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Jared walked into the dimly lit office, his fingers twitching toward the pack of cigarettes in his pocket. He didn’t believe in hypnosis—not really—but after months of failing to quit smoking, he was willing to try anything. Even this. Dr. Phaedra Jones stood behind her desk, her sharp eyes locking onto his the moment he entered. She was tall, her presence commanding, her voice smooth like honey laced with something sharper.

“Jared,” she said, her tone calm but firm. “Take a seat on the couch.”

He hesitated for a moment before complying, sinking into the plush leather. The room smelled faintly of lavender, the scent almost overwhelming his urge to light up. Phaedra moved gracefully, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor as she approached him.

“Relax,” she instructed, her voice lowering to a soothing cadence. “Close your eyes. Listen to my voice, and only my voice.”

Jared did as he was told, though skepticism still lingered in the back of his mind. He felt her presence shift, and he heard her take a seat beside him. Her voice was impossibly quiet but still clear, weaving its way into his thoughts like a thread slipping through fabric.

“You’re feeling calm,” she murmured. “Your body is heavy. Your mind is soft. You trust me completely, Jared. You’ll do exactly as I say.”

He didn’t know when it happened, but the tension in his body melted away. His breathing slowed, his thoughts drifting like leaves on water. Phaedra’s voice was the only thing he could focus on, and it felt good—safe, even.

“Take out your cigarettes,” she commanded.

His hand moved almost of its own accord, fishing the pack from his pocket.

“Crumple them up. Throw them away.”

Jared obeyed without hesitation, crushing the pack in his fist before tossing it into the trash bin beside the couch. A pang of loss flashed through him, but it was quickly drowned out by the soothing tone of Phaedra’s voice.

“Good,” she purred. “Now, take off your clothes.”

His eyes remained closed, his body relaxed, but his heart skipped a beat. The command felt odd, wrong even, but he couldn’t bring himself to resist. His fingers fumbled with his shirt buttons, then his belt, until he was completely bare. The air felt cool against his skin, but he didn’t care. All that mattered was her voice.

“Touch yourself,” she instructed, her tone calm but firm.

Jared’s hand moved to his cock, already half-hard. He stroked himself slowly, the sensation dulled by the trance but still pleasurable.

“Faster,” Phaedra commanded.

He complied, his pace quickening. A soft groan escaped his lips as pleasure began to build.

“Now slower,” she said, her voice smooth and unhurried.

His hand obeyed, the change in rhythm sending a shiver through his body.

“You’re doing so well, Jared,” Phaedra murmured, her voice closer now. He heard the rustle of fabric, felt the weight of her hand on his thigh.

When he opened his eyes, she was naked, her body illuminated by the soft glow of the room. Her skin was flawless, her curves inviting. She straddled his hips, her thighs brushing against his.

“Keep touching yourself,” she said, her voice low and commanding.

Jared’s hand moved instinctively, his eyes locked on her. She leaned forward, her breath warm against his ear.

“You’re going to please me,” she whispered. “You’ll do whatever I say.”

Her words sent a jolt of excitement through him. He nodded, his movements becoming more desperate. Phaedra shifted her weight, positioning herself over his face.

“Eat me,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for refusal.

Jared’s hands moved to her hips, pulling her closer. His tongue traced her folds, savoring her taste as she let out a soft moan. He licked and sucked, his movements becoming more urgent as she pressed herself against him.

“Deeper,” she gasped, her fingers tightening in his hair.

He obeyed, his tongue delving into her as she ground against his mouth. Her moans grew louder, her thighs trembling as she neared her climax.

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice trembling with pleasure.

Jared’s cock throbbed, aching for release, but he didn’t stop. He wanted to please her, to hear her voice praising him again.

Phaedra lifted herself off his face, her eyes dark with desire. She straddled his hips, positioning herself over his cock. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, lowering herself onto him.

He gasped as she took him in, her warmth enveloping him completely. She moved slowly at first, her hips rocking against his as she savored the sensation.

“Faster,” she commanded, her voice sharp with need.

Jared’s hips bucked in response, thrusting into her with growing urgency. Her moans filled the room, her hands gripping his shoulders as she rode him.

“Harder,” she gasped, her nails digging into his skin.

He obliged, his thrusts becoming more forceful. The pleasure was overwhelming, his body trembling as he neared the edge.

“Cum for me,” she demanded, her voice a breathless whisper.

Jared’s body convulsed, his release crashing over him as he obeyed. Phaedra rode him through it, her own climax following moments later. She collapsed against his chest, her breathing heavy.

“You’re mine,” she murmured, her lips brushing against his ear. “You won’t want to smoke anymore. You’ll only want me.”

Jared nodded, his mind still foggy with pleasure.

“Wake up,” she said, her voice firm.

He blinked, his senses returning to him slowly. Phaedra was already dressed, watching him with a knowing smile.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

Jared sat up, surprised to find that the urge to smoke was gone. In its place was a new desire, one that burned brighter than any craving he’d ever known.

“I feel good,” he admitted, his voice hoarse.

“Good,” she said, her smile widening. “Make another appointment, Jared. We’re not done yet.”

He nodded, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. He wasn’t sure if it was hypnosis or something else entirely, but he didn’t care. All he knew was that he wanted more.

And Phaedra wasn’t finished with him yet.

THE SISSY’S HYPNOTHERAPY

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / Hypnosis / Small Penis Humiliation / Strap-on / Pegging

Craig sat nervously on the edge of the plush leather couch in Dr. Gena Robinson’s office, his hands fidgeting in his lap. The room was warm, dimly lit, and smelled faintly of lavender. His eyes kept darting to Gena, who sat across from him in a sleek black pencil skirt and a crisp white blouse that hugged her curves perfectly. Her red lips curved into a reassuring smile, but there was something in her gaze that made his stomach flutter.

“So, Craig,” she began, her voice smooth and velvety, “what brings you here today?”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I… I think I have a problem,” he stammered, avoiding her piercing eyes. “I’ve been having these… urges. Thoughts. They’re embarrassing, and I don’t know what to do about them.”

Gena leaned forward slightly, her elbows resting on her knees. “Tell me more,” she encouraged, her tone gentle but firm.

Craig hesitated, his face flushing. “I’ve been… fantasizing about… crossdressing. Wearing women’s clothes. I don’t know why, but it’s all I can think about sometimes. And it’s… it’s making me feel ashamed.”

Gena nodded slowly, her expression thoughtful. “There’s no need to feel ashamed, Craig. These desires are more common than you might think. In fact, I believe we can explore this together in a safe and supportive environment.”

He looked up at her, hope flickering in his eyes. “Really? You think so?”

“Absolutely,” she said with a confident smile. “In fact, I have a technique that might help you embrace these feelings rather than fight them. Have you ever tried hypnosis?”

Craig blinked, surprised. “Hypnosis? No, I haven’t.”

“It’s a powerful tool for unlocking the subconscious mind,” Gena explained, standing up and gesturing toward the couch. “Why don’t you lie down and get comfortable? Let’s see if we can help you understand yourself better.”

Craig hesitated for a moment before nodding and lying back on the couch. His heart raced as Gena pulled up a chair beside him, her presence both comforting and unnerving.

“Close your eyes,” she instructed softly, her voice taking on a hypnotic quality. “Take a deep breath in… and out. That’s it. Just relax.”

Craig obeyed, his body sinking into the couch as he focused on her voice. It was soothing, almost melodic, and he felt himself drifting into a state of calm.

“Now, Craig,” Gena continued, her tone steady and commanding, “I want you to imagine yourself letting go of all your fears and insecurities. You’re safe here. There’s no judgment, no shame. Just acceptance.”

He felt a warmth spread through him, his muscles relaxing further as her words washed over him.

“You’ve been fighting these desires for too long,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “But deep down, you know they’re a part of who you are. You’re a sissy, Craig. And that’s okay.”

Craig’s breath caught at the word, but he didn’t resist. Something about the way she said it made it feel… right.

“Yes,” Gena murmured, her voice like honey. “You’re a sissy. You love the idea of wearing soft, silky lingerie. You crave the feeling of femininity. And you want to embrace it fully.”

Craig’s heart pounded as her words sank in, his body responding in ways he couldn’t control. He felt a stirring in his groin, his cock hardening against his will.

Gena noticed immediately, her lips curling into a sly smile. “See? Your body knows the truth, even if your mind is still catching up.”

She reached for a small makeup bag on the table beside her and pulled out a tube of lipstick. “Let’s start with something simple,” she said, uncapping it with a soft click. “Open your eyes, Craig.”

He did as he was told, his gaze locking onto hers as she leaned in close. Her fingers tilted his chin up gently, and he felt the cool touch of the lipstick as she applied it to his lips. The sensation was strange but oddly thrilling.

“There,” Gena said, sitting back to admire her work. “You look beautiful.”

Craig’s cheeks burned, but he couldn’t deny the rush of excitement that coursed through him. He felt exposed, vulnerable… and yet, he didn’t want her to stop.

Gena reached into her bag again and pulled out a compact mirror, holding it up so he could see himself. His reflection stared back at him, his lips now a deep crimson. He barely recognized himself.

“Do you like it?” Gena asked, her voice teasing.

Craig nodded slowly, his breath coming in shallow gasps. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Good,” she said, setting the mirror aside. “Now, let’s take this a step further.”

She stood up and walked over to a closet in the corner of the room, pulling out a delicate set of lingerie—a lacy black bra and matching panties. She held them up for him to see, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

“Put these on,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Craig’s hands trembled as he took the lingerie from her, his mind racing. He knew he should feel embarrassed, but all he felt was an overwhelming need to obey. He stood up awkwardly and began to undress, his movements slow and deliberate.

Gena watched him intently, her gaze lingering on his growing erection as he stripped down to nothing. He felt exposed under her scrutiny, but it only heightened his arousal.

Once he was naked, he slipped the panties on first, the soft fabric brushing against his skin in a way that sent shivers down his spine. Next came the bra, which he struggled to fasten until Gena stepped in to help.

“There,” she said once it was secure, her hands lingering on his shoulders. “You look stunning.”

Craig glanced down at himself, his heart pounding. The lingerie fit him perfectly, hugging his body in all the right places. He felt… pretty.

Gena stepped back and crossed her arms, her eyes raking over him appreciatively. “Now, touch yourself,” she commanded.

Craig hesitated for only a moment before reaching down to grip his cock, his fingers wrapping around the shaft. He began to stroke himself slowly, his breath hitching as pleasure coursed through him.

Gena watched him with a satisfied smile, her eyes dark with desire. “That’s it,” she purred. “Show me how much you love being my little sissy.”

Craig moaned softly, his hand moving faster as he lost himself in the sensation. His cock throbbed in his grasp, precum beading at the tip.

Gena stepped closer, her hand reaching out to cup his balls gently. “Such a small cock,” she teased, her voice dripping with mockery. “It’s perfect for a sissy like you.”

Craig whimpered at her words, his hips bucking into his hand as he edged closer to climax.

But Gena wasn’t done with him yet. She reached into her bag once more and pulled out a strap-on dildo, its size intimidating yet thrilling.

“Bend over the couch,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Craig obeyed without hesitation, his body trembling with anticipation as he positioned himself on all fours on the couch. Gena stepped behind him, her hands gripping his hips firmly.

She pulled down his panties, exposing his ass to the cool air of the room. He felt the tip of the dildo press against his entrance, and he gasped at the sensation.

“Relax,” Gena murmured, her voice soothing yet commanding. “This is what you’ve been craving.”

Craig took a deep breath and forced himself to relax as she pushed the dildo inside him slowly. The stretch was intense but pleasurable, and he moaned loudly as she began to thrust into him.

Gena set a steady rhythm, her hips slapping against his ass with each thrust. Craig’s cock twitched with every movement, his pleasure building to an unbearable level.

“You’re such a good sissy,” Gena praised, her voice breathless. “Taking me so well.”

Craig cried out as she hit a particularly sensitive spot inside him, his body trembling with ecstasy. He could feel his orgasm approaching rapidly, his cock leaking precum onto the couch.

Gena reached around to stroke him in time with her thrusts, her fingers working him expertly. “Cum for me,” she whispered in his ear.

That was all it took. Craig’s body convulsed as he came hard, ropes of cum splattering onto the couch beneath him. Gena continued to fuck him through his orgasm, prolonging his pleasure until he was spent and trembling.

Finally, she pulled out and stepped back, leaving Craig panting and limp on the couch. He turned to look at her, his eyes wide with awe and gratitude.

“Thank you,” he whispered hoarsely.

Gena smiled down at him, her expression warm but knowing. “You’re welcome, Craig. But this is just the beginning.”

She handed him a tissue to clean himself up before sitting back down in her chair. “I think we should schedule another session,” she said casually. “There’s so much more we can explore.”

Craig nodded eagerly, his heart racing at the thought. “Yes,” he agreed without hesitation.

Gena’s smile widened as she reached for her calendar. “Good. I promise you won’t regret it.”

THE BOSS’S HYPNOTIC SOLUTION

FM / Femdom / Workplace / Boss Employee / BBW / Hypnosis / Cunnilingus / Handjob / PIV Sex

Blake’s heart raced as he stepped into Martha’s office. The air was thick with the scent of her perfume—something warm and commanding, like vanilla mingled with spice. She sat behind her desk, her eyes locked onto him with an intensity that made him shift uncomfortably. Martha was a force of nature, her presence dominating the room. Her curvy form was accentuated by the tailored suit she wore, though Blake couldn’t help but notice how tightly it hugged her frame. She exuded confidence, authority, and something else… something he couldn’t quite name.

“Sit, Blake,” she said, her voice low and smooth, like velvet wrapping around his senses.

He obeyed without hesitation, sinking into the chair across from her. She leaned forward, her large breasts pressing against the desk, and he felt his throat go dry. Her gaze never wavered, holding him captive.

“I’ve been thinking,” she began, her tone deliberate. “We need to find a new way to increase productivity around here. And I think I’ve found the perfect solution.” Her lips curled into a knowing smile, and Blake felt a shiver run down his spine.

Martha reached up and unclasped the pendant around her neck, holding it up for him to see. The silver chain dangled from her fingers, the pendant catching the light. “Keep your eyes on the pendant, Blake,” she instructed, her voice softening into a rhythmic cadence.

He blinked, unsure what was happening, but unable to look away. The pendant swung back and forth, slow and steady, and he felt his mind begin to drift.

Her voice continued, soothing and hypnotic, weaving its way into his thoughts. “Focus on the movement, Blake. Let everything else fade away. Just the pendant and my voice.”

His breathing slowed, his muscles relaxing as he fell deeper into the trance. Martha’s voice was all he could hear, guiding him effortlessly. “Good. Very good. Now, when I tell you to, I want you to stand up and take off your clothes. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Blake murmured, his voice distant, as though it belonged to someone else.

Martha’s smile widened. “Good boy. Now, stand up.”

He rose from the chair, his movements smooth and unhurried. His hands went to the buttons of his shirt, undoing them one by one. The fabric slipped from his shoulders, pooling at his feet. Next came his belt, the leather sliding free with a soft click. His pants followed, leaving him in nothing but his boxers. Martha watched with satisfaction, her eyes roaming over his toned body.

“Take those off too,” she instructed, her voice firm yet gentle.

Blake obeyed without hesitation, stripping away the last barrier between them. He stood before her, completely exposed, his body trembling slightly under her gaze. Martha rose from her chair, her movements slow and deliberate. She stepped around the desk, her heels silent against the carpet. Her hands went to the buttons of her blazer, unfastening them with ease. She shrugged it off, revealing the soft curve of her stomach beneath her blouse.

“Now me,” she said, her voice dripping with authority.

Blake hesitated for a moment, his hands trembling as he reached for the buttons of her blouse. He worked his way down, revealing the lace of her bra beneath. Her skin was warm, her scent intoxicating. He slipped the blouse from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Martha’s hands went to the clasp of her skirt, unfastening it with practiced ease. The fabric slid down her hips, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but her lingerie.

Her curves were soft and inviting, her body a testament to her confidence. She reached behind her back, undoing her bra and letting it fall away. Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, her nipples already hardening. Blake’s eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat.

“Beautiful, aren’t they?” Martha purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. She reached for the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her legs and stepping out of them. She stood before him now, completely naked, her body on full display.

“Now,” she said, her voice commanding, “sit in the chair.”

Blake obeyed, sinking into the chair behind her desk. Martha positioned herself in front of him, spreading her legs as she leaned back against the edge of the desk. She reached between her legs, parting her folds with her fingers. “Eat,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Blake leaned forward, his tongue flicking out to taste her. She was warm and wet, her juices coating his tongue. He licked her slowly, savoring the flavor as she moaned softly above him. His tongue moved in circles around her clit, teasing her until her hips began to rock against his face.

“Faster,” she breathed, her voice hitching slightly.

He obeyed, his tongue moving quicker as he lapped at her eagerly. Her moans grew louder, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as she ground herself against him. He could feel her trembling, her body growing tense as she neared her climax.

“Yes, yes!” she cried out, her voice echoing through the room. Her body shuddered as she came, her juices flooding his mouth. Blake swallowed eagerly, lapping up every drop as she rode out her orgasm.

When she finally came down, Martha looked down at him with a satisfied smile. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with approval. She stepped away from the desk, clearing a space as she gestured for him to lie down.

Blake obeyed, stretching out on the cool surface of the desk. Martha positioned herself between his legs, her hand wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly, her touch teasing and deliberate. He groaned softly, his hips bucking against her hand as she worked him closer to the edge.

“Not yet,” she whispered, her voice a soft warning. She released him, climbing onto the desk and straddling him. She positioned herself above him, guiding his cock into her wetness. She sank down slowly, taking him inch by inch until he was fully sheathed inside her.

“Fuck,” Blake groaned, his hands gripping the edge of the desk as she began to move.

Martha rode him with purpose, her hips grinding against him as she took her pleasure. She moaned softly, her body trembling with each thrust. He could feel her tightening around him, her walls gripping him tightly as she neared her climax once more.

“Cum inside me,” she ordered, her voice breathless.

Blake obeyed, his body responding to her command as he spilled himself inside her. Martha cried out, her body shuddering as she came around him. She collapsed against his chest, her breathing ragged as they both came down from their high.

After a moment, Martha slid off him, standing on wobbly legs. “Get dressed,” she instructed, her voice returning to its usual firm tone.

Blake obeyed, his movements slow and deliberate as he pulled on his clothes. Martha dressed as well, her demeanor calm and collected as though nothing had happened. When they were both fully clothed, she snapped her fingers, the sound sharp and sudden.

Blake blinked, his mind clearing as he looked around the office. He felt disoriented, unsure of what had just happened. Martha was back behind her desk, her expression calm and professional.

“You can go now,” she said, her tone dismissive.

Blake nodded, stepping out of the office. As he walked down the hall, his mind raced, trying to piece together what had just occurred. He couldn’t shake the feeling of euphoria that lingered in his body, nor the thought of how much he wanted to do it again.

THE FERTILITY PARTY

FFFM / Femdom / Wealthy / Hypnosis / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Whipping / PIV Sex / Blowjob

Dameon stood at the entrance of the mansion. He hadn’t been sure about attending, but boredom had driven him here. A few hours ago, he’d received an email from Clara. She’d seen his profile on a dating app, and she made it clear that she liked what she saw. She invited him to a party, explaining that she had some friends who would like to meet him. Dameon hesitated, but something about the request intrigued him.

The towering double doors swung open, revealing a grand foyer lit by soft, golden light. Inside, three women stood waiting, their eyes locking onto him with an intensity that made his pulse quicken.

“You must be Dameon,” Clara said, her voice smooth and inviting. She stepped forward, her heels silent on the marble floor. Her dark hair framed her face perfectly, and her red dress hugged her curves in all the right places. Beside her, Naomi and Sandi exchanged knowing glances, their smiles playful yet predatory.

“We’re so glad you came,” Naomi purred, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. She wore a sleek black dress that left little to the imagination.

Sandi, the third woman, leaned casually against the staircase railing, her green eyes gleaming with mischief. Her outfit was a mix of lace and leather, daring and provocative.

“We have a game we’d like to play,” Clara continued, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Are you interested?”

Dameon hesitated for only a moment before nodding. The air was thick with anticipation, and he couldn’t deny the pull of curiosity—and something deeper—that drew him in.

The women led him down a spiral staircase into a dimly lit basement. The room was unlike anything he’d ever seen. Leather restraints hung from the walls, and a large bench dominated the center of the space. The scent of leather and something faintly sweet filled the air.

“Strip,” Clara commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Dameon complied, his hands trembling slightly as he removed his clothes. The women watched intently, their eyes roaming over his body with approval. Once he was naked, they began to undress as well, revealing lingerie that accentuated their figures. Clara’s red lace set contrasted beautifully with her pale skin, Naomi’s black silk clung to her like a second skin, and Sandi’s leather harness left little to the imagination.

Clara picked up a whip from the wall, running her fingers along its length. “Lie down on the bench,” she instructed.

Dameon obeyed, his heart pounding as he stretched out on the cool leather surface. The women secured his wrists and ankles with restraints, their touch firm but not unkind. He was completely at their mercy.

The first lash came without warning, the sting sharp but not unbearable. Clara’s movements were precise, each strike landing with calculated force. Dameon’s breath caught in his throat, a mix of pain and pleasure coursing through him. Naomi and Sandi watched, their eyes dark with desire.

After several minutes, Clara stepped back, handing the whip to Naomi. She took her turn, her strikes more rhythmic, almost hypnotic. Dameon’s body tensed and relaxed in waves, his cock hardening despite the pain. Sandi was last, her technique different—softer, teasing. By the time she finished, Dameon was panting, his skin tingling with sensation.

Naomi approached him, her fingers trailing along his chest. “We need your semen,” she said bluntly, her hand moving lower to grasp his cock.

Her touch was electric, and Dameon groaned as she began to stroke him. She climbed onto the bench, straddling him. Her pussy was already wet as she guided his cock inside her. The warmth and tightness were overwhelming, and Dameon’s hips bucked instinctively. Naomi moved with purpose, riding him with a steady rhythm that quickly had him on edge.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry. “Give it to me.”

Dameon couldn’t hold back. With a deep groan, he came inside her, his release intense and satisfying. Naomi stayed on top of him for a moment longer before sliding off, a satisfied smile on her lips.

Clara was next. She knelt between his legs, her mouth closing around his cock. Her tongue swirled around the tip before she took him deeper, her movements slow and deliberate. Dameon’s hands clenched the restraints as pleasure surged through him. When she finally mounted him, her pussy was slick and ready. She rode him with a fervor that left him breathless, her moans filling the room.

Sandi watched with keen interest, her fingers idly playing with herself as Clara reached her climax. When Clara dismounted, Sandi took her place. She didn’t ride him immediately; instead, she stroked his cock with both hands, coaxing him back to full hardness. Her technique was masterful, and it didn’t take long before he was ready again.

She positioned herself over him, guiding his cock into her pussy. Her movements were slow at first, savoring every inch of him. But soon, she picked up the pace, her hips slamming down on him with increasing urgency. Dameon’s moans mingled with hers as they both neared the edge.

When he came again, Sandi didn’t stop. She continued to ride him until he was completely spent, his cum spilling inside her. Only then did she climb off, her body trembling with satisfaction.

Clara retrieved a turkey baster from a nearby table, handing it to Naomi. Together, they collected Dameon’s cum from Sandi’s pussy before carefully transferring it into the baster. Sandi lay back on the bench, spreading her legs as Naomi inserted the baster and released its contents into her.

“We hope you’ve fertilized at least one of us,” Clara said as she unbuckled Dameon’s restraints. Her tone was casual, as if this were an everyday occurrence.

Dameon sat up slowly, his mind reeling from what had just happened. The women watched him with expectant smiles, their bodies still glistening with sweat.

“We may need your help again,” Clara added, her eyes locking onto his with a promise of more to come.

A WIFE’S LIE DETECTOR

FM / Femdom / Hypnosis / Cheating / Strap-on / Pegging / Dildo Blowjob / Vibrator / Teasing / Chastity

Gerald walked through the front door, his tie loosened and his shirt sleeves rolled up. The house was quiet, but a faint scent of Monica’s perfume lingered in the air. Guilt gnawed at his insides. A few weeks ago, he’d cheated. Since then, each day had been filled with regret. It was a mistake, and he desperately hoped that Monica wouldn’t find out.

He dropped his keys on the table and called out, “Honey, I’m home.” There was no reply. He frowned, glancing around the living room. Where was she?

He didn’t have to wait long. Monica appeared at the top of the stairs, dressed in a sleek black robe that clung to her curves. Her hair was down, framing her face in soft waves. “There you are,” she said, her voice calm but with an undertone Gerald couldn’t quite place. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

Gerald swallowed hard. “Waiting for me? Is everything okay?”

Monica descended the stairs slowly, her eyes never leaving his. “Everything’s fine. I thought we could…play a game tonight. Something fun.”

Gerald’s stomach tightened. “A game? What kind of game?”

Monica reached the bottom step and placed a hand on his chest. Her touch was warm, but it sent a chill down his spine. “Trust me,” she said with a small smile. “You’ll like it.”

Before he could protest, Monica took his hand and led him up the stairs. Gerald’s mind raced. What was she up to? He couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off, but he couldn’t bring himself to resist. Not after what he’d done.

They reached the bedroom, and Monica gestured for him to sit on the edge of the bed. She walked over to the TV and turned it on. The screen flickered to life, displaying swirling colors that seemed to shift and pulse hypnotically. Gerald couldn’t look away.

“Keep your eyes on the screen,” Monica instructed, her voice calm and steady.

Gerald nodded, his gaze locked on the mesmerizing colors. Slowly, his body began to relax. His shoulders slumped, and his breathing deepened. He felt…detached, like he was floating. Monica’s voice broke through the haze.

“Now, Gerald, tell me the truth. Have you slept with any other women?”

The question hit him like a punch to the gut. He tried to resist, to lie, but the words tumbled out before he could stop them. “Yes.”

Monica didn’t look surprised. “I thought so,” she said softly. “And do you want to be dominated by a woman?”

Gerald’s cheeks burned with shame, but he couldn’t stop himself. “Yes.”

Monica stepped closer, her robe sliding off her shoulders to reveal a set of black lingerie that left little to the imagination. Gerald’s eyes widened, but he couldn’t move. “Take off your clothes,” she commanded.

His hands moved almost on their own, unbuttoning his shirt and slipping off his pants. Within moments, he was completely naked, his cock already half-hard. Monica’s gaze lingered on him, a faint smile playing on her lips.

“Good boy,” she purred. She reached into a drawer and pulled out a strap-on dildo, the sight of it sending a shiver through Gerald’s body. “On your knees.”

He obeyed without hesitation, dropping to the floor in front of her. Monica adjusted the strap-on, the dildo jutting out in front of her. She stepped closer, and Gerald leaned forward, his lips wrapping around the smooth silicone.

Monica’s hand gripped the back of his head, pushing him deeper. “That’s it,” she said, her voice steady. “Take it all.”

Gerald gagged as the dildo slid down his throat, but he didn’t pull away. His cock throbbed, begging for attention, but Monica ignored it. She pulled his head back, then thrust forward again, making him choke. Tears welled in his eyes, but he kept going, determined to please her.

After a few minutes, Monica pulled away, leaving Gerald panting on the floor. She grabbed a vibrator from the drawer and turned it on, the low hum filling the room. “Lie down,” she ordered.

Gerald scrambled onto the bed, his heart pounding. Monica climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. She pressed the vibrator against his cock, and he let out a strangled moan.

“You’re not allowed to cum until I say so,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear.

He nodded, his hands gripping the sheets as the vibrations sent waves of pleasure through his body. Monica toyed with him, bringing him to the edge and then pulling back, over and over again. Gerald’s hips bucked involuntarily, but Monica held him down, her grip firm. Finally, she moved off him and ordered him onto his hands and knees. Gerald complied, his breath coming in short gasps.

Monica positioned herself behind him, the dildo pressing against his asshole. “Relax,” she said, her voice calm but commanding.

Gerald tried, but the first thrust still made him gasp. The dildo stretched him, filling him in a way he hadn’t experienced before. Monica grabbed his hips, thrusting harder and faster. Each movement sent jolts of pleasure through his body, and soon he was moaning uncontrollably.

“That’s it,” Monica whispered, her voice low and husky. “You’re such a good boy.”

Gerald’s cock twitched, desperate for release. Monica reached around and stroked him in time with her thrusts. “Cum for me,” she commanded.

The words were all it took. Gerald’s body tensed, and he came with a cry, his cum splattering onto the bed sheets. Monica kept fucking him, the dildo hitting his prostate until he was whimpering with overstimulation.

When she finally pulled out, Gerald collapsed onto the bed, his body trembling. Monica grabbed something else from the drawer and returned to him. “This,” she said, holding up a chastity cage, “will make sure you don’t cheat again.”

Gerald didn’t resist as she snapped the cage around his cock, locking away any chance of pleasure without her permission. He lay there, spent and humiliated, but also…relieved. The guilt that had been gnawing at him was gone, replaced by a strange sense of peace.

Monica leaned down and kissed his forehead. “Welcome to your new life, Gerald.”

He closed his eyes, the swirling colors from the TV still dancing in his mind.

A TINY MAN’S BIG LESSON

FM / Femdom / BBW / Hypnosis / Small Penis Humiliation / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

“I don’t date fat chicks,” Rick said flatly, his tone dripping with disdain as he stood in the doorway of the restaurant, his eyes scanning the woman seated at the table.

Kendra, a voluptuous, curvy woman with dark, cascading hair and a confident smile, didn’t flinch. Instead, she leaned back in her chair, her crimson lips curling into a smirk. “Well, Rick,” she said, her voice smooth and deliberate, “since you’re already here, why don’t you sit down for a few minutes? If you still want to leave after that, I won’t stop you.”

Rick hesitated, his hand gripping the edge of the doorframe. His friend Kyle had insisted on setting him up on this blind date, and now he was face-to-face with someone who was the complete opposite of the skinny, model-esque women he usually pursued. Damn Kyle, he thought bitterly. But something about Kendra’s tone, her unshakable confidence, made him pause. Against his better judgment, he slid into the seat across from her.

As soon as he sat down, Kendra reached across the table, taking his hands in hers. Her touch was warm, almost electric, and Rick found himself unable to pull away. She gazed into his eyes, her dark, penetrating stare locking onto his. It was as if she had some kind of power over him, a magnetic pull that he couldn’t resist. His heart raced, and he felt a strange, unfamiliar heat begin to stir in his chest.

“Rick,” she said softly, her voice like velvet, “you’re not as shallow as you think you are. You just haven’t met the right person yet.”

He blinked, his mind foggy, his earlier judgment fading away. What’s happening? he thought, but he didn’t pull away. Instead, he found himself nodding, his earlier rudeness replaced by an inexplicable desire to please her.

“I—I’m sorry,” he stammered, his voice uncharacteristically unsure. “I didn’t mean to be rude. I’ll... I’ll do better.”

Kendra smiled, her lips curving into a satisfied grin. “You can start by buying me dinner.”

The rest of the evening passed in a blur. They ate, they talked, and Rick found himself increasingly drawn to her. Kendra was witty, intelligent, and effortlessly charming. Every time she laughed, a deep, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine, he felt himself falling deeper under her spell. By the time the check arrived, Rick was hooked. He couldn’t bear the thought of the night ending.

“Kendra,” he said, his voice tinged with desperation, “can we... can we spend more time together? Please?”

She studied him for a moment, her eyes narrowing slightly, as if assessing him. Then, with a slow, deliberate nod, she stood. “Alright, Rick. Let’s go to my place.”

The drive to her house was silent, but the tension between them was palpable. Rick’s mind raced with anticipation, his earlier reservations completely forgotten. When they arrived, Kendra led him inside, her hips swaying hypnotically as she walked. Rick followed her into the bedroom, his heart pounding in his chest. That’s when he saw it—an array of BDSM equipment neatly arranged in the corner of the room. His eyes widened, but before he could say anything, Kendra turned to him, her expression calm and commanding.

“Get naked,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Without hesitation, Rick began to undress, his hands trembling as he fumbled with his buttons. He stripped down completely, standing bare before her. Kendra’s eyes raked over his body, and she let out a soft, mocking laugh.

“You’re a tiny man, aren’t you?” she teased, her gaze lingering on his small, flaccid penis. “So... unimpressive.”

Rick felt a flush of humiliation, but he didn’t protest. Instead, he stood there, his body exposed, his mind consumed by the need to please her. Kendra, meanwhile, began to undress, stripping down to her lingerie—a black lace bra and matching panties that hugged her curves perfectly. Rick stared, his mouth dry, his pulse quickening. She was breathtaking.

“On your knees,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Rick dropped to his knees immediately, his breath hitching as he looked up at her. She stepped closer, her feet inches from his face. “Kiss them,” she ordered.

He obeyed without hesitation, pressing his lips to her feet, his hands trembling as he gripped her ankles.

Kendra let out a low, satisfied hum, her fingers tangling in his hair as she guided him. “Good boy,” she purred.

When she finally stepped back, Rick was panting, his body aching with desire. Kendra climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. “Now,” she said, her voice dripping with authority, “eat my pussy.”

Rick scrambled onto the bed, his heart racing as he positioned himself between her thighs. He buried his face in her folds, his tongue flicking against her clit. Kendra moaned, her hips bucking against his mouth as he licked and sucked eagerly. She tasted sweet, intoxicating, and Rick couldn’t get enough. He devoured her, his tongue working furiously as she writhed beneath him. When she came, her body convulsed, her juices gushing into his mouth. He swallowed every drop, his own arousal reaching a fever pitch.

“Good,” Kendra murmured, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Now, lie down.”

Rick obeyed, his cock throbbing painfully as he lay back on the bed. Kendra straddled him, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, teasingly, her eyes locked on his. Rick groaned, his hips thrusting involuntarily as she worked him.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

Kendra shook her head, her grip tightening just enough to keep him on edge. “No,” she said firmly. “You don’t deserve it.”

Rick’s breath hitched, his body trembling as he fought to hold back. Just as he felt himself on the brink of orgasm, Kendra stopped, pulling her hand away. His cock twitched, a small trickle of semen dripping pathetically onto his stomach. Kendra laughed, a low, mocking sound that sent a wave of humiliation crashing over him.

“So small,” she taunted, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “So... pitiful.”

Rick’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t argue. He just lay there, panting, his body trembling with unfulfilled desire.

“Get dressed,” Kendra ordered, climbing off the bed. “It’s time for you to leave.”

Rick scrambled to obey, pulling his clothes back on with shaky hands. As he stood by the door, he turned to her, his eyes pleading. “Kendra, can I... can I see you again?”

She shook her head, her expression cold. “No, Rick. I don’t date tiny men. You’re a skinny loser, and I have no use for you.”

His heart sank, but he knew she was right. He’d been shallow, judgmental, and cruel. And now, he’d gotten exactly what he deserved. As he walked out into the night, his body aching with humiliation, he vowed to do better. But deep down, he knew he’d never forget Kendra—or the lesson she’d taught him.

HYPNOTIZED BY DESIRE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Hypnosis / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Buttplug / Feather Tickler / Teasing / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm / Kissing

Jasper stepped into Amelia’s apartment, his heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nerves. The evening had been perfect—flirty conversation, shared laughs, and a connection that felt almost electric. But now, standing in her living room, his eyes drifted toward the open door of her bedroom. His breath caught in his throat. The dim light revealed an array of leather straps, ropes, and strange devices he couldn’t even name.

“What… what is all that?” Jasper asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Amelia turned to him, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Just a few things I enjoy,” she said casually, as if discussing her favorite wine. “Don’t worry, Jasper. It’s all about trust and pleasure.”

Jasper shook his head, taking a step back. “No, this… this isn’t for me. I think I should go.”

Amelia moved closer, her hand reaching out to gently grasp his. “Stay for just a few minutes. I promise, if you still want to leave, you can.”

Her voice was soft, almost hypnotic, and before he knew it, Jasper found himself nodding hesitantly. She led him into the bedroom, her touch warm and reassuring. She took both of his hands, her eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his knees weak.

“Look at me, Jasper,” she murmured, her voice low and soothing. “Just focus on my eyes.”

He couldn’t look away. Her gaze was like a magnet, pulling him deeper into her world. He felt a strange sensation creeping over him, like a warm blanket wrapping around his mind. His thoughts grew hazy, his resistance melting away.

“You want to please me, don’t you?” Amelia’s voice was velvety, threading through his consciousness.

Jasper nodded slowly, his body feeling oddly light. “Yes,” he whispered, the word slipping out without hesitation.

Amelia smiled, a satisfied glint in her eyes. “Good. Now, take off your clothes.”

His hands moved almost automatically, stripping off his shirt, then his pants, until he stood before her completely bare. Amelia stepped closer, her fingers trailing down his chest, sending shivers down his spine.

“Such a good boy,” she purred, grabbing a pair of leather restraints from the bed. She guided him onto the mattress, tying his wrists securely to the bedposts. The cool leather bit into his skin, a stark contrast to the heat pooling in his groin.

“Amelia, I—” Jasper started, but she silenced him with a finger to his lips.

“Shh, just let go,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. She pulled out a blindfold, slipping it over his eyes. The world went dark, amplifying every sensation.

He felt her hands roam his body, her touch light and teasing. Then, something cold and slick pressed against his ass. He tensed, but Amelia’s soothing voice calmed him.

“Relax, Jasper. You’re safe with me.”

With a gentle push, she slid the buttplug inside him, the fullness making him gasp. His hips instinctively bucked, but the restraints kept him immobile.

“You’re mine tonight,” Amelia said, her voice dripping with dominance. “My toy, my plaything.”

Her feather-light touch danced across his chest, tickling his skin and making him squirm. She moved lower, her fingers brushing against his cock, already hard and aching. She wrapped her hand around him, slowly stroking up and down, her grip just tight enough to tease.

“Amelia, please,” Jasper moaned, his voice trembling with need.

“Please what?” she teased, her pace maddeningly slow.

“I need to cum,” he begged, his hips thrusting against her hand.

But Amelia stopped abruptly, leaving him teetering on the edge. His body tensed, desperate for release, but it never came.

“Not yet,” she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear.

She resumed her strokes, bringing him to the brink once more. Just as he started to climax, she released him again, ruining his orgasm. A small trickle of cum dribbled from the tip of his cock, leaving him frustrated and wanting more.

Amelia chuckled softly, her fingers trailing down his abdomen. “Patience, Jasper. You’ll learn to wait for me.”

She untied his wrists, freeing his hands. Before he could react, she slipped a collar around his neck, the leather cool against his skin.

“You’re mine now,” she declared, her voice firm yet laced with affection.

Jasper felt a strange mix of submission and excitement. The hypnotism still lingered in his mind, clouding his thoughts and intensifying his desire to please her.

Amelia straddled him, her body pressing against his. She leaned down, capturing his lips in a deep, passionate kiss. Jasper moaned into her mouth, his hands gripping her hips as she ground against him.

“Again,” he whispered, his voice pleading.

Amelia smiled, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Don’t worry, Jasper. Tonight is just the beginning.”

She reached for another toy, her touch igniting a fire within him that he never knew existed. Jasper surrendered completely, eager to explore this new world with Amelia as his guide.

THE MAID’S MAGIC PENDANT

FM / Femdom / Hypnosis / Cheating / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Carl leaned back against the plush pillows of the hotel bed, scrolling lazily through his phone. The faint hum of Parisian traffic drifted through the cracked window, muted by the city’s charm. Katie had left earlier, eager to explore the boutiques along the Champs-Élysées, leaving Carl to enjoy the quiet solitude of their room. He didn’t mind—it was their anniversary, and he was content to let her indulge in her shopping spree.

A soft knock at the door broke his thoughts. He paused, glancing toward the sound. Who could that be? He wasn’t expecting anyone. Setting his phone aside, he walked to the door and opened it.

Standing there was Sandra, the hotel maid. She was striking—tall, with dark, cascading hair that framed her sharp features. Her uniform hugged her curves in all the right places, and her piercing green eyes seemed to hold a secret. A small smile played on her lips as she held a cleaning cart beside her.

“Bonjour, monsieur,” she said, her voice smooth and laced with a faint French accent. “I am here to clean the room. May I come in?”

Carl nodded, stepping aside to let her in. “Of course. Thank you.”

Sandra wheeled the cart inside, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor. She moved with a confidence that was hard to ignore, her presence filling the room. Carl tried to focus on his phone, but his eyes kept drifting toward her as she tidied the space.

She paused near the bed, glancing at him over her shoulder. “You are here alone today, monsieur?”

Carl cleared his throat, feeling suddenly awkward under her gaze. “No, my wife’s out shopping. We’re celebrating our anniversary.”

Sandra’s smile widened, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Ah, how romantic. Paris is the city of love, no?” She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a purr. “But surely, even in love, there is room for… adventure.”

Carl blinked, his heart skipping a beat. “I—I’m not sure what you mean.”

Sandra chuckled softly, reaching up to unclasp a pendant from around her neck. It was exquisite—a shimmering jewel that seemed to dance with colors Carl had never seen before. She held it out to him, her gaze locking onto his. “Look at this. It is very special, no?”

Carl’s eyes flicked to the pendant, and instantly, he was captivated. The colors swirled and shifted, drawing him in like a moth to a flame. His breath hitched, and he felt a strange warmth spread through his chest.

“It’s beautiful,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Take it,” Sandra said, her tone commanding yet gentle.

Carl reached out, his fingers brushing against hers as he took the pendant. The moment he touched it, a surge of something indescribable washed over him. His thoughts seemed to dissolve, replaced by an overwhelming desire to please Sandra, to obey her every word.

“Now,” she said, her voice soft but firm, “take off your clothes.”

Carl didn’t hesitate. His hands moved to his shirt, fumbling with the buttons as he stripped it off. Next came his pants, which pooled at his feet. Sandra watched him intently, her lips curving into a satisfied smile as he stood before her, completely exposed.

“Good,” she murmured, stepping out of her heels and sitting gracefully on the edge of the bed. She crossed her legs, her dark stockings accentuating the curve of her calves. “Come here. Worship my feet.”

Carl obeyed without question, dropping to his knees before her. He reached for her foot, cradling it gently in his hands. The scent of her skin was intoxicating, and he pressed a soft kiss to her toes. Sandra sighed contentedly, leaning back on her palms as he continued, his lips trailing along her arch.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice a sultry purr. “Just like that.”

Carl’s tongue flicked against her skin, savoring the taste of her. He moved to her other foot, his kisses growing more fervent as he lost himself in the act. Sandra’s fingers carded through his hair, her nails scraping lightly against his scalp, sending shivers down his spine.

“Stand up,” she commanded after a moment.

Carl obeyed, rising to his feet. Sandra stood as well, her eyes never leaving his as she began to unbutton her maid’s uniform. The fabric fell away, revealing her stunning figure beneath. Her lingerie was black and lace, hugging her curves perfectly. Carl’s breath caught in his throat as he drank her in, his desire for her burning hotter than ever.

Sandra stepped closer, her fingers trailing up his chest. “Do you want me, Carl?” she asked, her voice low and seductive.

“Yes,” he breathed, his voice thick with need.

She smiled, reaching for the pendant she had placed on the nightstand. She held it up to his face, the colors swirling hypnotically. “Then you will do exactly as I say.”

Carl nodded, his mind foggy with longing. Sandra led him to the bed, pushing him down onto the soft mattress. She climbed on top of him, her thighs straddling his hips. Her fingers trailed down his chest, teasing the sensitive skin before she leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear.

“Eat me,” she whispered.

Carl’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her higher so he could reach her core. His tongue flicked against her clit, drawing a gasp from her lips. Her taste was divine, and he lapped at her eagerly, savoring every drop. Sandra moaned softly, her hands tangling in his hair as she ground against his mouth.

“More,” she urged, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Don’t stop.”

Carl complied, his tongue delving deeper as he worshipped her. Her moans grew louder, her hips moving with a desperate rhythm. He could feel her trembling, her climax building as he continued to devour her.

When she finally came, her entire body shuddered, her cries echoing through the room. Carl held her tightly, his lips continuing to tease her until her movements stilled.

Sandra slid off him, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She reached for his cock, her fingers wrapping around his length and stroking him slowly. Carl groaned, his hips jerking as she worked him.

“You’re mine now,” she murmured, dropping to her knees beside the bed. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she swallowed him whole.

Carl’s head fell back against the pillows, his hands gripping the sheets as she worked him with expert precision. Her mouth was hot and wet, her movements driving him closer to the edge. Just when he thought he couldn’t take anymore, she pulled away, climbing back onto the bed.

She straddled him once more, guiding his cock into her waiting heat. Carl gasped as she sank down onto him, her tight warmth enveloping him completely. Sandra began to move, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles.

Carl’s hands gripped her waist, his eyes locked on hers as she rode him. Her moans filled the room, mingling with the sound of their bodies clashing together. He could feel her tightening around him, her pace quickening as she neared another climax.

“Come with me,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need.

Carl couldn’t hold back any longer. His release crashed over him, his hips jerking as he spilled inside her. Sandra cried out, her body shuddering as she came undone around him.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their breathing ragged as they clung to each other. Slowly, Sandra climbed off him, her movements graceful despite the intensity of their encounter. She began to dress, her eyes flicking to Carl as he lay there, dazed and spent.

“Remember,” she said, holding up the pendant once more. “You are mine now.”

Carl nodded, his mind still foggy with desire. He wanted her again—needed her. But before he could say anything, Sandra opened the door to leave.

Just as she stepped out into the hallway, Katie walked in, her arms laden with shopping bags. She glanced at Sandra, then at the room, her nose wrinkling. “What a mess,” she muttered. “Did she even clean anything?”

Carl blinked, his heart racing as reality began to sink in. He looked around the room, his mind struggling to process what had just happened. But even as guilt crept into his thoughts, the lingering memory of Sandra’s touch burned brighter.

He wanted to see her again.

A MARRIAGE SAVED BY HYPNOSIS

FFM / Femdom / Hypnosis / Paddling / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Teasing / Ruined Orgasm / Chastity

Joseph hesitated at the door of Dr. Betty Burke’s office, his palms slick with sweat. Marla stood beside him, her expression unreadable, her arms crossed tightly over her chest. She had insisted on this—hypnotherapy—as their last-ditch effort to salvage what was left of their crumbling marriage. Joseph had cheated one too many times, and Marla was done crying over him. But she wasn’t ready to walk away just yet—not without trying something.

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Joseph muttered, his voice low, almost pleading. He didn’t like the idea of someone else poking around in his mind, but he was desperate. He’d do anything to keep Marla, even if it meant surrendering control to a stranger.

Marla didn’t look at him. “It’s the only idea we’ve got,” she said coldly. “Unless you’d rather sign the divorce papers now?”

Joseph winced. “No,” he said quickly. “Let’s do this.”

Dr. Betty Burke greeted them with a warm smile as they stepped inside. Her office was cozy, with soft lighting and a plush couch where Joseph was instructed to lie down. Marla took a seat in a nearby chair, her eyes fixed on her husband as if daring him to back out now. Betty handed Joseph a glass of water, her tone soothing.

“Just relax,” Betty said, her voice melodic. “Focus on the sound of my voice. Let go of your fears, your doubts. You’re safe here.”

Joseph felt himself sinking into the couch, his muscles loosening as Betty’s words washed over him. He closed his eyes, letting her guide him deeper and deeper into a state of calm. Before he knew it, he was hypnotized, his mind open and malleable.

“Joseph,” Betty said softly, “from this moment on, you will no longer cheat. Your only purpose is to please Marla. Do you understand?”

Joseph’s lips parted, a faint whisper escaping. “Yes.”

“Good,” Betty said, her tone firm but gentle. “You will obey Marla without question. Her pleasure will be your sole focus. Now, undress.”

Joseph’s hands moved almost mechanically, stripping off his clothes until he stood naked before the two women. His body felt exposed, vulnerable, but a strange sense of calm settled over him. He felt no shame, no hesitation—only obedience.

Betty handed Marla a paddle, its smooth surface gleaming under the soft light. Marla hesitated for a moment, her gaze flickering to Betty for reassurance. Betty nodded encouragingly.

“Go ahead,” Betty said. “He’s yours now.”

Marla gripped the paddle tightly, her heart pounding as she stepped closer to Joseph. He bent over the couch, his ass exposed, his breathing steady. Marla raised the paddle and brought it down with a sharp crack. Joseph flinched, a low groan escaping his lips.

Surprisingly, the pain didn’t bother him. In fact, it stirred something deep within him—a desire to submit, to surrender completely. He wanted more.

“Again,” he muttered, his voice barely audible.

Marla hesitated, surprised by his reaction. But she complied, swinging the paddle again and again, each strike sending a jolt of pleasure-pain through Joseph’s body. His groans grew louder, more desperate, and Marla found herself enjoying it, too. The sound of his surrender, the sight of his reddened skin—it was intoxicating.

“Enough,” Betty said finally, her voice cutting through the haze.

Marla lowered the paddle, her chest rising and falling with exertion. She looked at Joseph, her eyes dark with a mix of curiosity and satisfaction.

Betty gestured for Marla to undress, and she did so slowly, her movements deliberate. Joseph watched her with rapt attention, his cock twitching as she revealed her naked body. Marla climbed onto the couch, straddling Joseph’s face, her pussy hovering just above his mouth.

“Pleasure her,” Betty instructed.

Joseph didn’t need to be told twice. He buried his face between Marla’s legs, his tongue flicking against her clit in eager, desperate strokes. Marla gasped, her hands gripping the back of the couch as Joseph devoured her. His tongue was relentless, teasing and tasting her until she was trembling with pleasure.

Marla came with a sharp cry, her body shuddering as waves of ecstasy washed over her. Joseph didn’t stop, his tongue continuing to lap at her sensitive flesh until she was writhing above him, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Good job,” Marla panted, her legs shaking as she climbed off of him. She looked down at Joseph, her eyes filled with a newfound sense of power.

He looked up at her, his lips glistening with her arousal, his cock hard and aching.

Betty handed Marla a vibrator, its smooth surface humming with energy. “Tease him,” Betty instructed. “But don’t let him cum.”

Marla smirked, her fingers tightening around the vibrator. She knelt beside Joseph, the tip of the vibrator brushing against the head of his cock. Joseph groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, but Marla pulled the vibrator away, denying him the contact he craved.

“Patience,” she said softly, her voice dripping with amusement. She trailed the vibrator down his shaft, teasing him mercilessly.

Joseph’s breaths came in short, sharp bursts, his body trembling with need. “Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

Marla shook her head, her smirk widening. “Not yet.”

She continued to torment him, the vibrator buzzing against his cock, driving him to the edge but never letting him tip over. Joseph’s body was taut with tension, his desperate pleas falling on deaf ears.

Finally, Marla relented, her fingers tightening around his cock as she brought the vibrator to his tip. Joseph let out a strangled cry as his orgasm overtook him, but just as he started to cum, Marla pulled the vibrator away, his release spilling uselessly onto his stomach.

Joseph groaned in frustration, his body twitching with unsatisfied need. Betty stepped forward, holding a chastity device in her hands. She fastened it around Joseph’s cock, locking it securely in place. His orgasms were now under Marla’s control—his ability to cheat, completely eradicated.

“You’re mine now,” Marla said, her voice soft but firm.

Joseph looked up at her, his eyes filled with a mixture of desire and submission. He nodded, his heart swelling with a newfound devotion.

As they dressed and prepared to leave Betty’s office, Joseph felt a strange sense of peace. He no longer wanted to cheat—he only wanted to please Marla, to make her happy. The thought filled him with a deep, aching need, and he couldn’t wait to fulfill it.

“Let’s go,” Marla said, her tone casual as she opened the door.

Joseph followed her eagerly, his mind already racing with ways to serve her. He was hers now—body, mind, and soul—and he wouldn’t have it any other way.

HYPNOTIZED BY ANGELA

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Hypnosis / Feminization / Sissy / Cunnilingus / Dildo / Pegging

Donald leaned against the bar, his fingers drumming lightly on the polished wood. The dim lighting of the place gave it a sultry vibe, and the hum of conversation around him was just loud enough to drown out his thoughts. He wasn’t usually one to approach women first, but something about her caught his eye. She sat a few stools down, her legs crossed elegantly, a glass of red wine in her hand. Her dark hair framed her face perfectly, and when she turned to glance at him, her eyes locked onto his with an intensity that made his stomach flip.

He took a deep breath, grabbed his drink, and slid into the seat beside her. “Can I buy you another?” he asked, gesturing to her nearly empty glass.

She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “I wouldn’t say no,” she replied, her voice smooth and low, almost hypnotic. “I’m Angela.”

“Donald,” he said, extending his hand.

She shook it, her grip firm but not overpowering. There was something about the way she looked at him, like she could see right through him, that made him feel both exposed and intrigued.

They talked for a while, the conversation flowing easily. Angela had a way of making him feel like the most interesting person in the room, even though he knew she was the one who deserved that title. When she suggested they continue the conversation at her place, he didn’t hesitate.

Her apartment was sleek and modern, with soft lighting that made everything feel intimate. But it was the bedroom that caught his attention. The walls were lined with shelves holding an array of BDSM equipment—restraints, paddles, and things he couldn’t even name. His heart skipped a beat as he took it all in.

“Do you want to play?” Angela asked, her voice dropping to a whisper as she stepped closer to him.

Donald hesitated, his mind racing. He’d never done anything like this before, but the way she looked at him, the way her voice seemed to wrap around him, made it impossible to say no. “I… I think so,” he stammered.

Angela smiled, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Good.” She stepped even closer, her hand resting lightly on his chest. “Close your eyes,” she instructed, her voice soft but commanding.

He obeyed without thinking, his body responding to her words before his mind could catch up. Her voice continued, low and steady, weaving a spell around him. “You’re going to let go of all your inhibitions,” she murmured. “You’re going to trust me completely. You’re going to become exactly what I want you to be.”

Donald felt a strange warmth spread through him, a sense of calm and surrender that he’d never experienced before. When he opened his eyes, Angela was holding a makeup brush and a palette of colors. “Sit down,” she said, guiding him to a chair.

He sat, his heart pounding as she began to apply makeup to his face. Her touch was gentle but precise, and he found himself relaxing under her hands. When she finished, she held up a mirror. Donald stared at his reflection, barely recognizing himself. His features were softened, his lips painted a deep red, his eyes lined and shadowed to make them look larger, more feminine.

“Do you like it?” Angela asked, her voice teasing.

Donald nodded, unable to speak. He felt a strange mix of excitement and nervousness, but there was no denying the thrill that ran through him as he looked at his transformed reflection.

Angela stepped back, her eyes raking over him with approval. “Now for the rest,” she said, pulling out a wig and a set of lingerie.

She helped him into the delicate lace panties and bra, then adjusted the wig until it fell in soft waves around his face. When she was done, she led him to a full-length mirror. Donald gasped as he saw himself. He looked like a completely different person—feminine, submissive, and undeniably sexy. His cock twitched in the tight confines of the panties, and he felt a flush of heat spread through his body.

Angela stepped behind him, her hands resting on his shoulders as she met his eyes in the mirror. “You’re beautiful,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “And you’re mine.”

Donald shivered at her words, his body responding instantly. He wanted this, wanted her, more than he’d ever wanted anything.

Angela stepped back and began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. Donald watched, transfixed, as she revealed her body inch by inch. Her skin was flawless, her curves perfect, and when she stood before him completely naked, he felt a surge of desire so strong it almost knocked him off his feet.

“On your knees,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Donald dropped to his knees without hesitation, his eyes fixed on her pussy. She stepped closer, her scent filling his nostrils, and he felt his mouth water in anticipation.

“Lick me,” she ordered, her hand tangling in his hair.

Donald leaned forward, his tongue darting out to taste her. She was sweet and tangy, and the sound of her moan as he licked her clit sent a jolt of pleasure straight to his cock. He focused on her clit, licking and sucking until she was writhing above him, her fingers tightening in his hair.

“Yes,” she gasped, her hips bucking against his face. “Just like that.”

Donald redoubled his efforts, his tongue working furiously as he brought her closer and closer to the edge. When she came, her thighs clamped around his head, and he drank in every drop of her release.

When she finally pulled away, she looked down at him with a satisfied smile. “Good boy,” she purred, stroking his cheek. “Now it’s your turn.”

She led him to the bed and pushed him down onto his back. Before he could react, she had his wrists bound to the bedposts with soft leather cuffs. His heart raced as she secured his ankles as well, leaving him completely at her mercy.

Angela reached for a dildo from the shelf, lubing it up with practiced ease. She knelt between his legs, her eyes locked on his as she pressed the tip against his asshole. Donald tensed for a moment, but then he forced himself to relax, trusting her completely.

She pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until the dildo was buried deep inside him. Donald gasped at the sensation, his cock straining against the lace panties as she began to move the dildo in and out of him.

“You’re such a good sissy,” Angela murmured, her free hand stroking his cock through the fabric. “You were made for this.”

Donald moaned, his hips bucking as pleasure surged through him. The combination of the dildo fucking him and Angela’s hand on his cock was overwhelming, and he knew he wouldn’t last long.

“Cum for me,” Angela whispered, her voice filled with command.

Donald obeyed instantly, his body convulsing as he came hard, his release soaking through the lace panties. Angela continued to fuck him with the dildo until he was spent, his body trembling with aftershocks.

When she finally released him from the restraints, Donald collapsed onto the bed, completely exhausted but utterly satisfied. Angela leaned down and kissed him softly before slipping a collar around his neck.

“You’re mine now,” she said, her voice filled with possessiveness. “My sissy.”

Donald looked up at her, his heart swelling with a strange mix of emotions. He didn’t know what the future held, but he knew one thing for sure—he couldn’t wait for their next encounter.

THE ISLAND OF ENCHANTMENT

FMMM / Femdom / Hypnosis / Wealthy / MM Handjob / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

Shawn couldn’t believe his luck. The email had arrived out of nowhere, congratulating him on winning an all-expenses-paid tropical vacation. He’d never won anything in his life, and the timing couldn’t have been better. Work had been a grind, and the idea of escaping to a private island sounded like a dream come true. He packed his bags, boarded the private jet, and met the other winners—Tom and Mark. Both were handsome, confident men, and Shawn felt a flicker of curiosity about what the trip might entail.

The island was paradise. Palm trees swayed in the warm breeze, and the ocean sparkled under the sun. A sleek black car whisked them away to a sprawling mansion perched on a cliff overlooking the water. Inside, they were greeted by Ariana, their host. She was stunning—long, dark hair framing her face, piercing green eyes, and a smile that made Shawn’s stomach tighten. She welcomed them with champagne and a promise that this would be a vacation they’d never forget.

That evening, after a lavish dinner, Ariana led them to her bedroom. The room was dimly lit, candles casting flickering shadows on the walls. She turned to them, her voice low and hypnotic. “Gentlemen,” she began, “I have a confession to make. I’m not just your host. I’m a witch.” She paused, letting the words sink in. “And tonight, I’m going to show you pleasures you’ve never imagined.”

Before Shawn could process what she’d said, Ariana raised her hand, her fingers moving in a slow, intricate pattern. A strange warmth spread through his body, and his thoughts grew hazy. He glanced at Tom and Mark, who seemed equally entranced.

Ariana’s voice was soft but commanding. “Take off your clothes.”

Shawn didn’t hesitate. His hands moved almost on their own, unbuttoning his shirt and sliding off his pants. The air felt cool against his skin, but the heat inside him was building. Ariana handed each of them a piece of lingerie—frilly, delicate things that made Shawn blush as he slipped them on. He caught Tom’s eye, and for a moment, there was a flicker of uncertainty.

But then Ariana spoke again. “Touch each other.”

Tom’s hand reached out, brushing against Shawn’s cock. The sensation sent a jolt through him, and he gasped. His own hand moved instinctively, wrapping around Tom’s length. They stroked each other slowly at first, their breaths quickening as the pleasure built. Shawn’s heart pounded in his chest, his mind foggy but his body alive with sensation.

Ariana watched them with a satisfied smile, then began to undress. Her movements were deliberate, each piece of clothing falling away to reveal smooth, flawless skin. She lay back on the bed, spreading her legs invitingly. “Come here,” she murmured.

Shawn didn’t need to be told twice. He knelt between her legs, his mouth finding her pussy with an eagerness that surprised him. Her taste was intoxicating, sweet and musky, and he moaned against her as he licked and sucked. Tom and Mark joined him, their tongues exploring her folds as she writhed beneath them. The room was filled with the sounds of their heavy breathing and Ariana’s soft moans.

When she finally pulled away, Shawn felt dazed, his body thrumming with need. Ariana reached for a strap-on dildo, fastening it around her hips. She turned to Tom, guiding him onto his hands and knees. Shawn watched, transfixed, as she pushed into him, Tom’s gasp of pleasure sending a shiver down his spine. The sight was mesmerizing—Ariana’s hips moving rhythmically, Tom’s body trembling with each thrust.

Then it was Shawn’s turn. Ariana selected a larger dildo, her eyes locking with his as she approached. “Relax,” she whispered, her voice soothing yet commanding.

He lay back, his heart racing as she positioned herself between his legs. The first push made him tense, but she moved slowly, giving him time to adjust. The sensation was overwhelming—a mix of pressure and pleasure that made his head spin.

As she began to thrust, Shawn’s body responded eagerly. Each movement sent waves of ecstasy through him, his cock throbbing with need. He reached down, stroking himself in time with her rhythm. The room blurred around him, his focus narrowing to the feel of her inside him, the sound of her breathy moans. When he came, it was with a cry of release, his body shuddering as pleasure consumed him.

Ariana leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Do you want to stay?” she asked, her voice soft but insistent. “Stay here with me, serve me.”

Shawn’s mind was still hazy, his body weak from the intensity of what he’d just experienced. He looked up at her, her green eyes holding him captive. “Yes,” he whispered, the word slipping out before he could think. “I’ll stay.”

She smiled, her fingers trailing down his chest. “Good boy.”

A FAT CHICK FANTASY

FM / Femdom / BBW / Strong Woman / Hypnosis / Handjob / Teasing / Strap-on / Pegging

The bar was alive with the hum of conversation and the clinking of glasses. Richard leaned against the counter, his polished confidence on full display as he smirked at his best friend, Mike. "You see that?" he said, nodding toward a woman across the room. "I’m all for body positivity, but damn, that dress looks like it’s gonna bust at the seams. Fat chicks, am I right?" He chuckled, sipping his whiskey.

Mike laughed nervously, glancing at the woman. She was curvy, her presence commanding despite the cruel words Richard had just spoken. But then, something shifted. The woman turned her head, her piercing gaze locking onto Richard’s. His smug grin faltered. She wasn’t just curvy—she was strong, her broad shoulders and powerful frame radiating an intensity that made Richard’s stomach tighten.

She started walking toward them, her strides purposeful. Richard felt a strange mix of embarrassment and dread. He hadn’t meant for her to hear. Shit. As she approached, he opened his mouth to apologize, but she beat him to it.

"Melissa," she said, her voice low and smooth. "And you’re Richard, right? The guy who loves to run his mouth."

Richard swallowed hard. "Look, I didn’t mean—"

"Save it," Melissa interrupted, her eyes locking onto his. There was something in her gaze, something that made Richard’s thoughts scatter. Her voice dropped, almost to a whisper. "You want to know what a ‘fat chick’ can do?"

Before he could respond, her eyes seemed to pull him in, a strange warmth flooding his mind. His body felt light, his thoughts hazy. He nodded without thinking, his usual defiance replaced by an odd sense of submission. Mike stared, confused, as Richard followed Melissa out of the bar without a word.

—

Melissa’s house was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. She led Richard to a bedroom that was anything but ordinary—chains hung from the walls, leather restraints lay on the bed, and a variety of toys were neatly arranged on a nearby table.

Richard hesitated, his usual bravado gone. "What is this?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Melissa turned to him, her gaze steady. "You’ve been running that mouth of yours all night," she said, stepping closer. "It’s time you learned how to listen."

She placed her hands on his shoulders, her grip firm but not painful. Her eyes locked onto his again, and Richard felt that same warmth flood his mind. His resistance melted away, replaced by a strange desire to obey.

She began to undress him with practiced ease, her hands moving confidently over his body. His shirt fell to the floor, then his pants. Melissa’s fingers traced the lines of his chest, sending shivers down his spine.

She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. "You’re going to behave for me, aren’t you, Richard?"

He nodded, his voice caught in his throat. Melissa smiled, a hint of satisfaction in her eyes. She picked him up effortlessly, tossing him onto the bed with a force that left him breathless. The mattress bounced beneath him as he landed, his heart pounding in his chest.

Melissa stood at the edge of the bed, slowly removing her own clothes. Her curves were undeniable, her body a testament to her strength. Richard couldn’t look away, his earlier embarrassment replaced by a growing arousal. She climbed onto the bed, straddling him with a confident ease that left him pinned beneath her weight.

Her hands moved to his cock, stroking it with a slow, deliberate rhythm that made Richard’s breath catch. He groaned, his hips lifting involuntarily.

Melissa smirked, her grip tightening slightly. "Not yet," she said, her voice firm. "You’re going to wait for me."

Richard whimpered, his body trembling with need. Melissa leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. "Beg for it," she whispered.

"Please," Richard gasped, his voice trembling. "Please, Melissa."

She chuckled softly, her hand moving faster now. Richard’s moans grew louder, his body arching beneath her. Just as he was on the edge, she stopped, leaving him desperate and panting.

"Turn over," she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Richard obeyed without hesitation, positioning himself on his hands and knees. Melissa reached for the strap-on dildo, securing it around her hips with practiced ease. She grabbed a bottle of lube, coating the dildo generously before positioning it at Richard’s entrance.

He tensed, but Melissa’s hand on his back steadied him. "Relax," she said, her voice softening just enough to be reassuring.

She pressed forward slowly, the dildo entering him inch by inch. Richard gasped, the sensation overwhelming but not unpleasant. Melissa’s hands gripped his hips as she began to thrust, each movement sending waves of pleasure through him.

Richard’s moans filled the room, his body moving in sync with hers. The pressure built until he couldn’t hold back any longer. He came hard, his body shaking as Melissa continued to fuck him with the dildo, driving him higher and higher. When she finally stopped, Richard collapsed onto the bed, his chest heaving.

Melissa leaned down, kissing the nape of his neck. "Good boy," she murmured, her voice warm but firm. She reached for a collar, fastening it around his neck with a satisfied smile.

Richard’s eyes fluttered closed, a sense of contentment washing over him. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt so… complete.

Melissa helped him up, her touch gentle now. "Let’s get you back to your friend," she said, guiding him toward the door.

When they returned to the bar, Mike’s eyes widened at the sight of the collar around Richard’s neck. "What the hell happened?" he asked, his voice filled with disbelief.

Richard grinned, his usual confidence returning. "Let’s just say… I’ve got a new appreciation for fat chicks."

ACCIDENTAL SUBMISSION

FM / Femdom / Public / Hypnosis / Bondage / Restraints / Wax Play / Vibrator / Strap-on / Pegging

Carl pulled up to the address he’d found online, the GPS blinking insistently on his dashboard. The building looked nondescript, almost industrial, with a faded sign he couldn’t quite read from the car. He frowned, glancing at his phone to double-check the location. This had to be it. The fitness app had pointed him here, and he wasn’t about to waste his first day in the new neighborhood driving around aimlessly.

He parked his car and stepped out, the crisp evening air biting at his skin. The street was quiet, save for the occasional distant hum of traffic. Carl walked up to the entrance, hesitating for a moment before pushing the door open. The inside was nothing like he’d expected. The walls were painted a deep crimson, the lighting dim and sultry. A faint scent of leather and something sweet lingered in the air. His eyes adjusted, and he realized he wasn’t standing in a gym.

People were scattered throughout the room, some dressed in leather, others in lingerie. Chains, whips, and other equipment hung on the walls. Carl’s heart raced as the realization hit him—he’d walked into a BDSM club. He turned on his heel, ready to bolt, but a voice stopped him in his tracks.

“Leaving so soon?”

The voice was smooth, melodic, and impossible to ignore. Carl turned back to see a woman walking toward him. She was stunning—long, auburn hair cascading down her back, her curves accentuated by a tight leather dress that hugged every inch of her. Her eyes were dark, almost predatory, and they locked onto his with an intensity that made his stomach flip.

“I... uh, I think I’m in the wrong place,” Carl stammered, his voice catching in his throat.

She smiled, a slow, knowing grin that sent a shiver down his spine. “Are you sure about that? Maybe this is exactly where you’re supposed to be.”

Carl swallowed hard, his eyes flicking around the room before returning to hers. There was something about her—something magnetic. He couldn’t look away.

“I’m Fiona,” she said, extending a hand. Her voice was like honey, dripping with confidence.

“Carl,” he mumbled, shaking her hand. Her grip was firm, her skin warm against his.

“Well, Carl,” she purred, stepping closer, “since you’re already here, why don’t you stay a while? Let me show you around.”

He should’ve said no. He should’ve turned and walked out the door. But the way she looked at him, the way she spoke—it was intoxicating. Before he could protest, Fiona had looped her arm through his and was leading him deeper into the club.

The farther they went, the more Carl’s nerves began to fray. Each room was more provocative than the last—people bound, whipped, and teased in ways he’d only ever imagined. His pulse quickened, a mixture of fear and arousal coiling in his gut.

Fiona stopped in front of a closed door, her hand resting on the handle. “This is one of my favorite rooms,” she said, her voice low. She opened the door, revealing a space dominated by a large bed and an array of restraints and toys.

Carl froze, his mind racing. “I... I don’t think—”

“Shhh,” Fiona interrupted, placing a finger over his lips. Her touch was electric, silencing him instantly. She stepped closer, her body brushing against his. “Let me take care of you, Carl. Trust me.”

Her gaze held his, and he felt himself drawn in, powerless to resist. She leaned in, her lips grazing his ear as she whispered, “Take off your clothes.”

He hesitated, his hands trembling at his sides. Fiona’s eyes narrowed, her expression softening yet commanding. “Do it,” she urged, her voice gentle but firm.

With shaky hands, Carl began to undress, each piece of clothing falling to the floor. Fiona watched him intently, her eyes roaming over his toned physique. When he stood naked before her, she smiled approvingly.

“Good,” she murmured, stepping closer. Her fingers traced the outline of his chest, sending sparks of pleasure through his body. She grabbed a pair of leather restraints from the bed and fastened them around his wrists, binding him securely to the headboard.

Carl’s breath quickened as Fiona moved to a nearby table, selecting a candle and a lighter. She lit the candle, the flame dancing softly in the dim light. She returned to his side, tilting the candle slightly.

The first drop of hot wax hit his chest, and he gasped, the sensation sharp and intense. Fiona watched his reaction closely, her lips curling into a smirk. She continued, dripping the wax in slow, deliberate patterns across his torso. The pain was mixed with pleasure, a strange and intoxicating combination that left him craving more.

Next, she picked up a vibrator, its soft hum filling the room. She pressed it to his nipple, the vibrations sending jolts of ecstasy through his body. Carl arched his back, a groan escaping his lips. Fiona moved the vibrator to his other nipple, then down to his cock, teasing him mercilessly.

“Please,” Carl begged, his voice hoarse.

Fiona shook her head, her smile never faltering. “Not yet,” she said, her tone firm.

She set the vibrator aside and grabbed a strap-on dildo, securing it around her hips. She released the restraints, guiding Carl onto his hands and knees. He hesitated, uncertainty flashing in his eyes, but Fiona’s hand on his back reassured him.

“Relax,” she whispered, positioning herself behind him.

Carl felt the tip of the dildo press against his entrance, and he tensed. Fiona leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “Breathe,” she instructed, her voice soothing.

He obeyed, inhaling deeply as she pushed inside. The sensation was overwhelming—pain and pleasure intertwining in a way he’d never experienced. Fiona moved slowly at first, allowing him to adjust. Then, she picked up the pace, thrusting deeper with each movement.

Carl’s moans filled the room, his body trembling with the intensity of it all. He couldn’t believe what was happening—what he was doing—but it felt incredible. Fiona’s hands gripped his hips, guiding him as she fucked him harder, deeper.

The pleasure built, a pressure coiling in his core. “I’m going to—” Carl started, his voice breaking.

“Yes,” Fiona urged, her own breath coming faster. “Cum for me.”

The words tipped him over the edge, and Carl came hard, his body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Fiona continued to thrust until his tremors subsided, finally pulling out and leaving him breathless.

She helped him lie back on the bed, her fingers gently brushing through his hair. “You did so well,” she murmured, her voice filled with pride.

Carl’s eyes met hers, a sense of euphoria washing over him. Fiona leaned down, placing a soft kiss on his lips before stepping back.

“Get dressed,” she said, her tone warm but firm.

Carl obeyed, pulling his clothes back on with trembling hands. Fiona watched him, her gaze lingering. She reached for the collar on the table and fastened it around his neck.

“Tomorrow night,” she said, her voice low. “Come back.”

Carl nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn’t wait to see what she had in store for him next.

QUEEN RIVERA’S PALACE

FM / Femdom / BBW / Wealthy / Hypnosis / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Teasing / Ruined Orgasm

The island was unlike anything Jake had ever seen. The air was thick with the scent of salt and earth, and the sun hung low, casting a golden glow over the jagged cliffs and lush greenery. As he stepped off the small boat that had brought him here, the first thing he noticed was the people. The women towered over the men, their muscular frames commanding attention. They carried heavy baskets of fruit and stone with ease, their laughter echoing through the village. The men, by contrast, were slight and soft-spoken, trailing behind them like shadows. It was a strange dynamic, one that made Jake’s pulse quicken with curiosity—and something else he couldn’t quite name.

Jake adjusted the strap of his medical bag, his eyes scanning the crowd. He was here to provide care, to offer his skills as a doctor. But as he walked deeper into the village, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was being watched. The women’s gazes lingered on him, their eyes sharp and appraising. He felt small under their scrutiny, though he stood at a respectable six feet tall. It was unsettling, yet oddly thrilling.

His attention was pulled away by the sound of drums. A procession approached, led by a woman who exuded power from every pore. She was taller than the rest, her broad shoulders and strong limbs accentuated by the golden robes that clung to her frame. Her dark hair was braided into intricate patterns, and her eyes—cold and calculating—locked onto Jake’s as she approached.

“You must be the doctor,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “I am Rivera, queen of this island. Welcome.”

Jake swallowed, nodding. “Thank you, Your Majesty. I’m here to assist in any way I can.”

Rivera’s lips curved into a sly smile. “Oh, I’m sure you will.” She turned, gesturing for him to follow. “Come. We have much to discuss.”

Jake hesitated for a moment before falling into step beside her. The walk to her palace was short but tense, the weight of her presence pressing against him. When they arrived, she led him through towering doors and into a lavish chamber filled with plush cushions and flickering candles. The air was heavy with the scent of incense, intoxicating and warm.

Rivera turned to him, her gaze piercing. “As my guest, you will abide by my rules. Do you understand?”

Jake nodded, though unease prickled at the edges of his mind. “Of course.”

“Good.” She stepped closer, her hand brushing against his chest. “Now, let’s move to a more… private setting.”

Before he could protest, she took his hand and led him into a bedroom. The moment the door closed behind them, Jake felt a shift in the air. Rivera turned to face him, her eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his breath catch. She murmured something under her breath, words he couldn’t understand, but they seemed to seep into his mind, soothing and commanding all at once.

Suddenly, his thoughts felt fuzzy, distant. He blinked, trying to clear his head, but it was no use. Rivera’s voice cut through the haze, soft and hypnotic. “Take off your clothes.”

Jake’s hands moved without hesitation, unbuckling his belt and sliding out of his shirt. His pants followed, pooling at his feet until he stood naked before her. His body felt like it wasn’t his own, his movements sluggish yet precise. Rivera’s eyes raked over him, her expression unreadable.

“You’re such a tiny man,” she said, her tone almost teasing. She stepped closer, her hand brushing against his chest. Her touch was firm, almost possessive, and it sent a shiver down his spine. “Go on. Touch yourself.”

Jake’s hand moved to his cock without thought, his fingers wrapping around the shaft. His breath hitched as he began to stroke, the sensation unfamiliar yet electric. Rivera watched him, her lips curved into a smirk.

“Faster,” she commanded, her voice sharp.

Jake obeyed, his movements quickening. His arousal grew with each stroke, his cock hardening in his hand. Rivera laughed, low and throaty, the sound sending a jolt of heat through him. She stepped closer, her hand gripping his chin and forcing him to meet her gaze.

“You’re both pitiful and intriguing,” she said, her breath warm against his skin. “But I think I’ll keep you.”

With that, she lifted him effortlessly, tossing him onto the bed. Jake landed with a soft thud, his heart racing. Rivera climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest. Her thighs pressed against his shoulders, her weight pinning him in place.

“Eat me,” she ordered, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Jake leaned forward, his tongue flicking against her clit. The taste of her was sharp and sweet, and he found himself craving more. He licked and sucked, his movements guided by her soft moans. Her hips rolled against his face, her pleasure mounting with each stroke of his tongue.

Rivera’s hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer. “Yes, that’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire. “Make me cum.”

Jake obeyed, his tongue working faster. He could feel her trembling above him, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. With a final thrust of her hips, she came, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure ripped through her.

She fell back onto the bed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Jake lay there, his cock aching with need. Rivera turned to him, her eyes dark with hunger.

“Not yet,” she said, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She began to stroke him, her touch firm and deliberate. Jake groaned, his hips thrusting into her hand. He was so close, so damn close.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

Rivera’s grip tightened, her thumb brushing over the tip of his cock. She smiled, her expression cruel. “No.”

She stopped abruptly, pulling her hand away. Jake’s orgasm was ripped from him, leaving only a small trickle of cum to spill onto his stomach. He groaned, frustration and pain mingling in a dizzying mix.

Rivera stood, smoothing her robes. “Get dressed,” she said, her tone cold. “You’ll learn your place soon enough.”

Jake obeyed, his movements mechanical. As Rivera fastened a collar around his neck, he felt a strange sense of belonging. The haze in his mind began to lift, but the arousal remained, burning hotter than ever.

As he stepped out of the palace, the sun hit his face, and he blinked, clarity returning. Yet, despite everything, he couldn’t wait to see her again.

ENTRANCED BY HER CURVES

FM / Femdom / BDSM / BBW / Cheating / Hypnosis / Cunnilingus / Bondage / Restraints / Wax Play / Vibrator / Teasing / Anal Play

George sat across from Kara at the small, dimly lit restaurant, picking at his food. The conversation was light, but his mind wandered. He couldn’t help but feel a growing dissatisfaction, a longing for something more. Kara was sweet, kind, and beautiful in her own way, but she wasn’t… her. She wasn’t the kind of woman who could take control, who could make him feel small, vulnerable, and utterly consumed. He pushed the thought away, guilt gnawing at him.

Then, he saw Charlene.

She walked into the restaurant like she owned the place. She was tall, curvaceous, and exuded confidence. Her hips swayed with every step, her full lips painted a deep red that made George’s mouth go dry. She caught his eye almost immediately, her gaze locking onto his with an intensity that made his heart race. He looked away quickly, cheeks burning, but he could feel her eyes on him still.

When he dared to glance back, she was smiling—a slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down his spine. She winked at him, and George felt his stomach flip. He tried to focus on Kara, on the conversation they were having, but his attention kept drifting back to Charlene. She was sitting alone now, sipping a glass of wine, her eyes never leaving him.

By the time dinner was over, George was a mess. He kissed Kara goodbye, promising to call her later, and headed for the door. But as he stepped outside, he felt a hand on his arm. He turned, and there she was.

“Leaving so soon?” Charlene purred, her voice low and sultry. “I couldn’t help but notice you staring at me all night.”

George stammered, his face flushing. “I—I wasn’t—”

“Oh, don’t lie,” she interrupted, stepping closer. Her perfume enveloped him, warm and intoxicating. “You were looking at me like you wanted to devour me. Or maybe… like you wanted me to devour you.”

George’s breath caught. He should have walked away. He should have gone home to Kara. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. Charlene’s presence was magnetic, pulling him in, and before he knew it, he was nodding.

“Good boy,” she said, her smile widening. “Let’s go.”

Her apartment was just a few blocks away, and the walk felt like an eternity. George’s heart pounded with every step, his mind racing with both excitement and guilt. But when they stepped inside, all thoughts of Kara vanished.

The bedroom was unlike anything he’d ever seen. The walls were adorned with dark, sensual artwork, and in the corner stood a collection of BDSM equipment—restraints, whips, candles, and more. George’s eyes widened, his pulse quickening.

Charlene turned to him, her expression serious now. “Take off your clothes.”

George hesitated, his hands trembling. “I—I don’t know if I can—”

“Do it,” she commanded, her voice firm but not unkind. “You want this. I can see it in your eyes.”

It was as if he was hypnotized by her beauty. As she gazed into his eyes, his resistance vanished. Slowly, he began to undress, his movements clumsy and awkward. Charlene watched him with an appraising gaze, her lips curving into a satisfied smile as he stood before her, completely exposed.

“Now get on the bed,” she ordered.

George obeyed, lying down on the soft mattress. Charlene stripped off her dress with practiced ease, revealing her voluptuous body in all its glory. She climbed onto the bed, straddling his face without hesitation.

“Eat me,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

George hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, his tongue finding her clit. She tasted incredible—sweet and tangy, with a hint of something earthy that made his head spin. He licked and sucked eagerly, his hands gripping her thighs as she moaned above him.

“That’s it,” she breathed, grinding against his face. “Just like that.”

Her pleasure was intoxicating, and George found himself lost in the rhythm of it. He could feel her body tensing, hear her breathing quicken, and then she came with a loud cry, her juices flooding his mouth.

When she finally pulled away, George was panting, his cock throbbing with need. But Charlene wasn’t done with him yet.

She reached for a set of restraints, binding his wrists and ankles to the bedposts with practiced ease. George’s heart raced as she leaned over him, a wicked gleam in her eyes.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, trailing a finger down his chest. “And I’m going to make you feel things you’ve never felt before.”

She grabbed a candle from the nightstand, lighting it with a match. George’s eyes widened as she tilted it over his chest, letting the hot wax drip onto his skin. The pain was sharp but fleeting, quickly replaced by a strange, tingling pleasure.

“Do you like that?” she asked, her voice teasing.

George nodded, unable to speak. His cock twitched as she continued to drizzle the wax over his body, each drop sending a jolt of sensation through him.

When she finally set the candle aside, Charlene wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking him slowly at first, then faster as he grew harder in her grasp. George groaned, his hips bucking against the restraints.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Please let me cum.”

Charlene smirked, reaching for a vibrator on the nightstand. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room as she pressed it against the base of his cock. George gasped, his entire body trembling with anticipation.

But then she did something he wasn’t expecting. She moved the vibrator lower, pressing it against his asshole. George’s eyes flew open, a strangled moan escaping his lips as she pushed it inside.

The sensation was overwhelming—intense pleasure mixed with a deep, aching need. Charlene worked the vibrator in and out of him, her other hand still stroking his cock. It didn’t take long before George was on the edge, his entire body tensing as he came harder than he ever had before.

When it was over, Charlene released him from the restraints, her expression soft now. “So,” she said, running a hand through his hair. “Will I be seeing you again?”

George hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Yes,” he said quietly. “I’ll be back.”

As he left her apartment, his mind was a whirlwind of emotions. Guilt gnawed at him, but it was overshadowed by something else—something deeper. He knew he should feel bad about betraying Kara, but all he could think about was Charlene. She was everything he’d been craving, everything he’d been too afraid to admit he wanted.

And he knew he couldn’t stay away.

cover.jpeg
| HY)PNOleﬁg’EY DESIRE
J

15'HYPNOSI“S EROTIC STORIES






