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The Hypno Lord


“Oh, poppycock, Edward. It shall be fun.”

“I don’t know about this... “ Edward said. He frowned, biting his lip. “This whole mesmerism business. Controlling another person’s mind? I’m not for it.”

“Oh please, Edward!” Mary said, rolling her eyes. “Don’t tell me you actually believe in that sort of thing, do you? It’s all stage work and showmanship, that’s all. I expected a man of your caliber to be of sterner stuff.”

That shut him up fairly quickly. He certainly hadn’t expected his masculinity to be called out on the very first date; he was the Lord Earl of Sussexshire, and due to his rather lofty stature had rarely been mocked to his face. Mary Worthingham, however, was no ordinary girl- she had fire, she had spirit, and those qualities were exactly what had drawn him to her. Her other, less successful suitors claimed she was just desperate or attention, but Edward didn’t think so- he just thought they were jealous.

“To be perfectly honest, I find the whole idea downright implausible.” Mary said. She scoffed. “I expect it’s simply going to be a tawdry little show where some of the women of easier virtue will pretend to take off their clothes when instructed by our dashing hypnotist.”

“No doubt, no doubt.” Edward said, falling in line with his date’s opinions. Mary smiled. She was sure he thought it a bit more than that, but he wasn’t going to argue- especially not to her. He had to save face now, now that she had intimated he was a coward. He would show her he was no such thing.

The lights dimmed, signaling the beginning of the show, and a young, clean cut man- Mary judged him to be in his late twenties or so, and of Spanish or Italian descent. He was quite handsome, at any rate. He wore a very plain outfit- a black shirt with black pants, and a touch of dash added with a cape, top hat, and cane.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen!” he said, with only the slightest hint of an accent. It was Spanish, most certainly.”Welcome to my show. I am Mesmero, the Hypno Lord... and tonight, I shall show you the power of the mind!”

Mary rolled her eyes again. He wasn’t a bad showman, certainly, but his name could use a bit of work. She decided that she’d give him the benefit of the doubt. Magicians sometimes needed to warm a bit to their audience, after all.

“Now, as you may know, not everyone can be mesmerized.” He said. “It requires a particular mind, a particular susceptibility. If you would all lean in close...”

The small club leaned in towards him. He pulled a pocket watch out of his coat, and began to swing it back and forth in front of him.

“Now then.” He said. “Breathe in, deep, and breathe out... concentrate on the pocket watch. Watch it sway back and forth, back and forth...”

Mary couldn’t say she was anything except bored, really, but she did admit his tone was relaxing, at any rate. She hoped she wouldn’t fall asleep on him. That would be embarrassing- for him. Still, she let herself be lulled by his voice. She felt her stress going, felt herself relaxing, and she wondered if anyone had ever thought about using this sort of voice in a relaxation garden. It would work very well.

“Very good, everyone. Breathe in, breathe out. Watch the pocket watch. Watch it sway back and forth, back and forth. You cannot look away from the pocket watch.” He said, continuing to swing the watch back and forth. Mary humored him, staring at the watch as it swung. Couldn’t hurt, could it?

“Now then. I will count backwards, from 10. As I count down, your eyelids will start to get very heavy. As you stare at the watch, your muscles will start to relax. You’ll feel all the stress leave you, you’ll feel as if you were limp doll...” 

Mary was beginning to feel a bit tired. She could feel her eyelids threatening to droop, and she tried to keep them open.

“Now you’re beginning to blink... but you must look at the watch.” He said, continuing to swing the watch back and forth. “10... you’re going into a deep sleep... 9... all the way down... 7 ... deeper, you can’t hold your eyelids open now...”

Mary was glad the room was dark. She decided she might just... rest her eyes a moment. Just a second.

“6... close your eyes, let them fall... 5... your muscles are relaxed, you can barely keep your head up... 4... you’re going deeper and deeper... 3... deeper... 2... 1...”

Mary felt herself jolt awake as the crowd clapped and cheered. She must have actually fallen asleep for a moment. She looked around, and she blushed furiously. Everyone was looking at her! They must have noticed that she fell asleep. She had thought she could get away with it, but she supposed the others had been as bored with the hypnotist as she was, and their eyes wandered.

“Uh... Mary...” Edward said, barely concealing his smirk. She sighed inwardly at his newfound confidence; no doubt he was reveling at her little indiscretion. “Do you remember the bit just now?”

“I don’t, sorry, I...” she said. “I must have dozed off.”

“Ah.” He said. He smiled. “I suppose you’ll just have to... play the piper and make it up to him, then.”

Well, he was right. Mary got up on her chair and began to play Beethoven’s Fifth on her violin. She noticed everyone else was still seated, staring. The nerve of those people! Not playing the fifth when the piper was mentioned. How on earth could you think to do otherwise? The audience laughed, and applauded, which annoyed Mary somewhat: she wasn’t finished with the movement.

“Mary, my dear.” Edward said, laughing as well. “You don’t notice anything... strange going on?”

“What’s strange is that no one is playing, and you are interrupting my solo!” she hissed at him, getting annoyed. “Now if you would PLEASE let me finish, we can talk about this after.”

The crowd continued to clap and cheer, irritating Mary even further. The hypnotist raised his hands, calming the audience, for which Mary was grateful. At least someone here had an understanding of propriety!

“I do believe the lady is feeling a bit frustrated.” Mesmero said, his eyes twinkling as he worked the crowd. “My dear lady, why don’t you come on up to the stage and we’ll work this out?”

Mary looked him over. The stage was hardly a proper venue; her chair was perfectly fine for the movement she was doing. Still...

“Think of how wonderful it would be on stage.” He said, talking slowly, smoothly. “Think of how relaxing it would be.”

Mary paused, considering his words. It would feel wonderful and relaxing to be on stage, wouldn’t it? Maybe she was just taking this all too seriously.

“Yes, that’s it.” He said, urging her on. “Come closer. With every step you take, you realize how good it would feel to be on stage.”

Mary took another step, and she realized he was right. It would feel so good to be on stage! She felt a little silly resisting earlier.

“That’s right.” He said again, luring her in with his voice. “You want to come here, you want to come on stage. You want to get on the stage and do what I tell you to do.”

That sounded wonderful to Mary. She had to restrain herself from rushing up onto the stage. 

“Yes...” he said. “You’re so close! Think of how good it will feel. Think of how wonderful, how relaxed you’ll feel when you get onto the stage.”

Mary reached the edge of the stage and began to climb it. She didn’t even walk over to the stairs; all she could think about was how wonderful and relaxed she would feel once she got onto the stage.

“Yes, that’s it.” He said. “When you finally get on the stage, you’ll feel completely wonderful and relaxed, and you’ll do anything I tell you to do. You want to be here next to me, obeying me.”

Mary got onto the stage, and she stood up next to Mesmero. She felt a warm flush of excitement and pleasure wash over her. She had wanted to get up here so badly, and now that she was here, she felt so good. It felt so right to obey him, to be next to him.

Mesmero looked at Mary, standing patiently next to him, waiting to obey his every command. He grinned, looking at the audience, who responded by clapping and cheering, knowing what would come next. And then he snapped his fingers.

Mary looked around. She was back sitting in her chair, as people were clapping. She was a little confused as to how she got there.

“Thank you, ladies and gentlemen!” Mesmero said, bowing. “I hope you all had a good time tonight!”

She must have dozed off again. She sighed dejectedly. She had never been to a more boring show in her life. Well, except for that one performance of Punch and Judy...

“But I could not have performed my feats without the help of my suggestible volunteers.” Mesmero said, cutting into her train of thought. The audience laughed. “Ladies, gentlemen, let us have a round of applause for our wonderful volunteers!”

Much to Mary’s shock and surprise, she stood up and took her bows as the audience cheered- and so did Stephen, and a handful of other people. Why on earth was she bowing?

“No... no!” she said, unable to stop herself from continuing to bow as the applause went on. “I wasn’t mesmerized! You’ve all got the wrong idea!”

“Oh, perhaps they’ve forgotten?” Mesmero said loudly to the audience, spurring on more cheers. “Well then... perhaps I can do a bit to jolt their memory. Volunteers... remember!”

And suddenly it all came back, hitting Mary like a steam train going at full tilt. She remembered everything. She remembered falling under his spell the first time, where he told her she would play Beethoven’s Fifth on her imaginary violin whenever someone said the phrase “play the piper”. She remembered going up to the stage the second time after waking. She remembered sitting there in the chairs, happy and relaxed, yearning to do whatever he told her to do, along with some other volunteers who had fallen helplessly under his spell.

She remembered doing everything he told her to do. He remembered telling her that she was nothing more than a lascivious harlot, eager to do anything and everything- even kiss a woman! She remembered sauntering slowly, sexily, towards the other hypnotized young women- and kissing her deeply and sensuously, as she would have kissed a man. She remembered the cheers and whistles of the men, and the polite and restrained clapping of the women, who no doubt thought their husbands liked the display a bit too much.

She didn’t have all that much time to dwell on the indignity of that, however, as other, even worse images flooded her mind. She remembered Mesmero telling her that the sexiest man alive was in that chair, that she wanted him more than anything. And she had wanted him- wanted him so badly. Mesmero told her that he was sitting there with his member hanging out, and that she wanted to mount him and make love to him. 

She remembered that feeling, that feeling of wanton lust as she mounted the chair with no one in it and began feverishly sliding her hips up and down, moaning, groaning, desperately needing her dream man’s member inside her. She had never been so aroused in her life, never wanted anyone, anything more in her life than the man she mounted in that chair. She remembered the audience laughing, clapping, and jeering her on, but she didn’t care- she had the biggest, best cock deep inside her as she bounced on it over and over again, coming harder than she ever thought she could.

She remembered telling the man such things- dirty things, vile things, things she would never have said to any man, let alone in public. She remembered telling him how much she wanted him, how much she loved his cock deep in her pussy, how wet and aroused and hungry for him he was making her. She blushed a deep, deep crimson at the thought.

She remembered the ribald show coming to an end, as Mesmero gave a grandiose wave to the audience, bowing to the audience as they clapped for him. He told her she would get sleepier and sleepier as she rode the man, until finally she couldn’t hold herself up anymore and, with a weary gaze, drooped onto the chair, spent and happy. Mesmero bowed once again, and instructed her to return to her seat, and she did so.

Mary was red in the face as the wave of memories finally finished washing over her. She was barely able to contain her fury at the mesmerist- how dare he! How dare he take control of her like that, forcing her to do those things on stage. It was unseemly, unladylike, completely uncalled for!

“Edward.” She said. Her voice was clipped, dripping with icy rage. “Let’s go. Now.”

“Of course, whatever you like.” He said. His smirk and his tone only angered Mary even further; after that display on-stage, his eyes eyed her lasciviously, like she was some sort of common whore. No doubt due to that imbecilic mesmerist and the show he had her put on. Well, she was going to have something to say about that.

“Wait.” She said, as the two of them exited the theater.

“What for?” Edward said, likely imaging him bedding her this very night.

“We’re going to wait until the crowd disperses.” Mary said, her voice tight with anger. “And then I’m going to give that mesmerist a piece of my mind.”

“Oh, why bother?” Edward said. He smirked at her. “It was just a bit of fun. Besides, mesmerism isn’t real- it’s all stage work and showmanship, that’s all. Just a tawdry little show where some of the women of easier virtue will pretend to take off their clothes when instructed by our dashing hypnotist, isn’t it?”

She was able to contain herself no longer. She slapped him, all the rage she felt contributing to the force of the blow. How DARE he throw her words back at her like that, implying she was some sort of common street walker!

“Leave.” She said. “I will not be leaving with you.”

He started to protest, but her glare brooked no argument, and mere seconds later he was slinking away into the shadows with his tail tucked firmly between his legs. Mary considered it just as well; that prig, she thought as the crowd finally thinned away to nothing, didn’t deserve to be within ten feet of her.

She made her way to the dressing rooms in the back, and found the one labeled “MESMERO”. She knocked on the door harshly, the raps ringing through the now empty hallway.

“Come in!” Mesmero called cheerily, and she opened the door. She found him in front of the sink- he must have just removed his makeup, as he was drying his face with a towel.

“Ah, the young lady from my show.” He said. He smiled. “What can I do for you?”

“What can you do for me?” she said, icily. “It’s what you did to me that I have a problem with!”

“Ah,” Mesmero said, his face growing worried, “I see. You are not the first person to have a problem with me show, it-“

“Not the first?” she said. She almost shrieked. “I can’t imagine so! What do you think people will say if you bring them up on stage and make them act like brazen whores, having them mount and fuck empty chairs?”

She was so inflamed she didn’t even notice her curse word slip out. He raised his hands to try and defend himself.

“Please, madam, I did no such thing.” He said. “Hypnotism is not some magic drug. A mesmerized person will not do anything they don’t want to do.”

“That’s complete nonsense!” Mary said, exploding at him. “I didn’t want to do any of those things! If you think I wanted to embarrass myself in front of a room full of people, then you’re even more insane than I thought.”

“Perhaps.” Mesmero said. “But sometimes we don’t understand what we truly want. For example, you want me, don’t you?”

“Excuse me?” Mary said. “I certainly don’t-“

Mesmero snapped his fingers, and Mary stopped mid-sentence.

“But you do.” He said. “You do want me. You know you shouldn’t, but you’re powerless to resist your urges. You want to come to me, to feel me, to press against my body with yours.”

Suddenly, Mary realized he was right. She did want him. She felt a little shock of excitement go up her spine. He moved in to her, close to her, and kissed her deeply, sensuously: part of her wanted to tell him that she wasn’t that kind of woman, that she didn’t want him, but that would be a lie. She did want him, she wanted him so very, very badly.

“You want this.” He said again, his voice smooth, deep, commanding.” You want me, you want to obey me. You want your mesmeric master to control you, to command you.”

Mary didn’t respond except to kiss him more deeply. She knew he was right; she wanted him with every fiber of her being, wanted to obey his commands without question. She continued to allow him to kiss her, his tongue roughly parting her lips and rolling, exploring in her mouth.

He began to fondle her, and soon his hands went further than her waist. They began to explore her body, rubbing her breasts, and Mary felt a burning desire flare up inside her. A small part of her knew what she was doing was wrong, but it didn’t matter. She wanted it, wanted to obey her master, wanted him inside her.

He slid his hand down her skirts, and as his hand plunged downward she realized she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Where had they gone? She didn’t remember taking them off. Perhaps he had, or ordered her to. It didn’t matter, at any rate: his hands were headed between her thighs, and he quickly found his target, sliding a finger into her pussy.

She arched her back, moaning. Her wet, engorged pussy offered no resistance to his finger, and within moments his finger was deep inside her, sliding in and out, snaking up to her clit, rubbing it, and then back down into her pussy. She squirmed, writhing, as she bucked her hips, trying to impale herself deeper on his finger.

“That’s right.” He said. “You want that, don’t you? You want a finger deep inside you. Sliding into you, pleasing you.”

“Yes...” she said dreamily.

“But I think you want something else.” He said, taking his hand out from between her thighs. He put his wet finger in front of her mouth, and she sucked it in instantly, swirling it in her mouth, cleaning his finger in it.

“You want a nice, big cock inside you. That’s what you want, isn’t it?” he said. She nodded vehemently, his finger still in her mouth. With a wet pop, he took it out of her mouth. Without a word, he spun her around and pushed her back slightly. She understood what he wanted, and she leaned over on the desk, exposing her bare ass to him.

“Just relax...” he said, cooing. “Relax and obey. You want to obey. You want to feel my cock deep inside you.”

“Do you remember the perfect man, Mary?” he said. She wondered where he had learned her name. No matter. She did remember that perfect man in the chair, the one with the perfect cock.

“Yes.” She said dreamily, nodding.

“I am that perfect man.” He said. “I was the one in that chair, that big, perfect cock that filled you and made you come over and over again. I am the perfect lover, the perfect cock, the one you desperately need.”

“Oh... yes...” Mary said, delirious with pleasure. He pushed himself slowly into her, and she remembered: oh yes, she remembered that cock! It was the most amazing cock ever, and it felt even better now that she knew it was him, pushing himself deep into her pussy. He started to fuck her- slowly, at first- his strokes shallow, searching, teasing even. The strong shaft of his cock rubbed up against her clit as he methodically worked his way in and out of her pussy, the feeling of complete fullness spurring her higher in her throes of lust.

She felt as though she was someone else. As though she was watching someone else taken from behind. As though it were someone else’s moans echoing through the dressing room, or someone else’s perfectly done fingernails raking the wood of the desk that her breasts were so tightly pressed against.

“Yes...” he said. “Doesn’t that feel good?”

“Oh god, yes...” she said, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “So good... So full...”

His strokes started to get longer and deeper. He would pull his cock all the way out, until just the head of it pressed on the entrance of her pussy. She would moan, squirming, wanting him back in; he would slide it in, her sopping wet pussy offering no resistance, inviting him in, all the way in. She moaned as he buried his cock deep in her, all the way to the hilt, even as he did it again, over and over, inflaming her passions, driving her higher and higher.

She arched her back unconsciously, her lust growing, an irresistible tingle growing in her body. She could feel it coursing through her, that rumble, the sign of an imminent orgasm. Mesmero started to build up his own pace, thrusting a bit harder, a bit faster with every new stroke, sending Mary deeper and deeper into her own lust, her own orgasm.

“Oh god, oh god...” she said. “I’m coming, I’m coming!”

“Yes, that’s good.” He said, still thrusting into her. “Come for me. Come!”

And she did, obeying him. The force of her orgasm ripped through her like a tidal wave, crushing over her, enveloping her like no other orgasm she had ever felt before. She was powerless against it, and all she could do was let the orgasm press on. He hadn’t finished yet, and he kept on thrusting his cock deep into her. Mary lost track of time, of herself, as her world collapsed into pleasure- she wasn’t sure if she was having multiple orgasms, or if it was just one long, slow, delicious orgasm while he fucked her. She didn’t care anymore. She just wanted to be fucked.

“Oh, god...” she said, her body bucking as she was penetrated from behind. “Feels... so... good...”

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

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

“Yes.” He said. “Again.”

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

“Again.”

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

He was close to orgasm now as well, and she felt him start to give way to his baser urges. He started to thrust into her even harder, even deeper, his breath ragged, his grunts deep, animalistic.

“Oh god, yes!” She said. “Harder! Harder! Fuck me harder!” Mary screamed, all propriety lost in the lust-drunk haze of pleasure, as she bucked her hips back onto his cock as he continued to slide in and out of her.

He grunted, tensing up, and came deep inside her: she followed almost instantly after, the feel of her Master’s seed spurting deep inside her the catalyst for yet another orgasm. Mary almost couldn’t take the continued, euphoric onslaught, and she finally sank completely to the wood, her breasts pressed up against the wood.

“I hope you’re with child.” He said. He smiled. “You seem upper-class. What a scandal it would be, if you had a little baby out of wedlock.”

“Mmm...” she said. It didn’t sound like a scandal to her. Having Master’s baby seemed like the greatest thing in the world. He pulled her off him, twirled her, and pushed her head down. She understood what he wanted. She started to lick his rapidly softening cock, cleaning it with her mouth.

“Though I did see that you were with a lord yourself, earlier.” He said as she happily, wantonly licked up the last of their juices. He said the word lord disdainfully, and Mary knew why. He was the real Lord, her Master. The others didn’t deserve the title.

“I expect that shall be useful.” He said. He laughed, patting her on the head. “Oh, you’re going to be very useful in the coming months, my little slave. Very useful indeed...”

She was happy about that. She wanted to be useful and obey Master. It was all she wanted in the world...
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