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Caught Snooping


Gwen stood in front of her bedroom mirror and cast an appraising eye over how well her new skirt showed off her legs. She couldn’t wait to see what Jake would say–she knew how much he liked her showing off her legs. Keeping her eyes on the mirror, she swiveled her hips slightly, taking in the way her outfit showed off her taught tummy and toned behind. Yes, she reflected, this ought to get a rise out of Jake! She batted her long lashes flirtatiously at her reflection and gave herself a playful wink before turning and surveying the room. The late afternoon sun painted the room with a soft, golden glow, revealing the disarray of college textbooks and forgotten knick-knacks that had gathered over the past year. She sighed, running a hand through her long, blonde hair. The sweet scent of freshly cut grass from the yard outside mingled with the faint aroma of her mom’s lasagna wafting up from the kitchen. It was a welcome change from the cramped dorm she'd called home for the past nine months, but her room felt oddly small after a year away. Still, she was definitely looking forward to some home cooked food after all of that bland food hall fare!

Her phone buzzed, and she saw it was a message from Rachel, her best friend since childhood. "You coming tonight? Come over to my place after dinner and we’ll get ready together. The night circus is supposed to be wild!" Rachel had always been the adventurous one, eager to push the boundaries of their small-town life. Small wonder, then, that when the traveling circus outside of town announced that it was celebrating its closing night with an adults-only late-night event, Rachel would be the first to hear about it.

Gwen couldn't resist the excitement. After a year of books and deadlines, a night of adventure  and thrills with her friends was exactly what she needed. She headed downstairs to dinner, happy to be home and excited for the evening ahead.

When Gwen and her friends arrived at the “Cirque Erotique” that evening, the air was thick with the scent of cotton candy and a hint of something spicier. The neon lights cast an otherworldly glow on the faces of the crowd, and the usual circus music was underlaid with a pulsing bass that imbued the atmosphere with a vibe more primal than whimsical. Rachel led the way, her eyes wide with excitement, her hand in the firm grasp of her boyfriend, Mark. Gwen followed closely with her own boyfriend, Jake.

The midway games looked like a kaleidoscope of sin, each booth manned by scantily clad beauties and brawny men with piercing gazes. The air was filled with laughter and flirtatious calls as the contestants tried their luck at winning prizes that grew increasingly risque with each successful throw or toss. Rachel dragged Mark over to one such game, where a dark-haired temptress in a tight corset and fishnet stockings offered a seductive smile. Rachel's eyes sparkled as she picked up a softball, the muscles in her arm tensing as she took aim at the row of bottles. The smack as the ball connected echoed through the midway, and the bottles tumbled down in a clatter of glass. The onlookers cheered, and Rachel claimed her prize: a teddy bear with a spiked, black leather collar. She winked at Gwen, who couldn't help but giggle.
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Jake's gaze lingered on a shooting gallery. The prize shelf behind the counter was laden with various items that made Gwen's heart race. She watched as Jake sauntered over. He pointed to a set of pink fuzzy handcuffs in the prize display with a playful grin. "What do you say, Gwen?" he teased. "Should I win these for you?"

Gwen rolled her eyes as she replied, "Oh, please do. I'd love to see you in those." She knew he was joking, but the flirty banter had her pulse quickening. Jake took a deep breath, squared his shoulders, and picked up the pellet gun. His eyes narrowed in concentration, and he took careful aim. The first few targets fell with satisfying pops as Gwen cheered him on. But as the game progressed, his shots grew wilder, and the remaining targets remained stubbornly in place.

Rachel and Mark joined in the teasing, shouting out advice that only made Jake's shots more erratic. Gwen watched with a mix of amusement and anticipation, her eyes flickering from the game to the tantalizing prize. The air grew thicker with each missed shot, the tension building between them like a tightening coil. When he finally missed the last target, Rachel playfully punched his arm. "Don't feel bad, Jake," she teased. "I hear it happens to every guy, eventually."

Jake feigned a look of defeat before his eyes met Gwen's, and the playful glint returned. "Guess I'll have to settle for something else," he said with a smirk, stepping closer to her. Before she could react, he reached out and gave her butt a gentle squeeze. "How about I win you something else?"

"Better yet," Rachel interjected. "How about you gentlemen buy your ladies a drink?"

“Good call; come on.” Jake nudged Mark, and the two of them made their way to the concessions. 

While they waited, the girls struck up a conversation with the handsome young carny manning the shooting gallery. Martin, as he introduced himself, turned out to be friendly and approachable, and Gwen could tell Rachel thought he was cute. But then again, she was an incurable flirt. Gwen liked the way Martin’s eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled, though.

“So what’s the deal with you guys?” Rachel asked, after some small talk had broken the ice. “I mean, everyone working here is so young and good-looking!” Martin smiled as he leaned on the counter. “Does the carnival hire locals from modeling agencies when it comes to town?”
“Thanks,” he laughed, with a smile that matched Rachel’s flirtatious energy. “No, this is actually a real job,” he explained. “We travel where the circus travels. Sure, it’s not a career,” he shrugged. “But the...uh...after-hours get-togethers can be a lot of fun,” he said with a grin that spoke volumes. 

“I’ll bet they are,” Rachel met his eyes invitingly. Gwen decided she’d better rescue her friend before she got herself in trouble. 

“So,” she interposed. “How does someone end up working here? I mean, do you submit a resume? Are there...interviews?”

“Nah, it’s pretty casual, really. We pretty much just make an offer when the right person comes along.”

“Is that often?”

Martin shrugged noncommittally. “People come and go.” He directed a wink at Rachel. “But mostly come.” 

Just then, Mark and Jake returned with their drinks, and Martin, with one last glance at Rachel, recognized his cue to exit and went to ply his trade with a couple nearby.

"Okay," mused Jake after handing Gwen her drink. "What next?”

Rachel's gaze drifted over to the sideshow tents at the far end of the midway. "How about we check out one of the shows?" she suggested, a hint of excitement in her voice.

Gwen nodded eagerly. "Sounds like a plan."

“Sure, yeah. I’ve always wanted to see one of those freakshows,” Jake enthused.

Mark joined in: “You think they got one of those tattoo guys?”

“I’m not sure they do ‘freakshows’ any more.” Gwen interjected.

As they strolled closer to the canvas tents, Gwen felt energized by the enthusiasm in the crowd roaming the pavilions. The music grew louder and more insistent as they approached an opening fluttering in the warm summer breeze. Mark glanced at the poster by the entrance.

“What’s a ‘burl-es-kew’?” he asked. Rachel threw a quick eyeroll in Gwen’s direction. 

“Uh, I think it’s like one of those Bible tent revival things,” said Rachel with a sly smile. “You know, speaking in tongues and fire-and-brimstone sermons.” She watched her boyfriend’s reaction out of the corner of her eye.

Mark only scrunched up his face. “What? Fuck that.”

“Yeah, I thought you said there weren’t any freakshows,” Jake added. Gwen and Rachel shared a knowing smile as they moved on.

"Looking for a good time?" The speaker was a pretty young woman dressed in a sparkly green bodysuit cut high to show off her long, shapely legs and with a neckline that highlighted her other ample assets. Her eyes glinted with mischief as she looked them over. "The hypno show starts in just a few minutes. If you’re looking for something extra spicy, you won’t want to miss this!”

“Hypnosis?” Mark looked dubious. “Come on guys, let’s see what else there is.”

“Oh, this isn’t just making people cluck like chickens or anything like that,” the girl continued. She leaned in conspiratorially. “In Madame Seraphina’s show, anything goes...and I do mean anything!” she added, smiling suggestively. “I like to watch from the wings, even on my nights off. I guess you could say I can’t resist...” she left off with a playful wink.

Rachel's eyes lit up, and she tugged on Gwen's arm. "Come on, this'll be a riot!" Gwen felt a flicker of uncertainty, but Rachel's excitement was contagious, and she found herself nodding along. They ducked into the dimly lit tent, the coolness of the night air giving way to the warm, velvet darkness within. The atmosphere was cozy and intimate, with several rows of benches facing the small stage. The friends took seats near the middle as they waited for the performance to begin.

The auburn-haired Madame Seraphina took the stage, her confident strut leaving no doubt that she was in charge. She was a vision in black and red, her costume a tantalizing mix of leather and lace that clung to every curve.

"Good evening, and welcome to my little show," she began, her voice like a velvet caress. "I am Madame Seraphina, mistress of the mind." Gwen felt a strange thrill run through her body as Madame Seraphina's eyes, a piercing shade of emerald, locked onto hers. For a moment, it was as if the world outside the tent had disappeared.

"Hypnosis is an ancient and mysterious power," she continued, drawing out the word like a secret being whispered for the first time. "The power to unlock the deepest desires, the most hidden fantasies, and the wildest inhibitions. It is a dance between the mind's eye and the soul's deepest yearnings." Gwen leaned forward, her curiosity piqued. Rachel's hand found hers and gave it a squeeze, sharing the excitement that was building within her.

"But fear not," the mistress of the mind purred, "For hypnosis is a journey of pure pleasure and entertainment. I assure you, it is as safe as it is tantalizing. But," she added with a knowing smile, "You may find that your actions here reveal truths you never knew about yourself." She swept out an arm with a dramatic flourish that took in the entirety of the small crowd in front of her.

"And I mean all of you," she continued, with a theatrically sinister smile. "For you see, my shows are a shared experience, where you are not only the audience, but the show itself. Each and every one of you is about to experience the wondrous and mystical embrace of my hypnotic spell. And I assure you," she added, "it will be a night you'll never...remember!"

A ripple of laughter greeted the hypnotist's joke, a mix of excitement and nerves. Rachel leaned over to whisper into Gwen's ear, "This is going to be so much fun!" But Gwen couldn't help feeling a bit apprehensive. She wasn't quite sure that she wanted to be hypnotized herself, and she began to wonder what she had gotten herself into.

The air grew heavy as the lights dimmed further, plunging the tent into a velvety darkness. The spotlight above the stage grew brighter, its beam focusing solely on the figure of Madame Seraphina.

"Let us begin," she murmured. "Find a spot to focus on, something that holds your gaze, and allow yourself to relax...relax...relax..." she continued in a low, rhythmic cadence.

Her voice grew softer, a gentle coaxing whisper that seemed to coil around Gwen's mind like a silk scarf, caressing and guiding. "Now allow your eyes to unfocus," she instructed, her fingers tracing invisible patterns in the air. "Allow the tension to melt away from your body, starting at the tip of your toes and traveling up to the top of your head."

The room grew quieter as the crowd obeyed, their collective breathing syncing with the rise and fall of Seraphina's words.

"Relax...relax... So relaxed and drowsy. Relaxed and drowsy. Relaxed and sleepy and drowsy...." Gwen felt her eyelids grow heavy, her body lulled into a pleasant state of relaxation. Rachel's grip on her hand became looser as the hypnotist's incantations grew more intense.

"Your breathing is slowing," Seraphina crooned, her eyes seeming to pierce into the very soul of each person before her. "You are safe here, surrounded by friends and the warm embrace of the night. Safe to sleep. So safe... So sleepy... Sleepy... So very, very sleeeepy..."

The spot of light on the stage narrowed in, drawing all attention to the hypnotist's commanding expression and hypnotic eyes. Her eyes, those piercing emeralds, never left Gwen's as she continued her mesmerizing chant. "Now, I want you to imagine a staircase, descending deep into the earth. With every step you take, you feel more and more relaxed, more open to the experience that awaits you."

The audience, including Gwen, Rachel, Mark, and Jake, sagged in their seats, their eyes glazed over with the beginnings of a trance.

"Take the first step," she urged, her voice a seductive purr. "Feel the coolness of the stone beneath your feet. With every step you take, you become more and more relaxed." Rachel's hand now limply resting atop Gwen's, a silent signal of her descent into the hypnosis. Gwen floated, fuzzy and dreamy, as she felt the tendrils of Seraphina's power weaving through her consciousness.

"Now, let us begin our journey into the realm of the uninhibited, where your deepest desires come to play," the hypnotist whispered, her eyes closing halfway. "Take the second step, and let your sleepy, sleepy eyes rest..."

Gwen's mind swam as her eyes fluttered closed, and she took that second step, her body sinking into the embrace of the hypnosis, her mind open and willing. The room around her faded away, leaving only the sound of Seraphina's voice, which now seemed to float across the air from somewhere far, far away.

The hypnotist's voice grew softer still, a gentle lullaby that coaxed Gwen into a deeper, more vulnerable state. "Take the final step," she urged, her words a gentle push that sent Gwen spiraling downward. "You are now in my world, a place of pleasure and discovery. Here, you can be who you have always wanted to be. Here there is no shame, no judgment."

The audience murmured in agreement, their collective anticipation palpable. Rachel leaned her head against Gwen's shoulder, her breathing slow and even. The warmth of their bodies melded together as they sank further into the hypnotic embrace.

"Very good," she purred. "You can now sit up and open your eyes, but you will remain deeply hypnotized. You are still deeply asleep, and will remain so for the duration of the show."

Gwen felt the weight of her own eyelids lift as she sat up straight, Rachel following suit. They all blinked in unison, their gazes fixed on the hypnotist.

Her eyes glittered with mischief as she began to issue her commands. "Your inhibitions are but a veil, and now, they fall away. You are free to feel, to desire, and to act upon those desires without fear of judgment or consequence."

Gwen felt a warm glow emanating from deep within her, a wonderful liberation she had never felt before. It was like a heavy weight had been lifted from her mind and she was free to be her true self, without filters, without worry.

Madame Seraphina's gaze swept over the audience, then beckoned to a young man with a boyish smile and a mop of brown hair. He rose silently and stumbled onto the stage.His eyes grew wide when she whispered something in his ear, and his cheeks flushed a deep shade of red.

The hypnotist drew up a chair from stage rith, her leather-clad legs crossing and revealing a hint of stocking. She gestured for the young man to approach, and he did, his movements awkward yet earnest. The audience watched in rapt attention, the air thick with anticipation.

"You've always wanted to give me a lap dance," she intoned. "You've fantasized about it, haven't you?"

The young man nodded, his eyes glazed over with the power of her suggestion. At the edge of her vision, Gwen noticed Rachel leaning in, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

On stage, the young man began to move his hips to the rhythm of the music, his hands sliding over his own body with surprising confidence. The crowd chuckled at first, but as he grew more into it, their laughter turned to cheers.

The young man's movements grew bolder, his hands caressing the air around her, reaching out to touch the hypnotist but never quite making contact. The tension grew, a delicious anticipation that had Gwen's heart racing. But after a few minutes, Seraphina ended the performance with a gesture and stood.

"Ladies and gentlemen," she cried. "How about a big round of applause for our friend here!"

The audience clapped enthusiastically as the man happily retook his seat. Gwen couldn't help but envy the contented look on his face, as if he had finally achieved his life-long desire.

"Now, who's next," the hypnotist mused, scanning the crowd. And as if answering an invisible summons, Rachel dreamily rose to her feet.

"Well, well, well!" the hypnotist smiled. "It looks like we have a volunteer!" She swept her arm with a theatrical gesture inviting Rachel to take the stage. Zombie-like, Rachel shuffled to the front and ascended the few steps to the stage. Madame Seraphina took her by the shoulders and led her to center stage.

"I sense something of the exhibitionist in this one," the mentalist said to the crowd with a wink. Gwen smiled quietly at how well Madame Seraphina had read her friend.

"Tell me your name, dear."

"Rachel," came the murmured response.

"Rachel, you have such a beautiful body, do you know that?"

The hypnotized girl nodded dumbly, smiling dreamily at the compliment.

"And you have a deep, deep desire to show it off don't you, Rachel."

"Yess..."

"Rachel, you have never felt this free before, or this confident. I'd love for you to explore this fantasy with us tonight. Would you like that?"

Rachel nodded again, her sleepy smile spreading, and without further encouragement, she began to sway her hips seductively. Gwen couldn't take her eyes off of her beautiful friend as she began to gyrate suggestively on stage. From somewhere, a smoky, sultry music began, accompanying Rachel's performance.

The music grew slower, and Rachel's movements grew more deliberate, her body undulating in time with the rhythm. She reached up to the neckline of her blouse, her fingers tracing a line along the fabric before slowly undoing each button to expose her lacy bra. The crowd held their breath, their eyes locked onto Rachel's every move.

Her hands slid to her waist, deftly undoing her skirt to reveal a matching thong. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and began to slide them down, inch by torturous inch, her hips swaying in a mesmerizing dance. Gwen felt a thrill of excitement run through her, her eyes glued to Rachel's body, the shadows playing across her skin as the lights dimmed further. Rachel's movements grew more sensual, her eyes half-lidded as she danced for the audience.

The striptease continued, Rachel's clothing falling away piece by piece to the rhythm of the music, each reveal met with gasps and applause. Her confidence grew with every article of clothing removed, and she reveled in the power her shapely body had over the entranced crowd.

Finally, Rachel was down to just her underwear, her body bared almost completely. She spun slowly, allowing the audience to drink in the sight of her. Gwen felt a strange mix of pride and arousal watching her best friend so publicly embracing her sexuality. Rachel's gaze found hers, and for a moment, Gwen felt as though they were the only two people in the room.

Madame Seraphina leaned in, whispering something else into Rachel's ear, and Rachel's eyes grew even sleepier. She reached behind her and unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Gwen sensed Jake tense beside her as Rachel stepped out of her thong, now fully naked on stage, and began to dance again, her movements more erotic than ever before.

The hypnotist stepped back, allowing Rachel to take center stage. Rachel's dance grew wilder, her body moving with a primal grace as she expressed herself without reservation. Her eyes swept the crowd, and in that moment, Gwen knew that Rachel was not just performing for the audience; she was doing this for herself, glorying in her youth and beauty.

The music swelled to a crescendo, and Rachel's dance reached its climax. She struck a final pose, her body a living sculpture of passion and liberation, before collapsing into a graceful heap on the stage.

Madame Seraphina bent down and offered Rachel a hand, helping her to her feet. Rachel took a bow, her cheeks still flushed, and the crowd erupted into an ovation.

Seraphina joined them in their applause. "Wonderful, my dear!" she enthused, her gaze lingering over Rachel's naked body. "You may return to your seat now."

Rachel collected her clothes from the stage floor, but did not bother putting them back on. As she stepped down from the stage, Gwen felt a swell of pride for her friend. Rachel had just given them all a glimpse into her wild, untamed spirit, and it was nothing short of breathtaking.

"Thank you, Rachel, for leading the way," Madame Seraphina said. "I think we're ready to take this show to the next level," she continued. "But first, I'll need you all to sleep. To sleep... Sleeep..."

Gwen's eyes were suddenly lead weights, and they slammed shut as her head slumped forward. After that, there was only sleep...sleep...sleeeeep...

And then they were clapping enthusiastically as Madame Seraphina took a bow. Gwen took a deep, satisfied breath. She had never felt so good in her life! She turned to smile at Rachel, who flashed her a grin in return.

Rachel picked up her panties and shimmied into them before picking up the rest of her clothes. "Sorry boys, show's over!" she laughed as she finished getting dressed.

"That was..." Jake began with a sheepish smile.

"Awesome!" Mark finished.

The pavilion's lights began to go out one by one as the audience slowly dispersed. They took this as their cue and made their way back to their car, talking excitedly about the show.

"You were amazing, Rachel," Gwen enthused, adding, with a steely look at Jake, "And I'm the only one who gets to say that!"

Jake shrugged with pretend innocence. "I wasn't going to say anything!" he protested.

"Mm-hmm..!" Gwen gave him one more mock-glare.

Jake leaned in privately. "But if Rachel gave you any ideas..." He grinned mischievously and waggled his eyebrows.

"Oh, you wish...Hey!" Gwen's eyebrows suddenly furrowed. What happened to your watch?"

Jake's eyes followed her gaze to his bare wrist.

"Oh, I didn't wear it tonight," he replied, nonchalantly.

But Gwen was sure he had been wearing it that night. "I could swear you were wearing it during the shooting game earlier."

"Nope!" was his reply. "No point—it's not like I had anywhere to be after this."

Just then, Rachel came up and gave Gwen a goodbye hug. "We're heading out," she said. "Mark seems to be in a hurry to get home, for some reason," she said with a knowing smirk.

"Oh no!" Gwen exclaimed. "Rachel—your necklace!"

Rachel looked puzzled. "My necklace?"

"You must have dropped it!" Gwen started looking around to see if it had dropped nearby.

"Gwen, I wasn't wearing a necklace tonight," Rachel assured her.

"But I saw..." Gwen's voice trailed off. Was she going crazy? Rachel was definitely wearing her beloved diamond necklace this evening. Gwen vividly remembered seeing its prismatic gleam while Rachel was playing the bottle-throw game earlier.

"Come on, Gwen," said Jake, stifling a yawn. "It's getting late."

But as Jake dropped her off at home, Gwen couldn't shake the feeling that something was wrong. Why didn't Rachel remember wearing her diamond necklace tonight? It was one of her most prized possessions. And Jake's watch—he always wore that watch, and she knew he had been wearing it tonight.

As she approached the door to her home, a suspicion took hold of her. The hypnotist! What if she took them and made them forget? It was the circus' final night after all. Maybe she figured she could hypnotize her audience to hand over their valuables and be long gone the next morning. That must be it! And the more she thought about it, the more angry she became. Well, she wasn't going to let her get away with this!

The circus was much creepier with the lights off. The moon shone its cold light on the empty grounds, elongating and distorting the shadows of the midway, rides, and concession stands. Gwen was a little surprised that the gate was unlocked when she returned, but considered it a lucky sign. The still silence was eerie, and although she was confident that all the performers must have retired to their caravans on the far side of the fairgrounds by now, she still started at every random noise or wind-blown wrapper that blew past her. The moon was nearly full, so she had little trouble finding her way back to Madame Seraphina's tent.

As she slowly pulled back the canvas entrance flap, her heart pounded with anxiety, but she refused to be daunted. Tiptoeing her way behind the stage area, she found what she was looking for: the dressing room.

A large standing mirror that took up one corner, next to a table with one of those hypnosis spiral devices they used in old movies. A makeup table, cluttered with an array of cosmetics and brushes, took up most of one side. There was a simple chair with a velvet cushion, and a worn, threadbare rug that looked like it had traveled the world over. A rolling wardrobe rack with a variety of stage outfits stood in the back, beside a large trunk. Gwen decided to start her search there.

Glancing around nervously one last time, she slid to her knees and tried the clasp. Locked. What were the chances that the key was here in the room? If this were her room, where would she hide it?

But there was no time for lengthy reflection. Her friends' things had to be found. She began her search, her eyes darting around the room, searching for any likely place to hide the missing items. She rummaged through the costumes, checking pockets and seams, but found nothing. 

Just to be sure, she double-checked the costumes, but her resolve remained unshaken. If Rachel and Jake had been tricked into giving away their valuables, she had to get them back.

The dressing table seemed to be next most promising. Underneath a pile of glittery scarves, her hand closed over something cold and hard. Gwen's heart leaped with excitement as she pulled out a small jewelry box. She flipped open the lid to find...a light?

A rhythmic, ringed light pulsed from within the box. Gwen couldn't help but stare at this odd contraption as it pulsated with a soft, inviting glow. What...what was this thing? she wondered. Her purpose momentarily forgotten, she gawked wonderingly at the curious device, this device that glowed in such a soothing tempo. What could it be for? Whatever it was, Gwen found it oddly relaxing. Her face grew slack as the light blinked on, then off. On, then off. She blinked slowly as its light illuminated her drowsy features. It made her feel so relaxed. So relaxed and sleepy. Yes, so sleepy...

She barely noticed a voice...a faraway lullaby of a voice...that spoke in time with her thoughts.

"Sleepy..." it whispered seductively. "So sleepy, so drowsy...so relaxed...Just let your eyelids droop. Your eyes are so heavy now, so sleepy... You want to sleep now... Sleeep.... Wouldn't it be nice to go to sleep...? Wouldn't it feel good to let go and simply go to sleep? Sleep... Sleeeep...."

Gwen's eyelids fluttered shut and her sleepy head drooped forward as Madame Seraphina's hand reached out and closed the lid of the box. Gwen's chest rose and fell in a slow rhythm as she stood, entranced for the second time this evening.

Madame Seraphina placed her hand gently on the sleeping girl's slumped shoulders as she leaned in from behind. "Do you remember this wonderful, sleepy feeling from earlier tonight, Gwen?" she said softly in Gwen's ear.

"Yes." The word tumbled lazily out of the girl's gently parted lips.

"Yes," pursued the hypnotist. "You feel so good now, so light, so comfortable. You find that you can easily follow my suggestions, that it feels good to follow my suggestions, that your body naturally obeys my suggestions without hesitation. Isn't that right, Gwen?"

"Yes," came the sleepy reply.

"Very good dear. Now, in a moment I'm going to ask you to open your eyes. When you do, you will remain deeply asleep, deeply hypnotized. You feel good about this, so good about being hypnotized. Now, open your eyes, my dear."

Gwen's long lashes fluttered open and she slowly lifted her head. Seraphina slowly turned Gwen to face her.

"Look into my eyes, Gwen, and answer me honestly." Gwen's glazed eyes floated up to meet the hypnotist's emerald gaze. "Did you like my little box of tricks?"

"Yes," Gwen replied.

Seraphina smiled. "I'm so glad. I got the inspiration from an old movie. Now, why are you here, Gwen? What possessed you to come back to my cozy little dressing room?"

"I...I..." Gwen seemed dazed, lost in the hypnotist's glittering eyes.

"That's okay, sweetie. You'll find you can answer me openly and freely, no matter how deep you are."

"I came back for my friend's jewelry," Gwen said.

A twinkle came into the hypnotist's eyes. "Do you mean your friend's diamond necklace? The one you saw her wearing on the midway?" Gwen nodded. "And your boyfriend's watch? You're positive that you saw him wearing it at the shooting gallery, aren't you?"

Gwen dreamily wondered how Seraphina could know these details, but it didn't matter. All that mattered was this wonderful warm cocoon of pleasure and the magnetic allure of Madame Seraphina's green eyes.

Seraphina laughed gently. "You're probably a little confused, I expect. Tell me, did you ask your friends about their missing items?"

"Uh huh..."

"And they didn't know what you were talking about, I suppose."

A dreamy nod.

"So you began to suspect that I had messed with their minds, didn't you"

Another sleepy nod.

"Well, let me assure you that I'm no thief, Gwen. I think I can clear up the misunderstanding," the hypnotist continued. "I didn't mess with their memories, Gwen. I messed with yours."

Gwen's slow, heavy thoughts struggled to process this. Seraphina could see the confusion in her subject's face. "How about you undress for me while I explain?"

"Undress...for you..." Gwen lowered her eyes to the dark outfit she had changed into before returning to the circus. Her fingers languidly obeyed her hypnotist's suggestion.

"Your friend—Rachel was it?—certainly put on quite a show tonight," Seraphina explained as she watched Gwen's clothes drop to the floor, one piece at a time. "But you, my dear... You struck me as something extra special. When I saw you with your friends in the audience, I knew I had to have you under my spell."

“Under your spell...” Gwen now stood, naked and passive, awaiting her next cue.

Madame Seraphina took a step back, her eyes roving over Gwen's slender form. She was a vision of youthful beauty, her skin glowing faintly in the moonlit tent. The hypnotist's gaze lingered on the delicate curve of Gwen's neck, the swell of her breasts, the flatness of her stomach, and the thatch of hair at the apex of her thighs. The girl's eyes remained glazed, staring straight ahead.

"Look at you," Seraphina murmured. "So responsive, so pretty, so...susceptible. It's like you were made for this." Her hand came up to cup Gwen's chin, tilting her head back so their eyes met. 

"But I needed you to come back, alone, so that I could mold your mind the way I want it," said Seraphina, returning to her previous explanation. She took the chair and moved it so that it faced the mirror in the corner.

Mold...my mind? Gwen shuddered involuntarily at these words. Her breathing quickened as a tiny voice in her mind tried to shake her out of her sleepy complacency. What...what was she doing? What was she allowing this woman to do to her?!

Seraphina seemed to sense Gwen's struggle as she returned to her entranced victim. "Come have a seat, dear," she said, gently, but firmly. Gwen seemed to hesitate, but allowed herself to be led when Seraphina took her by the hand and placed her in the chair by her own reflection. With a click, the hypnospiral on the nearby table spun into action. Gwen's eyes went wide with fear as she anticipated what was coming.

"Yes, Gwen, I can see that deep down you're a fighter. That's part of the allure, if I'm being honest," came the soft voice at Gwen's ear. "Just relax, my dear. Relax...relax..." It took all of Gwen's feeble power to avoid looking at the spiral or into the emerald eyes over her shoulder in the reflection.

"Relax and let go, my dear. Let go...let go..."

Gwen could feel her resistance crumbling, but she mustered all the strength she had to resist Madame Seraphina's mesmeric cadence.

"I need you to open your mind fully for me, Gwen, so that I can plant my suggestions deeply and permanently into your soft, pink, pliant mind," the hypnotist persisted. Gwen could see the mentalist's eager leer in the reflection. "You're going to love your new life, Gwen, I promise. You're going to be so happy and so hypnotized. All you have to do is relax and look into the spiral. Relax and look into the spiral... Look into the spiral...You must look into the spiral..."

Gwen's eyes widened with fear and she tried to turn away, but she couldn't resist as Seraphina's hands guided her face towards the whirling black-and-white vortex, couldn't resist as her eyes followed the lines around and around, drawn ever closer to the center of the captivating spiral, couldn't resist as her thoughts faded...faded...faded...until there was only the spiral and Madame Seraphina's silky voice.

Seraphina watched with exhilaration as the pretty blonde's will faded before her eyes. "Feel the spiral draw you in deeper," she persisted as one hand slid down the girl's taut stomach towards her sex. "Deeper and deeper...you are going deeper and deeper into the spiral, deeper and deeper into hypnosis..." The fingers of her other hand caressed Gwen's breasts softly. "Deeper and deeper under my control...under my sexual spell..."

Gwen was lost now. Her eyes wide and vacant, she sat like a rag doll, staring stupidly into the spiral before her face. Rachel, Jake, home...all of it forgotten. There was no room in her thoughts now for anything but Madame Seraphina’s voice and the endless fascination of the spinning image before her. Seraphina’s hands grew more bold and her hypnotic instructions even bolder. Hot breath close against Gwen’s ear, the hypnotist went to work bending the helpless girl’s will to her own. 

When Seraphina led her to the trailer shortly before daybreak, Gwen’s mind was nothing but a hazy swirl of lust and submission. And as Seraphina gently guided Gwen’s face to her first taste of heaven, Gwen’s one and only thought was of pleasuring her new mistress.

***
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It was a warm and humid summer night when the trio of young women burst, laughing, out of the fortune-teller’s tent and stumbled tipsily through the neon glow of the night circus. The air was abuzz with the sounds of the circus music and excited chatter from the midway as the friends explored the scattered pavilions, on the hunt for their next adventure.

"Looking for a good time?" The speaker was a pretty blonde dressed in a sequined blue bodysuit cut high to show off her long, shapely legs and with a neckline that highlighted her other ample assets. Her eyes glinted with mischief as she looked them over. "The hypnosis show is just about to start. If you’re looking for something really naughty you should check it out!”

The three young women glanced at each other dubiously. “Actually, we were just about to–” one of them began.

“Oh, this isn’t just making people cluck like chickens or that sort of thing,” the showgirl assured them. She leaned in conspiratorially. “In Madame Seraphina’s show, anything goes...and I do mean anything!” she added, smiling slyly. “Trust me: you have to see this...” she left off with a playful wink.

The women looked at each other again, then shrugged. “I guess we can check it out.” 

Gwen watched them as they ducked into the large, dimly-lit tent. There was something about the apple-cheeked brunette with the laughing eyes that she knew Madame Seraphina would like. Gwen had become quite adept at scouting women who suited Seraphina’s tastes, and she felt an anticipatory thrill at the thought of how pleased her mistress would be with this one.

But Gwen had work to do. As she took up her place in the wings, she went over her routine one more time in her mind. She knew her cue to discreetly lead the hypnotized girl backstage while the audience slept, just as she knew the details of non-existent jewelry, the suspicion to embed in her suggestible mind, and the well-rehearsed light-box trigger she was to plant before returning the woman to her seat. Seraphina had trained her well, and Gwen had performed her role nearly half a dozen times this past year. 

She imagined the scene now: the pretty brunette, her face slack and her hazel eyes wide and unresisting as Gwen programmed her thoughts at the hypnospiral. The image transformed into that of the woman kneeling between Madame Seraphina’s legs in her trailer, adoration in her eyes as she drew ever closer to the focus of her worship. Gwen felt a twinge of envy–she nearly always did–when she imagined what was in store for tonight’s prey. The thrill of having her mind bent, her resistance overcome, her will subverted for the first time–the memory of it was seared into Gwen’s memory. It was the most wonderful thing she had ever experienced...and her go-to fantasy when masturbating. 

The lights dimmed and the audience in the seats began to quiet down. 

"Good evening, and welcome to my little show," began a voice like a velvet caress. "I am Madame Seraphina, mistress of the mind." Gwen snapped to alertness and her nipples stiffened tantalizingly in anticipation. It was time for the show to begin...
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Gwen was curious.
Gwen was careless.
Now Gwen is mindless.
When you decide to investigate a shady stage
hypnotist, you'd better not get caught snooping!
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