
        
            
                
            
        

    
* * *

Billionaire Hypnosis

By Stacy Neptune

Join the mailing list.

* * *


I needed a job. And that was why I applied for jobs all over town. Anyone who had a help wanted sign up, or a posting on craigslist, got my resume. I'd just lost my last job, and I needed rent money by the end of the month, so I didn't really have any options. I had to just take whatever job I could get.

A couple days after my resume-blitz I got an email. It was from one of the places I'd applied to, and I really couldn't even tell you which. Honestly, I didn't even read what people were looking for most of the times. If it was entry-level, I applied. How hard could any of it be?

The email didn't help much. It asked me to arrive at an 'estate', gave an address, and said that I could go any time between nine in the morning and five in the afternoon. I assumed that it must have been some cleaning job or something. Maybe some home business. I didn't recognize the address, but I knew it was a fair ways out of town.

So the next day I called a cab and got a ride in. It felt weird paying for a cab when I had so little money, but it needed to be done. Gotta spend money to make money, they say. I gave the driver the address and he pulled away from my building.

We drove pretty far out of town. To the part where there is a lot of farms. A few lots with a bunch of trees. And an occasional house. It occurred to me that this might even be a farming job. I was not dressed for that. I was wearing a tight, white, button up blouse that showed off my boobs, and a knee length black skirt. Secretly I was hoping that the interviewer would be a man. That might give me an advantage. I was willing to stoop that low.

Eventually he pulled turned and we started going down a driveway. The house at the end slowly came into view. The first thing I noticed was how huge it was. Four stories. Almost as big as my whole apartment building. Next I noticed how expensive everything looked. There were columns that reached from the ground to the roof. Stairs leading up to the front entrance. I little round about with a couple limos parked in front.

I could see a garden in the back. Well trimmed  hedges. Maybe it was a gardening job that I'd applied for. I was really hoping that someone would let slip what position I was interviewing for.

I paid the driver and got out of the cab. Walked up the steps and someone came out the front door to meet me. A tall man in black pants, a white shirt, and a black vest. A servant. I'd never been to a house with servants before. "You must be Ms. Johnson," he said.

I nodded.

"Right this way." He held open the front door for me and I stepped inside. The inside was even more decadent than the outside had been. Two huge staircases on either side. A fountain. A hallway with a red carpet. "Follow me, please."

I followed him part way up the stairs and then down a hallway. I saw a few other servants, but I didn't catch a glimpse of anyone who appeared to actually live in the house. Eventually he opened another door for me to a little office.

He followed me in. "Thank you for coming. Please have a seat."

I sat. "Thanks for having me in," I said.

"So, we all work for Mr. Tellep," he said. "And you're interested in joining our team?"

"Absolutely," I said.

"You've read over what will be expected of you?"

"I sure have," I lied. "It's all well within my capabilities."

He picked up my resume and looked my qualifications up and down. "You don't have much experience relating to this position."

That comment caught me off guard. I knew that I'd listed previous house keep jobs on that page. Even a summer of gardening. What didn't I have experience in? "Yes," I admitted. "But I'm enthusiastic about learning new things. And I'm a quick learner. Don't worry about that."

He put the paper down and looked at me. "Could you please stand?"

I stood.

"Spin around."

I span. He watched. It felt a little creepy. Pretty weird. But I wanted the job.

"Perfect," he said. "I'm sure Mr. Tellep will be a big fan." He opened a drawer and pulled out a plastic wrapped uniform. "You'll need to wear this. There's a  washroom just two doors down from here. After that, head back down the stairs, down the big entrance hallway. Master's bedroom is at the very end."

I hesitated. What did he just say?

"Oh yes," he said, "He likes to be called master. Keep that in mind." With that he stood up and extended his hand for a shake.

I shook his hand and grabbed the uniform. I was confused, but I needed the job. Maybe 'Master' just needed his room cleaned? That's what I told myself as I found the bathroom.

Once I was in the with door locked, I pulled the uniform out of its wrapping. I took off my shirt, pulled off my skirt, then realized what I'd been given. There was a crotchless thong. One of those shirts that shows your entire belly and ties in a knot at the from. And an incredibly short denim skirt.

I lied to myself. This was just what he liked his cleaners to wear. He just wants them to look good. Even though the ones I saw were all dressed professionally. And I was being sent to his bedroom.

I put on the outfit and stuffed my old clothes into the bag. I looked in the mirror.

Never had I been so exposed while fully dressed. My ass cheeks were practically showing even when the skirt was properly adjusted. I could feel the air on my pussy lips. The shirt was too small. My whole mid-section was fully exposed, and my boobs were hardly covered.

I breathed in deep. Then I stepped out into the hallway. Down the stairs. I saw some other employees looking at me and then smiling knowingly. Down the entrance hall. More smirks from the house cleaners. There was a huge door at the end of the hallway with a gold plaque that said "Master Telep's Quarters".

I put my shoulders back. Chest out. Bum tucked. And I walked into the room.

He stood by the window, looking out at his garden. He wore a beautiful outfit. Dark blue - almost black - pants and dress jacket. A white shirt underneath and a dark grey red tie. Everything had clearly been tailored for him. It lay gracefully over his body, emphasizing his build.

He turned his head to look at me. His eyes were blue and steely. He had an amazing jaw line, and just the right amount of stubble. He stared at me for long enough that I began to get uncomfortable. Just looking me up and down. Eventually he put down his drink on the window sill and walked towards me, eyes never darting away from mine.

"You must be Miss Johnson."

"I am," I said. I was blushing. Men never stared at me with as much intent as he did. I could tell that he was just picturing himself taking me in every position imaginable.

He stood close, face a foot away from mine. "Well it's very nice to meet you. And you'd like to work here?"

I hesitated. I really wasn't sure what 'working here' meant any more. "Yes."

"Hesitation? Don't worry about all of this," he said, gesturing up and down. "This is a trust exercise. Once you've passed it, you will go on to work like all the other servants. Unless you excel and I decide your talents could be put to better use."

"What are you saying?" I asked. I wasn't about to sleep with someone for a job. Even if that someone was rich, powerful, and towering over me.

"Are you ready for the trust exercise?" he asked, ignoring my question.

I inhaled. "Yes."

"That's not what you say when talking to me."

"Yes, master."

"There you go," he said. And then he pulled something from his pocket. It was one of those spirally things they use on cartoons to hypnotise people. He hung it down in front of my face. "I just need you to follow this with your eyes," he said. He started to swing it. At its lowest it was hanging in front of my chin, but it peaked at eye level to either side.

In a calm voice he said, "You need to trust me. You need to do as I say and believe that I'm asking you to do the right things. I will count to three, and your body will be under my control. When I count back down from three, the power returns to me. Understand?"

Everything felt soft. I stopped paying attention to anything other than his voice. I nodded.

"All right," he said. "One. Two. Three."

A wave washed over my body. All of the sudden I felt so distant. I could still see. I could feel everything. The clothes on my skin. But I felt like I wasn't there. I was suddenly just watching from inside. I wasn't in control any more. Like my body had been set into auto-pilot, and I was sitting in the passenger seat.

"Walk over to the bed," he said. Suddenly I realized who had taken over the driver's seat. My body walked, like normal, over to the bed and stood next to it. I couldn't even move my eyes on my own.

"Great," he said. "You look damn fine in that outfit. Could you press your boobs together for me?"

It was like he was speaking directly to my muscles. My hands linked together in front of my pussy, and I pushed my arms together. And I thought I had cleavage before.

He was handsome. That's why I didn't snap out of it when he did what he did next.

He put his face between my boobs. Like he just couldn't resist. He kissed them, and I could feel his smile pressed against them. His face was a bit cooler than my chest, so they must have felt warm to him.

Then he pulled his face away. He stared at me, and I felt like I would have been obeying him even if he hadn't hypnotised me. "Take that shirt off," he said.

I unbuttoned the couple of buttons, and then let it slide down my arms. I stood with perfect posture, chest out. "Beautiful," he said. "You look incredible."

Then he lay down on the bed, still fully clothed. He put his feet on the floor and said, "I need you to get me hard. Get me ready to go."

A second later I was kneeling between his legs. I unzipped his pants and pulled them down with his underwear. His cock was huge, but it wasn't even fully hard yet. I grabbed it with one hand, and then wrapped my lips around the tip. I flicked it with my tongue. I wasn't even trying to do any of this. I'd never gone this quickly from meeting someone to having their dick in my mouth.

But I didn't stop. Moving my hand up and down while I sucked on the tip, I felt him slowly growing. I played with his balls with my other hand. Eventually he'd come all the way up. He was hard as could be.

He propped himself on his elbows and looked down at me, working him. I normally had more hesitation when it came to blowjobs. But I didn't seem to have any limits any more. "Now keep at it, but I also want you to play with yourself."

The hand that had been working his shaft moved down. I pressed two fingers against myself and started to rub in circles. It felt incredible. I ventured further south only to find that I was already incredibly wet.

I stuck my fingers inside while continuing to suck him off. I was putting him deeper now, letting his cock reach the back of my throat. And faster. Every so often there would be a little pop noise when the suction broke.

It was intense. He'd told me to play with myself, so there was nothing I could do to stop. My back arched but I didn't let myself stop. I kept sucking on him, playing with him with my tongue. The feeling of his huge warm cock deep in my mouth. The little indications that he was having a good time. Just a little throb. Or a twitch in his leg. His muscles would all go tense for a moment, and then they'd release.

The idea that he was having a good time made me wetter. The idea that he was in control, that he was paying me to do this, made me even wetter. We'd never met. I had no reason to respect him. No intimacy. But he was using my body as his plaything. Telling me what to do.

My body started to convulse. All of my muscles tensed up, one by one. Slowly I could feel something building with in, and every rub made it more powerful. I would have been moaning if my mouth wasn't full. I could taste his precum. I could feel him reacting to my pleasure.

I was about to finish when he said, "Stop."

Normally I wouldn't have stopped. Not while that close. But this was not a normal situation. He was not asking me to stop. He was telling me to. I pulled my fingers away from myself and let him out of my mouth.

He left his pants on the floor and pulled off his shirt. Then he lay lengthwise on the bed, playing with himself a little.. I remained kneeling on the floor. "Are you on the pill?"

"Yes, master."

"Okay," he said. "Get on."

I stood up and got on to the bed. I put one leg on the other side of him, and sat there for just a second. My pussy was begging for it. Just an inch below was the biggest cock I'd ever seen in person. But I paused. Just for a second. Looking down at that incredibly handsome man. Then I moved down.

I could feel his cock spreading me open. I kept moving down until he was all the way in. He reached parts of me that I'd only ever reached with toys. I let out a gasp. It was physically impossible not to.

Then I continued to sit there. My eyes rolled back in my head. He was filling me up to the brim, and I could feel his heartbeat. The combination of my saliva and my wetness made everything feel smooth and warm.

"Well," he said. "Ride."

"Yes, master," I said.

I placed one hand on either side of him, and lifted myself part of the way off. I could feel myself squeezing him. I could feel those deeper parts begging to have him back. So I let them. I pressed back down, putting him all the way in. Our parts fit together perfectly.

I was over the initial shock of how incredible it felt. I got into the rhythm, and everything started to fade away. Everything other than how I felt. I didn't worry about being too loud. I had no problem with how I looked, or which parts of me he was grabbing. I didn't worry if he was having a good time, or if I was. I had only one mission. Ride.

Up and down. In and out. I could feel it building up again. I swear he could as well, because he said, "Slow down." He didn't want it to happen yet.

I stayed leaned forward, giving him my best work, but a bit slower. The build up was still there, but it had subsided again. I wasn't about to burst. Then he said it. "Sit up straight."

Part of the reason I normally lean forward is because I'm very sensitive. And when I sit up straight, I knew someone as big as him would hit that spot. That one spot that felt almost too good. It was too powerful a feeling. But it wasn't up to me. I sat up straight and let out a moan. He was deep into that spot.

He smiled at me. He knew exactly what he was doing. "Grind."

I slowly started to move my hips back and forth. Immediately it was too much. I wanted to collapse forwards or backwards. I just couldn't take this kind of concentrated pleasure. But he didn't ask me to collapse, so I couldn't. I grinded.

Hitting that one spot again and again, I knew I was close to the end. I'd never finished with that spot before. It was building up quickly. I wanted to go slower. I wanted to take my time. But that wasn't going to happen unless he asked me to, and he wasn't going to ask me to.

I kept grinding. I actually sped up. It felt amazing in a totally overwhelming way. His eyes were closed tight, his body tense, and I could feel him starting to pulsate inside of me. That feeling, concentrated on the perfect spot, was more than I could take.

My whole body spread open like a flower. Wave after wave of pleasure and good feelings reached every cell in my body. I could feel his cock pumping his cum into me. He gripped me tightly, pulling me down close, and we finished together.

We lay together in silence for a moment, him still inside. We lay together in warmth and in comfort. Then he spoke. "Three. Two. One."

Suddenly I was back in my body. Back in control. I should have been mad at him. I should have slapped him. But I still felt amazing. I hadn't had sex that good in a long time. I just cuddled him more.

"Well," he said, whispering into my ear. "You've got the job."
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