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Controlled In The Club

“Yes...” she hissed at him as he continued to thrust deep into her. His measured thrusts were driving her wild, in time to the music. On the crowded dance floor, it looked as though they were just dancing and grinding. In reality, however, he had flipped Stacey’s little fuck-me dress up and had his cock deep in her eager, greedy pussy, thrusting into her in time with the music on the dance floor.

She moaned, grinding her ass against his hips, swaying to the motion of his hips as he thoroughly fucked her on the dance floor. She had never done this before, never had a man’s cock buried deep inside her on a crowded club floor. And yet, here she was, moaning with abandon, biting her lip even as she snaked her hands through his dark, smooth hair, bracing herself against his measured strokes, allowing herself to be mesmerized by the regular beat of the music, the beat that gave time to his thrusts.

She wasn’t this kind of girl. She knew she wasn’t this kind of girl- she had never done anything like this before. But she was so hot, so full of raw sexual energy... how could this have happened?

But she knew. Oh, she knew. Those deep, black eyes. Those eyes that seemed to drill into her, seemed to make her want him, want to do whatever he wanted, whatever he said. Mmm... those eyes.

***

Stacey Bennington had been having a really, really rough day.

More like a rough week, actually. Everything seemed to go wrong for her that particular week in every part of her life. Her boss had given her a less than stellar performance review even though she busted her hump for him every minute of the day, Kathleen had just bailed on their annual camping hangout weekend to be with her boyfriend. Her car got nicked by some jerkface who didn’t even bother leaving a note.

And worst- worst of all- Nick had cheated on her.

It had come out of left field. She honestly didn’t see it coming, not in a million years. He had always been wonderful to her. He was smart, kind, and caring, always inviting her out for drinks and really making an effort to know her. In the two months they had been together, she really felt like he was the one for her, someone she could build a life with, someone who was different than all the guys who just wanted to fuck and leave afterwards.

And yet... she came home to find him doing exactly that. Just thinking about it made her so angry. She had realized that she had forgotten a document she needed for work, so she had turned around and driven back to the house. The moment she opened the door she knew what had happened: there was a trail of clothes leading from the living room to the bedroom. And not just men’s clothes, either: there was a women’s shirt strewn along the wooden hallway, along with a bra and panties that she was sure were not hers.

She debated calling out to him, warning him of her presence. She decided against it, however, in her rage and fury. She simply walked determinedly down the hall, to the door that they both slept in, the door they cuddled in, made love in- and opened it full of a confidence born of rage. She found him there, his dick buried in some young little blonde slut that she had never seen before. The two of them looked up, and the girl seemed shocked, ashamed. But not Nick.

“Hey babe.” He said. He slapped the girl’s ass casually, eliciting a little shriek of surprise from her. “Want to join in?”

She was stunned. Floored. He seemed to show no remorse at all, no care in the world. Here was a man she thought she could build a life with, a man she had given the key to her apartment... and all he could say when she caught him in this sort of tryst was to invite her to a threesome? It fueled her rage even more. She didn’t even remember what she said to him- the next few moments were a whirlwind of impressionistic anger, an overwhelming feeling of deep betrayal. She remembered screaming at him, throwing his clothes at him, shoving him through the door with a strength that her righteous indignation gave her.

Finally she was alone, and she collapsed. She called her friend Shelley, and through tears of rage and hurt she recounted the whole story of Nick’s adulterous end to their relationship, and then she went back through the whole week, explaining everything that had gone wrong. Like a good friend, Shelley listened to Stacey vent, until finally she sensed that Stacey was done.

“Hon, I think I know what you need.” Shelley said. Stacey could hear the grin creeping into her friend’s voice.

“What?” Stacey said, feeling a little better after venting her feelings to her friend.

“You need to dance.” Shelley said.

“No, Shelley, really, I-“ Stacey began.

“No buts. Not now, not today, not after the week you’ve had.” Shelley said. “I’ll be around to pick you up at 8. We’ll grab some light dinner and then we’ll hit the town.”

“I... alright.” Stacey said. She smiled to herself. “I’ll see you then.”

“Oh baby, you will.” Shelley said. “Make sure to dress to kill. Tonight’s your night.”

Stacey smiled as her friend hung up. She did enjoy dancing, and she hadn’t done it in a long time. Not since she met Nick, actually. She immediately ran over to her closet to decide what to wear. She looked through her dresses that she hadn’t worn in ages. She went through a few of them before finally settling on a little black number she’d bought just a few months ago. She hadn’t worn it since she bought it- she found it to be a little slutty, if she recalled correctly. But for some reason it called to her today, so she tried it on.

She looked at herself in the mirror, and she agreed with her previous assessment: standing before her was most certainly a slut. The dress barely crept below her waist, and the tight dress left nothing of her ample butt to the imagination. The top had a plunging neckline that showed off the nice cleavage her 36C’s gave her- and almost more than that. It wasn’t something she’d ever actually considered wearing. She liked being daring, but she was a conservative girl at heart.

She looked in the mirror. Tonight, however... the game had changed. She wanted to let loose. Needed to let loose, in fact. So what if the men in the club lusted after her? She was worth wanting, worth having, and she was going to show the world that she had it- by flaunting it. She deserved at least that much after the hellish week she had been put through.

She slipped herself into the dress and tried on a pair of 4-inch stiletto heels that she hadn’t worn since she was in college. They still fit her feet just fine, and she liked the look they gave her when she looked in the mirror: the heels showed off her legs, and they made her butt look great. She gave a little experimental wiggle in the mirror, and she grinned to herself. She was certainly dressed to kill. Shelley said as much when she arrived at Stacey’s door a few hours later.

“Damn, girl!” Shelley said, looking her over. “When I said dress to kill, you really took that to heart.”

“I did.” Stacey said. She grinned. “What do you think?”

“I think...” Shelley said. She grinned back at her friend. “I think that you’ll have forgotten all about Nick by the time we’re done tonight. You might be on track to bagging something hotter.”

Stacey hopped into the car and the two of them drove down to the nightlife district. They stopped off at Las Palmas first to have some light tapas and start the evening’s debauchery.  They drank a bottle of wine between the two of them as they ate the best tapas around. Best of all, however, was that Shelley was paying.

“Come on, babe.” Shelley said after Stacey tried to help her pay. “You need this. Think of it as a gift from a friend. Besides, I wouldn’t want you to stop noticing all the men checking you out.”

Stacey grinned. She had been noticing all the guys checking her out. Even the guys who were with their dates would crane their necks a little to get a better peek when she sauntered through the doorway. Normally she’d feel self-conscious, but in a weird way it was empowering. Revitalizing. Fuck Nick and his stupid little bimbo. She was hot and she knew it- no, the rest of the world knew it. And that fact made it comforting.

They finished up at the tapas bar and walked over to the club across the street- besides having the best tapas and tempranillo in town, Las Palmas was also a great pre-game spot for the hottest nightclub in town: Area 69. Area 69 was well known on the nightclub scene for being the best spot for the night, every night. Anyone who was anyone (and anyone who was hoping to be anyone) would find themselves at Area 69 to dance the night away to the hottest club tunes. Stacey had never been there before- but one of Shelley’s friends was the bouncer, and that was their ticket in.

Stacey had never cut a line at a club before, and she had to admit the experience was exhilarating. She and Shelley boldly strode up to the bouncer at the front, and Shelley got a nod of recognition as the two of them approached the door. He unhooked the rope barrier for them, rehooking it as they passed, and Stacey felt a flush of pleasure at the mumbling and grumbling of the line behind them as they strode into the club. She felt powerful, she felt important- she felt good.

What she felt, however, was nothing next to what she felt when she walked onto that dance floor. The moment the entered the club’s doors she felt as though she was transported to a different place. The music was loud, deep, the bass thundering into her, the people swaying and dancing on the floor as though completely subsumed by the music, rhythmically moving to the beat that the DJ kept them on.

“This place... this place is amazing.” Stacey said, shouting to be heard over the din.

“Isn’t it?” Shelley shouted back. “Now then- less talking, more dancing!”

The two of them made their way down to the dance floor, joining the seething throng of dancers beneath them. Stacey had forgotten how much she loved dancing; the moment she began to sway her body, rocking to the beat of the song the DJ had mixed. As she danced with Shelley, she forgot all about Nick, all about her troubles at work, all about every single damn thing that had been worrying her for the past week. It was all subsumed by the dancing.

The dancing took her to a different place. A place where she had no worries, a place without stress. The beat of the music seemed to relax her. Its primal energies surged through her as she felt the beat of the club, the beat of the people in it, the pulse of the bass as she swayed along to it. When she was dancing, everything was perfect: she was in her element, with nothing that could bother her, the adrenaline and endorphins from the dance making her happy.

Even the men who came up to her didn’t bother her. It happened at every club: a guy would come up behind her, try to grind up on her. She would shy away, making it painfully clear she didn’t want that. Didn’t want them. She’d had enough of men for awhile, that was for sure: tonight was just for her, just for her to dance her stress away, dance the painful, awful memory of Nick away. It sure wasn’t to find another man.

Finally, Shelley motioned for her to stop for a second. Shelley was tired, and she asked Stacey if she wanted a drink. Stacey nodded in the affirmative, and the two of them left the dance floor- Shelley went to the bar to get her drink, and Stacey went to sit at one of the tables on the edge of the dance floor. It was good to sit down for a second- she hadn’t remembered how much of a workout dancing could be, and she realized that she actually was pretty tired.

She sat at the edge of the dance floor, surveying the dancers. It was kind of like people watching, but in overdrive- people in frantic, upbeat versions of themselves, gyrating against one another on the dance floor. There was the couple dancing with each other, oblivious to the rest of the world; the single people dancing around each other, each attempting to seduce one another; and the girls like herself, dancing for themselves, unwilling to look for love on the dance floor that evening.

But then a strange thing happened. She happened to be surveying the dance floor, enjoying the show being put forth for her, when her eyes happened to meet with a guy across the dance floor from her. It happened sometimes, and normally she would simply look away, embarrassed- too often they would interpret the momentary, accidental eye meeting as an invitation to come hit on her or try to buy her a drink.

But this man... his eyes were different. She attempted to look away, but she found herself completely unable to do so. It was as though his eyes had hooked into her, arresting her attention on him. They were unlike any eyes she had ever seen before- they were coal black and yet shone with some sort of strange, dizzying light that she could not identify. It could only have been a moment, but it felt like forever just then, her eyes held prisoner by this strange man and his impossibly dark eyes.

And then, he beckoned. He curled his finger, motioning for her to come to him, and her body obeyed almost instantly. She rose out of her chair, crossing the dance floor, going towards him with a singular purpose. She wasn’t sure why she did it- she hadn’t even hesitated getting out of her chair to look for this man. Normally she would have ignored him, turned away, but... there was something about him, something that compelled her to go to him, something inside her that wouldn’t allow her to turn him away.

Finally she reached him. He was taller than she had thought, and she had to look up to meet those eyes. As soon as she met his eyes she felt that strange new connection- and, even stranger, she felt something else. She felt a wave of pleasure rush through her when she looked into his eyes, a rush that seemed to course down her from her eyes all the way down to her sex. She shifted unconsciously, wilting under his gaze.

“Tell me your name.” he said simply. His voice cut through the deafening roar of the club, a rich, deep baritone that seemed to seep into her. His voice seemed to be just as unique as his eyes; every word he said flowed into her, seeping into the innermost parts of her body, of her soul. Just the sound of his voice made her knees weak. What was wrong with her?

“Stacey.” She said. Like his summons, the thought of disobeying his command never crossed her mind. He seemed... so commanding, so dominant. That realization sent another thrill of excitement through her, though she wasn’t sure why. That sort of thing had never charged her batteries before, but... now it was exhilarating.

“That’s a pretty name. Stacey.” He said calmly. “A pretty name for a pretty girl.”

“I...” she said. She blushed. “Thank you.”

“Now then, Stacey.” He said. He stroked the side of her cheek lightly. “Shall we sate our desires? Shall I take you now?”

“T... take me?” she said, thickly. He was really doing a number on her. She normally was able to handle her own with handsome guys, but for some reason she couldn’t even think around this one.

“Yes.” He said. “Perhaps I need to be more blunt? I’m going to take you out to the dance floor, and then I will fuck you. Is that better?”

“I...” she said. Now she hesitated. She couldn’t deny that she wanted it. She would have never considered such a thing before, but for some reason she was so hot, her fires stoked inside her, her passion building to a level she rarely knew. Was it because of Nick? Did she need to let loose? Still...

“I... I better not.” She said finally, mustering up enough will to get a coherent sentence out.

“Oh, I do hope you change your mind.” He said, smiling. “It would be such a disappointment to me if you didn’t.”

As he said that, he brought his hand down to her chin, lifting it up gently so that her eyes locked with his... and suddenly her world changed. His eyes, so inviting and mysterious before, had become impossibly deep. She saw in them darkness, a darkness that swallowed her whole, a darkness that seemed to flow from his eyes into hers, dulling her senses, pulling her into that dreamy abyss.

“D... disappoint...?” she said, he words coming out slurred. It was so hard to think all of a sudden, so hard to think while being pulled into those dark eyes.

“You don’t want to disappoint me.” He said. “You want to do whatever I say. You want to please me.”

“P... please you...” she said. That sounded right to her. She didn’t want to disappoint him, did she? That would be wrong of her.

“And I want to please you.” He said. “After all, you’re a young, beautiful girl. I bet you love having a nice, thick cock inside you, thrusting in and out, filling you completely.”

“C...cock... yeah...” she said dreamily. Her mouth fluttered up into a drowsy smile. She did like cock, come to think of it. And she was feeling so hot, too! A nice, thick cock would be exactly what she needed.

“Then come.” He said. He placed his hand on the small of her back, guiding her out to the dance floor. Her head still felt a little fogged, and her thoughts were coming slowly, but she didn’t need to think. She felt, and that was enough: she felt the heat of her body, the heat of her arousal coming off her, and she couldn’t wait to be sated.

They reached the center of the dance floor and began to dance, though it was unlike any dancing that Stacey had ever done before. She had always enjoyed dancing, always enjoyed moving to the deep bass beat of a dance song, but this was unlike any dancing she had ever done: it was primal, strong, animalistic in nature. It was more like foreplay than dancing, as she ground her hips against him even as he ran his hands along her body, exploring her.

His hands ran first to her breasts, and she gasped audibly when his strong, firm hands cupped themselves on her breasts. Her breasts had never been super sensitive before, but now it seemed as though they were a conduit to her pussy. Even over her bra and her dress, the sensation was overwhelming. It was all she could do to stop herself from sliding a hand down beneath the hemline of her dress.

But he took care of her, soon enough: his hands began to slide their way down from her breasts. They lingered on her hips for a moment, guiding her, swaying her to the rhythm of the beat even as they moved further down her body. They found the hemline of her dress, and slid under it, rubbing her pussy through her panties suggestively. She moaned lowly, and she could feel the growing wetness even through her panties. She ground against his fingers, trying to urge him on with her body, trying to get him to go even further.

His fingers snaked their way past the fabric of her panties, sliding easily and smoothly into her pussy, meeting no resistance due to the slick wetness of her arousal. He began to rub her clit, but she held his hand suddenly. She didn’t want his fingers. She was past that, beyond any pleasure his fingers could give her. She needed something else.

“Cock...” she said breathlessly. He grinned.

“So eager.” He said. “Good.”

He pushed the elastic of her panties aside, and suddenly he plunged his hard, throbbing cock into her. Her world exploded into waves of pleasure, and she gasped soundlessly as he buried himself deep inside her eager, welcoming pussy. She writhed unconsciously, bucking on his cock, needing more of him inside her, needing him to thrust harder into her.

She had never done anything like this before, never gotten fucked on a dance floor, but now she needed it. She couldn’t imagine anything else; she loved it, the feeling of her deep, full pussy cutting through the fog in her brain. She bucked against his hips in time to the beat, and his cock responded in kind, thrusting into her with each heavy blow of the drum machine.

She snaked her hands behind her, running them up his body, entangling them in his hair, urging him onwards. Her world slowly melted away, the dance floor melted away, nothing existing except for the two of them, no feeling save the wonderful, indescribable ecstasy that their frenzied fucking brought her. She felt as though she were in space, anchored only to this world by the rhythm of the cock thrusting in and out of her. She was close, so close...

And so was he. She felt him on the verge of losing control, felt his thrusts become harder and harder, less controlled, more primal. She urged him on, bucking her hips down on his cock, squeezing him, until he grunted. His whole body tensed up, and she felt him unload his seed inside her, spurting it deep into her.

And that was what tipped her over the edge. The orgasm slammed into her like a tidal wave, breaking on her in shuddering gasps of pleasure, but she was aware of something else: something inside her. It seemed to radiate from her pussy, spreading through her. A warm feeling that seemed to get into every part of her- her brain, her breasts, her soul, consuming her utterly, turning her into his forever and ever. He pulled out of her finally, after what felt like an eternity, and she turned to face her new master.

“Stacey! There you are!” a voice said, breaking into their reverie. “Jeez, I was looking for you forever, I-“

Shelley stopped dead in her tracks as the master turned to face her. His face was different now. It was feral, primal, his eyes bright with the sexual energies he had just consumed. He turned his hypnotic gaze on Shelley, and there was no subtlety in it, no seduction- just raw energy. Stacey saw Shelley’s face go blank, saw her look of consciousness replaced with a face of burning desire.

Wordlessly, he led the two of them off the dance floor, taking them to the VIP bathroom. He brought them inside, and the spacious private stall was empty. Shelley almost didn’t make it to the bathroom- she had her hand inside his jeans, trying to grab his cock, trying to free it for herself. But master had other plans.

“Bend over. Both of you.” He growled, his voice thick with power. The both of them obeyed instantly, bending over. He slid Shelley’s dress over her ass, sliding her panties out of the way, and began to thrust into her savagely.

“Unnnh! Ohgod, ohgod, yes! Harder, harder!” Shelley screamed, her eyes wild with lust, her throaty roar laced with the unslaked passion she felt. Master slammed into her with wild abandon, his powerful thrusts rocking her body on her knees, her full, round tits swaying in her dress as he fucked her. Stacey watched obediently, her own lust resurfacing as she watched her master take Shelley.

Finally with a deep, powerful groan he shot his seed into her as well, and Stacey saw Shelley’s eyes roll up as she succumbed to her own earth-shaking orgasm. She seemed almost unable to hold herself up, but soon Stacey saw the signs- saw the signs of her turning. Within moments, the blankness in her face showed that Master’s seed had done his work, and turned Shelley into his as well.

“I had no idea...” he said wonderingly as his thralls remained on their hands and knees in the air. “That was... incredible. Feeding on those energies...”

Suddenly he laughed, a deep laugh that Stacey would have called ominous just an hour ago. But it came from her Master, and so it did nothing but give her pleasure. If he was happy, she was happy.

“Keep those perky little asses in the air, slaves.” He said finally, grinning.

“Yes, Master.” They intoned in unison. He laughed again, slapping Stacey’s ass before casually burying himself inside her. He took turns, sliding in and out of Stacey and Shelley as they remained on all fours, motionless except for rocking every time his cock thrust into them.

He took them again in the bathroom, and again when they returned to his house. They rode him, they rode each other, they took his cock in their mouths without any hesitation, without any thought of disobedience. Stacey learned later that their master was a very rare form of vampire- a tantric vampire who fed on sexual energies. She didn’t know anything about that- she knew only that she wanted to please her Master.
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Did you love Controlled In The Club? Then you should read The Hypno Lord Collection by Gwendoline Townsend!
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A mesmerist from the continent has a chance encounter with a noblewoman at one of his shows. He mesmerizes her into his hapless thrall, and he begins to use her connections to mesmerize more and more powerful women in England... will he be stopped, or will even the Queen herself fall prey to his power and become his mindless, obedient plaything? For mature audiences only.

This anthology combines every chapter of the Hypno Lord collection (over 21,000 words of hot mind control) at a reduced price!

EXCERPT

“Oh, god…” she said, her body bucking. “Feels… so… good…”

“Yes.” He said. “Now tell me. What am I, Mary?” he said.

“You’re Mesmero, the Hypno Lord.” She said. “My Hypno Lord. My Master.”

“Yes.” He said. “Again.”

“You are my Master.” She said. She loved saying it. She loved her Master, loved obeying him.

“Again.”

“Oh… oh god. “ She said. “You’re my Master!”

He was close now as well, and she felt him start to give way to his baser urges. His movements were even deeper, his breath ragged, his grunts deep, animalistic, and Mary's propriety was all but lost in her lust-drunk haze of pleasure...

Read more at Gwendoline Townsend’s site.
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