
THE BIRD ALWAYS WINS
I’m writing a hypnosmut novella starring Gerrark(with the Boss’ permission, naturally), and you can be part of it and help make it happen!

I’m auctioning off 5 character slots for the story, starting at €50 with a €250 autobuy!
Bidding is now open, and concludes the following Friday the 31st at 10pm GMT.
Sterlingsburg has a very, shall we say, unique reputation. How this inland city got said reputation is still the subject of speculation, and there’s a theory for every type of person.

Someone with an interest in spirituality and the occult  might follow the belief that it was built on ancient eldritch grounds, a powerful spot on the world’s leylines where witches and warlocks met to bind the minds of lesser folk to their whims. 

More modern conspiracists tend to gravitate towards there being a site for some secret government experiments, either in the past or ongoing, around mind control and suggestibility, and that was what made its denizens so susceptible to coercion and conditioning.

If you were more sceptical, you might ascribe it to that old axiom, ‘if you build it, they will come’.

A combination of the city’s reputation, plus its local goverment’s relative permissiveness of its seedier elements, made it a very tantalising place for a specific flavour of person. If you were a budding hypnotist or minor megalomaniac seeking to control minds for fun, or profit, or both… why wouldn’t you go to the Hypnosis Capital of the known world?

Almost every city block has at least several mind-control related establishments going on. A bawdy hypnosis stage show here, a sweaty ‘transcendent’ yoga studio there… and clubs. 

SO many clubs, of all shapes and sizes, catering to all types of clientele. One would never be lost for something to do, as long as they went into any building with the understanding that one might not leave with all their brain cells and willpower intact… assuming they left at all.

Many stag or hen nights have gone awry in some memorable (or amnesia inducing) ways.

But how, might you ask, is all of this allowed? And why?

There certainly aren’t any ‘evil hypnotic lair’ zoning licences to speak of, and surely having a host of innocent people under a spell and hopelessly devoted to your villainous, hedonistic desires had to be breaking numerous laws. Regardless of whether one’s hypnotic style was something cosy and maternal(Like the Principal of the Mind Montessori) or domineering and sadistic(like… basically everyone with access to a dungeon and a hypnotic trick or another).

The answer is simple; plenty of loopholes. Consent forms were a popular prophylactic, particularly for those drunken out-of-towners who would be a bit too pissed to realise how deep the rabbit hole would go. Also, there was a sort of soft limit to how long one could be kept under a spell ‘unwillingly’; most hypnotists practised a very ethical ‘catch-and-release’ system, letting their subjects go after a few days;’ they’d emerge dizzy, perhaps a little sore, but never traumatised. Then it was up to those former slaves if they wanted to come back for seconds, or go shopping for someone else to dominate their mind.

It also helped that the hypnotists and mind-controllers paid their taxes on time.

As long as you didn’t fuck with the locals, the money, or your fellow hypnotists too much, you could brainwash to your heart’s content.

That last one’s a particularly important one. Competition is all well and good, but territorial disputes are very much frowned upon. Everyone has their nook and cranny, and competition’s been there, but it never got too severe. 

…until now.

The Pavo Royale’s slow takeover plot was devious in its subtlety. 

The occult bookshops with their witchy hideaways were the first to be bought up through a matryoshka doll of holding companies, and their stock promptly cleared out and replaced with cards, incense, and charms with a very particular red and yellow rosette branding, resembling the many burning eyes on the Pavo Peacock’s Plumage.

Next were the yoga studios and gyms. Rather than being suffused with steam and sweat, they took on a far smokier aroma. The clientele either became more ludicrously swole than before, or they turned softer, more decadent. All of them with bloodshot gazes and dreamy smiles, even the ones who were ostensibly in charge.

Then Club Samhain fell.

Well, ‘fell’ was perhaps a strong word, the building wasn’t invaded per se… though when the first cigar chomping boar was allowed in and not turfed out, it wasn’t long before more equally burly types joined them night after night. 

When they entered, no one left. Then the cool teal interior turned darker, redder, and the folksy fae aesthetic turned harsh. 

Madame Maeve, the silky weasel witch who owned the place, vanished off the radar until weeks after the transformation was complete. Scarcely recognizable, now grotesquely voluptuous - her red fur bleached blonde, with red lips almost as pronounced as her new tits and ass, and not a hint of the seductive hibernian lilt her voice once possessed.

“Like, what?” was about the only two words she ever said; that vapid question always followed up with a brainless giggle.  She was hanging off the shoulder of some low level lieutenant for the Pavo Royale - a big bellied rat with a laugh like a backfiring car, and a paw that never strayed far from a possessive clamp on the back of her neck. 

She didn’t even have the dignity of being arm candy for the Pavo Royale’s boss. 

More establishments have fallen since, with greater momentum, their proprietors turned into very public examples of what fate awaits the rest of them.

Worst of all, though…

The Pavo’s been shorting on their tax bill.

The city council, seeing the writing on the wall - and the threat to what fragile power they have - has put out a call for help.

And of course… the Vigilant Vanguard is heeding that call.

That’s where you come in, hero.

I want to make a full-on, novella-length story, really push and challenge myself to a degree that I haven’t before. Bit ambitious, I know!
And you can help me make it happen.

This will be a Superhero-themed story, where three heroes (and a reluctant Villain) infiltrate the Pavo Royale to figure out the Boss’ plans, and put a stop to him.

One of said heroes will be Lux, a superhero version of my fursona with light bending powers that make sneaking around in the Casino quite easy! Not that it’s going to be much good for long…
There are 5 other roles up for grabs. Each slot has a €50 starting bid, with a €250 autobuy.

1. A Hero. Experienced and overconfident. Perhaps the de-facto leader of the operation.

2. A Hero. Way out of their depth, eager to prove themself.

3. A Mook. An experienced brainwasher and enforcer for the Boss.

4. A Mook. Once a hypnotic mastermind, now just another grunt.

5. A Hypnotic Villain, begrudgingly assisting the heroes out of self preservation.

Each of these slots will get a chapter with them as the viewpoint character. There’s plenty of scope to play around, too; Slot 1’s character could get brainwashed far earlier than the others, Slot 4’s chapter could be a flashback showing how they got dominated… plenty of room for possibility!

Content-wise, you can expect:

-Hypnosis and Mind Control of all sorts of flavours

-Smoke (Cigar smoke, or something a bit more mind-altering)

-Foot/Talon/Paw worship

-Bondage and BDSM

-Corruption, with profound body and personality changes

-A VERY bad(horny) end where your characters are broken, and made to obey your new Boss’ each and every whim. With, or without your old personality intact.

Other kinks could come up, too, depending on what the Auction winners ask for! 

Bids can be placed at the following page – you will need a Furaffinity account!


The Auction will close Friday the 31st of May at 10pm Irish Standard Time, or when all slots are autobought.



The winners will be contacted for payment promptly after, and the story will be completed before the end of the year. 

My usual Terms of Service Apply - click here to see them.

