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Neighborhood Hypnotist

“Listen to my voice. You’re going deeper.”

Bethany did her best not to sigh as she wondered how she had let Martha talk her into this. The young wife didn’t really care for the idea of hypnotism, but her new neighbor had insisted that she should humor Frank, another neighbor in Bethany’s new community, and let him try to hypnotize her. Apparently Frank had once been a traveling stage hypnotist, and he enjoyed the opportunity to try and ply his former trade on new participants to see if he still “had it.”

“That’s right, follow my voice deeper.”

According to Martha, Frank definitely didn’t “have it” anymore. She had told Bethany that he had tried to hypnotize her multiple times, and it never worked, but she insisted that Bethany should let him try. It seemed to be something people around the neighborhood let him do to be kind. At first Bethany was hesitant, but when she actually met Frank he seemed harmless enough. He was an older, unremarkable man with a kind face, thinning hair, and a somewhat pudgy body. Before meeting him Bethany had pictured some sleazy guy with a big mustache and a bigger ego, but Frank came across as pleasant and amiable. After speaking with him a bit, and some more prodding from Martha, she agreed to let him hypnotize her, or try to anyway.

“It doesn’t always work,” he had explained before starting. “I’m not what I used to be when it comes to this, but I still like to give it a try, especially with new faces.”

Bethany doubted that it had ever really worked. She bet that he had plants in his audience for his shows back in the day. He probably just did this schtick now for the fun of it. That was part of the reason she agreed to go along with it; she didn’t believe it would actually work. But even if it did, she was at a little neighborhood gettogether at Martha and her husband’s place, and Martha herself was right there watching, so nothing too crazy could really happen. That added certainty of security made Bethany feel better about all of it as well.

But now that she was in the thick of Frank’s hypnotism attempt, she knew she had nothing to worry about. It wasn’t working. He had a nice, calming voice, and the experience was relaxing, but she was still there in Martha’s backyard sitting on a lawn chair. She didn’t feel herself being sucked down into some other state of consciousness or anything like that. She was just there, and Frank was just talking, spitting out the type of mumbo-jumbo you’d expect to hear at a hypnotist’s show. Eventually she just stopped paying attention to his words and let her mind drift. She enjoyed the feeling of the sunlight on her skin and the light breeze that was blowing through the yard. Frank continued to speak, but she no longer grasped his words. They simply floated at the edge of her consciousness as she relaxed.

Bethany opened her eyes at the sound of a loud snap. She found herself starring into Frank’s intense gaze. His hand was still held between them from snapping her awake.

“You are now deeply hypnotized and will listen to my instructions,” he said in a stern voice.

Bethany couldn’t help but start giggling. She knew she was supposed to be humoring Frank, but his tone and sudden seriousness and intensity was all too ridiculous.

Frank frowned at her for a moment, lowering his head. Then a smile slowly spread across his face, and he started chuckling as well.

“I guess it didn’t work then.”

“I’m sorry,” Bethany replied, her laughter starting to subside. “No, it didn’t. It was very relaxing though.”

“Well that’s something at least,” Frank said, amiably.

“Oh, where’s Martha?” Bethany asked, looking around and realizing that her friend had gone, and that she and Frank were sitting alone in the corner of the yard.

“She went back into the house,” he said, pointing over his shoulder towards the dwelling. Then in a lower voice he said, “I think she had to use the facilities.”

“Ah,” Bethany said, nodding. Martha was quite pregnant, a bit over six month along, so that made sense. “Um, well, I guess I should go find her and check on my husband.”

“Of course,” Frank replied, his eyes on the lithe, young, redhead as she rose from her lawn chair. “Thanks for being a good sport about the hypnotism thing. I know it’s a bit odd.”

“No, it was fine,” Bethany said with a smile. “Again, sorry I wasn’t a good subject.”

“Oh, no, it’s not your fault,” Frank said with a chuckle. “I think I’ve just lost some of the touch with age. But if you’re up for it, I would love to give it another shot with you some time soon, see if maybe I can get it right next time.”

“Sure,” Bethany said, almost surprising herself with how readily she agreed. But then again what could be the harm? Frank was friendly, and the experience had been pleasantly calming, if nothing else. She saw no reason why she shouldn’t do it again.

The two exchanged phone numbers, and then shortly after that Bethany went to find Martha, her husband, and the rest of her new neighbors at the gathering.

X-X-X

It was a couple of days later that Bethany found herself in Frank’s living room. She was hit by a sudden urge to call him, and he had invited her over to his place. She did think it a little odd that she found herself wanting to reach out to the old man, but she chalked it up to boredom.

Only a couple of weeks earlier Bethany had moved into this new town with her husband, Ken, after he had been head-hunted for a new and much higher paid position than he had at his old job. The pair agreed that it was too good of an opportunity to pass up, but Bethany was already missing her life in the city. She had spent her mornings doing some freelance design work, which she still did, but her afternoons had been full of fun little adventures visiting museums or perusing shops or just meeting up with friends who were close by to go for coffee or wine. This new town didn’t have nearly so many distractions, and though her new neighbors were nice, Bethany didn’t want to be bothering them constantly for their company. She worried about wearing out her welcome. So she decided it might be a good idea to reach out to someone new.

That’s how she justified reaching out to Frank, to herself anyway, and how she ended up with her eyes closed on a chair in his living room as he tried to hypnotize her once again. And once again she could tell that it wasn’t working. She heard him prattling on but had stopped listening to what he was saying a while ago and simply tried to enjoy the relaxing sensation of sitting in the chair and having nothing else to worry or think about. But just like last time it ended suddenly with Frank’s snap bringing her back to reality.

“You are now deeply hypnotized and will listen to my instructions,” he said, staring intently into her eyes.

Bethany grinned sheepishly and shook her head. Frank just gave her a little smile and laughed.

“Oh, well,” he said. “Maybe I’ll have better luck next time.”

“Yeah, maybe,” she replied with a smile and a shrug. It was a moment before she realized that she had agreed that there would be a next time. But then the thought quickly slipped from her mind. This was Frank’s hobby after all, and she enjoyed spending time with him, so why wouldn’t she let him try again? It probably would never work anyway.

“So, tell me a little about yourself, Bethany,” Frank said, changing the subject. “What brought you to our little town?”

Bethany began to tell him about Ken’s job and about her own life back in the city. Over time the conversation wandered to Frank’s life as well. Bethany was curious about his past as a stage hypnotist and was happy to hear about some of his travels and adventures on the road. But she also got the sense that he was kind of a lonely guy. Life on the road wasn’t easy, and he had never managed to find a girlfriend who would stick around long. And so it was that he ended up single and without a family. Though judging by the state of his house, Bethany thought he had done pretty well for himself while he was working.

After a couple of hours of talking Bethany left Frank’s place feeling that it had been a nice way to spend an afternoon. She also promised that she would come by and visit him again soon, and of course that she would let him try to hypnotize her again. What she didn’t mention was the urge she felt to dress a bit nicer next time, maybe even a bit more…sexy. She knew that Frank was lonely, and she thought that it would be a nice little surprise she could give him next time she went over.

X-X-X

“You are now deeply hypnotized and will listen to my instructions.”

“No, sorry,” Bethany said with a chuckle as she opened her eyes.

“Darn,” Frank said, shaking his head with a rueful smile. “I was so certain I’d get it right this time.”

“I’m sure you’ll get it eventually,” she replied, laying her hand gently on top of his. She didn’t really believe what she was saying, but she felt a little bad for the old man and wanted to offer him some encouragement.

“Thank you, my dear, but I do fear some times that my best days are behind me,” he said, squeezing her hand. His eyes roamed up over her and seemed to light up as he took her in. “I have to say, you do look lovely today.”

“Oh, thank you,” Bethany said, taking her hand back and sitting up straighter to preen a little.

Before coming over to see Frank, she had spent some time making herself pretty. She was wearing a spaghetti strap tank top that showed off a generous amount of cleavage and a short skirt that showcased her long, shapely legs. She’d even put on heels, which she rarely wore, to enhance the look. She’d done her make-up as well, much thicker than normal, but she found that she kind of liked the way it looked, the blush and eye shadow really popping against her pale skin, the mascara beautifully framing her blue eyes. And she’d spent some time teasing out her lustrous red hair instead of just putting it up into a ponytail like she so often did.

“I thought I’d dress myself up a bit and look nice for you,” she said.

“It’s been a long time since anybody’s done that for me,” he replied with a chuckle. “I think that’s my one regret of spending so much of my life on the road. It was hard to find anyone who wanted to stick around for long or settle down. At the time I didn’t mind. Life felt like such a big adventure. But now in my twilight years, I wish I had some company.”

Bethany felt a sudden surge of sympathy for her neighbor and she tried to think of something she could do for him. And then it struck her.

“Well, maybe there’s something I could do to help,” she said.

She stood from her chair and moved to sit down on Frank’s lap. They sat like that for a moment, looking into each other’s eyes, and she could feel her heart rate speeding up. She knew she probably shouldn’t do this, but she felt bad for the old man, and she wanted to. Forcing herself not to think it through more, she leaned forward and pressed her lips to his. She felt him open his mouth, and then his tongue was moving against hers. His hands were on her too, caressing and squeezing her bare legs, then they were worming under her tank top.

“No,” she said, pulling back. She took his hands, guiding them out from under her clothing. “I’m sorry. I’m married, I…it doesn’t feel right to go that far.”

“Of course,” Frank said, smiling at her. “I’m the one who should be sorry. I just got a little carried away.”

“It’s okay,” she replied. “But I think I should probably go. I do hope I made you feel a little better though.”

“Oh, you definitely did, my dear,” he said, smiling at her.

Bethany found herself smiling back. It ended up being a little while later that she actually left Frank’s, as she began to make out with him again, feeling bad about leaving things the way they were. This time the old man did keep his hands more to himself. But as Bethany walked home later, she felt that maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to let him be a little more adventurous next time.

X-X-X

Bethany opened her eyes after hearing Frank’s fingers snap. He said that same line he always said, and she just smiled a little sadly and shook her head.

“Ah, that’s too bad,” he said, laying a hand on her bare thigh. She was once again wearing a short skirt and exposing a great deal of leg.

She was sitting on his lap, something she’d insisted on when he said he was going to try to hypnotize her again. She knew how lonely the old man was, and it felt good to be close to him like this. Plus it set-up what she knew would come next. What she wanted to come next.

“Don’t worry, I know how to distract you,” she whispered into his ear.

She kissed him on the cheek, and then turned his head and brought her lips to his. Soon they were making out passionately. And his hands were moving on her again. And Bethany broke the kiss with him again.

But this time it was for a different reason.

“Mmm…look at you getting all handsy,” she purred. “I think you want to get your hands on my titties. Am I right?”

Bethany reached back behind her neck without waiting Frank’s reply. She was wearing a cute halter top with nothing underneath. When she undid the bow holding it around her neck, the top fell forward revealing her shapely and perky tits. She smiled as Frank’s eyes widened.

“Like what you see?”

“Oh, definitely,” Frank said, still looking at her chest.

“You can do more than look,” she said, taking his hand and guiding it up to her breast. He began to caress her tentatively, but quickly his hands became more confident, and soon he was fully groping her, enjoying the experience of feeling her flesh.

Bethany closed her eyes and tilted her head back, letting a soft moan escape her lips. She had been thinking about how she should have let the old man feel her up the last time they were together, that he was so lonely, and it would be such a nice thing to do for him. It was perhaps a bit unorthodox, but she didn’t see it as cheating. After all it wasn’t like she loved the old man or like she was having sex with him. No, it was just a little intimacy and comfort between friends.

Her moans only got louder when she felt Frank’s lips close over her nipple, his hands moving to her hips to position her more directly on top of him. She thrust her chest forward to give him easier access.

And beneath her hips she felt his hardness.

A naughty idea passed through her head, and Bethany began to slowly rotate her hips against the old man. She felt him respond, grinding up against her while still continued to move his mouth over her breasts. Both of them began to moan.

Bethany wasn’t sure how long they went at it, moving between making out, letting him grope and feel her up, and grinding against each other, adjusting their positions so that the friction was as pleasurable as possible, but eventually the damn broke. Frank shuddered, letting out a harsh sigh, and she could feel him throbbing beneath her, feel his pants starting to get sticky. He looked up at her, his face red with exertion and maybe a bit of embarrassment, and she smiled back, giggling.

“I, um.”

“It’s okay,” she said, cutting him off. “I’m happy I could….make you feel good.”

“Yes, uh, thank you,” he said. “You do make me feel really good.”

Bethany left his place shortly after, happy to have helped make the old man feel a bit less lonely. She also felt flush herself at the thought of visiting him again. It was nice being able to help a friend, but she had to admit she was getting a bit excited by their meetings too.

X-X-X

“I’m sorry it’s still not working,” Bethany said, gently stroking the back of Frank’s head.

She was sitting on his lap wearing only a thong, her tits already out and on full display. Again it had been her idea to sit on his lap like this. She knew Frank was wanting for female companionship, and she wanted desperately to help him with that. So why not let him enjoy a good view of her body as he went about trying to hypnotize her? Really she had hoped that it might encourage him to get through the session more quickly, though she was too relaxed during it to tell how much time had actually passed.

“It’s alright,” Frank said sadly. “It’s not your fault after all.”

“Hey, don’t be so down,” Bethany said, gently guiding his gaze up towards her. “I’m here to keep you company after all.”

She leaned in and kissed him.

“You’re right, dear, I’m being far too glum,” Frank said, before kissing her back and reaching up to fondle one of her naked breasts.

As they progressed Bethany could feel Frank getting hard again. She was going to position herself over him and grind her body against his to help him find release again. After all, as long as their privates stayed under their clothes, she could hardly be accused of cheating. But then a different thought occurred to her.

She brought her hands to his fly and undid it, then fished out his hard cock and took it in her hands. Frank moaned as she began to slowly and gently work his shaft. This was way more efficient, and her thong was still on, and his cock was only in her hands. Basically she was just giving him a nice massage. It was the kind of thing you’d do for a close friend, a special friend, not cheating at all.

“Oh, that feels nice,” Frank moaned.

“Yeah? I’m glad you like it,” Bethany replied.

He leaned forward and took her breast in his mouth as she continued to work him. She let out a soft sigh, enjoying the feel of his mouth and hands on her and the feeling of his hard member, now slick with pre-cum, as it slid through her hands. Even though she was doing this just to help Frank, she couldn’t help but feel turned on.

“I’m getting close,” Frank gasped moments later.

“That’s good, let go,” Bethany cooed. “Let me make you feel good. Cum for me.”

“Ungh! Yes!”

Frank grunted, and Bethany felt his cock pulse in her hands as he came. She felt his semen run over her hands, but she continued to gently stroke him, milking as much as she could from him. When Frank finally slumped back in his chair and his penis started to go limp, she let go.

“Someone made a mess,” she said teasingly, as she held up her cum-covered hands.

“Oh, I’m sorry, dear,” Frank chuckled. “You got me too excited.”

“Mmm…that was the plan,” she replied with a smile. Then her expression turned a bit more serious. “Just don’t tell anyone, especially my husband. I don’t think we’re doing anything wrong, but I feel like he wouldn’t understand our friendship.”

“Of course,” he said. “Everything that happens here will stay between us. But right now I think both of us need to get cleaned up.”

“Oh yeah,” Bethany said with a giggle as she stood to go to sink and wash her hands.

X-X-X

Bethany’s visits to Frank followed a similar routine of him trying to hypnotize her and then her giving him a hand job while they made out and he fondled her body. She found it to be a nice way to fight her boredom, and it felt good to help her lonely old neighbor by providing him comfort and intimacy. Her visits also left her pretty horny, which was good for her sex life.

But one day, as she was stroking Frank’s cock, she started to feel a strong urge to try something new, to experience his manhood in a different way. Really it was something she had been thinking about for awhile, but it felt like it would be crossing a line. On that day, somehow, it stopped mattering, and Bethany found herself sliding from Frank’s lap and onto the floor between his legs.

“I think we’ll try something a little bit different today,” she said in a lust-filled voice as she gazed up at him from on her knees.

She gave into the urge, let it guide her forward, until she was placing her lips on Frank’s cock. Then those same lips parted, and she took him inside. She moaned around his member as she felt his fleshy firmness in her mouth. She had never been a huge fan of giving head, but there was something about having his cock in her mouth that just felt right. She swirled her tongue around it, and then began to bob along its length taking more of it inside.

“Oh my God, yes, that feels wonderful,” Frank sighed.

Emboldened by Frank’s praise Bethany continued to work on him, pushing herself to take as much of him into her throat as possible, then bobbing her head back up and stroking her hands down his saliva-coated shaft while she played her tongue around his head. It wasn’t too long before the old man began moaning that he was close. Bethany didn’t slow her efforts at all, and when his cock erupted inside her mouth she swallowed, enjoying the taste and feel of his semen in her mouth.

“Mmm…that was nice,” Frank said, once he had finished and Bethany had let his cock fall from her lips.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” she purred in reply. “It was nice for me too.”

She was surprised how true that statement really was. She was glad that she had given into her urges. And at the end of the day she felt like it wasn’t really cheating at all. Sure it was more sexual than a hand job, but it wasn’t like she was fucking the old man. She was doing what she’d been doing before: providing him some female company and intimacy. There was nothing wrong with using her mouth instead of her hands to get the job done, especially if it was more enjoyable for Frank.

Those were the thoughts in her head as she left Frank’s place a little later feeling proud that she could be such a good friend to her new neighbor.

X-X-X

Bethany really loved giving head. She hadn’t used to, but after going down on Frank for the first time she began to find that it was one of her favorite things. She’d started doing it much more for her husband, which he very much appreciated and which she did enjoy, but it was really Frank’s cock that she preferred.

She went over to the old man’s place almost every weekday while Ken was at work, and each time she would let him try to hypnotize her. Of course it never worked, and mostly she spent the entire time waiting impatiently for him to finish so that she could get his cock into her mouth again. She loved the taste of it, the way it felt against her tongue and between her lips. She loved the taste of his cum or even just the feel of it on her skin when he decided he’d rather finish on her face or tits than in her mouth. But mostly she just loved the way she was able to bring Frank so much pleasure.

It felt good to be able to help her lonely old neighbor in this way, to give him some intimacy, to make him feel desired. But it also made her incredibly horny. The act itself had become such a turn-on for her that performing it only led to her desperately wanting to be fucked. Normally she would just jill herself off while doing it or when she got home after using her mouth. When she did she always found herself fantasizing about Frank, about letting him take her, about feeling his cock inside her. But that was a line she knew she couldn’t cross. It would move things from her helping Frank out with some company and care to them being lovers. That would really be cheating.

But one day Bethany found her desire simply boiling over, and though she knew that she was crossing a line, she didn’t really care. Her lust was overwhelming her, and she needed to get fucked. She needed to feel a cock inside her, and she knew that the cock that she wanted to feel was Frank’s. The feelings of desire were too much, and she wasn’t hesitant about revealing those desires to the old man.

“Oh my,” he said. “Bethany, are you sure?”

“Yes,” she said, as she looked up at him, still stroking his wet cock. “I want to feel you in my pussy. I need your cock. Please, let me fuck you.”

“Well, since you asked so kindly,” he replied, smirking at her.

It was all the invitation she needed.

Rising quickly from the floor she discarded her soaking thong and mounted Frank right on his chair. Lining her opening up with his member, she let her hips sink down over him.

“Ohhh, yesss,” she moaned loudly as he entered her sopping wet cunt.

“That’s nice,” he moaned with her, as she slid down more and more of his length. “Oh, you feel so good.”

“Yeah, that’s right, you like that, baby,” she mewled, looking into his eyes. “You like feeling my married pussy around that cock?”

“Oh yes!” he grunted. “You feel so good. Ungh! Fuck me!”

And Bethany did, raising herself up and down along his length, enjoying the feeling of him penetrating her. She moaned loudly as she rode him, rocking her hips back and forth over him. She felt his hands gripping her ass, helping to guide her rhythm, his lips on her breasts, his tongue playing over her tits. It was glorious, and it didn’t take her long to find release.

“Oh! Oh! Oh yes! Ungh! I’m cumming!”

She wailed in release as she continued to ride his cock through her orgasm. It was an amazing and powerful release, and she was only vaguely aware of how she was continuing to fuck Frank.

“Don’t stop! Oh! Don’t stop!”

She heard him growling and felt him grip her hips tighter as he thrust upwards into her writhing body. She heard him say he was cumming and felt the warmth of him releasing inside her. Her first orgasm hadn’t really stopped, but feeling his climax, the way his cock was pulsing inside her, seemed to trigger another one, and she continued to moan as her hazy mind filled with pleasure.

She came to laying on Frank’s chest. She could feel the rise and fall of his body against hers, his hands still on her ass, his limp dick still inside her. She’d never had an orgasm quite like that, and for a moment she just bathed in the contentment of the afterglow.

But then it hit her. What she’d done. She was married and she’d just had sex with another man.

Helping Frank out by giving him some company, giving him some pleasure and taking care of his needs, that had been one thing. But now she’d crossed a line. She had actually cheated. And as good as her orgasm had felt, the guilt she started to feel was almost as powerful.

“Oh God, what have I done,” she said.

She pushed herself off Frank, felt his dick slide out of her, and stood up looking frantically for her clothes.

“What’s wrong, my dear?” Frank asked, looking at her with concern.

“We shouldn’t have done that,” Bethany replied, her voice shaking as she pulled on her clothes. “That went too far. I’m married. I crossed a line.”

“It’s okay — ”

“No, no it’s not,” she said. “I have to go. I’m sorry. I have to go.”

Once dressed she rushed out of Frank’s house over his protests and attempts to calm her. She fought back tears as she made her way home unsure of how she would face her husband after this. Her mind was in chaos as she struggled to understand what had happened and tried to figure out what she should do.

By the time Ken got home she had decided to pretend she was sick as a way to mask her tumultuous feelings. She knew it was only a delay tactic, but she needed time to work things through and figure out what she should do next.

X-X-X

Over the course of the next week Bethany avoided going to see Frank. But it was really more than avoidance; it was like fighting a deep-seated need. When she let her mind drift she would find herself thinking about him and his cock and how nice it felt in her hand, between her tits, in her mouth, and in her pussy. She would remember how amazing it felt to fuck him, how good the orgasm had been. But then she would find herself hit by a new wave of guilt and forced herself to push these thoughts down.

She contemplated coming clean with her husband, telling him what happened and begging his forgiveness, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it. She knew somehow that he wouldn’t really understand and probably wouldn’t be all too forgiving. She couldn’t risk losing him, and so she resolved to keep it a secret but also to never let herself be alone with Frank again. He was clearly too much of a temptation for her to handle.

It was after that first week that Frank finally reached out. His text message was kind. He just wanted to see if she was okay. She ignored it at first, but then she started to feel bad. After all, Frank had done nothing wrong. She was the one who let herself get carried away, who had somehow formed a powerful attachment to and desire for the old man. She tried to explain that over text, but it didn’t seem to come out quite right. That’s when Frank suggested that they meet in-person, just to talk, that it might be easier that way.

Bethany was reluctant, but she eventually agreed. She felt she owed him at least a face-to-face and a better explanation if they weren’t going to be seeing each other any more. She just had to make sure to push down the urges for him that she’d somehow developed.

When she went to visit she made sure to dress more conservatively and fought back against the urge to doll herself up for him like she used to. She sat in a separate chair instead of his lap when he invited her inside, and she didn’t strip down to just her thong or remove any of her clothes for that matter. It felt so wrong for her not to do these things, but she pushed those feelings aside and explained to Frank how she had let things get out of control and that she felt so guilty for cheating on Ken and that none of this was his fault but that it was probably best if they didn’t see each other anymore.

Frank listened to her patiently and was very understanding. He apologized for his part in everything and sympathized with her guilt. He hoped that they might reconnect at some point but understood why she couldn’t see him anymore. Bethany felt so grateful to him for being so kind and making the whole process so much easier. She thought things were wrapping up and felt it was about time to leave, but then Frank asked her for one more favor.

“Do you think I could try and hypnotize you again, just once more, for old times sake?”

“Of course,” Bethany said with a smile. She felt bad about abandoning the old to his loneliness, so she figured why not let him have his shot one last time…

X-X-X

“Oh yes! Oh God yes! Don’t stop!”

Bethany cried out in passion, her hands gripping the sheets of Frank’s bed as he drove into her from behind, his hips slapping against her backside with force as he took her.

“Yeah, that’s right, you love this cock, don’t you?” he grunted.

“Yes! Yes! It’s so good! Ungh! I’ve never had it so good!”

“Oh, yeah! This pussy is amazing! I’m getting close! I’m gonna fill you up!”

“Yes! Do it! Fuck me! Fill me up! Give me your cum!”

Frank let out a roar as he released, his hips thrusting erratically. As he came Bethany felt herself go over the edge as well, her body shaking with pleasure as she felt the old man pulsing inside her. When she came down from the high of her climax she found Frank laying next to her. She cuddled her naked body against hers and let out a sigh of contentment.

She was so happy she let Frank try to hypnotize her that one last time. Obviously it didn’t work, but in that state of relaxation a realization came to her. She and Frank just had a very special friendship. She was comfortable with him, and she enjoyed having sex with him, and there was nothing wrong with that. Her husband might not understand, but he didn’t have to know about it. She could just enjoy her friendship with Frank and keep it to herself. There was no reason to feel guilty about it. She was sure her husband didn’t tell her every little thing either.

She felt silly for not realizing all of this earlier, but she figured better late than never. And now, to her great relief, she didn’t need to feel guilty, or fight her urges, or worry about leaving Frank lonely. She could just enjoy their friendship for what it was.

X-X-X

“I have to warn you, he has this weird thing where he likes to try and hypnotize people,” Bethany said to her husband as she went about preparing dinner.

She had gone back to spending every day Ken was out, at work or otherwise, visiting Frank, and, of course, having sex with him. She no longer felt guilt about it, really feeling that she was doing her best to help the old man feel less lonely, but she also didn’t want her husband to find out. However, recently she had felt that Ken should meet Frank. She wasn’t sure why, but she felt that Frank might be able to better explain their relationship to her husband, at least eventually. But that all started with Ken meeting him.

“Oh, yeah, Craig mentioned something about that,” Ken replied. He had gotten fairly chummy with Martha’s husband since they moved in and would grab the occasional beer with him. “Said it’s a little weird but that everyone humors him.”

“I think he’s just trying to relive his glory days,” Bethany said. “But he’s harmless, mostly just a bit lonely I think.”

“Did he try it with you?” Ken asked.

“Yeah, at that first party we went to at Martha and Craig’s,” she replied. “I guess I forgot to bring it up before. Martha convinced me to let him try, to humor him as you put it. It didn’t work, obviously, though it was kinda relaxing. Anyway, that’s where I met him. And since I see him around the neighborhood, I thought it might be nice to just have him over for dinner, given how he lives alone.”

“That’s very kind of you,” Ken said, putting his arms around her.

“That’s why you love me,” she replied, kissing him on the cheek.

“One of the reasons,” he said. Then he added with a chuckle, “and don’t worry, I’ll be a good sport about playing along with the whole hypnotism thing.”

The dinner went off quite well, Bethany thought. Frank was a charming guest, telling stories about his crazy adventures on the road as a traveling hypnotist and listening to Ken and Bethany’s stories about their lives as well. She had thought that maybe Frank would dive right into the whole hypnotism thing, but he managed to wait until after dinner.

“So, I don’t want to bother or weird you out, Ken,” he began, broaching the subject. “But perhaps Bethany has mentioned how I enjoy the challenge of trying to hypnotize new subjects.”

“She did,” Ken replied. “And I’m game to let you have a shot.”

“Well that’s wonderful,” Frank said, smiling at him.

They sat down across from each other, and soon enough Frank began speaking in his soothing voice that Bethany was sure her husband would find very relaxing. In fact she almost found herself getting lulled by it and decided to go clean the dishes in the kitchen while Frank tried his luck. She knew it wasn’t going to work, and so it seemed best to make herself useful in the meantime and give the guys some privacy.

X-X-X

Bethany hummed to herself as she dressed in some frilly white lingerie that showed off her svelte body. It had been about a month since Frank had tried to hypnotize Ken for the first time, but the two had gotten along so well that Ken was fine hosting Frank for dinner multiple times a week. And of course every time Frank came over, Ken let the old man try, unsuccessfully, to hypnotize him. That’s what was going on downstairs in the living room all while Bethany prettied herself up.

But outside of Frank becoming a regular at the dinner table, a lot of other things had changed in Bethany’s life and marriage over the past month. At some point Ken had told her that Frank had explained how the two of them spent so much time together, and Ken said that he was totally okay with it. In fact, he explained to Bethany that as much as he loved her, he didn’t find himself all that interested in sex anymore, and that if Frank could fulfill that need for her, he was happy to let them be together.

Not long after that the couple decided that it would be okay for Frank to have Bethany in the master bedroom after their dinner gettogethers. Ken could just sleep in the guest room while the two enjoyed each other. Bethany liked this new arrangement, and though she did still go to Frank’s during the day fairly often, it was nice to share a bed with him. And if she was being honest she loved the days when the first and last thing she did was fuck Frank.

But perhaps the biggest shift had occurred only a week earlier.

Leading up to that Bethany had developed the desire to have a child. Really she had always intended to, but the urge became more acute. It took her some time to feel comfortable voicing this to Ken, but when she did she was happy to find that he shared her desire and wanted to be a father. Of course his lack of desire to have sex posed a problem, but both of them came to the same solution.

Frank had been surprised when they asked, but he said he would be more than happy to help by being the bio-dad of their child. Bethany hadn’t really been concerned he would decline, but it was still a relief to hear him assent to the idea. She had thrown out her birth control right after that and then celebrated by giving Frank a vigorous fucking and letting him cum wherever he wanted (which ended up being once on her tits and then later on her face). After all, she had quipped, she wanted him to be finishing inside her moving forward.

Bethany smiled to herself as she lay on the bed, her preparation finished, and waited for Frank to join her. She was sure his hypnosis session with Ken would end soon, unsuccessful as always. But she hoped that maybe tonight he would find success in knocking her up.

Certainly, she thought, that was much more likely than him ever actually hypnotizing someone.

X-X-X

To enjoy another story about a wife being mind-controlled to serve the sexual whims of a man who is not her husband, check out A Romantic Weekend Rewritten.
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