
“How much can you take?” Your hypnotist said, leaning down before you, so there was nowhere to 

look but their eyes. 

Your dominant’s fingers brushed over your shoulders as they whispered in your ear. “Do you want to 

find out?” 

Your hypnotist looked past you, at your dominant, smirking, before returning their gaze to you. “We 

want to find out…” 

“So, you don’t get a choice, I’m afraid.” Your dominant said. Their fingers brushed down your arm as 

they walked around you. 

“Look into my eyes, toy.” Your hypnotist said, their hand reaching out, fingers holding you under the 

chin. Focusing you. 

Your dominant had got to your other side. “Get lost in them, toy.” They said. Your mind was already 

reeling from this attention. 

Your hypnotist’s eyes were the only thing you could see. “Shut your brain off and submit to us.” Your 

hypnotist said. 

You could feel your body relaxing, sinking. “Give in. Sink deeper.” Your dominant’s words were like an 

anchor, dragging your brain down. 

There was a smile on your hypnotist’s lips. “You’re such a good, brainwashed pet.” They said, fondly. 

Your dominant’s hand slipped between your legs, brushing gently as they spoke. “And today you’re 

going to feel pleasure.” 

Your hypnotist’s smile widened. “Today you’re going to feel pain.” They said, as they pressed their 

foot onto yours. The pressure a promise of what was to come. 

They sped up. Their voices whirling around you. “Twin sensations.” Your dominant said. 

“Spiralling around each other.” Said your hypnotist. You were feeling so weak, and foggy headed 

already. 

Your dominant was behind you, but their hand was still between your legs. “Just like our words.” 

They said. 

 “Are spiralling around your mind.” Your hypnotist said, giggling. 

“Are you feeling dizzy yet?” You were. You had lost track of who was talking. 

“Are you feeling weak?” So weak. So desperate. 

“That’s how you should be feeling.” You were doing well. 

“You’re ready.” You felt the fingers on your chin tug. 

Both voices combined for a single word. “Drop!” 
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