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Maid To Please Master (Hypno Lord, #3)


Anna Bridges had hated being a maid for as long as she could remember. Her mother had been the maid of Wasterly Hall, as had her mother before her, and Anna was the latest in a hapless line of maids born into their jobs. Of course, she put on airs in front of the lords of the house. She wasn’t an idiot, after all- she knew she needed the job, just as much as anybody else, and she wasn’t about to get fired for telling the truth. She bided her time, telling the people she worked for how much she loved them and how wonderful they were even as she looked elsewhere for other opportunities.

These big parties were the worst. She hated these types of parties. She hated them because of the amount of work involved. Normally, she would just have to do the regular things throughout the day. Arrange the sheets, wash the plates, and bring food up and down for dinner, lunch, and breakfast. Here, at these big parties, there were multitudes of people- easily twice, three times, or even four times the number of normal people she normally served. Needless to say, it made her job quite a bit harder than she was used to.

This party was proving to be just as bad. This party was full of some of the most important women in the entire city of London. And of course being important city women they had all of the different requirements that city women often have all of the time, it seemed to Anna, just to be difficult. One would need a special type of sheet, the other one would need a special type of pillow, and the other one would need a special tea, brewed at a particular temperature, served at a particular hour of the night. It was enough to make one serving women go crazy.

Some of the serving women enjoyed the glitz and glamour that came with these parties. Not Anna; some of the servants pretended as though it was their party, as though they were the ones who are enjoying the cashmere, silk, the caviar served on silver plates. But Anna knew it for what it really was; it was simply the rich women exploiting them, using them to serve them and please them as they enjoyed their rich, high-class, snobbish lives.

Still, however, it wasn't all bad: there were some things that Anna appreciated about being a serving woman at these parties. For example, there were a number of handsome men that paraded around the room as well: some of the men, of course, were attached to wives – but that made no difference to Anna or any of the other serving women, and there were a number of stories, myths, and rumors about husbands taking the scullery maids or the serving ladies down the cellar and having their way with them. Anna hoped he would be one of the handsome ones – that would be more fun anyway – but she wasn't opposed to having an older, richer gentlemen take an interest in her. In fact, that could help her get out of this place and into a better job, a more respectable job – or at least to be the mistress, paid for and bought whole by one of these old, elderly gentleman.

In fact, one of the people invited to the party had already caught her eye: a young, dashing man that looked as though he came from the continent. Anna couldn't quite place his accent – it wasn’t as though she was the most well-traveled of maids, being in a lowly position – but she knew it was vaguely Southern European. Could it be perhaps French? No; the cadence was not French. Spanish, she decided; it must be Spanish. The man was dark, not fair like a Frenchman, and the lilt was not Italian. Most certainly not Italian, the accent she was most familiar with, due to their footman’s Italian birth.

But no matter where he was from, he was certainly handsome. His eyes were dark and brown, and seemed to gaze right through everyone he looked at. His gaze had passed Anna’s once or twice, and her heart nearly stopped when she saw those eyes boring into hers. It was though he could... She wasn't sure. See through her, perhaps, was the right word for it. But even that she wasn't sure was correct. It is more as though he saw inside her... As though his eyes went into hers, took hers, and for a moment, one brief, unforgettable moment, he was inside her mind. It was a very disconcerting and yet... stimulating feeling.

Besides his eyes, however, and how handsome he was, he was also no slouch when it came to charisma. Some of the handsome men that Anna had met relied too much on their looks. They could be absolute bores when it came to dinner conversation: arrogant, insufferable, and too well aware of how pretty they were. This man, however, was not: he was dashing, genteel, and an absolute delight to whoever he talked to. Anna had watched him slide with fluid grace around the party, talking to everyone he met as though he had known them all their lives – or at least was part of some sort of conspiratorial secret with them. 

And he didn't seem to pay any sort of special attention to the young ladies of the party, as many young men of his looks and stature would have done normally. He seemed to pay attention to the room equally: Anna knew what that meant. He was not stupid. He was not simply here to court a young lady, or a scullery maid, just to satisfy his carnal, lustful desires. No, he was here for more than that: he was here to advance in stature. He was here to find a connection, someone who could help him go up the next rung on the social ladder. Whether that meant bedding a rich young lady, whose husband or father could help him advance up – or having a whiskey, cigar, and a laugh one of the older gentleman at the party, someone who could get him a better job or better position in the city of London did not matter to him. He was out to do whatever it took to get the top. Anna respected that. In her own way, she was doing the same thing he was – only on a much lower societal scale.

Little did Anna know, however, just how far he would go to assure his rise in rank.

The party was winding down, but it was by no means at an end, when Anna was ordered to make up some of the rooms upstairs for guests to stay over. She had just gone down to the cellar to get some sheets and other accoutrements for the beds, when she happened to pass one of the unused, empty rooms in one of the many hallways of the mansion. The door happens to be ajar, and she saw the handsome young Spanish man was in there with a lady. She smiled, pausing on her mission: after all, she was not immune to gossip or to scandalous voyeurism, and if she had some more rumors and gossip to tell the other maids... Well, that was worth a scolding by the head maid.

She looked into the room, and she saw the two of them sitting quite close together. She smiled; she thought she had come at the perfect moment. It might not be long before saw them kiss, or something else – who knew what these rich lords and ladies did when they thought they were in the privacy of their own rooms? She edged closer, being careful to be as silent as possible, until she could overhear their conversation.

She saw the young woman in the room, and the woman was gazing intently into the young Spanish man's eyes. Anna had to suppress a coy giggle – from the brief snatches of the Spanish man's gaze that had fallen upon her, she could not imagine the feeling, the inexplicable desire and excitement that the woman in the chair must be feeling at that moment. She was sure that no woman could resist that gaze, that accent, and that wonderful, handsome face – not to mention that tight, athletic body.

But then she noticed something curious. As she surveyed was going on the room, she realized that they weren't simply gazing intently at each other: the young Spanish man had something. It was something at around his eye level, and it was swinging back and forth. Anna had assumed that the young woman had been gazing into the Spanish man's eyes; that was, in fact, not the case. She was staring at some sort of pocket watch – the pocket watch was swaying, back and forth, very methodically, very slowly, in front of the young woman's eyes.

“Just watch the pocket watch, Susan, just watch the pocket watch very carefully." the young man said. Anna had not heard this voice from the young man before; before his voice had been pleasing. And that fun, light tilt that pleased everyone at the party. Now, however, now it was dark, deep, and sinister: it was the voice of a man firmly in control, fully in control, someone who would brook no resistance to anything he said. Despite herself, it sent a thrill of excitement down Anna’s spine.

"Are you listening to me, Susan?" The man said, his voice deep, full, rich.

"Yes..." The woman said. Her voice was strange, almost dreamlike sounding: it seemed as though she was far away, answering his question only with the most extreme force of will.

"That's good, Susan. Just look at the watch. Look at the watch, going back and forth, back and forth. As you look at the watch going back and forth, you feel very relaxed. You will feel wonderful, so relaxed, eager to listen to anything I say. Willing to listen to whatever I say. Do you understand?"

"I... I understand." Susan said. Her eyes never left the watch swinging in front of her; it seemed as though it eclipsed her field of vision. It seemed as though there was nothing else in the room, and all that Susan could look at was the watch swing in front of her eyes. Anna found herself looking at the watch too. It was so beautiful, the watch. Anna almost couldn’t look away from it, watching it swing back and forth, back and forth. The man wasn’t lying. It was so pleasant to look at. 

"Good, Susan." The man said. "I'm going to count down from 10, and as I count down you're going to feel more and more relaxed. With each number, you feel more wonderful, you want to do anything and everything I tell you without question. Do you understand?"

"Yes..." Susan said dreamily.

"Good. 10... You're feeling much better. 9... feeling so much more relaxed... 8... My voice is soothing, you want to do whatever it says... 7... You’re feeling more and more relaxed... 6..."

Anna knew she should leave, knew she shouldn’t be here, but she couldn’t bring herself to leave. Every time the man counted down, she felt so wonderful, so nice, so relaxed.

“6...you want to obey me...5...you want me to command you...4...”

She knew the head maid would be mad at her, but she found it so difficult to care right now. She felt so nice, so relaxed...

“3... nothing else exists but me...2... you feel completely obedient, completely relaxed, as you submit to me wholly and completely...1...”

Anna’s head jerked up. The last thing she remembered was the man counting down, making her feel so good. But now he had ceased talking, and Susan was staring at him, motionless, with no emotion on her face.

"Susan." He said. "Begin to undress."

Anna was not prepared for what came next. She knew these upper-class ladies were always ready to do occasionally risqué things, things that they would've never admitted to in public. But this... This was different. The woman – no, she had a name, it was Susan – stood up. Almost as if she was moving in a dream, like a sleepwalker, she began to take off her clothes. Anna gaped as the woman undressed, and the man smiled.

After only seconds seemed to have passed, Susan was there, completely naked, standing at attention in front of the man. He smiled, getting up. He moved over to her, running his hands along her body. He allowed his hands to linger for a moment on top of her breasts, enjoying their curves, stroking a finger lightly along her nipples.

"You have a wonderful body, Susan." He said. "I think I might use you for a bit, for my own pleasure, before we begin work on my plan."

"Yes." Susan said tonelessly. It was completely without emotion, as though she had no investment in what she just said. Anna shuddered.

"Then let's begin." The man said. He sat back down on chair.

"Susan. He said. "Get on your knees and begin to take me in your mouth."

Much to Anna's shock and surprise, Susan did as she was told. She got on to her hands and knees, kneeling in front of the man. She deftly undid the buttons on his trousers, pulling out his now erect member from his pants. And then, with a smooth, quick, decisive motion, she put her head in his lap, taking his entire member deep into her mouth. It disappeared between her ruby red lips quickly and easily as she began to bob her head up and down in front of him.

And then, suddenly, like a bolt of lightning, Anna realized what was going on. She had heard about it – heard about it in the whisperings, the rumors of the scullery maids – she was witnessing mesmerism! She had heard that mesmerists could do terrible things, anything they wanted, once they had a person entirely under their control. It seemed as though this young man was a mesmerist from the continent, come to seduce women for his own nefarious purposes. And it seemed as though he had taken Susan completely under his control, and she had no choice but to obey his command to take him completely into her mouth.

She knew she shouldn't watch. She knew she should leave. She should tell someone, anyone, who could take care of the situation and apprehend the man. But she didn't... She was held there, as though with some strange fascination, watching the scene unfold in front of her. She watched Susan move her head up and down on the man's erect, throbbing cock, sliding her lips up and down it. Susan seemed to have no hesitation in doing such a disgusting act, but she did not seem to enjoy it either: she did it as monotonously and as tirelessly as anyone performing a job. She did it as dutifully, in fact, as Anna did all of her daily duties.

Anna had never seen someone take a man's cock in her mouth. She watched with a morbid fascination, and it seemed to disappear in and out of Susan’s mouth: Anna had never sent done such a thing with any man before, even though they had asked. She saw, however, that Susan had done it before: her skill at manipulating the mysterious Spanish mesmerist’s cock proved that she knew something about making a man feel good with her mouth. She did not just bob her head up and down- she also used her tongue and her hands to the fullest extent: she would take his shaft and run her hand along its side as she kissed the tip of his cock, only to deeply, slowly, luxuriously slighter mouth back onto his cock.

And what her hand could not do, her tongue did for him. Her tongue seemed alive, of its own volition, dedicated to pleasing him. He groaned in satisfaction as her tongue snaked along his rock-hard shaft, enjoying its feel as it slid up, up slowly, to the tip of his cock, eliciting another moan of pleasure from him before his cock entered her mouth once again.

She seemed to take his nonverbal instructions, as well. He gently rocked his hips in time to her head bobs, and she took that in stride. He ran his hands through her curly blonde hair, gently nudging her head in the way he wanted her to go. She responded as though they were one, adjusting strokes of her head on his cock, making minute adjustments to whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted, without seeming to care: she simply did as she was obeyed to do.

Finally, Anna could watch no more of this. She knew she must tell someone. She began to sneak away from the door, as quietly as she could, to make sure that no one heard her. She did not think she was in too much danger: Susan did not seem to be aware of anything in her surroundings, and the man seemed to be too deep in pleasure to hear even the slightest noise. As she exited the room, however, she hit the door slightly, causing it to creak. She winced; the creak was slightly louder than she wanted.

"Oh, we have a visitor." The man said. "Anna, is it? Don't go. Stay here."

Anna froze, in spite of herself.

"Come, come inside." The man said. Anna turned, almost unconsciously, back into the room: she knew, however, as she did so that it was an enormous mistake. Because when she turned, when she turned back into that room, where a mind controlled Susan was so methodically sucking the mesmerism's cock she exposed herself to the hypnotic gaze. The one she had noticed from earlier; the one that had enslaved Susan, and the one that bore deep into her now.

"You know that you shouldn't be spying, don't you, Anna?" The man said, staring into Anna's eyes. His gaze was incredible; it was as though he was boring deep into her, into her mind. She understood what Susan must've felt: his eyes seemed to eclipse her, seemed to overwhelm her field of vision, seemed to melt away the world around her. In seconds, his eyes seemed to be the only thing she could see: the only thing she ever wanted to see.

"I..." Anna said meekly. She could barely form sentences, with those eyes, those incredibly irresistible eyes, staring deep into hers...

"Cat got your tongue? He said, smiling. "Well then, since you seem to be unrepentant about your spying, were going to have to punish you. Come over here."

Anna knew that she should not acquiesce to his demands; she knew that she should leave, she knew that she should run, anywhere, anywhere but here. She could not resist, however: those eyes, those eyes bore deep into her, thrilled her; she wanted to do whatever he said, she needed to do whatever he said. That need, that want, overwhelmed rationality. She did as she was commanded, going to the center of the room. She stood next to him, unmoving, even as Susan continued to suck his cock.

"Susan. Stop." The man said. Susan obeyed, taking her head off the man's cock in staring up at him, eyes glazed over. On a certain level, Anna admired the man's self-control: she had heard that men were insatiable once the lust was aroused, but he seemed completely in control.

"Susan," the man said, "this maid is one of your sister’s maids, I believe. I think it only fair, then, that you the one to discipline her."

"Yes, master." Susan said, tirelessly.

"Anna, get on your hands and knees in front of me. " the man said. Anna obeyed. She got down on her hands and knees, facing away from the mesmerist – as she assumed he wanted. Despite the situation, despite the fact that she was not supposed to be here, that she was not supposed to like this, she started to feel... a slight tremor in her loins. She was getting aroused.

"Susan, would you be so kind as to lift up Anna’s skirts?" The man said. Susan complied without hesitation, lifting up Anna’s skirts, so that her bare bottom was exposed to him.

"Very good." The man said. "Anna, are you listening to me?"

"Yes." Anna said, knowing what she said to be true. She could not ignore that voice; it was so powerful.

"Good." He said. "Now listen to me. Listen to my voice. Listen to my voice, deep, entering into you. As I speak, you'll feel more and more relaxed. You will feel my voice flowing through you, answering you, getting rid of all your stress. The more I speak, the more you hear my smooth, relaxing voice, the more you will fall deeper and deeper under my spell."

And I began to feel she had before, the way she felt yet started to hypnotize Susan earlier. She felt herself start to float away. She felt the world begins melt around her, as if it was a dream, as if she was fading into a dream. It seemed as though the world stopped existing, as if nothing existed, except for his voice.

“Good.” He said. “Anna. Susan is going to punish you now. She is going to spank you like the bad servant you are. But with every spank, you will want to submit to me more and more. Every slap of her hand on your ass, you will want to belong to me more and more. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” Anna said dreamily, her bare bottom exposed to the both of them. The man nodded to Susan, and Susan began. She raised her hand, and brought it down swiftly, sharply, on Canada's bare bottom. Her ass jiggled under the blow.

"You feel so captivated by me, don't you?" The mesmerist said. “With every blow of her hand, you feel more and more under my power, deeper under me.”

Susan’s hand came down again, sending another jolt through Anna’s body.

“Every slap, every spank, makes you deeper into my thrall, deeper into my power. It sends you deeper and deeper into my spell, makes you more and more my obedient slave. You want to follow me. Want me to command you. Want me to direct you, control you. What do you want right now, Anna?”

“Your commands. Want to obey.” Anna said, as Susan’s hand came down on her again.

“Yes, very good.” The man said. “As Susan’s hand continues to come down, you will feel more and more helpless, more and more under my control.”

Susan continued to spank the hapless maid, and with every blow Anna fell more and more under the mesmerist’s spell. Finally, after a few minutes, the mesmerist held up his hand to stop Susan.

“How do you feel, Anna?” he said. “Tell me what you want.”

“I am completely yours.” Anna said dreamily, mechanically. “I am yours to command. I obey.”

“Good.” He said. He smiled. “You know, I took Susan for her connections to the Prime Minister’s wife. You, however, you’re just a bonus.”

“Yes, master.” She said. He laughed.

“It’s almost too easy.” He said, getting behind her. “Susan, keep her skirts up while I take our new little slut from behind.”

Susan obeyed, and Anna simply stayed there, motionless, awaiting her master’s cock. He slid into her, his progress arrested only slightly by her maidenhead. He laughed darkly when he felt the tightness there, the slight resistance to his push.

“So I am the first to take you then.” He said. He grinned. “That is always a welcome pleasure.”

He pushed through Anna’s maidenhead, taking her for the first time, making her his. Her body bucked beneath the force of his thrusts, his cock sliding in and out of her tight pussy. He buried himself deep into her.

“Anna,” he whispered. “With every thrust of my cock into you, you’re going to need me more and more. Your lust will build more and more. You’ll become more aroused than you’ve ever been before, but you won’t be able to orgasm. You’ll only be able to orgasm once I come inside you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, master.” She said. He continued to pump into her, and she began to feel her arousal rising, just as he had commanded her to. She had experimented with other men before, kissing, touching, playing with her hands... but nothing like this. Nothing like the feel of her master sliding into her, slamming his cock into her pussy, setting her lust on fire.

He continued to ride her from behind, leaning over to squeeze her breasts, kneading them, thumbing her nipples. He never stopped thrusting into her, and with every deep, hard stroke of his cock in her pussy she came closer and closer to the brink of orgasm. But she could not reach it. She bucked against him, grinding her hips against him, trying to get him deeper and deeper into her... but it was not enough.

“Please...” she said, biting her lip.

“Please what?” he said, slapping her ass. She moaned from the pleasure. She was so close...

“Please, master.” She said. “Please come inside me. Shoot your essence into me!” she said, pushing her hips even deeper into him. She needed him, wanted him desperately to come inside her, would do anything to have his essence inside her. She bucked, grinding her hips, clamping her pussy down on his cock as he thrust deep into her, trying desperately to get him to come.

He continued to thrust deep into her tight pussy, his thrusts coming faster and faster, his breath coming in even more ragged, shallow breaths as he came closer and closer to his own climax. Finally, with a grunt, he tensed, pushing into Anna, grabbing her ass with his hands, shooting his seed deep into her pussy. With a cry of delight, she also went over the edge, her conditions for orgasm fulfilled. It rocked her like a tidal wave, taking all strength from her as her body sunk to the carpet, her arms unable to hold her up any longer.

Her master slid out of her, and she rolled over, looking at him with complete and utter worship in her eyes. He smiled.

“On second thought, there might be some use to you.” He said. “I could always use someone as beautiful as you to seduce men. And, of course, for my own pleasure.”

“Yes, master.” She said happily, dreamily. She would do whatever he wanted. She knew that now. He began to talk to his other slave about getting close to the Prime Minister. She didn’t listen all that much. She was happy and content, full of her master inside her.

She giggled. She had started the morning hoping to find a way out of her maid job, as she always had. She had never dreamed she would find it like this...
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In this 4,000 word short story, a student is going to approach a professor to tell him she doesn't like his romantic advances. Going to deal with him, however, she quickly finds herself enslaved by a new neuroprogramming device he has on his computer. Satisfied with his hot young student falling for him, he takes the opportunity to fuck her and make her his obedient sex slave forever. Mature audiences only.

EXCERPT

“Nuh… no…” I said, barely managing to get the words out as I shook my head.

“Oh Katie, darling, that’s alright. I’ll tell you.” He said. “That’s a real Von Helfing, alright. The problem, however, is that it wasn’t calibrated for me, my love. It was calibrated for you.”

“Muh…me…?” I said. I struggled to comprehend his words through the thick fog that had come down upon me.

“Yes, my dear.” He said. His hand slid down slowly, deliberately, to cup my bottom. “You rebuffed my advances last week, as I imagined you might. But that wouldn’t do- I just had to have you. So I spent the rest of the week programming this delightful little image for you.”

I tried to reply, but it was so much effort; I couldn’t. I realized, dimly through the fog of my brain, that he was hypnotizing me; he was using those beautiful, wonderful shapes to alter my brain, to change my very thoughts and feelings. A small part of me said it was wrong, that I should go, that this wasn’t right, that he shouldn’t be firmly cupping my bottom, but I didn’t care; all I wanted to do was watch the shapes, watch them go around and around.

“You see, you’re very beautiful, Katie.” He said, rubbing me, almost nonchalantly. “That firm, tight ass, those long, shapely legs… I want them wrapped around me. And that’s what this program is designed to do. Turn you into my obedient, hapless little slut. Don’t you want that?”

"Y...yes..." I said.
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