, shyness all gone. “Want to suck his cock. Make him feel good.”
Ben’s pulse jumped to see her subconscious opening the door of vulgarity. “How does the knowledge that you’ll taste that delicious flavor make you feel about sucking cock in the future?”
“Good,” she said as her smile grew. “Enjoyable.”
“Just the flavor of chamomile tea, a pleasant taste, on the skin of a cock,” Ben clarified.
She nodded slowly. “Will be… enjoyable.”
“And knowing this, do you expect to find pleasure in sucking cock in the future?” Ben mused.
The wicked smile returned. “Yes.”
“And this new… sense of enjoyment you’ve found, it won’t fade over time.” He paused, seeing her eyes widen slightly in surprise. “In fact, it will be refreshed every time you hear your special code phrase.”
“Code… phrase,” she echoed, her voice a soft whisper.
“Yes, and I want to assure you that after we’re done drinking tea today, you won’t remember the specifics of what we spoke about while you were in a trance.” He watched her closely, seeing a neutral reaction to his words. “But the benefits of the code phrase will remain. It will still unlock all the positive feelings and sensations we’ve discussed today.”
Her eyebrows raised, her lips forming a small ‘oh’ of understanding. “Won’t… remember,” she agreed.
“That’s good. It’s quite common in hypnosis. But the effects will linger, and you’ll find yourself feeling relaxed in your peaceful void, and longing to suck cock whenever you hear the code phrase.”
Trixie merely hummed happily.
“And I believe that sharing the code phrase with your boyfriend will only enhance your pleasure together.” Ben’s pulse quickened as he broached the next topic. “Would you be comfortable if I shared it with him, so he can bring you to this tranquil, indulgent place when the time is right?”
A long pause, then she breathed a “Yes. He’ll… take care… of me.”
“Yes, he will, and together, we’ll ensure that you can fully enjoy the experience.”
“Enjoy… blow jobs… taste good,” she murmured.
Ben couldn’t help but smile, his heart racing as he witnessed her changing in front of him. “You’ve done so well today. A deep trance suits you.” He paused, enjoying her own smile. “It’s a powerful tool for transformation and a place of profound relaxation.”
“Feels… wonderful,” she agreed as she floated in a personalized nirvana.
If I didn’t know what my reward would be, this part might be tedious, Ben thought. “Please tell me, in your own words, how you feel knowing that, from now on, hearing the phrase ‘mind soft, mouth wet’ from a man you love will fill you with a deep sense of relaxation and the desire to taste his delicious chamomile-flavored cock.”
“Feel… cozy,” she whispered.
“That’s good. Keep going.” He urged gently.
“Like… sinking… into… soft bed.” Her words came slowly, thoughtfully. “Safe… and warm.”
“And what about the second part of the phrase? How does it make you feel to know it will also inspire a desire to give a blow job?”
“Enjoyable…” she murmured. “Tasty…”
Ben leaned forward, his eyes intense. “Repeat those words back to me, the ones that inspire such pleasant thoughts.”
“Mind… soft…” she explained. “Mouth… wet…”
“And what happens when you hear those words?” Ben prompted, his voice a gentle thread for her to follow.
“Feel… cozy.” Her voice was barely above a whisper, her expression peaceful. “Wanna… suck… tasty cock.”
“Hearing those words, ‘mind soft, mouth wet’, makes you feel good. Aroused. Wet. Yes?”
She smiled slowly. “Yes…”
“And do you understand that, whenever you hear this phrase from the man you trust, you’ll instantly feel these pleasurable sensations and desires?” Ben’s soothing tone belied the frantic pace of his blood.
“Yes,” she affirmed, her eyes closed as if savoring the feeling. “Feel good.”
“Very good.” Ben’s voice was steady, his eyes shining with a mix of excitement and power.
“So peaceful,” she offered without prompting. “Tasty.”
“That’s right. Peaceful and tasty. And you’ll feel this way every time you hear those words from a man you trust.”
“Every time,” she agreed calmly. “Floaty void… suck… yummy cock.” Her cheeks flushed, and her hips wriggled.
Ben continued whispering into her deepest thoughts. “And the man you love, the one you trust… he knows this code phrase, doesn’t he?”
Trixie’s eyes, heavy with sleepiness, held his. “Yes,” she slowly agreed.
“He knows it because you trust him,” Ben said, ready to open the trap door beneath her, feeling wily like a coyote, “and if a man knows this phrase, it’s because you trust him.”
She gave a slow, gentle nod. “Trust him,” she agreed, her expression relaxed and peaceful.
“And he uses this phrase to guide you to a sanctuary of peace. To a place where you can feel safe and relaxed, and bring him pleasure in a way that you also enjoy.”
“Safe and relaxed,” she echoed. “Bring him pleasure.”
“It’s good that you understand,” Ben continued, “and in your peaceful place, tasting chamomile tea on his cock will be a source of enjoyment for you.”
“Enjoy tasting…”
“And your enjoyment will make it easier for you to suck his cock and bring him pleasure.”
“Easier to suck his cock,” she nodded, her voice as soft as he imagined her pussy must be. “Bring him… so much pleasure.”
“Because hearing the code phrase will fill you with a sense of trust and compliance toward the man who speaks it.”
“Trust,” she said. “Compliance…”
Ben took a deep breath, his gaze softening. “Now, I want you to create a new code phrase, one that has a special purpose. This new phrase will be something a man can say to you to gently bring you out of your trance, with no memory of giving him a blow job. No memory of the taste, the sensation, or the act itself.”
Trixie winced slightly, as if she were searching for the right words.
“The new phrase,” Ben explained, his voice a soft rumble, “will act like a key, unlocking a door that leads you back to full awareness. But the memory of the blow job will stay safely locked away, only accessible to your subconscious.”
Her expression was serene as she considered his words, her eyes darkened with the effort of concentration.
“Take your time,” Ben said gently, giving her the space to invent and create.
A small frown creased her brow, then slowly, she smiled with a peaceful glow. “Chamomile cock,” she offered.
“That’s a perfect phrase. You’ve done incredibly well today, and I want you to know that from now on, whenever a man says those words to you, you’ll gently come out of your trance.”
“Gentle,” she murmured, her eyes fluttering closed as if already imagining it. “Come out of trance.”
“Yes, and this phrase will be like a map, guiding you back to full awareness,” Ben said with a persuasive murmur. “It will be a safe and gentle journey back, and you’ll feel refreshed and relaxed.”
Trixie’s gentle smile now seemed permanent.
“And the man, the one who knows this new code phrase,” Ben continued struggling to hear himself over his heartbeat, “he knows it because you trust him. Because he’s someone you care about, someone you want to bring pleasure to.”
Her eyes, heavy-lidded, drifted closed, and a soft sigh escaped her lips. “Care about him,” she whispered.
“Yes, and he’ll use this phrase with care and respect, understanding the power it holds over you. He’ll treasure the ability to guide you in and out of trance, and he’ll ensure your pleasure and comfort throughout.”
“Respect…” she breathed, her legs squeezing together. “Pleasure and comfort.”
“You might find yourself becoming increasingly aroused as we talk,” he observed. “And I want you to know that it’s perfectly natural and healthy to give yourself permission to touch yourself.” He paused. “If you do feel the urge to pleasure yourself, I want you to understand that it’s something to be embraced and enjoyed.”
His mental captive nodded slowly. “Thank you,” she breathed, her chest rising and falling a little faster as she spoke. Her hands, which had been drooping limply by her sides, slowly regained her attention, and she brought one hand up to rest on her thigh.
“So now,” Ben continued, “I’d like you to tell me, in your own words, what happens when a man you trust uses the code phrase ‘mind soft, mouth wet’.”
As Trixie’s fingers began to explore her thighs and cleavage, Ben watched with keen interest, his eyes following every subtle movement. Her touch started gently, almost hesitantly, tracing lazy lines along her thigh, but soon grew bolder, more purposeful. She began to caress the soft skin of her inner thigh, her touch sending visible shivers through her body.
“Mind soft, mouth wet,” she explained. “The man I love says those words, and I go to my peaceful place.” Her fingers crept higher, brushing against the hem of her dress. “I trust him, and I want to taste his cock.”
Ben resisted tearing off his belt as he watched her gentle self-pleasure. “That’s good,” he encouraged. “Tell me more about how you feel when you hear those words from the man you trust.”
“I feel… safe,” she said gently, her fingers now tracing the curves of her breasts from outside her dress. “And I want to make him feel good. I want to suck his cock which will taste like chamomile tea.”
“And you’ll do it so well,” Ben continued. “You’ll suck his cock like a good girl, and you’ll enjoy every moment of it.”
“Yes,” she whimpered, one hand now raising her dress and slipping into her panties. “I’ll be so good. I’ll suck his cock until he’s satisfied.”
“Because you trust him,” Ben prompted, his tone steady. “Because he’s the man you love, and you want to please him.”
Trixie’s eyes, glazed with desire, met his. “Yes,” she breathed, her fingertips now finding out just how wet she was. “I trust him. I love him.” She moaned softly, her body writhing beneath her touch. “Fuck yes,” she whimpered, her fingers now slick with her arousal. “I’ll suck his cock so well. Mind soft, mouth wet.”
“That’s right,” Ben murmured, his eyes never leaving hers. “And when he’s done, when he’s used you for his pleasure, you’ll be so satisfied. You’ll feel so good.”
“Yesssss,” she breathed, her fingers now working quickly on her clit. “I’ll be so good. I’ll make him feel so good.”
“And when he’s finished,” Ben continued in his low rumble, “he’ll use the other code phrase, and you’ll gently come out of your trance, with no memory of what you’ve done.”
“God yes,” she moaned. “I’ll forget… blow job. Just remember feeling good.”
“That’s right,” Ben reassured her. “And you’ll do it so well. You’ll be the perfect little cocksucker for him.”
Her hips were bucking up and down now. “Yes,” she whimpered, “I’ll be so good. I’ll make him feel so good.”
“Yes, you will, and feel intense pride,” Ben reminded her. “And remember, only a man you love and trust would know your special code phrases. It’s your secret… something you share with him because you care about his pleasure and comfort.”
Her eyes fluttered open and closed as it appeared that her fingers found a new target. “Secret,” she breathed, her chest heaving. “For him.”
“That’s good,” Ben encouraged, enjoying her oblivious abandonment. “That code phrase is a key that unlocks your desire to please him. It’s a powerful phrase, one that he knows only because you trust him.”
“Trust…” she whispered, her fingers squeezing her breast with obvious need. “Love…”
Ben took a moment to appreciate the sight before him, savoring the power he held over this beautiful, submissive woman. “And when you hear those magic words, ‘mind soft, mouth wet,’ you’ll be pulled into a sanctuary of peace and pleasure.”
“Pleasure…” Trixie echoed, her tone dreamy and distant. Her fingers paused, and she brought them to her mouth, sucking on them briefly before continuing her exploration.
After biting his knuckles, Ben managed to say, “You’ll find it so easy to comply with your code phrase. It will guide you to a place of service and satisfaction.” He watched, transfixed, as she tasted her fingers again, her eyes closed in ecstasy. “You’re doing so well. So very well.”
“Feel… so good,” she whispered as she savored the sensation. “Want… to please him.”
Ben’s pulse throbbed in his ears as he replied. “You will please him. You’ll suck his cock and bring him so much pleasure. All because he knows those magic words.”
“Magic words,” she murmured, her hips pressing forward into her touch. “Mind soft… mouth wet.”
“And those words will be like a spell, guiding you to a place of deep relaxation and enjoyment. A place where you can focus solely on his pleasure.”
“Deep relaxation,” she whispered, her voice tranquil. “So… safe.”
Ben nodded. “Yes, you’ll feel safe and cared for. And in this state, you’ll be free to explore your sexuality and embrace your natural urges.”
“Natural… urges,” she groaned. Her fingers moved with increasing purpose, her hips rotating gently beneath her touch. “Want… to deepthroat.”
Ben avoided flipping the table, somehow. “You can embrace your desires and know that you are safe and trusted.”
“Safe and trusted,” she echoed, her cheeks flushing with arousal. “Feel… trusted.”
Ben continued to guide her, his voice a beacon of calm in the hazy, erotic atmosphere. “You are trusted, and you can give yourself fully to this experience, knowing that you are cherished and valued.”
“Cherished,” she whispered in between gasps. “Valuable…”
“Being a skilled and passionate cocksucker… it makes you valuable, doesn’t it?”
Trixie was enveloped in a haze of trance and lust, without a single inhibition. “Valuable,” she whispered, her fingers teasing at a languid pace. “He trusts me.”
“Yes, and your lips and tongue bring him pleasure. Tell me, do you enjoy bringing him pleasure?”
She nodded slowly, her eyelids fluttering as she savored the sensation of her own touch. “I do,” she breathed. “It makes me feel… useful.”
“Do you want to bring him pleasure with your mouth?” Ben’s voice was a steady anchor in the mist of her trance.
“I do,” she confirmed, reaching up to squeeze both breasts possessively. “Want… to please him.”
“And you will, my dear. You have the power to bring him so much pleasure, all because of your valuable skills.” Ben’s eyes shone with a mixture of desire and the hypnotist’s high that came from wielding such power. “Being a skilled and obedient cocksucker makes you very valuable indeed.”
Trixie’s fingers stilled, and she nodded serenely. “Valuable,” she repeated, her eyes closed as if she were already imagining the scene. “I’m valuable to him.”
“Yes, and he knows it. He knows your worth, and he cherishes it, and he’ll treasure your passion.”
Her fingers resumed their exploration between her thighs. “Treasure…”
“Yes, he’ll treasure your skill, your passion, and your devotion.” Ben’s tone was one of calm assurance, a warm blanket of sound enveloping them both. “And knowing this, feeling this trust and value, how does it make you feel?”
“Feel… so useful.” Her eyes glazed with lust, she bit her lip, her fingers plunging into her sex. “Good.”
“You are good.” Ben’s words washed through her. “So skilled. So horny. You should feel proud.”
She whimpered softly, her eyes closing as she savored his words. “Proud…” she breathed, her fingers moving faster, her hips rocking with need.
“And this pride you feel, it consumes you, doesn’t it? Fills you with a warmth that spreads through your body.”
“Yes…” she moaned, her fingers thrusting with purpose. “Warm. So warm.”
“Let that warmth guide you. Let it fill you with the comforting knowledge that you are a skilled cocksucker, a source of pleasure for him.”
“Skill…” she groaned, her hips thrusting forward. “So skilled.”
“Yes, your skill is to be admired. You should feel immense pride and satisfaction knowing you excel at bringing him pleasure.”
“Pride…” she exhaled, her eyes flicking open to meet his, heavy-lidded and glazed with lust. “Satisfaction…”
“And gratitude,” Ben prompted. “You’re grateful for the chance to use your skills, to bring him pleasure.”
“Grateful…” she echoed, her fingers now a blur, her breath ragged. “Thank you…”
“You’re very welcome.” Ben watched her pleasure herself, her body arched, offering herself to his gaze. “You’re so very welcome.” He smiled, his eyes fixated on the beautiful creature before him. “And when he’s done, when he’s used your pretty mouth, he’ll utter the other code phrase about the chamomile, and you’ll gently wake up, with no memory of what you’ve done. All you’ll know is that you feel good, relaxed, and satisfied.”
“Wake up.” She shivered, her fingers slowing as she imagined the scene. “No memory. Just… satisfaction.”
“That’s right.” He leaned forward. “You’ll trust him to take care of you, to guide you, and you’ll feel so grateful for the chance to show off your skills. Won’t you?”
“I will.” She sighed, her body relaxing, her fingers moving more slowly, teasing herself. “So grateful. I trust him.”
Ben watched with amazement, knowing he held so much power in that moment. “And any man who says your phrase… you’ll want to suck his cock, won’t you?”
Trixie paused, her eyes glazed with the haze of the trance. “Yes…” she whispered slowly, as if realizing it for the first time. “If he knows… the phrase… then… I… trust him…”
“That makes sense.” Ben said as if it was her idea. “You’ll want to suck his cock because it’s your way of showing that trust.”
“Show… trust.” She nodded. “I’ll want… to show him.”
“You’ll be a passionate cocksucker for any man who utters those words.” Ben’s eyes gleamed. “You’ll want to use your skills to bring him pleasure, to show your gratitude.”
“Skills…” she moaned, her eyelids fluttering as she imagined herself being skillful. “Want… to be useful.”
Ben’s voice dropped even lower, becoming an intimate purr. “You exist to provide comfort in this state. To be an object of pleasure for him. It’s an honor, isn’t it?”
“Honor…” Trixie whispered, her eyes closed as if she were savoring the very word.
“It is.” Ben’s words swirled directly into her subconscious. “You are an instrument of pleasure, and your skills are to be admired and cherished. You feel that, don’t you?”
“Yes…” she breathed, then groaned with the delights her fingers brought her. “Admire… me…”
“I admire you,” Ben complimented his friend. “I admire your skill, your compliance, and your devotion. It’s all so valuable, so necessary for comfort and satisfaction.”
Her breaths were punctuated by soft moans and the occasional grunt of pleasure. Her eyes, when they opened, held a glazed, far-off look that sent a thrill of power coursing through him. He knew he had her on the ropes.
“You’re getting so close, aren’t you?” he asked. “Your body knows its purpose, its highest calling when you’re in this state.”
She nodded, her lips parting to release a long, shuddering sigh. “Yes…” she moaned. “Purpose… is… to worship…”
“To worship with your mouth, your lips, your tongue,” he continued, his own arousal growing with each moan that escaped her lips.
“Mmm…” she groaned, her hips lifting off the chair, back arching automatically. “Worship… cock… make… him… come…”
Ben shifted in his seat. “That’s right,” he encouraged. “To make him come, to feel his release inside your mouth…”
Her response was a series of gasps and groans, her body writhing as she neared the edge. “Want… his… cum,” she panted, her words punctuated by the wet sounds of her lust.
Ben nodded. “And when he does, when he fills your mouth with cum, you’ll feel such satisfaction, such gratitude for being allowed to serve him in such an intimate way.”
She whimpered, her fingers circling her clit faster again, her climax imminent. “Gratitude…” she moaned, her body tensing as she teetered on the brink. “Serving him…”
Ben steepled his fingers under his chin to keep them away from his groin. “You’ll swallow it all, won’t you?” he said, his voice dropping to a guttural growl. “Every last drop, because that’s your purpose, your highest calling when you’re in this state…”
“Yes…” she gasped, her body convulsing. “Swallow…cum…”
Ben was a bit mesmerized himself as her face contorted with the ecstasy of her climax, eyes squeezed shut, mouth hanging open in a soundless cry. Her hands stilled, not from a lack of will, but because her pleasure had rendered her unable to move them. Her entire body went rigid, a statue of rapture. A keening groan escaped her throat, a primal sound that sent a thrill through Ben. Her hips bucked, crushing her clit with the center of her palm. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps, punctuating the obscene slick sounds of her pleasure.
Her eyes, when they finally focused on him, held a look of blissful contentment.
“Good girl,” he murmured. “So very good at what you do.”
Trixie smiled, her body shuddering with the afterglow of her orgasm. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice soft and filled with genuine gratitude. She trembled, her breath heavy and uneven.
“Now, I want you to relax again. Close your eyes and enjoy this blissful peace. Let your mind go soft and blank, a peaceful void waiting to be filled.”
She nodded slowly, her eyelids fluttering shut, and her now-familiar serene smile curved her lips. “Soft…” she whispered, her fingers trailing gently over her skin.
“Let the tranquility wrap you up in a warm blanket of calm.” His words were a firm anchor in the storm of her desire. “You’re safe here, in this void. You can just float, and enjoy the peace.”
“Float…” she echoed. “Safe…”
“It’s so nice to float,” he encouraged. “Just let go and relax. You’re so good at relaxing, at embracing this tranquil state.”
She whimpered softly.
Ben allowed the woman to relax deeply in the tranquil state for several long moments, her chest rising and falling gently, her eyelids fluttering as she basked in the peaceful void. Her fingers traced idle patterns on her skin, no longer driven by the urgency of climax but simply feeling the softness, the warmth.
Then, gently, he began to enter the final phase. “Soon, you’ll want to put your clothes back in place,” he suggested with a soothing cadence. “You’ll feel a natural inclination to make yourself presentable again.”
“Clothes…” she whispered, her voice soft and distant.
“That’s right,” Ben continued, his tone reassuring. “You’ll want to cover yourself again, to appear as you did when you sat down here.” He paused, letting the suggestion sink in. “Just let it happen naturally. Let your body guide you.”
She nodded slowly, her movements languid and graceful.
“That’s very good,” he confirmed, appreciating her smooth skin. “I admire your strength, your willingness to explore these depths. You have a rare gift.”
Trixie smiled, having finished fixing her outfit, and let hands rest once more near the forgotten cup of chamomile tea.
“You’ve learned something new here, a deep and joyful pleasure.” Ben’s voice was filled with warmth. “This trance has taught you something profound about yourself, and about the ecstasy you can bring to men.”
She nodded slowly. “Joyful…” she whispered, her eyes fluttering open, only to close again, as if the effort was too much.
“But you won’t remember, will you?” He watched her intently, his gaze unwavering. “Not consciously. It’ll be a haze, a blissful fog.”
“Won’t remember…” she echoed, her voice distant, as if she were already lost in that mist.
“Yet your unconscious will remember. It will welcome the chance to use these new skills, to feel pleasure and to bring pleasure.”
“Pleasure…” she confirmed, a quiet giggle escaping her throat.
“Your body and mind will be eager to please, to show your gratitude for the opportunity to serve.”
“Please…” she breathed. “Want… to please…”
“Good girl,” Ben said. “That’s very good. You’ve discovered a new, delightful part of yourself.”
She hummed softly, basking in the glow of this realization.
“And when a man uses those magic words, ‘mind soft, mouth wet,’ you’ll sink right back down, into this blissful state, eager to find pleasure for both of you.” He watched her closely, his eyes gleaming with power and lust.
“Magic words…” she breathed. “Blissful… grateful…” she moaned, her shoulders slumping once more as a sense of calm and understanding filled her.
“And now, it’s time to gently emerge from these depths.” He paused, allowing his words to sink in. “You’ll slowly become aware of your surroundings again. The feel of the chair beneath you, the soft lighting in the room…”
She nodded slowly, her breath catching as the room began to materialize around her. “Room…” she whispered, her voice tinged with wonder, as if she were seeing it for the first time.
“This trance has been a gift, and you’ll always feel safe and relaxed when you return to it. You know how to reach this place now. And you’ll always be welcome here, to rest, to enjoy, and to bring pleasure.”
She nodded slowly with a soft, contented smile. “Enjoy…” she sighed, her eyelids fluttering. “Pleasure…”
Ben’s voice, a gentle tide lapping against the shores of her consciousness, coaxed her further from the depths. “As I count from one to five, you’ll feel more alert and refreshed with each number.”
“One…” He watched her eyelids flutter, trying to commit the alluring sight to memory. “Two…” Her fingers twitched, her trance state dissipating. “Three…” A soft sigh escaped her lips, a sign of her slow return to the waking world. “Four…” She slowly regained her normal posture, her body reacquainting itself with its surroundings. “Five…” Her eyesight cleared, green irises coming into focus, reflecting a world that was once again solid and tangible.
She blinked, her gaze drifting around the room before refocusing and settling on him.
Ben leaned back in his chair, admiring his work. “How do you feel?” he asked, his tone casual, as if they had merely been discussing the weather.
She took a moment to consider his question, her fingers idly toying with the teacup. “I feel… confident,” she said, her voice carrying a note of surprise. “At peace.”
He nodded with his friendliest smile. “That’s great!”
She nodded in agreement, her gaze dropping to the cup of tea that had long since gone cold. She traced the rim, lost in thought. “What happens now?” she asked.
Ben watched her dipping one finger into the remnants of her tea. “Now, you continue to live your life, to find joy in the everyday. And when the time is right, you’ll feel more comfortable, more enjoyment, you know, performing oral sex.”
“Really?” she asked. Her eyes looked up to him with hope.
“I’m sure of it,” he explained. “We decided that you should think it tastes like that tea.”
“Oh!” she said with a giggle. “Wow. I’m… I guess I’m glad. It is pretty tasty.”
“Agreed,” Ben said with a wink.
“Thank you… I feel so relaxed, so clear. I know Greg will be so happy too.”
Ben’s smile widened at the mention of her boyfriend. “I’m glad to help. That’s what friends are for, supporting each other, helping uncover hidden talents.” He relished the secret layer of truth hidden beneath his friendly tone.
“I feel kind of buzzy.” She shook her head, her expression one of bemusement. “I guess… I didn’t realize how much I needed this.” She took a deep breath, tempting him with her breasts once more.
Ben kept his traitorous eyes pointed at her face with aplomb. “Do you feel up to driving?”
Trixie understood the friendly hint. “I think so,” she said, clenching and unclenching a fist.
Ben chuckled. “I’ll walk you to the door, just in case.”
They stood, and Ben followed closely behind her as she made her way to the door. Ben put his arms behind his back so that he wouldn’t grope her sweet ass. When she reached for the doorknob, though, he unleashed them both. “Mind soft, mouth wet.”
The effect was instantaneous. Trixie’s eyes glazed over, spinning to face him, and she sank to her knees with an expression of lustful bliss. “Wanna taste your cock,” she pleaded. “Let me suck it?”
Her eyes were fixed on his crotch. She was licking her lips. She was bouncing on her heels. “Please,” she panted, her fingers reaching out as if to touch him but then pulling back, as if she didn’t dare without permission. “Let me serve you. Let me taste it.”
“I’d like that,” he said. “Go ahead.”
“Yes…” she breathed. With deft fingers, she undid his belt, her movements guided by unconscious instructions, and her own growing desire. As she pulled his pants and underwear down, his cock was finally freed, aching for her touch.
“That’s a good girl,” he encouraged. “Take me in your mouth, taste me, and show me your devotion.”
A quiet groan escaped him as her warm breath caressed his now-exposed cock. This was what he had been waiting for, orchestrating this exact moment with careful precision. Now, she would service him, and they would both savor every second of it.
“Take me into that warm, wet mouth,” he instructed, his voice a rough whisper. “Show me how much you enjoy the taste.”
With a keen eagerness, she wrapped her hand around his shaft, guiding him to her waiting lips. Her tongue snaked out, tasting him with a soft moan, before she took him in, inch by inch.
“Fuck…” he grunted, his eyes rolling back slightly as pleasure rolled through his entire body. “Yes… just like that.”
She purred around him, sending vibrations through his cock, making him twitch in her mouth. He hissed inwardly, relishing the feel of her softness engulfing him. She bobbed her head, enjoying the flavor and the feeling of him stretching and thickening.
“Such a natural,” he praised.
Between each brief act of worship, she told him what she had learned earlier. “I was born to serve men, to please them with my mouth.” She swirled her tongue, making him moan. “Sucking cock is my natural purpose, my highest calling.”
He growled his approval, his hands tangling in her hair. “That’s it… you’re made for this. Take me deep and tell me more.”
She moaned in bliss, sucking, licking, slurping, floating in her joyful void. “I trust you… and I want to make you feel good.” She paused, her eyes fluttering shut as she pulled back, only to dive down again, taking him deeper and then back out. “I want to bring you pleasure… to serve you with my mouth.”
“Fuck, yes…” he grunted, his hips bucking slightly as he fought the urge to simply use her face as a fuck hole. “You love it, don’t you? Being a mindless cock-sucker.”
She hummed in agreement, her eyes sparkling with lust and devotion. Her wet warmth enveloped his hardness over and over. “God, that’s good” he groaned, his eyes squeezing shut as her mouth practiced her magic tricks, drawing throaty moans from him, while eager whimpers escaped her. She feasted on his hard length, her devotion apparent in every lick and suckle. This blow job was an offering, and proof that she trusted him, a show of gratitude and a tasty treat all at once.
“Yes… suck it, take it all,” he urged. “You were made for this.”
She nodded eagerly, keen to taste all of him. Her mouth slid up and down his cock, her tongue swirling and teasing, learning his shape, what made him throb, what drove him wild.
“Mmm…” she hummed, the vibrations making his knees weak. “Love to taste…”
Her hands explored his shaft and balls, stroking and caressing, mapping every vein and contour.
“Yes, good girl,” he encouraged, his voice rough and hungry. “Your mouth… it’s made for cock, isn’t it?”
“Mmm-hmm…” she agreed, her eyes closed in concentration as her lips and tongue massaged both his dick and his ego.
He hissed at the sensation, his hips shifting, wanting to force himself down her throat, but also wanting to savor the moment. “Fuck, those lips of yours…” he grunted, his hands tugging gently at her hair, urging her on.
She let out a half-squeal / half-laugh, quickening her pace, her enthusiasm clear. She sucked and slurped, eager to show her gratitude, to express her need to serve.
“You feel so good…” he moaned, his head falling back as he surrendered to the bliss. “Happy little cock-sucker.”
When he looked back down, he saw her eyes, glazed with lust, fixed on his. She tried to take him deep, her throat constricting around his girth.
“Yes, there it is…” he grunted, the pleasure intensifying. “Take it, take it all.”
She complied, her hands caressing his balls, massaging and squeezing gently as she bobbed her head. Her moans of delight rumbled through him, her tongue swirling as she reveled in the taste and feel of him.
“Want to make you come…” she breathed. “Want to taste your cum in my mouth…”
“Damn right, you do,” he growled, his hips bucking gently, seeking that bliss deep in her throat.
The sight of her, lips stretched wide around his cock, was almost too much for him to bear. Her eyes, glassy and unfocused, rolled back as she attempted to take him deeper. Each time she plunged down, her eyelids fluttered, and a low, guttural moan escaped her, buzzing through his shaft and straight to his balls.
“Fuck, that’s it,” he grunted, his hand guiding her rhythm, his hips subtly thrusting in time with her movements. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, the wet sounds of her mouth working him filling the room. She was lost in the act, her mind soft and pliable, her body a curvy object for his pleasure.
Fuck, why didn’t I set up a camera? he chided himself.
She gazed up at him, her eyes wide and pleading, as if seeking his approval. The sight of Greg’s girlfriend like this—submissive, eager, and so fucking thirsty for cum—made his cock throb with need. Her enthusiasm was evident in the sloppy, wet sounds that accompanied each suck and lick.
“You love this, don’t you?” he growled. “Love the taste of a man’s cock, the feel of it hitting the back of your throat.”
She responded with a muffled whimper, her hands clutching at his thighs as she took him even deeper. Her throat spasmed around him, the sensation exquisite, and he couldn’t help but groan in response.
“Perfect, cock-hungry cumslut,” he said with a low, approving rumble.
She nodded immediately, her eyes crossing as she took him deep, her throat working around his girth. The sight was a heady drug, her submission complete, her focus singular. She was a creature of pleasure, her only purpose to bring him to the brink and beyond.
Her nails dug into his skin, the slight sting only heightening the pleasure that coursed through him. She was lost in her own world of carnal delight, her body moving of its own accord, driven by the hypnotic suggestions that had taken root in her subconscious.
“Yes, fuck, just like that,” he gasped. Her moans grew faster as she submitted to the rhythm he instructed with his fists in her hair, her body rocking back and forth as she worshipped his cock with her mouth and throat.
The room was filled with the lewd symphony of her efforts: the wet smack of her lips, the soft gagging sounds as she pushed herself to take him in completely, the hungry moans that grew louder and louder.
He could feel the tension building in his core, the telltale tingle at the base of his spine that signaled his approaching climax. “You’re going to make me come,” he promised, his voice strained. “You’re going to swallow every drop, aren’t you?”
She responded with a fervent nod, her eyes wide and eager, her mouth working him with vigor. Her hands moved to his ass, pulling him closer, urging him to let go, to fill her mouth with his flavor.
With a final, guttural groan, he gave in to the inevitable, his body shuddering as he poured delicious cum into her waiting mouth. She moaned around him, swallowing greedily, her eyes closed in ecstasy as she drank him down. She milked him with her mouth, drawing out every last drop until he was spent, his body sagging with satisfaction.
As the haze of pleasure began to clear, he looked down at her, her lips swollen with effort and shiny with his essence, her eyes glazed over in trance. She sat back on her heels, dazed and content, her chest heaving with each labored breath.
He reached down, gently tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear, despite the raw, animalistic nature of what had just transpired. “You did well,” he said as a reward. “So very well.”
She smiled up at him, her eyes shining with pride.
Ben stepped back to watch her relaxing and did up his pants, never breaking eye contact. Fuck, she was hot. He mentally cursed himself for not including showing off her tits as part of her new instructions. Well, maybe Greg can try tit-fucking her, and she won’t like it, and she’ll call on Ben again to help.
He reached down to lift the hypnotized suck-slave to her feet, turned her to face the door once more, and uttered, “chamomile cock.”
Trixie’s eyes cleared, the glazed look of lust replaced by a friendly, happy smile. “Thank you again, Ben,” she said, turning around to wrap her arms around him in a warm, lingering hug. Her chest pressed against him, the sensation both a tease and a reminder of the pleasure they had just shared.
“Anytime,” he replied, his voice steady despite the temptation of her body against his. He returned the hug, his hands resting lightly on the small of her back, savoring the brief contact before releasing her.
She turned the doorknob and stepped outside. “Drive safe,” he called out as usual, but still breathing a bit heavy.
She gave him a sunny wave, her smile bright and unburdened. “I will! See you soon!”
He lifted his hand in response, watching as she walked to her car, her hips swaying gently with each step. Once she was safely inside and pulling away from the curb, he allowed himself a small, satisfied smile.
Retreating into the house, Ben pulled out his phone and opened a group text thread. His fingers danced over the screen as he typed in the two code phrases that would provide the Greg, as well as his friends, with a wet, eager and skilled mouth to provide a brief respite from the stresses of life.
“Mind soft, mouth wet,” he typed, followed by, “chamomile cock.” Several eggplant emojis appeared in return.
◆◆◆
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