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Enthralling The Queen (Hypno Lord, #5)


Anne could not believe it. She was getting dressed, preparing for a meeting- with a mesmerist. Anne I, Her Imperial Majesty the Queen-Empress, ruler of England and all its dominions, was dressed in her regalia and was going to meet with... a mesmerist.

She would never have considered it, of course, except for the fact that Rogers had insisted on it. He had not revealed anything as to why during their brief conversation; he had only insisted that she meet with this mesmerist, that it was imperative she meet with this mesmerist. She understood his tone well enough, however: it was the same tone he used when talking about defense, or the future of England. Clearly, he saw something very important in this mesmerist. Important enough to have her meet with him.

“Your appointment has arrived, your Majesty. Shall I send him in?” the attendant at the entrance to her chambers asked.

“Yes, Reginald. You may send him in.” she said. He bowed, and a moment later the man in question was ushered in. He was more or less what Anne had been expecting. Rather low-class, with clothes that were not shabby but certainly not fit for moving in the higher spheres of class and power to which John Rogers belonged to. Despite his rather normal appearance, however, he exuded a calm, quiet confidence and politeness that impressed Anne greatly. She was willing to hear him out, at any rate.

“Your Majesty.” He said, bowing low. “It’s... ah, an honor to meet you.”

“Thank you. Antonio, was it?” She said. She gave him a curt nod, allowing him to rise, and he did so.

“Yes, your Majesty. I... I had never expected to be here. Not... not even when the Prime Minister met with me.” He said. He shook his head in amazement. “I had no idea I could ever have come this far.”

“And I am still not sure why you have.” the queen said to him. “Rogers told me very little of who you are and what you can do for the crown. He told me only that it was imperative that I meet with you.”

“Ah.” He said. “Yes, we, uh... well, I’m a mesmerist, you see.”

“I’ve been informed.” The queen said drolly. “But you have to understand that there are plenty of those in the country. Why have you been brought to me? What makes you different from the dozens of other mesmerists that ply your trade?”

“Ah. Well.” He said. He paused for a moment. “You see, my power, unlike theirs, is very much real.”

“Real?” the queen said. She raised an eyebrow. “I do believe you’re joking.”

“No, I... well, I have the power to make people do things.” He said. “For whatever reason, I can make people feel very calm, very relaxed. They slip into an easy sort of mode with me. And as they relax even further, as they allow the stress and the worries to slip out of them, they become more willing to obey me, more willing to accept any command I give them.”

“I see.” Anne said. She could certainly see how. His voice was regular, deep, and pleasing. She could almost feel herself floating away on it, and she could certainly see how someone else might find themselves carried away. She, however, was made of sterner stuff than that.

“It’s a very natural induction, nothing like the parlor tricks of other magicians.” He said. “They simply start to become relaxed. Very, very relaxed. They want nothing more than to be free of choices, free of worries, free of will. It’s so pleasing, so relaxing.”

“I suppose.” Anne said. She could see his point, a little. Sometimes responsibility weighed heavily upon her, as it must any queen. The temptation to escape, to relax, to abdicate, was always there.

“Still...” she said. “I don’t see how anyone could be made to do that. A spy, for example. Could you just waltz into the German high court and mesmerize an important courtier? I’m sure they’d see right through that.”

“But that’s the brilliance of my power!” he said, excitedly. She could see how animated he became when he began to talk about it. “You don’t want to resist. When I begin talking, when I begin telling you about how wonderful it is to give up control, you simply want to do it. You’re very relaxed, you feel good. You think it’s a wonderful idea, giving up all that troublesome free will, giving up the responsibilities. It’s so much nicer to obey. So much easier to obey.”

“Yes, I... suppose it is.” The queen said. He was right. It was so much nicer to obey. And she was feeling very relaxed, at any rate. She supposed if he didn’t work out as an agent of the state, she could always hire him as her personal stress relief.

“Take you, for example.” He said. “Surely you enjoy being queen, don’t you? But sometimes... sometimes it’s so hard being queen. Sometimes you just want to relax, don’t you? Just allow all your worries to melt away. Relax, and allow someone else to make those decisions for you. You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes...” Anne said slowly. She did want that, very much. Being the queen was so hard sometimes... that sounded so nice, having someone else make decisions for her. 

“It’s all a matter of making you feel wonderful, wonderful and relaxed.” He said. “You like to feel wonderful, don’t you? You like to feel good, don’t you? It feels good to obey. So just relax.”

It sounded like good enough advice to Anne, anyway. She allowed herself to relax, and she suddenly felt the weight of the world melting off her shoulders. It felt so good. She sighed almost imperceptibly at how wonderful it felt to let go of all that responsibility. 

“That’s good, keep relaxing.” He said. “Keep relaxing. You’re feeling so wonderful, so relaxed. Look into my eyes.”

Anne raised her gaze to his eyes. He had the most intense, brightest blue eyes that she had ever seen. They seemed to bore right into her soul, and she found herself powerless to look away from them.

“Look into my eyes, your Majesty.” He said. “Look into my eyes, feel yourself being carried away by them. Feel my voice sweeping you up, feel it carrying you into the deep, endless pleasure, the deep, endless relaxation that you see in my eyes. As you stare into my eyes, as you listen to my voice, you’re going deeper and deeper into my trance. Do you understand?”

“Y...yes...” Anne said. She could not look away from his eyes. They dominated her, eclipsing her vision, allowing nothing else to exist. The world seemed to melt away, disappearing into nothingness, and all that existed were those eyes, those piercing blue eyes, the eyes that seemed to take her away, steal her away, keep her under their spell.

“Good, Anne. Very good.” He said. “Just look into my eyes, don’t look away. Let them enter into you, let them take you. You’re feeling very relaxed, so wonderful, so peaceful. You’re feeling very obedient. You want to listen to me, don’t you? You want to obey any command I give you.”

Dimly, she realized something was terribly wrong. She realized that he was attempting to hypnotize her- and he was succeeding, turning her into his helpless slave. And yet... she couldn’t stop him, didn’t want to stop him. She was so relaxed, she felt so wonderful, it seemed far too much effort to do anything. But she had to- she had to resist him.

“N...no...” she managed weakly, a small part of her managing to assert control, managing to speak out against the wave of almost all-encompassing relaxation she felt. He brought his lips up to her mouth, silencing her weak attempt at resistance.

“Shh.” He said. “You don’t want to resist. You like to feel good, don’t you?”

“Yes...” she said. She did like to feel good. That made sense.

“And obeying me makes you feel good, doesn’t it? You want to feel good. You want to feel, relaxed, peaceful. You want to feel good, and so you want to obey me. Isn’t that right?”

“Y...Yes...” she said, her brow furrowing, attempting to comprehend his words.

“And resisting makes you feel bad.” He said. “Resisting makes you feel very bad. You don’t want to feel bad, do you? So you should obey, since it makes you feel good, and you like feeling good.”

“Yes...” she said dreamily. She sensed something wrong in his logic, but she couldn’t decide what it was. She was feeling so relaxed, and it made it awful hard to think. Any attempt at countering his logic seemed to slip away from her, slip away into the deep fog that enveloped her brain, the thick fog that made it so very, very hard to think.

“Good girl, very good. I’m going to count down from 10, and as I count down the numbers you’re going to feel more and more obedient, more and more relaxed. With each number, you’re going to feel more wonderful, more submissive, more obedient. Do you understand?” he said.

“Yes...” she said again.

“Good. You’re such a good subject.” He said, and she felt herself flush with pleasure at his praise. “Now then, let’s begin. 10... you’re feeling very good. 9... you’re feeling very relaxed, so much more relaxed ... 8... my voice is taking you away, drawing you deep into my eyes, taking away your control... 7... you’re feeling so very, very wonderful... 6...”

Anne began to feel herself floating away, began to feel her mind slipping away from her. Whatever small part of had tried to resist, it was getting rapidly sucked away, rapidly overcome by the complete relaxation she felt. As he counted down she felt all the stress flush away from her body, replaced with a complete feeling of peacefulness, a complete feeling of nirvana. It was a tranquil pleasure unlike she had ever experienced.

“6... you want to obey me... 5... you want me to completely control you, to own you... 4...”

She knew that was wrong. She knew she should be the one in control, the one commanding him. She knew she should stop him, call someone, call anyone... but it didn’t at all matter. Not anymore. She wanted this, wanted him to take control of her. She was so relaxed...

“4... obeying me excites you, it arouses you beyond belief... 3... nothing else exists but my eyes... 2... you feel completely relaxed, completely obedient. 1... you no longer have any will of your own. You are mine, and mine alone, to do whatever I command, and every command you obey makes you more and more aroused.”

Anne looked up at him, unmoving, her eyes unable to look anywhere now. They were arrested on his, as she had been commanded to do.

“First things first.” He said. He looked her over. “Stand up. Take off those clothes. I want to see what they’re hiding.”

Anne obeyed instantly, standing up and beginning to unbuckle her clothes. She felt her hands moving as if by their own accord, beginning to unlace her corset. The moment she obeyed his command she felt a rush of pleasure, a rush of fire straight down to her loins. It felt so right to obey him, so right to give up all her free will to him. She was so relaxed, she felt so wonderful. Shortly, she found herself completely disrobed in front of him, standing in front of him, waiting patiently for his next command.

He rose as well, beginning to walk around her leisurely. He ran his fingers along her body leisurely, soaking up the moment, enjoying his completely control over her. He raked his fingers along her skin, barely coming into contact, enjoying the light touch that he got as he enjoyed her skin, enjoying the curve of her womanly hips. He brought his hands up to her breasts, allowing them to linger for a moment. He stroked a finger along her nipples, and smiled as he felt her nipple stiffen under the stimulation.

“Oh, you have a wonderful body, your Majesty.” He said, still running his thumbs along her nipples. “It’s no wonder that you’re still the virgin queen. You wouldn’t want to give this up to anyone, would you? Except you’re going to give yourself up to me. And you’re going to love every moment of it.”

“Yes.” Anne said, her breath excited. She trembled a little with excitement, looking forward to his next command. She was so relaxed, so happy to obey him, that she thought of nothing else.

“Well, let’s begin then.” He said. “There’s a reason that I’ve come so far, you know. A reason that I’ve used my talents to come here. But you’d better free my cock before I begin to tell you.”

Anne didn’t respond- why would she? Instead, she got on her knees in front of him. She brought her hands up to his trousers, undoing the buttons that held his member away from her. His cock sprang up once freed from its prison, throbbing invitingly in front of her. She took it in her hand, gently. She had never held one before- being queen had never given her any opportunity to do so. Now, however, she was transfixed by it.

“You like that, don’t you?” he said, noticing her staring at it. “You’ve never seen one before, I imagine.”

She nodded absently, stroking the cock in front of her. It was big, pulsing with desire, and growing ever bigger as her tiny, delicate hand gripped it, stroking it experimentally. She felt herself growing more and more excited at her master’s arousal, as his cock grew on her hand, as his lust for her engorged it to a size she had not thought possible. She nearly gasped when it twitched in her hand, and he laughed at her inexperience.

“Enough of that.” he said. “If I had wanted you to pleasure me with your hands, I would have told you to do it. Take me in your mouth.”

Anne complied, lowering her head down into his lap. She had never done something like this before- she would have found it disgusting. But that didn’t matter, not anymore. Her master had commanded her, and so she would obey without question. She opened her mouth, sliding his big, throbbing cock into her mouth. She began to bob her head up and down on his cock, sliding it in and out of her mouth, emulating the stroking motion of her hand that had pleased him. She was rewarded by a grunt of pleasure from him, and she continued with her efforts. His grunts thrummed through her, reverberating through her mouth, and the knowledge that she was pleasing him only fueled her own lust as well.

“Ah, that’s good. Good girl. Keep doing that, and I’ll tell you why you’re on your knees with my cock in your pretty little mouth.” he said. She continued bobbing her head up and down on his cock, rewarded by the occasional grunts and moans that were evidence of the pleasure she brought him. 

“You see, it’s power that drives me.” He said. He placed his hand on her head. “I love the queen of England on her knees, taking her cock deep in my throat. In fact, once I heard of mesmerism, I knew what I was going to do with it. I was going to become the best mesmerist the world had ever seen, and I was going to enslave the most beautiful monarch the world had ever seen.”

“So I trained, and trained. And I became able to enslave anyone, anywhere, at any time. And I set my eyes on you.” He said. “I found, however, that I couldn’t even get to you to enslave you. Your security staff is clever, I’ll give them that. Every guard I mesmerized I never saw again, replaced by another. There was never a big enough gap to get to you. And then I... unnh!”

He bucked suddenly, surprised. Anne had used her tongue, sliding it up and down his shaft, licking the tip. It had surprised him with the shock of its pleasure, and she felt her own rush of heat lace through her at the satisfaction of pleasing him.

“Such a naughty girl, your Majesty.” He said. “But I discovered a new way. A more... pleasant way. I simply started enslaving more and more powerful women, using them as my own personal toys as well as having them introduce me up the social chain. And it worked better than I thought it would. I have the queen of England on her knees, happily sucking my cock.”

He curled his fingers up in her hair, and pulled her head off his cock with a wet, loud pop. He gazed down into her eyes, and she looked up at his. His eyes bore into her, the eyes of her master, the eyes of a man with complete and total control over her. She stared at him, patiently waiting for his next command.

“And now that I have you, I’m going to do what I please with you.” He said. He smiled fiendishly, his eyes still locked on hers. “Bend over that table of yours, my queen. Show me that full, royal ass of yours.”

Anne obeyed unquestioningly, getting up and bending over the ornate wooden table. She arched her back, pushing her ass out, trying to give him the best view possible of her ass and her pussy. He slapped her full, plump ass, and it jiggled, sending a shock of pleasure through Anne’s body as her master used her.

“It’s incredible, you know.” He said. “Such a beautiful body, hidden beneath layers and layers of clothes. That beautiful ass, that beautiful royal pussy of yours, hidden away. But no longer. Oh, no longer.”

He positioned himself behind her, and she felt his member throbbing against her thigh. It felt even bigger now, if that were possible.

“I bet you can’t wait for your master’s cock inside you.” He said. He teased her, sliding his cock up her thigh, up ever so slowly, letting her feel it pulse against her, until he reached the entrance of her sex. She whimpered slightly as she felt his cock there, felt its heat against the entrance.

“To deflower the virgin queen.” He murmured, leaning over, whispering it into her ear. “Does my virgin queen want that? I bet she does. I bet it gets her all hot to have her master ready to use her, ready to take her virginity, ready to make her his.”

“Yes...” she whispered back, a husky, deep whisper, a whisper reverberating with the primal passions of the lust her master inspired in her. A small part of her still remained that knew this was wrong, that something was wrong, but she didn’t bother to listen to it. She felt so wonderful, so relaxed, so aroused submitting to his commands, obeying her master- she didn’t want to stop, didn’t want to have her own free will.

“Yes what?” he said. He withdrew a little, slapping her ass again. “Tell me what you want.”

“Yes, I want...” she said. He spanked her again, her full, round ass rippling under the blow.

“Too slow.” He said. “What do you want?”

“I want you to take me.” She said quickly, eagerly, faster than he could spank her. She was rewarded with his cock pressing ever so slightly into her pussy. She could feel him, feel the tip of his mammoth cock in her pussy, and she writhed, wriggled, trying desperately to get him deeper.

“Good.” He said. “Now, Anne. Listen to me carefully. As I slide my cock deep into you, as I take your virginity for mine, you will become more and more my slave. With every thrust of my cock into you, you will fall deeper and deeper into my control. And when I come inside you, you will be mine, completely mine, forever. Do you understand?”

“Oh god, yes...” she said hungrily. And with that he plunged into her savagely, a hard, long, deep thrust. He tore her maidenhood asunder, taking the queen’s virginity for the first time. She struggled to keep herself up, both at the force of his deep, hard thrusts but also at the pleasure, the unimaginable pleasure he was giving her. For every thrust made her more obedient, made her more his slave, sapped more and more of her will.

He continued to thrust into her from behind. His hands gripped her, grasping the firm yet supple flesh of her ass as he thrust into her, pulling her hips into him. She continued to buck back into him, grinding her hips on his, matching the rhythm of his thrusts into her, falling deeper and deeper into his control with every thrust of his cock into her.

His thrusts began to quicken even as his body began to tense, and somehow she understood what that meant. It was instinctive; a primal part of her womanhood knew what was happening as he tensed, as he grunted, as he held her hips to his and spasmed. And she felt it- felt his warm, hot seed shooting into her, deep into her womb. It began a feeling there that started to spread, started to permeate every part of her body. It rushed through her like a tidal wave, slamming into her boy, into her mind, and it erased any part of her that even had a faint thought of disobeying. As she slumped onto the desk, her breasts pressed firmly against the hard, cold wood, she was completely, wholly, irreversibly his.

He pulled out of her finally as she lay there, unmoving. He gave her a light, half-hearted slap on the ass.

“You certainly are a fiery fuck, your Highness.” He said, laughing. “or should I say my royal slave? Since that’s what you are, now.”

“Yes, Master.” She said. She turned to face him, and she loved how his eyes dropped lasciviously to her supple breasts. She grabbed them, caressing them, giving him a show. “Your royal slave lives to serve.”

“She can serve by cleaning me with her mouth.” He said. He indicated his cock, and she got on her knees, licking up all of the juices that had come of their passion. His command had sent a rush of pleasure through her, and she had no thought but to obey him. His will was hers completely.

“I wonder, what shall I do?” he mused, as she kneeled, naked, greedily licking up his essence. “Should I marry you outright? Become king? Or be your paramour, the puppeteer to your puppet, fucking you from behind the throne and guiding the state? What a horrible job, being the ruler of the most powerful Empire in the world. I’m so glad I’ve taken that responsibility from you, my dear.”

Anne nodded eagerly, slurping her master’s re-hardening member in her mouth. She was very glad he had taken all that responsibility from her. Because she was Anne I, Her Imperial Majesty the Queen-Empress, ruler of England and all its dominions, and willing, obedient fuck slave... to the Hypno Lord.


Did you love Enthralling The Queen? Then you should read Thrall of the Vestals by Gwendoline Townsend!
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John Calvino felt like he hit the jackpot. He had been invited to a dig on the historic island of Malta- the youngest student ever to have such an opportunity. Things begin to take a turn for the strange, however, when he begins to unearth the fact that an ancient cult had lived here. The cult of the Vestals. A cult that took young women, enthralling them, ensnaring them utterly- a  cult that might still be active. The women of the camp are behaving strangely, and some of the girls have already submitted to the cult's powers, giving themselves up to be helpless, willing thralls- and it seems like his girlfriend Emma and his new friend Liz might be next!

Will John be able to stop them in time, or will Emma and Liz be unable to resist the corruption and become mindless Thralls of the Vestals?

EXCERPT

She couldn't take it anymore. She had tried. She had tried. They have been easy to ignore, at first: faint stirrings, stirrings deep in her, stirrings that she attributed only to the fact that she had not had a man in some time. But then… The urges became deeper. More intense. She began to be unable to focus at the archaeological dig she was working on, her mind consumed by that deep, barely hidden fire that pulsed inside her.

And the dreams… Oh, the dreams. They were the worst, by far. At least when she was awake, she had some notion of how to resist the urges that came to her: she could shake them off, listen to music, or engage herself in a particularly vexing problem. But at night she had no defense. The dreams, they invaded her mind – they came unbidden, probing snaking into her deepest fantasies. Those images, the surging visions that permeated her sleep, making her moan and groan in the comfort of her cot in her tent at night.

“My child.” Gegania said, looking at her. “You stand before me now as you did the day you entered this world. You cannot hide behind the trappings of clothes, just as you cannot hide your feelings from me. You have felt our call. You have felt the fire of the Vestals.”

“I… yes…” Jessica said. She almost couldn’t concentrate. Gegania’s voice had taken on a deep, almost hypnotic tone and cadence, and her sheer dress seemed to shimmer in the torchlight. Jessica could not help but stare into Gegania’s strong brown eyes, eyes that seemed to bore deep into Jessica’s soul.

“Do you wish to slake that thirst?” Gegania continued. “Do you wish to feel the sweet pleasure once more, the pleasure that only taunts you in your dreams?”

“Oh god, yes!” Jessica said, her head nodding so hard it felt as though it would fall off. She did want that. She wanted it so much.
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