Hypno-Slave
by Allen Baker


Twice I had reached out to knock on the door only to let my arm drop.  I knew it would be inevitable that I’d knock, so why had I hesitated?  Because of the humiliation?  Because of the finality of it?  It was fruitless to debate the reason when the outcome was inescapable.


I had received the email two weeks earlier.  Compelled to open it, I still shivered as I had double-clicked on the subject line: “scat session”.  It had arrived at last.  He had been leading up to this for the previous six months through his emails, and now it was to happen.


We had met in a sex chat room under one of the extreme topics.  I don’t even remember which one now … not that it matters anymore.  We cyber chatted for weeks before the topic of hypnosis sites came up.  I had never known they existed, but had immediately been intrigued by the idea.  As a CEO of a large company, my type-A personality had me constantly making decisions and directing underlings to carry them out.  And I was just a bit tired of it.  The thought of temporarily surrendering my will to someone else appealed as a restful change of pace.  I explored the site and listened to a number of tapes that did just that.  I loved it.

Looking back I see that I was the unsuspecting object of his predatory plans.  In retrospect I can discern how he led me step by step into submitting to his hypnotic curse tape from which I have no escape.  And which he has now implanted the desire to NOT even attempt escape.  I’m addicted to his every whim.


Our meetings all proceed on the same pattern.  I receive the email with date and hotel information.  On that day I drive to the area and wait in my car.  Then I receive a text message on my cell phone which consists of only a room number.  And once I knock and am admitted, my will is subservient to his every demand.  I’ve never learned his name.  I’ve never heard his voice outside the hotel rooms.  That deep, commanding voice that immediately grabs at my groin and allows no revolt. It is only the experiences within the hotel rooms that are never the same.

Finally, I knocked and heard movement within.  He approached the door, and there was a slight pause as he confirmed it was me through the peep hole.  The door opened, and I slipped inside and immediately began to strip naked.  As always in his presence, I was to be nude.  Once in the hotel room, I lost all self-will and became his total slave.  His voice would be iron clad in its manner, and I would be unable to resist obeying no matter what the command.

He stood there unsmiling in the white hotel terry robe as he looked me over.  I endured the observation with embarrassment.  Then he ordered me to lie down in the tub with my head under the faucet.  There were toys and instruments of all type lying on the counter.  I tried not to look at them.  Tried not to anticipate their use.  The enamel was cold against my back and added to my nervous shivers.  Soon he had shed the robe and come into the bathroom, closing the door behind himself.

He placed his left foot beside my chest on the far side of the tub and kept the right one outside.  Then he squatted over me, setting his right thigh onto the tub edge for support.  Above me dangled his pouch and above it, his rigid cock throbbed with his heartbeat.  But the object of my immediate attention was his rear orifice.  At first it was tightly sealed and flanked by his rounded butt cheeks.  But at he settled in and relaxed, the cheeks spread slightly and exposed the darker, puckered tissue that surrounded his opening.


Tears began to well up in my eyes.  Even with the months of groundwork he had laid for this moment, I still inwardly fought this humiliation.  This surrender to taboo acts.  But my choice had been taken from me.  I could only endure.

Suddenly I was roused from my thoughts as the end of an enema tube being dropped to my chest and his order for me to insert it.  It was dry and not lubed, so I sucked it a moment to wet it with my saliva and then slowly pushed against his resistant sphincter.  It gave, and the nozzle slipped in a couple of inches.  He had me stop and hold it there as he released the clamp.  The tube warmed and slightly vibrated in my fingers as the water rushed to fill his rectum.  Small drops of water escaped the cracks of the pucker and slithered down to my fingers, mirroring the tears that slid down my cheeks.  All too quickly the bag was empty and his guts were full.  The tube was jerked from his ass, and he ordered me to open my mouth.


I willed them to stay shut.  Thoroughly revolted by these events, my abdomen cramped and my leg and arm muscles tensed.  Every nerve in my body jangled and cried out for motion to escape.  But no.  Inside this hotel suite he was master of my will, of my body, of my actions.  To my horror, my lips parted.  My jaw slowly dropped.  My open mouth formed a target for his odiferous waste.  I stared wide eyed as his ass lips trembled and parted and began to spit at me. I sobbed as brown liquid spewed onto my neck and chin.  Suddenly, he opened wide and my entire face was showered upon with a putrid stew clumped with solids of indescribable vileness.  I wretched as my mouth filled with his excrement and yet still could not close against the deluge.  I choked and gagged and inadvertently swallowed his body’s filth.

And I loved it.  Against my will, I loved it.  Craved it. Could not get enough of it.  It filled my lust to peak level, and suddenly my cock was hard and throbbing and oozing.  He’d made me his shit slave, and I shed tears of shame and joy.
He scooted along the tub and moved the fountain of voiding sewer water across my chest and stomach and onto my crotch.  When it hit my dick and balls I nearly orgasmed with the excitement of being clothed in his filth.

All too soon the flow ebbed and dribbled to a stop.  I whimpered, unsure if I were grieving the further corruption of my mind or the end of his expulsion.
He ordered me to play with it.  Slowly I moved my hands onto my chest and felt them contact the sticky sludge that clotted my chest hair.  Slowly I explored the texture of the viscous coating, spreading it, smearing it into my armpits and ears, poking it into my nostrils as I breathed in its rich darkness.  My hands strayed to my crotch and encounter my sloppily coated nuts.  I couldn’t help but caress them as I stroked my cock with its thick, brown lube.  But not for long.  I hadn’t been given permission to cum.
With my finger, I used the brown ink to write “your shit slave” onto his thigh.  The words brought me joy to see and a chuckle to his throat.

A clump of turd stuck in my crotch hair took my attention.  I wondered what it would feel like sitting on my tongue.  I plucked it up and plopped it into my mouth.  Its texture intrigued me. And he watched intently as I began to chew it.  When I swallowed it down with a smile, he spontaneously shot his load onto me, his white jism streams showing in sharp contrast to the brown coating on my skin.  I scooped it up and licked the combined spunk and shit from my hands and fingers, reveling in a whole new taste sensation.
He ordered me to my knees.  Reluctantly, I move there trying hard to not dislodge any of his precious shit from my body.  There was his slightly limp dick and balls directly in my face.  He commanded me to decorate him.  I scooped fingers full of liquid manure from my chest and stomach and painted patterns on his abdomen and thighs.  A large bull’s eye surrounded his package as I began to embellish his sack and proud cock.  When I got to the head, I stretched his foreskin out and packed it with his shit until it bulged obscenely.  By this time he was again fully erect.

And then I was ordered to suck him off.  At first my reaction was one from my old self: I was horrified to think of wrapping my lips about a filth encrusted cock.  But suddenly my salivary glands began to recall the taste of his shit and filled my mouth with wet desire.  I opened wide and slid him into me.  The smell and taste was nearly overwhelming.  But far from revolting me, it stove my desire and drove me into a sucking frenzy.  Soon my lips were coated brown, and the natural color of his shaft was showing again as I delved on in my quest to service him.  He pushed me lower, and I slipped from his cock to sucking his balls clean of their embellished patterns.  Suddenly he grabbed my head and plunged his cock back into to as it throbbed and spat his second load down my throat.
Finally he sighed and pulled free.  Then he ordered me to stand up and shower us both.  This is the way all these sessions end.  I washed us both thoroughly.  This time it took extra latherings to wash away all the filth until we both smelled of the clean scent of the deodorant soap.  And then the roles changed for the final act of the scene.  I swatted his behind, and he squealed.  So I did it again, telling him to take it like a man.  Then I went at it with a vengeance, beating his ass as he bent over in the stream of the shower.  Soon he was grunting and sobbing as he endured the punishment that was but foreplay for my pleasure.  Suddenly, I could restrain myself no longer, and I put the tip of my hard 8 inches at his hole.  Knowing he liked it rough, I made one deep plunge of my entry and didn’t linger for him to adjust before starting my fuck.  Knowing my cock was where that wonderful shit had come from, enhanced my erection to its most sensitive fullness.  Soon it was shuddering and spitting far up in him.  I sighed with contentment, but did not retreat.  As soon as was physically possible, I relaxed my bladder sphincter and bathed his innards with my yellow nectar.  I could hear him sigh, contented with the warmth his second enema filling him.

When I was empty, I pulled out and exited the shower.  Our parting ritual was over.  I grabbed the towel and went into the bedroom to dry off and dress.  Just as I was ready to leave, he gave his direction for our next meeting.  Through the bathroom door I heard the words “genital modification”.
As I moved down the hall toward the elevator, I could feel the blood draining from my face.  That term held new horrors to contemplate while waiting for the next email to his hypno-slave.
