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Hypno Home Submission (Hypno Lord, #2)


Sarah Framingham pursed her lips. She was irritated. Not just irritated. Upset, even! Her best friend Mary had brought a man to dinner. At first, Sarah was overjoyed. When Mary had told her that she was bringing someone to dinner, she had expected the illustrious Lord Edward of Sussexshire, and she had put out all of the finest dining implements she had in expectation of his arrival. She had done her best to control her excitement when she saw Mary’s carriage coming down the road towards the entrance of the estate, looking forward to helping match her best friend with such a fine, noble personage.

She ran downstairs to greet her friend, and waited by the door anxiously as the carriage kept its slow, plodding pace. She did her best not to fidget in front of the help; it wouldn’t do to have them tittering away, gossiping that she was some sort of giddy schoolgirl. The truth of it, however, was that she certainly felt like one. Not only had she not seen Mary in ages, it had been months since her first date with Lord Edward. Surely they must be halfway engaged by now!

“Mary!” She said, as the carriage finally came to a stop outside the door and her friend exited. She rushed over to greet Mary, and Mary responded in kind, hugging her.

“It’s so good to see you!” Mary said, laughing. “Honestly, Sarah, it’s been far too long. You need to come down to the city at least every now and then. I can’t always be coming to you.”

“Oh, hush, I came to you last season for weeks.” She said. She grinned conspiratorially. “That’s where you met the lord of Sussexshire, remember?”

“Oh, I do.” Mary said. She snorted. “I remember.”

Before Sarah could open her mouth to respond to her friend’s odd tone, the footman came around with the bags and the other occupant of the car. Sarah’s mouth dropped. The man in front of her was most assuredly not Lord Edward of Sussexshire. Judging from his shabby clothes and worn boots, it was unlikely he was any sort of lord at all!

“Sarah, this is Antonio.” Mary said, gesturing to the olive-skinned man smiling at her. “Antonio, this is Sarah, my best friend since I was young.”

“A pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Framingham.” He said smoothly, the slightest trace of an accent in his voice. She was too shocked to do anything but mumble a polite reply back at him.

“A... a pleasure.” She said numbly. “Jared, won’t you show them to their rooms? I expect they’ll want to get comfortable.”

“Of course.” The footman said. He looked over at Antonio and Mary, gesturing for them to follow him as he picked up their bags. “Right this way.”

The two of them disappeared up the estate’s grand staircase, and Sarah rushed into the parlor to her husband, who was seated there with a pipe, a whiskey, and the daily newspaper.

“Charles!” She said indignantly. “Did you see what just happened? Did you see who just came in with Mary?”

“I don’t believe I did, dear.” He said, flipping the paper over. Charles Framingham was not particularly concerned with the slights and social norms that his wife was so fond of obeying, and he was certain that this was another one of those things.

“Mary came with... with... a foreigner!” Sarah said, her voice high and indignant. “Some sort of poor Spaniard, no doubt! What is she thinking? What will her father say?”

“She’s always been an independent type of woman, dear.” He said, not looking up. “And as to her father, I can’t imagine he’ll have anything good to say about it at all. I’m sure she won’t even tell him.”

Sarah started to say something, but she could tell her husband wasn’t interested. She huffed away to prepare herself for diner. She continued to feel angry and irritated at her friend for doing something like this, and she could only imagine how awkward dinner was going to be with this uncouth heathen that had stepped through their door.

She finished dressing and, sure enough, dinner came. To Sarah’s surprise, however, her uncouth visitor was not as uncouth as she had imagined him to be. He was still poor and common, of course, but he was certainly entertaining. He had an easy grace about him, no doubt due to his occupation- he said he was a stage performer, and Sarah judged that to be likely enough given his grace and charm.  There were no awkward moments or terrible pauses, as she’d experienced with some of the more boorish guests she’d had over. In fact, the conversation continued well past dinner, and was going so well that when Charles invited everyone into the parlor to continue the conversation with drinks, not a single person thought to decline.

The wine and the whiskey continued to flow, and the atmosphere got more relaxed by the minute. After some time, the general conversation came up as to what exactly the type of shows it was that Antonio performed.

“Well, uh... “ he said sheepishly. “I’m a mesmerist. I perform as Mesmero, the Hypno Lord.”

“A mesmerist?” Sarah said. She almost burst out laughing. That was, without a doubt, the silliest thing she had ever heard in her life. She couldn’t believe Mary was bothering with such a man, as nice and handsome as he was. “Oh, do pardon me, but I can’t believe anyone believes in that sort of thing.”

“Why not?” Antonio said, raising an eyebrow. “It’s a perfectly real phenomenon. I should know, I do it for a living.”

“Oh, I have no doubt that some people think they’re mesmerized.” Sarah said patiently. “But it’s all show, isn’t it? I mean, you don’t really believe those people are hypnotized into obeying your every command?”

“There’s an easy enough way to prove that.” Antonio said. “Let’s make a wager.”

“A wager?” Sarah said. “Interesting. What sort of wager.”

“Let me attempt to hypnotize you.” Antonio said.

“Oh, I’m sure I couldn’t be hypnotized.” Sarah said breezily, trying to hide the fear she felt. She supposed she believed in it a little more than she thought.

“Oh? And what makes you so certain of that?” Antonio said.

“Because there’s no such thing as a hypnotic trance, of course.” Sarah said.

“Then let me try.” Antonio said.

“I-“ Sarah started, but Antonio cut her off.

“If you don’t believe in it, there’s no reason to say no.” he said. “After all, the worst I can do is fail, and then the only person embarrassed here is me. Right?”

“I... I suppose.” Sarah said, uncertainly.

“Oh, come now, dear!” Charles said. He laughed, his face flush from the whiskey. “He’s got you on that one!”

“A demonstration!” Mary said, clapping. “I’d love to see it. Come on, Sarah, don’t be a coward!”

“I... alright.” Sarah said. She nodded, hoping her reluctance wasn’t plain to see on her face. “I suppose I will. This is just to shut the lot of you up.”

“Wonderful!” Antonio said. He slid his chair closer to Sarah, so he was within arm’s length of her. He told the others to be quiet, and Charles and Mary did. Charles grinned; he was ready to see his wife’s comeuppance. He never got that satisfaction from her himself.

“Now then.” Antonio said, slipping a watch out of his pocket. “Do you see this watch?”

“Of course.” Sarah said.

“All you have to do is look at it. Don’t move your head, just follow it with your eyes: back and forth, back and forth. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” Sarah said. She began to look at the watch intently as Antonio began to swing it back and forth.

“Good. It’s important that you do that, Sarah.” He said. “In fact, it’s so important that you’re getting tired from focusing on it. It’s making your eyelids very heavy. You can feel them slipping down, feel them coming down over your eyes, no matter how much you try to fight it. Do feel it?”

Sarah nodded, her eyelids starting to fall down over her eyes.

“Now take some deep breaths, Sarah. Deep breath. In, and out. Relax. Relax and listen. You should trust me, and listen to me. It’s nice to listen to me, isn’t it? Just listen to me as you get sleepier and sleepier. Each time the watch goes back and forth, you relax a little more. Each time the watch goes back and forth, your eyes get just a tiny bit heavier, and you get a tiny bit sleepier. You want to keep looking at the watch, but your eyes are too heavy. Let them fall. They’re drooping heavier and heavier, and you want to sleep. Let yourself fall deeply to sleep. Sleep, Sarah. Sleep.”

Sarah’s eyelids fluttered and fought to stay awake, but it was plain to the room that it was a losing battle. Every time her eyelids blinked they went down a bit more, and every time they closed they took a bit longer to come back. Finally, at Antonio’s final sleep command, her eyes did not open again, and she sat there, still, her only motion the soft, slow rise and fall of her chest as she breathed.

“By jingo!” Charles exclaimed, looking at his wife. “You’ve done it, haven’t you? She’s actually entranced?”

“Oh yes.” Antonio said. “She was a natural. Not many people fall into a trance that quickly.”

“So she’ll... obey you?” Charles said, uncertainly. 

“Not quite.” Antonio said. He smiled, clearly seeing through Charles’ baser desires. “She’s... in a light trance. I’d have to take her deeper.”

“I... I see.” Charles said. He dearly wished that Antonio wasn’t in the room. The things he would do to his wife...

“Watch.” Antonio said. “Sarah, you are asleep.”

“Yes.” Sarah said tonelessly, her eyes still closed.

“Good.” Antonio said. “Open your eyes and stare into mine.”

Sarah’s eyes fluttered open, and she looked deep into Antonio’s eyes. His gaze was intense, commanding, mesmerizing- Charles was slightly entranced looking at him from the side, and he shook his head. He could only imagine what it would be like to have that hypnotic gaze turned on him fully.

“Look into my eyes, Sarah.” He said, his voice deep, commanding, firm. “Your world is fading away. There is no one in the room except me, no sounds except me. You can focus on nothing but me. Look into my eyes. My eyes see through you, my voice vibrates inside you. You have no worries, you have no cares, you are relaxed. You feel yourself floating away as I carry you away, carry you away to a place where you feel wonderful. A place where you can relax. A place where you feel complete pleasure, unable to resist as you submit completely and wholly to my hypnotic trance.”

Charles had looked at these entire proceedings with interest, but it was now, and only just now, that he realized what was going on. Antonio had taken it further than Charles was comfortable with. He looked over at Mary- she seemed to be as affected as Sarah. Her eyes started forward, glassy, not looking at anything.

“Now see here.” Charles said, standing up. “Thank you for the display, Mr. Mesmero, if that is your real name, but I think it has gone entirely too far. I-“

“Quiet.” Antonio said softly. Charles suddenly stopped, his voice seeming to leave him.

“Sit. And don’t get up again.” Antonio said. Charles complied immediately. He tried to get up, but it felt as though iron chains bound him to the chair. He could do nothing but watch his wife submit to whatever perverted wishes Antonio might have for her. 

“Sarah, undress. And stand before me.” Antonio said simply. She complied immediately. Standing up, she moved over to Antonio with no hesitation, no reservations. She began to take off her attire. Charles watched, fascinated despite himself, as she shimmied out of her dress and petticoats, and mechanically undid her corset and undergarments. She then stood before him, completely nude, her bare breasts and soft tuft of pubic hair there for Antonio’s inspection.

“Good.” Antonio said. He motioned for her to come forward, and she did. He began to play with her breasts, kneading them with his hands firmly, playing with her nipples. He thumbed her nipples firmly with his hand, sliding it up her back and gently pressing on it to get her breasts close to him on the chair. She obliged, and she continued to bring her breasts closer and closer to him, until he took his tongue and ever so slightly licked the tip of her nipple. He continued to lick lightly, leisurely, until he brought her chest even closer to him, taking her nipple completely in his mouth.

Sarah moaned, closing her eyes slightly and biting her lip as he continued to work his tongue and mouth on her nipple. He brought up his other hand and took her other breast in his hand, playing with it, kneading, thumbing, twisting her nipple to make her moan even a little deeper. Charles wanted to stop him, but he couldn’t move, chained as he was by the power of suggestion to his chair. He was even more ashamed that he was getting aroused by the ordeal: he could feel that firm bulge in his pants as he watched his wife fondled by another man. She continued to moan in a way she never had for him as Antonio continued to play with her breasts.

“Finger yourself, Sarah.” He said softly, then moving back to her breasts. She obeyed, sliding her hand down to her pussy. With no hesitation, she slid her fingers into her wet slit. There was no resistance; she was clearly aroused, judging by how easily her finger slid into her eager, slick pussy. Charles could see his wife’s fingers sliding in and out of her as the hypnotist continued to suck and paw at her nipples. 

He could see how aroused she was: she looked as though her knees would buckle at any moment, and she was quivering from the force of her arousal. She moaned as Antonio pulled away from her, and he smiled, enjoying the effect he was having on her. He looked at Charles, smiled at him, and moved his own hand between Sarah’s thighs. With one swift motion, he pulled Sarah’s slick fingers out of her pussy and slid his own fingers into her, her wet pussy offering no resistance to his invading fingers.

If she had enjoyed her own ministrations, she seemed to enjoy his all the more. With every slide of his fingers into her, every quick stroke or thumb of her clit, her lust seemed to be building higher and higher. Charles had never seen her so aroused before. He had never bothered to give her his fingers when they made love- it was her wifely duty to please him, not the other way around. Judging from the tent in his pants, however, he came to the conclusion that he had most certainly been missing out on quite a show in his marriage bed. 

“Oh goddd... yess...” Sarah said, arching her back even more, her head whipping back instinctively at the force of the pleasure he brought her. It undid her hair, and it fell around her face, the matted sweat on her forehead combined with her messy, unkempt hair only heightening her display of savage, wanton lust. He began to thrust his fingers into her harder, faster, enjoying her little moans and quivers as he explored her pussy, rubbing her clit before sliding his fingers back deep into her. She tensed and shook, looking as though she was going to orgasm, but he suddenly withdrew his fingers. She leaned forward instinctively, looking for them, but he stopped her.

“No.” he said. There it was; that commanding tone, the one of pure, supreme authority. “Get on your knees. Take me in your mouth.”

Sarah showed no hesitation, sinking down to her knees. She obediently came down and began to kiss his cock, gently licking it, running her tongue along its erect length. Charles was shocked at how quickly and eagerly she did it. In all her years, she had never taken him into her mouth. With Antonio, however, she showed no hesitation, no compunction whatsoever. Her eyes shone with nothing but devotion, nothing but eagerness to submit to her new hypnotic master.

Antonio eased his cock into Sarah’s greedy, eager mouth, and Charles was again shocked at her skill. She looked as though she did it all her life. She bobbed her head up and down on his cock, taking it completely in her mouth before taking it out again. She would look up at him seductively, working his cock out of her mouth with a wet pop, before smiling and bobbing her head back down, making his cock disappear between her thick, red lips. 

“Yes, that’s good.” Antonio moaned, as Sarah’s mouth continued to take him in completely. He nodded, groaning again as her warm, soft mouth took him completely, every inch of his cock going deep into her mouth, deep into her throat. She didn’t hesitate, not for a moment, as she bobbed her head up and down on his cock. Her will was gone, completely and utterly enslaved to his. He placed his hands on her head, guiding her head up and down on his cock, enjoying how skillfully and smoothly his cock moved in and out of her mouth.

“Finger yourself as you take me in your mouth, Sarah.” Antonio said. She could not have complied faster with his request, and her fingers snaked down between her thighs, keeping her aroused. She sucked him with renewed vigor, her mouth fueled by her own lust and arousal- which was in turn kept at a fever pitch by her own fingers sliding in and out of her as she continued to bob her head up and down on his cock.

Finally, from the look on his face, he looked as though he was about to come. He took Sarah’s hair and pulled her head off of his throbbing cock. He got up out of the chair.

“Sarah, get down on your hands and knees. I’m going to take you.” He said. She complied as easily and instantly as she had with his other commands, getting on her hands and knees, her pert little ass up in the air. 

“Oh goddd... yesss...” she said dreamily, her voice laced thickly with lust and desire.

“Good. Turn around, face your husband.” Antonio said. “I want him to see how good this is for you, how much you’re going to enjoy getting fucked by my cock.”

She obeyed again, facing her husband, and Antonio positioned himself behind her. Charles saw her big, full breasts jiggle ever so slightly as Antonio pressed his cock against the entrance to her wet, dripping pussy, and he saw his wife’s face change, drunk with desire and anticipation.

“Tell me what you want.” Antonio said.

“I want you to fuck me.” Sarah said, her face clearly exposing her lustful desires. “I want your big, hard cock in me.”

““You want to be mine, don’t you? You want me to take you, don’t you?” Antonio said.

“Oh god, yes...” she said.

“Yes what?” he said again, slapping her ass, the impact jiggling her nice full breasts again.

“I want you to take me, Master. I want you to make me mine.” She said. He smiled, and with one smooth, quick motion slid his cock into Sarah, thrusting his cock into her. Each thrust rocked her body, making her moan, making her big, heavy tits bounce back and forth as he thrust into her from behind. As her breasts rocked in front of him, Charles almost came from the sight of his wife being thoroughly fucked by her new hypnotic master.

He continued to fuck her, and it looked as though she had never been so fulfilled in her life. She moaned, bucking her hips back into him, trying desperately to grind her hips into his, trying to get him to go deeper, ever deeper. He responded by slamming into her with all his might, driving into her. He slapped her ass, and she bit her lip. He saw her enjoy that, smiled, and spanked her again, her small cries of passion escaping her mouth.

“Oh god, yess...” she said, her eyes half-lidded, her breasts rocking furiously as she was fucked from behind. 

“You love having my cock deep in your pussy, don’t you?” he said.

“oh god, yes!” she said, biting her lip again, unable to control her own pleasure. “Oh god, it feels so good when you fuck me!”

She seemed almost at the brink of her own orgasm, but Antonio was masterful at controlling her. When she seemed about to come, he would pull back, slowing down his thrust, not going as deep. She would whine, whimper, and beg him with her body to go back into her: he would oblige her, finally, sliding his cock deep into her pussy with one smooth, strong stroke, causing her to cry out loud with pleasure, starting the process again.

Finally, however, he looked as though he too was nearing the edge of his own climax. His thrust came harder, faster, more animalistic: he showed less of the restraint he was showing in teasing her and simply thrust deeper, harder, faster into her. She responded in kind, jutting her ass up against him, eager for his cock to burrow as deep as it could into her warm, wet hole.

“Sarah.” Antonio said, never ceasing his long, deep, manic thrusts into her pussy. “I’m going to come inside you. I’m going to fill you with my seed. You’re going to love that, won’t you?”

“Oh god, yes, Master!” Sarah said, delirious, bucking her hips against him.

“Yes what, slave?” He said, spanking her again.

“I’m going to love it when you fill me with your seed, Master!” Sarah said, louder, more forcefully. He grabbed her ass with both his hands. He pumped into her a few more times, tensed up, and then held her against him, shooting his seed deep into her.

She came wildly as well, her body tensing, quivering, shuddering as her orgasm wracked her. Unable to hold herself up any longer, her now weak arms gave out, and she sunk to the floor, her full breasts pressed against the carpet. Charles looked at the hypnotist with hatred in his eyes, outraged that Antonio had just fucked the brains out of his wife. Antonio saw the look Charles gave him, and smiled.

“Enjoyed that, did you?” Antonio said. Charles’ glare became even more venomous- all the more so because Antonio’s statement was true. Charles had enjoyed himself, more than he cared to admit. In fact, he was on the verge of coming himself, considering how aroused that little show had gotten him.

“While your wife is very beautiful, I did not come here solely to fuck her.” Antonio said lazily, his softening cock still deep inside Sarah, her breath coming in long, contented breaths. “I wanted her for her connections. Specifically, the Duke of Rottershire.”

Antonio waited a moment, but Charles did not respond. He then slapped his forehead, laughing.

“Of course!” He said. “You may speak.”

“And what do you intend to do with him, you devilish Spaniard?” Charles said, his face red from anger. “Take his seat? Good luck with that.”

“Oh, I don’t intend to take his seat.” Antonio said coolly. “I intend to take England.”

Charles spluttered, but Antonio raised his hand before Charles could continue.

“While I am not worried about you revealing my plans, I am not entirely an evil blackguard.” Antonio said. “Mary, would you come here?”

Charles had almost forgotten the other girl was in the room. But Mary had not- with a soldier’s timing, she got up, walking over to Antonio, standing next to him.

“Strip, Mary.” Antonio said, and she did so, as unwaveringly and unhesitatingly as his wife had done before. It was not long before she was naked before him, and Charles could feel that firmness in his pants yet again when he saw her there, nude. Mary had always been a beautiful girl, and Charles had often had fantasies of her. To see her young, firm body standing before him, a slave to someone’s will, aroused his passions.

“I recognized her companion as the Lord of Sussexshire, and so enslaved her at one of my performances. As you can see, she is completely and utterly under my control.” Antonio said leisurely, still hilt deep inside Sarah’s pussy. “Her usefulness to me is at an end, as you might imagine. As is your wife’s.”

“What are you saying?” Charles said.

“I am saying that these two women are mine forever. They are my slaves, and I am their master.” Antonio said. “But I have no use for them. So I propose to give them to you.”

“T... to me?” Charles said.

“Yes.” Antonio said. “They stay here. I tell them to obey your every word. They will obey without question. If you wish them to kiss, they will do so. If you want Mary to suck your wife’s big, firm tits, she will do so without question. If you want to take her ass while Mary plays with herself, there will be no problems. All I ask is you tell no one of what transpired here.”

“That’s...” Charles said, weakly. His mind was already awash with the liberties he was going to take with them.

“Of course, if you’re a man of stronger morals, I don’t have to tell them anything.” Antonio said, a devilish grin on his face. “And you are, of course, welcome to tell anyone you like at that point. Know that your wife and Mary will deny everything, however, and you will look like a fool for telling everyone that you think a foreign hypnotist is plotting for the throne of England.”

“I...” Charles said. He swallowed nervously. “Very well.”

“Excellent!” Antonio said. “Sarah, Mary, you are to obey Charles without question, obey him as you would me- unless one of his orders contradicts mine.”

“Yes, Master.” Both women said in unison. He pulled himself out of Sarah, and stood up.

“Clean me with your mouths, slaves.” He ordered them, Sarah turned around, and Mary fell to her knees, and both of them greedily, eagerly licked up the juices still on his softened cock. Once they finished, he redressed swiftly, and turned to Charles.

“You can get up now.” He said cheerily. “I’ve had a rather long day, and I’m spent. I think I’m going to retire. You are, of course, free to stay up with the ladies. Have a good evening, Mr. Framingham.”

He walked down the hall, and for a long while Charles sat there, unsure of himself. He looked at the two naked women in front of him, slaves to his every desire. He knew he shouldn’t. He knew he couldn’t. And yet...

“Sarah.” He said. “Take me in your mouth.”

She did so, willingly, as she never had before. He groaned in pleasure.

“Mary, pleasure yourself as Sarah takes me in her mouth.” He said. “Slide your fingers deep into your pussy.”

She did, moaning as she did so. And so the night continued, Charles indulging in his every whim with them. They fucked in every position- some Charles had only dreamed about. He never thought he could come so many times in one night, but he did; the night seemed to be a never ending haze of carnal pleasure. He took Sarah’s ass as she brayed in delight, shooting his seed deep into her virgin asshole, only to do the same to Mary. He had them get on their hands and knees, next to each other, and he slid his cock in and out of them alternately as he had them groan in pleasure at the fullness he gave them. 

The hypnotist left that morning, but Mary stayed on for a few more days. In fact, Mary became a rather frequent visitor to the Framingham household, and the gossip started to come around. The gossip that she and the Framinghams had a... rather illicit arrangement. One that was not entirely wholesome and moral. One that involved Mary sharing the marriage bed with her best friend and her best friend’s husband.

It was the sort of gossip that would have bothered Sarah Framingham, but she was too busy obeying her husband’s every command to care. And it bothered him, of course, not a whit: servants would talk like that. They always did. They would never be able to find even the slightest hint of impropriety. And if they heard impassioned cries of pleasure coming from his room, from two different female voices, well... it must be their imagination.

Charles Framingham did not like Antonio Mesmero, the man who had taken his wife. Charles’ opinion improved of him a bit more, however, every time he gave a command to his beautiful wife or her equally ravishing best friend. But finally, a curious thing happened a few months after the hypnotist’s surprising visit. He thought upon the hypnotist, and it was not until Mary was riding him, facing away, her tight little ass sliding up and down on his cock while Sarah licked it from beneath, that he finally came to his conclusion...

That hypnotist wasn’t such a bad fellow, after all.


Did you love Hypno Home Submission? Then you should read Enthralled Collection by Gwendoline Townsend!
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When a college professor stumbles upon a way to control minds, he begins enslaving beautiful young girls on campus- and a hot professor or two! Will anyone be able to resist him, or will he slowly turn the campus into his own personal harem of obedient personal sex slaves? Mature audiences only.

This anthology combines every chapter of the 'Enslaved' series (over 21000 words of hot mind control) at a reduced price, including an all-new prologue and epilogue!

EXCERPT

“Nuh… no…” I said, barely managing to get the words out as I shook my head.

“Oh Katie, darling, that’s alright. I’ll tell you.” He said. “That’s a real Von Helfing, alright. The problem, however, is that it wasn’t calibrated for me, my love. It was calibrated for you.”

“Muh…me…?” I said. I struggled to comprehend his words through the thick fog that had come down upon me.

“Yes, my dear.” He said. His hand slid down slowly, deliberately, to cup my bottom. “You rebuffed my advances last week, as I imagined you might. But that wouldn’t do- I just had to have you. So I spent the rest of the week programming this delightful little image for you.”

I tried to reply, but it was so much effort; I couldn’t. I realized, dimly through the fog of my brain, that he was hypnotizing me; he was using those beautiful, wonderful shapes to alter my brain, to change my very thoughts and feelings. A small part of me said it was wrong, that I should go, that this wasn’t right, that he shouldn’t be firmly cupping my bottom, but I didn’t care; all I wanted to do was watch the shapes, watch them go around and around.

“You see, you’re very beautiful, Katie.” He said, rubbing me, almost nonchalantly. “That firm, tight ass, those long, shapely legs… I want them wrapped around me. And that’s what this program is designed to do. Turn you into my obedient, hapless little slut. Don’t you want that?”

"Y...yes..." I said.

Read more at Gwendoline Townsend’s site.
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