
        
            
                
            
        

    
It just goes to show that you can’t truly know someone until you’ve reached their center.

We had been married for a few months, Mark and I, and the sex was about what I’d come to expect. Our first night together was some fumbling and fooling around in his apartment on our third date, and since then our nights had been a string of groping, poking, prodding- general let downs. It wasn’t the worst sex I ever had, mind you- that distinction was still owned by my very first high school boyfriend, wherever he might be- but it was far from the best sex I’d ever had.

So… the sex wasn’t great. But Mark was a nice guy- a great guy, even, and I was willing to resign myself to the fact that you can’t always get what you want. All of my girlfriends were always talking about the great sex they had with these awful men. Men that mistreated them, men that cheated on them, men that left them alone and crying on a night out as the rest of us tried to comfort them. What I wanted, of course, was great sex; but I also wanted a loving, wonderful man to take care of me and snuggle with me. It seemed I was doomed to have one and not the other for the rest of my life.

As it turns out? I can have both.

It started one fateful day as I headed home early.

“Mark? You home?” I called out to no answer. It wasn’t unusual for him to be out of the house at that time. He worked from home, and he often took breaks during the day to go out and get errands done when the stores weren’t as crowded during the week. It was a pretty good system, if you ask me, and more often than not I found myself wishing my own work hours were as flexible in that regard. 

I decided that wherever he was, he wouldn’t be away that long, and I’d just wait for him. As soon as I did so, however, I noticed that his laptop was open on the living room table. I moved into the living room, and I saw that he was there, asleep on the couch.

I thought it was kind of cute, at first: he had fallen asleep on the couch working. I went over to the couch to nuzzle him a little bit, but he was out cold: besides some changes in the pitch of his snoring, he was dead to the world. I sat on the edge of the couch for a second to see what he was working on… and I quickly saw that it wasn’t work.

He was on some sort of erotica website, and he had been reading a story: “The Hypno Lord” was the name of the story. It was… well, it was dirty. It was all about mind control, how this one guy was using hypnosis to turn women into his hapless, obedient sex slaves. I started reading it and I didn’t stop. It was… well, it was hot. If Mark weren’t there, I might started some one-on-one action with myself.

I don’t know how long I kept reading- once I finished with that story, I clicked through to another. And another. I couldn’t stop myself, the endless stories and their different variations keeping me helplessly entwined. I didn’t even notice Mark stir until he said something behind me.

“Wha…” he said, coming out of his stupor. It took him a moment to see me, and then another moment to realize what I was reading. He mistook my enthrallment in the text as some sort of anger, and he hastily got off the couch, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes.

“Now listen, Meg…” he began hastily. “I…”

“You what?” I said, feigning mock anger. I was enjoying him squirm a little bit- maybe too much. For some reason, I didn’t want to let on how much his stories were actually turning me on as well. 

“Look, I’m sorry, I…” he said. “I was working late, I just wanted to take the edge off, you know? They’re just stories, I don’t… well, I don’t actually want to mind control or hypnotize you or anything. Just fantasies, you know?”

“I see.” I said, teasing him. “Just fantasies, huh?”

“Yeah, that’s all.” He said. He shrugged. “I don’t know, I just… I find them really hot, you know? Taking control, and all that. I know I’m a modern guy, and I should treat girls with respect and everything, but sometimes just fantasizing about taking you gets me hot.”

“Taking me?” I said, arching an eyebrow. “Not other girls?”

“Well… yeah.” He said. He blushed. It was cute. “We’re married. Who else would I fantasize about?”

“You know…” I said, closing the laptop and moving over to him. “Listen, I love you.”

“I love you too, babe.” He said, leaning in to give me a quick kiss, but I stopped him, putting my finger to his lips.

“Hold on a second there.” I said. “Part of loving someone is making them happy. If this… kind of roleplay is something you like to do, then let’s try it out.”

“Are you serious?” he said. He could barely contain the excitement he felt at hearing those words. 

“Definitely.” I said. I didn’t let on that I was kind of interested myself after reading those stories. “Try to hypnotize me. Tonight.”

“Oh… uh… okay!” he said. He went to his bedroom and came back with a small pocket watch on a string.

“I… uh, well, I’ve been kind of practicing.” He said sheepishly. “You’re sure you’re ok with this?”

“Stud,” I said, putting on my best husky voice, “I’m ready for you to make me your mewling fuckslave.”

“Ah… wow.” he said, blushing. I could see the erection in his pants, and I could feel my body flush a little with desire even as I said it. I couldn’t believe how much this was turning me on.

“So let me get this straight.” I said. “You’re going to wave that pocket watch in front of my face, I’m going to get sleepy, and then I’ll want to obey you or whatever?”

“That’s more or less the gist of it, yeah.” He said. He grinned wickedly.

“Then let’s do it.” I said. “What do I do?”

“Alright.” He said. He pulled a chair over and sat in it, facing the couch. “I’m going to start swinging this pocket watch in front of your eyes. I want you to relax. Just look at the pocket watch, focus on it, follow its movements back and forth with your eyes.”

“As you command, Master.” I said, mimicking one of the lines I had read in the stories. He grinned devilishly. He started swinging the pocket watch on the string, back and forth. I followed it with my eyes, just as he had asked. It didn’t seem to be having any effect yet.

“Back and forth, back and forth.” He said in a low, monotonous tone. It was lower than his normal voice. I had never heard it before, it was… kind of sexy, actually. “Stare at the pocket watch, Meg. Back and forth, back and forth.”

I followed the pocket watch with my eyes, keeping my eyes locked on it, keeping my eyes going with it back and forth.

“That’s good.” He said in that same low monotone. “keep following the pocket watch.”

I did so, following the pocket watch’s motion back and forth. I had to admit it was kind of cool, the way the light glinted off the pocket watch. It was- dare I say it- mesmerizing. I found myself unable to look away, admiring the way the light played on the surface of the pocket watch as it swung back and forth, back and forth.

“It’s a pretty pocket watch, isn’t it, Meg?” he said, slowly, low. “The way the light plays on the pocket watch as it swings back and forth.”

“Uh… yeah.” I said, distracted. It was pretty cool, actually. The light was playing, dancing. It was playing tricks on my eyes. The pocket watch seemed even bigger, now, taking over my field of vision. I couldn’t take my eyes off it, that pocket watch swinging back and forth.

“Now keep your eyes on the pocket watch, Meg.” He said. “Keep following the pocket watch back and forth, back and forth, and listen to my instructions.”

“Sure…” I said. Anything to shut him up. I just wanted to stare at the pocket watch. It was so beautiful… swinging there. I had never seen anything like it. I couldn’t look away- not that I wanted to. I just wanted to watch that pretty pocket watch swinging back and forth, back and forth.

“Now, Meg, as I’m talking, you’ll find that it’s getting harder and harder to think.” He said. “Your brain is getting foggy, and thoughts aren’t coming as easily.”

“Wha…” I said. All of a sudden, this haze fell on me. I was trying to shake my head to clear it, but I couldn’t- I had to watch the pocket watch, that giant, beautiful pocket watch. There was nothing else.

“Good girl.” He said. “It’s getting so hard to think, isn’t it? So hard to make choices. Why don’t I just make those choices for you? That sounds good, right Meg?”

“Yeah…” I said. That sounded amazing, actually. Thinking was hard with this fog all around me. It was probably better to let him do the thinking.

“Good girl, Meg.” He said. “It’s pretty hot in here. You should probably take your top off.”

“I… should… my… top?” I slurred. My hands started to reach for my shirt of their own volition. Yeah, that sounded like a great idea.

“Meg, you want to take your top off, don’t you?” he said. “You don’t want to think. You just want to watch the pocket watch and do what I say.”

“Yes…” I said. He was right, I did want to take my top off. I unbuttoned my top slowly, as if in a dream, never taking my eyes off the pocket watch.

“You’re very happy that I’m here to make decisions for you.” He said. “It’s so hard to make decisions.”

“Yes…” I said. Actually, I had never realized it before, but he was right: decisions were so hard. I was so glad he was there to make them for me. I don’t know what I would have done without him.

“You like to feel good, don’t you Meg?” he said. I nodded dumbly, staring at the pocket watch, that beautiful, shining pocket watch that went back and forth, back and forth, eclipsing and dominating my vision. “So take off your bra. Play with your breasts.”

Oh, right. That did feel good. I felt so stupid for not thinking of it earlier. I reached up to take off my bra, unclasping it, letting it fall to the floor. I brought my hands up to play with my breasts. I stroked them, fondling them, thumbing my nipples idly, slowly, as I watched the pocket watch move back and forth.

“That feels good, doesn’t it?” Mark said slowly.

“Yes…” I said dreamily.

“You want to feel even better, don’t you?” he said. I nodded. Of course I wanted to feel better. He was so good to me, letting me know what I wanted.

“So you should play with your pussy, too.” He said. “That feels really good.”

Holy cow! That was a great idea. I undid the buttons on my jeans and slid my hand into them, searching for my entrance. I got there- through the foggy haze, I was dimly aware that I was surprised at how wet I was. I had never been this wet before.

“Meg?” he said. “You’re forgetting something?”

“Forgetting…?” I said. It was so hard to make words.

“You should take off your jeans and panties, Meg.” He said. “It’s easier to finger yourself that way, remember?”

Oh, right! I had totally forgotten about that. Mark was right about everything tonight. I quickly shimmied my jeans and my panties off of me, leaving me completely naked in front of Mark. Completely naked. I stopped thinking, and immediately I felt a wave of relief, freed of the mental strain of trying to form my own independent thoughts. My hands found their way to my pussy, and I slid a finger in. I gasped from the pleasure.

“Good girl, Meg.” He said. “That feels so good, doesn’t it? Your fingers playing with yourself?”

“Yes…” I said. It did! In fact, there was a part of me that was dimly aware that it was the best I had ever felt when touching myself.

“Good girl.” He said. “Now, while you’re touching yourself, I’m going to give you some instructions. You’ll follow them. OK?”

“OK…” I said. I was so distracted. I barely heard him talking. I was too busy running my fingers up my slit, into my pussy, and snaking back to rub my aching clit again. It felt SO good! Better than anything I had ever felt before. It felt like I was a live wire, my pussy sending jolts of pleasure through me every time I touched it.

“You’re going to trust me, wholly and completely. Anything I say you will accept without question as truth. Anything I tell you to do you will obey unquestioningly.” He said. “Do you understand?”

“Yes…” I said, continuing to play with myself, sliding my fingers deep inside my wet, aching pussy. I could feel my lust building, and I started to moan slightly as my fingers hit the mark.

“Tell me what I said, Meg.” He said. “Repeat my instructions.”

“Trust you… completely… Obey… no questions…” I said, my breath quickening. I frowned vaguely. He was so mean to make me try and form words. It was so hard, and my pussy felt SO good right now! It was distracting me.

“Good girl.” He said. I was vaguely aware that he put the pocket watch away, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. I also vaguely notice through the fog of my brain that he had unzipped his pants, and his rock-hard cock had sprung out of his pants.

“Meg.” He said. “Follow my instructions. Without taking your fingers out of your pussy, come over here, kneel, and take me into your mouth.”

I obeyed without question. I got up, keeping my fingers in my dripping pussy, and kneeled down in front of him. I opened my mouth, and I proceeded to take him into my mouth in one smooth, easy motion. 

“Good girl, Meg.” He said. He paused for a moment, seeming to have a thought. “From now on, it will bring you intense pleasure whenever I praise you.”

I slurped his cock in my mouth in what I thought was assent, taking it deep in and then sliding it smoothly past my lips. He grunted in satisfaction.

“Oh God, good.” He said. “That feels so good, Meg.”

I felt myself light up. I was so happy that he praised me! I continued playing with his cock in my mouth happily, using my tongue to its fullest extent. I played with the tip of it, using my tongue to brush lightly on it. I would then slowly, deliberately slide it into my mouth, sliding my tongue up and down his shaft as his cock entered fully into my mouth. I reached up with my free hand and played with his balls, and I received a deep, low grunt of satisfaction in response.

I continued playing with his cock in my mouth, beaming inwardly every time he grunted in satisfaction. I was so happy when he was pleased! Sucking his cock made him so happy, I should have started doing it sooner. It was bringing me to levels of arousal I had never known before, actually: his praise combined with my fingering my pussy was slowly drawing me into a world of lust, a world of excitement and arousal I had never experienced before. Finally, after awhile, he grabbed my hair and pulled my head off his cock as it came out with a wet smack.

“Good girl, Meg. You’re doing such a great job at sucking cock!” he said. I smiled brightly up at him, my fingers still buried deep in my pussy, fingering myself furiously. My body was awash with pleasure from all sides, jolting up from my wet sex and tingling into me, infusing me with passion and excitement.

“It looks like your hand might be getting tired, though.” He said. “Here, lay down on the couch and I’ll help you.”

I complied instantly, laying down on the couch. He came over to me and began stroking my stomach, moving his fingers lazily down to my thighs. He explored the entrance to my pussy for a moment, and then he began in earnest. He started sliding his fingers on my slit, playing, stroking, lazily at first- and then he would slide a finger easily into the aching wetness of my pussy, grazing and thumbing my clit on the way out. I moaned, bucking- his fingers were amazing, better than mine, like nothing I had ever experienced before.

“You like that, don’t you Meg?” he said.

“Oh God, yes…” I said, bucking my hips back towards him. The lust was coming on stronger now, threatening to overtake me. I had never felt this before, this crazily intense arousal that was enveloping my body, penetrating even the foggy haze my brain was trapped in. I could feel myself getting on the verge, that familiar tickling feeling coming.

“You know, though, you can’t come without a nice, hard cock in you.” He said. “Isn’t that right? Fingers just aren’t the same.”

All of sudden, that tingling feeling was arrested. I whimpered. He was right again. I needed a hard cock in me to come- needed a cock filling me deeply, completely, thrust tightly into my aching pussy. I squirmed beneath him. He took his hands out of my pussy, and sat on the couch. His cock was stiff, hard, and I looked at it- it entranced me. I couldn’t look away. I needed it desperately, needed it in my pussy. I eyed it hungrily.

“Come over here.” He said, his cock erect. “Come slide your pussy onto my cock.”

I needed no further urging. I rushed over to him, straddling him swiftly and easily between my thighs. I grasped his cock with my hand, positioning it just right as I started to lower my pussy down onto his cock.

“Wait!” he commanded suddenly. I stopped. I whimpered, but I obeyed.

“No… please…” I said, staring into his eyes. He locked them onto mine. I had never noticed how green they were. They seemed to ensnare me, penetrating deep into my mind. I was helpless before them, his eyes controlling me. They seemed to know my every thought.

“Meg.” He said, never taking his eyes off of me. “As you slide down my cock, you’re going to feel more and more of an urge to submit to me. Every inch of my cock that goes in, little by little, you’ll find that you want me to be your master. You need me to be your master. You need to obey me. It brings you pleasure. Do you understand?”

I nodded. That made sense.

“And you can’t come until I do.” He said. “Once I come inside of you, you’ll be mine forever. Do you understand?”

I nodded again.

“Do you want this?” he asked finally. Simply. I realized, even through my haze, that I could say no. That I could walk away. But I did want it. I did need it. I needed to come so badly, so very badly, I needed that rock-hard, giant cock sliding deep into my aching pussy.

I didn’t answer. Instead, I slid my pussy onto his cock. Sure enough, as it pressed through into my pussy I gradually started to lose myself to him. I slid onto him slowly, deliberately, and every bit of him that entered me made one fact more self-evident: I was his. I had always been his. It felt good for him to be my master. Finally I had taken him entirely into me.

“Good girl, Meg.” He said softly, and that sent another jolt of pleasure through me. He reached up and started to knead my breasts, and that sent me over the edge. All thought was driven out of my brain, consumed by lust. I began to bounce on his cock, drilling him deep into me with every thrust.

“Oh god, yes, Meg, yes!” he said as I bounced on him. “Fuck me, fuck me hard!”

I obeyed, hammering down on him even faster, faster. I reached down to play with my clit, throbbing and pulsing. I could feel the tingle- I was so close, so close. I needed him to come. How could he last so long? I desperately continued taking his cock into my pussy, coming down hard as it slammed into me over and over again.

“Oh god, Meg, I’m going to come!” he said. He tensed up, and I felt him- I felt his seed spurt into me. A feeling started, a deep, warm feeling- it started in my pussy and spread through my body. It was knowledge, in-built knowledge: a simple fact. I was now his, forever and truly. He had claimed me, body and soul. My master.

And then it happened. I felt it hit me, slam me with overwhelming force, a combination of the physical, mental, and emotional pleasure he had brought me. My orgasm crashed down on me, and I cried out, coming harder than I ever had before. The waves and waves of intense pleasure wracked my body as my pussy involuntarily clamped down on his cock, and I bucked and rode him through my orgasm as it continued to surge through me.

My body began to give way to the pleasure, and I slumped over on him, giving way to the intense pleasure thrumming through me. I lay on him for awhile, letting myself bask in the afterglow. I had never had an orgasm like that- not with myself, not with anyone. I purred happily, unconsciously, as Mark rubbed my back, bringing me down from my orgasm. Finally I was able to pull myself up and look into his eyes.

“Was that good for you, slave?” he said.

“Yes, Master!” I said happily, locking my eyes on his. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” He said, continuing to stroke me, smiling. I lay my head down, content to be in the presence of my master.

“And… wake up!” he said, snapping his fingers. I came out of the trance… and I remembered everything.

“That…” I said. I took a breath. I was my own person now, but I remembered it all.

“Did you enjoy that?” he said. “I… um… I wasn’t sure if I went too far.”

“Lover.” I said, looking at him, nuzzling him. “You were amazing. That was amazing.”

“You sure?” he asked.

“Oh, baby. I’m sure.” I said. And it was true. I hadn’t realized how hot it was to lose control, to be turned into a mindless fuck slave for him, for my master. I was almost a little sad that he had awoken me out of the trance as we snuggled and drifted off to sleep.

I will never forget that first night- it was amazing. It was followed, of course, by many nights of passion and pleasure- aided, of course, by that little pocket watch. Mark was a good master, is a good master, and he always makes sure that I’m happy, fulfilled, and content. But you never forget your first night- the first time you wholly truly submit. The first time that you give yourself completely to your master, the night he makes you well and truly his. That, above all else, is a night I will cherish and remember always.

cover.jpeg
By My
Husband

Gwendoline Townsend





