Tech Support

Ned poked his head in at 4:15, just a quick technical checkup with so far his most laid-back internal client. She had submitted her support request much earlier in the day, but he pretended not to receive it until around two, because after a crappy day explaining to a company president that rebooting his computer was not a complicated technical operation, he wanted to talk to (and ogle) the one team member who ever said anything that made any sense to him. “Is everything

printing OK.? I saw your request, sorry I’m getting to your last today.” He wasn’t the least bit sorry to have saved his best for last, but just in case she’d had her work impeded, he had reason to feel somewhat bad.
She looked up from her screen and smiled. Her smile set her apart from the rest of the company; most of the time the people he saw were at least halfway to a computer-malfunction-induced frenzy when he saw them. But her, she was always friendly. That red hair, those green eyes, he thought. Oh,yum. Even without the pretty face, she bore the most perfect C-cup breasts he’d ever enjoyed. She pushed back from her desk.  “Come in for a minute, Ned. There’s just a couple things that were a little strange on my machine that I wanted to ask you about.” Nick shut the door behind him; he knew how she preferred to have door-shut conversations.

She stood up so he could take her seat. She stood behind him, her hand sliding the mouse over the offending program, the heat of her body making the back of his neck tingle. “You see,” she murmured directly in his ear, “It’s become very distracting, what with the level of concentration my work takes.”

The monitor flashed to swirling lights, and a small comet of pixels seemed to zip and then drag around the screen. “I just don’t know where it came from. But when I drag the mouse, it does this –“ the screen comet jumped and swirled, starbursting and then seeming to appear at random in a different spot on the screen. “ I know it’s not a screensaver. Look at this -- your eyes can’t help but follow it,” she commented blandly. “It just appears, out of nowhere, whenever I click deeper into a document. And your eyes just lock onto it and have to follow it.”

Ned could feel his eyes dragging slowly then following more quickly, as though the comet were trying to trace some pattern, some shape, some…purpose.

“And that drag, it makes you so sleepy after awhile. But you can’t help watch it. You end up wanting to watch it as it drags your eyes around, making you blink, making you sleepy. Making you so very tired, Ned you are so very tired, but you need to keep watching the comment, leaving your hands resting where they are, just watching the comet and listening to my voice. Watch the comet and listen to my voice, you know you need to watch the comet and listen to my voice, I know how much you like my voice, you call me so often from tech support. The comet dragging your eyes around is making you so very sleepy, you need to close your eyes for a moment, go to sleep and just listen to me. You want to close your eyes, Ned, you are so sleepy. Close your eyes, Ned.”

There was a moment, a gentle flash of resistance as Ned realized what was happening to him, and then he felt her lean forward, her arms enfolding his frame, and those breasts that he already worshipped brushing against his back and he let it happen, he let his eyes drift shut and he drank in every word, flowing with whatever she wanted, whatever she said.

She ran her hands up his shoulders. Most tech guys were kind of lazy, and made no efforts to take care of themselves. But this one obviously did not leave his maintenance to the luck of his metabolism. She could feel some muscle beneath his shirt. Her mouth watered to suck a nipple and run her tongue over his abdomen. “This feels so good, Ned. You love the feeling of my hands on your body.”

“Yes, love the feeling,” he mumbled.

“Are you enjoying this?” she continued to run her hands over him, the cloth of his shirt gathering and stretching beneath her fingers. A responsive subject meant that on some level, he was consciously compliant with her desires, as well. So her suspicion that he’d been saving her tech requests for last was right. She’d be annoyed, if she had actually needed any assistance.
“Yes…”

“Would you like me to make your entire body feel this good?”

“Yes.”

“How much do you want this?”

“I want this very, very much.”

“Very good Ned. Then I need you to help me by following every instruction I give you. You must follow my instructions exactly, and see what I tell to see and feel what I tell you to feel. Can you do that?”

“Yes, I can do that.”

“Very good Ned. That pleases me. And you want me to be pleased by you.”

“Yes, I want to please you.”

“OK, let’s begin by giving you a new name. Your new name is ‘Slave.’ It has replaced your old name. Your old name is old, so you need to just forget that name. You want to remember your new name because it pleases me. What’s your name?”

“Slave.” There was a struggle, it didn’t seem quite right.

“Your name is perfect for you. It feels so good to say it. It makes you horny to say it. What is your name?”

This time it came out a little easier, but still felt a bit off. “Slave.”

“Every time you hear or say your name you get hornier and hornier. What is your name?”
“Slave.” He felt his cock thicken, his jeans become just a tad too tight.

“Very good Slave. You are my Slave. And my name is Mistress. My name also makes you horny, hornier even than hearing your name, Slave, a thousand times in a row. Saying my name gets you so very, very hard but because your are Slave, you won’t be able to come until Mistress permits. What is my name, Slave?”

“You are Mistress.” God, now he really needed to take his jeans off.

“Very good Slave. You are a horny, horny slave and you want to please Mistress.”

“I want to please Mistress.”

“Who wants to please Mistress?”

“Slave wants to please Mistress.”

“Good Slave, Mistress is very pleased with you. “

He beamed. He was Slave, so horny for Mistress, and Mistress was pleased. Mistress was pleased he was horny. The thought made him want to bend her over the chair he was in and fuck her, if she told him to.
“Now you can please your Mistress even more. I want you to open your eyes, stand up and take off your clothing.”

He was vaguely aware of the rustle of fabric, as her own clothing fell away. His was off in a moment.

She inspected him. “Turn around so I can see all of you, Slave.”

She was very pleased. It looked like this tech guy even worked out a little bit.  Strong legs, a seven inch cock, and she could even see some muscle toning around his navel and in that concurve spot on his hips. Right now she needed to mesmerize and fuck, but later, she would own every inch of his very palatable body. 

“Now, look into my eyes.” He gazed into them. “You think my eyes are lovely, and every time you look into them you become completely lost in what I’m saying to you. You will become deeply hypnotized and aroused whenever you look into my eyes, and you will know that you are my Slave, and that I am your Mistress, and this will arouse you helplessly whenever it is my wish to arouse you. When I look in your eyes and say simply ‘Slave’ you will be compelled to obey me, and you will become profoundly horny. This is what you wish for most in life, is to be Slave and please Mistress, and it makes you horny to be completely under my control.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“I want you to repeat after me…”

“You are under Mistress’s control.”

“Mistress has hypnotized you.”

“You love being hypnotized by Mistress."

“You are Slave to Mistress.”

“You love being under Mistress’s control.”

“You love to please your Mistress.”

“You may not come until Mistress permits it.”

“Mistress controlling your body arouses you.”

“Mistress controlling your mind arouses you.”

“You love to obey Mistress.”

“Obeying Mistress makes you very, very horny.”

The deepening was complete, and she could see from his engorged cock that the hypnosis had its desired effect.

“Very good Slave. Now, kiss me.” Their lips met, and his tongue traced a skilled path through her lips and tongue. “Now Slave, you may worship my breasts.”

He let out a moan. She had seen him staring at her breasts before. “Yes, suck and stroke them Slave. You love my breasts, your worship them. The sight of them will put you in an immediate trance. Whenever you see my breasts, you will become completely entranced.” God that felt good. He definitely was a studied breast aficionado, his hands rubbing over her nipples and his tongue biting with exactly the right amount of pressure underneath each aureole. And now she could flash him and have him under, too. Her back arched as he flicked a nipple with his tongue. Almost too much, she needed to satisfy herself soon.
“Now, Slave, sit in the chair.” He sat. She opened her drawer, pulled out a condom. “The condom will make no difference to you. You will feel as though you are not wearing a condom,” she informed him. He nodded, and accepted. Hypnotizing men first certainly made that argument go away.

She straddled him, and slowly slid his cock into her. “You may not come until Mistress allows it,” she whispered in his ear, feeling his cock twitch at his trigger. “This feels so good. Better than any sex you’ve felt before.” She began pumping up and down, using her Kiegel mustles to grasp at his cock.

He began to rock back, angling his cock to hit her G-spot as he thrust upwards, straining his arms against the chair to gain leverage. “Must please Mistress,” she heard him mutter under his breath, almost as a litany. Hm, a keeper, she thought, then had to stuff her fist in her mouth to bite back a scream as an orgasm shot through her unexpectedly. No need for any lingering co-workers to think she was having a stroke.

After the third or fourth orgasmic wave took her (and after she bit her fist hard enough to draw blood) she felt her energy waning. She leaned forward, making sure her breasts were close enough for him to smell. “You may come, and then fall deeply asleep.”

It took a few moments longer than expected, and she was impressed at his longevity. Most men shot their wad two seconds after she granted permission, but this one was a slow-burner. He seemed to genuinely enjoy her pussy, and not just as an accessory to his own cum. The longer she fucked him, the more she wanted to fuck him again. 
With a sigh of regret at covering his gorgeous body, she ordered him to dress again and then sit down in the chair, and listen to her instructions.
His head slouched forward as he drank in every word. “Now Slave, you have pleased your Mistress greatly. Your Slave is your true self, and your true wish is to please and arouse your Mistress. You’ve done a very good job with that.”

“Thank you…” he mumbled.

“In a few moments, you will wake up. If this is something you hoped would happen, you will remember all of it. If it is not, you will forget, and any memories you have will be normal, passing erotic thoughts that you have all the time. They will not alarm you, because sexual thoughts and daydreams are normal. Do you choose to remember, or forget?”

“Remember.”

“Very good, Slave. I’m happy you feel that way. I’m going to count to ten, and you will come to yourself, and you will remember that your name is Ned, and my name, but you will still follow any of the suggestions and commands I gave you as Slave.”

“Will still follow…”

“Yes, very good…1….2…3…”

Ned came back to himself, still sitting in her computer chair. The clock said 6:30, he had planned to leave at 5. He shook his head to clear the cobwebs, and realized after a moment that he had not just been in a breast-induced reverie.

He stood up and looked at her, and looked her in the eye…and immediately the world went hazy again. She smiled. “Would you like to kiss me properly, Ned?”

“Yes, please.” And then he kissed her, those soft, warm, lips. He pulled away. “I’d also like to take you to dinner.”

“Very good,” she said. “This pleases me greatly.

