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Author’s Note

One of my greatest fears growing up as a child was hypnosis. Anybody who’s watched any amount of Saturday morning cartoons, or cheesy horror films, has probably seen the stereotypical trope of the sinister hypnotist transfixing their victims with a swinging pocketwatch, urging them to surrender to their irresistible power. I found this idea both terrifying and yet immensely compelling.

Eventually, as I went through adolescence, that fear morphed into sexual fascination, and the idea of being so affected by someone as to lose control of my mind began to play more and more into my fantasies. But that was not something I was ever brave enough to admit to any of my earlier romantic partners. In retrospect, I wish I had. After talking to other kink enthusiasts, I began to see that my obsession was much wider spread than I imagined. 

One thing that helped me accept this hidden part of myself was understanding that hypnotists, and dom(me)s in general, don’t always need to be the evil, curly-mustached villains that are portrayed in most media (although many doms and subs heartily enjoy the fantasy). In reality, consensual, erotic hypnosis is an intimate relationship between hypnotist and subject where both participants actively work together to create the scene.

This book is meant to be a celebration of the versatility and creativity that recreational hypnosis has to offer. It’s worth noting that the characters’ experiences of hypnosis throughout the story should not be seen as universal. Everyone experiences hypnosis in different ways, and, like any kink or romantic venture, there are bad actors who take advantage of the vulnerable and contribute to the stigma attached to hypnosis and kink. It is important to understand and educate oneself on hypnotic theory and technique before experimenting with hypnosis, and this book is not meant to be a substitute for legitimate training.

No characters from the following story were based on real people. Any similarities of the characters’ names and pseudonyms and those of real people are purely accidental. 

I’d like to thank everyone in the hypnokink community for their patience while teaching me the basics of play and to everyone who supported my writing and my transition into this incredible world.
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FARRON

Oh, yeah. Marriage is just great.

You find your one true soulmate, you think you have something that will last forever, and maybe it works long enough for the first kid to come along. Sarah and I managed to get to kid number two. 

Lucky us.

Then came the pandemic and months of me, the wife, and two rambunctious toddlers in the same inner-city apartment for months.

Eight. Fucking. Months. 

They say a guy’s brain chemistry changes when he becomes a father. Well, getting locked in solitary confinement for a whole year will change your brain chemistry too, just not necessarily for the better.

You’d think being trapped in a fifteen by twenty-five foot apartment would have encouraged sexy time with my wife and I. That doesn’t quite work when your youngest kid is still falling asleep on Mommy’s breast (lucky brat!). Also, there’s only so much creativity you can bring to the boudoir when you’re racing the clock before own of your offspring wakes up and starts yelling bloody murder. 

It's embarrassing to admit, but having a time limit on our love-making didn’t do much to stoke my libido. One time, after spending an hour getting the baby to sleep, Sarah and I were able to make some space for ourselves on the couch. I don’t know what the trouble was, but for whatever reason, I just couldn’t get myself in the game! Sarah worked me over with her hands and her mouth for nearly ten minutes, and then, when I was finally about to get hard, our oldest kid, Bo, woke up and started calling for mommy.

“Well, I guess it’s just you and your porn stash tonight, stud!” Sarah glared at me as she stormed out of the room. The venom in her voice didn’t do much for my self-esteem.

Things didn’t improve after the pandemic. Sarah reconnected with her social group. I had moved in from out of town, so I didn’t have much of a friend circle. I ended up being the kids’ caretaker by default. After a year, Sarah told me she wanted to open the marriage.

You’d think that would have bugged me, and, on one level, it did. I knew she had been flirting with her younger coworker, and it was only a matter of time before they decided to date. But when she told me, I wasn’t really upset. I was relieved. 

At least now, I had license to explore my kink.

I don’t know what it is about hypnosis that gets me so hot. Ever since I was a teen, I’d get flustered watching cheesy stage hypnotists on TV. When Sarah and I started dating, we went to a stage hypnosis show for fun. I had to run and hide in the bathroom to stop my heart from palpitating. Something about surrendering control to someone as they wave their fingers or a pocket watch in front of my face just lit me up like a Christmas tree.

I eventually poked around online and discovered that many people shared my hypno-kink. Sarah didn’t. To her credit, she tried to experiment with me but never saw the appeal. I tried my best to put it out of my mind back then. After all, I had a serious relationship to tend to. I couldn’t afford to get distracted by my weird fetish. 

But months and months trapped in a sexless marriage will make a man bold. Bold enough to sneak out of bed at four in the morning to jack off to pictures, videos, audios, stories, anything I could get my hands on that showed people dropping into an irresistible, obedient trance. When Sarah told me she wanted to date other men, I took that as unspoken permission to drown myself in my fetish.

When that wasn’t enough, I turned to chatting and trancing with other hypnosis enthusiasts. That’s when I met Trim, my first hypnotist partner. Trim was non-binary with a rich feminine voice that knew how to swirl my brain around and drive me like a toy car. We scheduled sessions at night, after the kids had gone to bed and Sarah was out with her boyfriend. Trim would lead me into trance, get me hard, tell me to imagine them sucking me off, and to picture their hard cock in front of my face tantalizing me. Trim was AMAB, and I had never really thought I’d go for someone with male parts, but when you have a niche fetish like hypnosis, you learn to become attracted to people for their personalities, their creativity, not just their bodies.

Eventually, I found the balls to tell Sarah. She hit the roof.

“So, you’re gay. That’s what you’re telling me?” she barked at me, her arms crossed over her chest.

“No. I’m saying that I’m involved with someone who is gender fluid. There’s a difference.”

“But someone who has a dick, right?” she threw her arms in the air. “And what? He does that creepy hypnosis shit with you so you can pretend he’s not going to fuck you up the ass?!”

“THEY practice consensual hypnosis with me because...well....because we’re both really into it. I don’t care if they have a cock or whatever.” I was trying to keep my composure, but Sarah always had a way of riling me up. “What the hell difference does it make?”

“The difference is that it makes you a faggot!”

I realized right then that I never really knew my wife. We were both supposed to be tolerant, accepting people. We rallied and campaigned for Obama together back in 2012. We absolutely lost our shit when Trump took the 2016 election. We were supposed to be hard supporters of LGBTQIA+ rights. But, apparently, for Sarah, that shared sense of humanity became less important when she actually had to deal with it in her marriage.

We divorced a few weeks afterwards. Trim was apologetic, but I assured them it wasn’t their fault. If anything, they did me a favor by revealing my ex’s true colors as a self-centered bigot. 

Now, Sarah and I share custody of the kids. Trim and I have fun, but neither of us are really interested in an exclusive relationship together, so most nights it’s just me in my empty, small apartment wondering who, if anyone, is going to go for a thirty-seven-year-old hypno kinkster with severe emotional trauma.

Marriage is a blessing alright.

It’s like a band-aid that slowly gets dirtier and filthier over time, so that when you finally get the nerve to rip it off, you see, at last, the festering wound glistening underneath, ready to heal and scab over. 
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PHOENIX

I am enough.

I am worthy

I trust my own decisions.

These are the words I listen to every morning as I get up and clean the kitchen. Jess recommended that I try listening to some guided meditation files and try to boost my self confidence. Actually, she recommended that I start talking with a therapist, but I didn’t want to stretch our finances. Our insurance doesn’t cover mental health.

In any case, I’m not in a crisis, but I do feel stuck. Brian leaves for work every day at six. He’s a lawyer and makes more than enough money for the two of us. I have a degree in performance art and live in a town with practically no theaters. I spend most of the day cleaning the house and keeping myself busy with my little projects. Then Brian comes home late, takes a triple shot of whiskey and usually passes out. When he did manage to stay awake long enough to enjoy the dinner I made for us, he’d go on and on about people I didn’t know and financial clauses I didn’t give a shit about. 

But ultimately, he provided for me, and I had all the time in the world to myself. Pretty sweet deal.

Then came the day I broke down in the grocery store. I picked up a packet of ramen that I used to eat in college and then I started to cry and I didn’t stop. I just sat in the aisle and bawled until the employees asked me if there was someone they could call. Brian had to come from the office to get me.

Since then, I started listening to the meditation files and trying to stay disciplined with myself. I went out running almost every day, started learning different recipes to try with good, nutritious food, and I even started writing my sci-fi thriller again. Brian didn’t approve of the last bit. He blamed my writing habit for making me distant and for stunting our sex life.

Not his whiskey dick.

My writing. 

That’s what was stopping us from going to bed together, according to him.

Jess told me I should make time for myself, but that’s all I have. She said I should talk to Brian and tell him that he needs to be more present, to invest more of his time in me, his wife. I would like that, at least on one level. I would. 

But, on another level, I was actually very relieved to have him gone most of the day. It gave me space. Space to do the things that I knew Brian would never tolerate if he knew about it.

When I’m left alone in the house for the entire day, that’s when I record my erotic hypnosis files.

I have no idea why I’m so drawn to it, or what got me interested in hypnosis in the first place. Probably from playing around with my cousin James, who lived upstate and would visit us during the summer when we were twelve. We were bored one night, and James thought it would be fun to try and hypnotize each other. I had a small crush on James, so I went along with it. We took turns swinging some old medallion in front of our faces, each of us trying to get the other to close their eyes. I played along but would just giggle and wake up when James told me to do something silly, like bark like a dog.

When I tried it on James, I don’t know what happened, but he dropped like a stone, his eyes fluttering shut and his head dropping to his chest. My heart started pounding and my palms got sweaty. I made him cluck like a chicken and told him to eat a piece of paper and think it was steak. I couldn’t believe the amount of power I had over him!

It wasn’t long before our parents found out what we were up to. I never really understood why they were so upset about it. My aunt, James’ mom, said it wasn’t healthy, that we were messing with our heads and warping our tender young minds. I only thought we were having fun, just make-believe. Clearly, James was just pretending to fall under my spell.

After that, we were no longer allowed to practice hypnosis on each other. In fact, we weren’t left alone without a chaperone ever again.

It turned out that whatever we were doing with each other did have an effect on me, after all. The more I tried to put our hypnosis sessions out of my mind, the stronger my curiosity became. I minored in psychology during college, mostly for the chance to learn more about hypnosis. I even considered becoming a hypno-therapist at some point, but I worried about what my family would think. It wasn’t just a professional choice; my sexual fantasies were quickly turning into scenes of me seducing guys, girls, anyone I desired with the power of my hypnosis. I knew my family would find that weird. 

Then I met Brian. Tall, confident, ambitious Brian. We suited each other back then, and I didn’t need to lose myself in my fantasies to enjoy sex with him, not at first anyway. When he proposed a few years after I graduated with a degree in communications, I swore to do what I could to put my fascination behind me. 

I never told my husband about my fetish, but the idea came creeping back as his hectic schedule began to take a bite out of our sex life. 

Maybe Brian would be into it.

Then we took a trip to Vegas and saw a mentalist performing on the street. I stopped in my tracks, watching a smartly dressed Latino man shaking a woman’s hand while he fluttered his fingers over her head. I immediately recognized it as a pattern-interrupt induction. Sure enough, as she struggled to focus on his fingers, he yanked her arm and pulled her to sleep. I just watched wide-eyed, crossing my legs slightly as the demonstration sent shocks through forgotten pleasure centers in my brain. 

That was all I saw of the show. Brian grabbed me and started marching us down the street, grumbling about all the perverts in Vegas these days.

“It’s just a mentalist act, babe!” I protested, trying not to sound defensive. “It’s just for fun, like a juggler or a magician.”

“It’s bullshit! That’s what it is!” My husband barked at me. “It’s the same crap they use to get people into cults. Don’t ever let me catch you doing that mindfuck shit!”

Brian knew I had a degree in psychology. He knew I had studied the mechanisms of social gaslighting and brainwashing and the difference between that and recreational hypnosis. You’d think he would have thought better than to lecture me on it.

You’d think I would have corrected him, but I didn’t want to discuss it. Mostly because, behind his back, I already was doing that “mindfuck shit”. 

It started with reading naughty little erotica fantasies. There are thousands for free online. That led me to write a few of my own. I chose Hypnotic Phoenix as my pseudonym. Something mystic, powerful, and feminine. I began to listen to audio files that would drop me into trance and then lead me back up, sometimes letting me get off while Brian wasn’t home. 

Eventually, I began to record my own. 

I’d write down a few short inductions, just to drop someone into trance, get them relaxed, and bring them back up. I remember locking the doors and closing the windows, absolutely paranoid that Brian would get home too early that day. After I made the recording, I tried listening to it for myself. Part of me thought I sounded like an idiot, but I forced myself to keep listening anyway. Then I heard myself issue the command ‘sleep’, and I was down. I heard myself talking on the file like I was underwater, then, before I knew it, I was listening to myself counting up, my world coming back into focus. I blinked awake, feeling like I had just had a two-hour nap.

They say all hypnosis is self-hypnosis, but this was taking it a bit literally.

The next day I made another recording encouraging the listener, which later turned out to be me, to get hot and horny with a compulsion to touch themselves whenever they heard my voice say the word ‘eggplant’. I listened to it five times in a row, chanting eggplant to myself and feeling my clit pulse with pleasure each time. I couldn’t believe it! I was making hypnosis tapes for sex, and I wasn’t half bad at it!

I’m not sure what gave me the courage to start sharing my recordings online, but it was probably a night of bad sex with Brian. He needs me to suck him before he gets hard enough to put it in me and, for whatever reason, I just wasn’t doing it for him.

“Tease me! Just tease me! Entice me! You’re just sucking it like it’s a popsicle or something.”

“Well, don’t you like that?” I said, stung by his tone. “Don’t all guys want to get sucked like a piece of candy?”

“It’s just always the same, there’s no thrill!” He huffed. “Look, don’t worry about it, ok? I’m too tired from work, anyway. Let’s just go to bed.”

My pussy was aching. I had saved myself all day in hopes of a special night with him. Now I had to go to bed disappointed. I would have been understanding too, if I hadn’t heard him get up in the middle of the night to go jerk off in the living room. I had walked in on him before getting off to porn, and I never blamed him for it, but it felt particularly hurtful that night, and my disappointment transformed into rage and disgust.

I didn’t see my husband off to work the next morning. I told him I was too tired to get up, choosing my words carefully. What I did do, after he left, was post three of my audio recordings under the name Phoenix Song to several online hypnokink forums I knew. Within the next two hours I had over fifty likes and comments. People loved my voice!

I could never let Brian find out. He’d divorce me and probably find a way to humiliate me for my ‘sick perverted fantasies’. But as far as I was concerned, if he was going to treat me as nothing more than an afterthought in our sex life, then I had no issue sharing my files. 

Men, women, people of all walks of life could surrender into trance and get off to my voice all while my husband jerked off late at night on the couch.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3

[image: ]




FARRON

“You look a little stressed out.”

It’s been nine months since my divorce and it’s my birthday. Trim had driven from across the state to celebrate with me, saying I could use some cheering up. We had only really seen each other a handful of times before, just a few flings in hotel rooms halfway between our respective towns. This was the first time I showed them my new place, a basic apartment on the edge of town. 

We had walked down to the diner a block away from my place. They sat across from me, watching me with soulful brown eyes, clicking their spoon as they stirred milk into their coffee. They had just ordered me a breakfast with birthday pancakes to add to my nausea and hangover.

“I’m just sick, I can’t have stacks of batter with, oh...fuck, those little balls of colors...”

Talking sucked. I wanted to do as little of it as possible.

“C’mon birthday, boy!” Trim bat their eyelashes, pushing a black coffee towards me, no sugar. “Caffeine, fruit, and lots of water. That’s what takes the hangover away.”

“I can think of another way,” I said from under my hand. 

“A little public, isn’t it? Besides, your body needs to recover first. That’s important, Farron.”

Trim was right. It’s important.

A plate piled eight inches high with greasy, syrupy pancakes plus gobs of whipped cream landed in front of my face, pushing away my coffee. 

My coffee. My bitter, hot coffee. My only aromatic thread of comfort replaced with a pancake sculpture of Jabba the Hutt drenched in cum.

“Imma hurl.” I shot to the bathroom.

Twelve minutes later, I sat back down, freshly clean with less nausea but more headache.

“Feeling better?” Trim asked, cutting off a slice of pancake.

“I guess. I’ve had better birthdays.” I grabbed my mug of coffee back. 

“It’s been rough for you, hasn’t it?” They weren’t referring to my hangover. 
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