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“It’s not like that at all. It’s more of a desire for…” 

Brandon Tanaka stopped talking, distracted by an embarrassing flush overtaking his face. 

“A desire for what?” pressed Martin Marino, scratching at his neatly trimmed salt-and-pepper beard. 

Brandon took a sip of his latte and checked over both of his shoulders, surveilling the inside of the coffee shop, making sure for the umpteenth time that no one was listening to their conversation. Satisfied as to his privacy, he leaned in toward Martin. 

“A desire to be used. To be owned. A desire to serve someone with all of my heart and soul and to expect nothing in return. I can’t explain why but I’ve felt this way for years. Since I was in middle school even. I’ve tried to ignore it but every night I fall asleep thinking about it. I don’t know how important it is, but I wanted to tell you about it.” 

Brandon leaned back into his chair and took another sip of coffee doing his best to ignore his red cheeks. 

“Don’t worry. Nothing abnormal. Lots of people have those kind of feelings. Look Brandon, I hate to do this to you but it looks like our time together is up right now. I know this is a bad time to stop, but I really must be going,” explained Martin, looking down at his wrist-watch. 

“No, it’s OK. Don’t apologize. It felt good to get it off my chest. We’ll talk more about it next week. Same time, same place?” he asked, climbing to his feet. 

“Actually, would you mind meeting tomorrow at the Hotel Minneapolis? In the lobby? I have to go speak at a conference, but I feel just terrible leaving you hanging like this. You’re on the verge of a breakthrough. Can you meet the day after tomorrow, same time?” 

“Sure. Fine. Works for me. I’ll see you there. The day after tomorrow, 5pm sharp.” 

Martin smiled between squeezed lips, picking up his notebook and his own half-finished cup of coffee. Nodding at Brandon, he squeezed his way past and out of the ubiquitous downtown Starbucks leaving his client alone with his thoughts. This was their tenth meeting together. Brandon had been in a funk and his parents insisted he meet with a counselor. At first he felt indignant over the suggestion, but after mulling it over for a little he knew that they were right. 

Ever since his graduation he’d done little other than play video games. That summer he’d worked for a couple of weeks in the office of the Memphis Botanical Gardens but quit without giving any notice. He’d told his parents that his boss was overbearing and boorish, but truth be told he could barely handle getting out of bed in the morning. That fall he had intended on attending classes at the local community college but ended up missing the registration deadline. It was after that he’d agreed to see the counselor. He just felt so depressed. It was a feeling he’d struggled with before, though it had never been quite so bad. 

After a great deal of cajoling from his parents, he’d biked out to that same coffee shop. Unsurprisingly he was at first reticent to speak to Martin. The older man cut an imposing figure, but Brandon soon found out that despite his size he was calm, collected, intelligent, and a good listener. Halfway through their first meeting and he was spilling his guts out, telling him all about his fears and troubles and insecurities. It felt good too, in fact their meetings turned into the highlight of Brandon’s week. He just felt so refreshed afterwards, gleeful and so light, like he was walking on air. 

This week was no exception. Brandon exited the coffee shop in a haze of endorphins. Truth be told, he had never opened up like this to anyone before, at least not to such a degree. At first he felt guilty getting such a thrill from confessing his deepest and darkest secrets to someone who, for all intents and purposes, was a stranger to him. But he put his misgivings aside. Martin said that such feelings were perfectly normal and nothing that he should worry too much about. 

It seemed to be helping too. Brandon had already signed up for the next semester’s classes and little by little, it was getting easier to wake up in the morning. He’d reconnected with some friends from high school who he’d neglected during “The Great Funk” a name Brandon had made up to describe the previous six months of his life. (Martin said that the “The Great Funk” sounded like the name of a disco band from the 1970s, but that there was no harm in using the term). He’d even taken up rowing, something he’d always wanted to do but for some reason always felt too scared to go through with. 

Brandon went to the therapy sessions and did his best to think positively about his lot in life and try and put to use any advice that Martin gave him, simple stuff like putting his alarm clock on the other side of the room so that he’d be less likely to lay on the snooze button and sleep until noon. This week, he’d suggested keeping a diary of his dreams and Brandon was already looking forward to starting the new project. After leaving the coffee shop he made a detour on his walk home, stopping by the local Barnes and Noble to purchase a new mole-skin notebook and a purple gel pen that he would use to write down his dreams. 

And write down his dreams he did. The night after their meeting, Brandon had dreamed of a flock of geese flying toward his house from the Arkansas border. When the flock arrived they laid eggs in a lagoon, which for some reason had appeared across the street from his house. Brandon ran across the street and into the crystal-clear water, but there were police officers there to stop people from taking the eggs. On his way back to his house, he ran into a boy he used to have Chemistry with his junior year of high school. The boy’s name was Ron Moore and in his dream he kissed Brandon. He remembered feeling peaceful but also a little guilty.  

However, not all of his dreams were so innocent. The night before his session, Brandon had dreamed that the two of them were at same Starbucks, only this time it was night and after one of the Grizzlies games. The shop was crowded with people and everyone was smoking. Bebop jazz (a little too loud for such a small café) played over the speakers. The two of them were having the same conversation they’d had the previous week. 

“What kind of desire?” Martin asked in the cool, detached manner he always used. 

“A desire to be used. To be owned. A desire to serve someone with all of my heart and soul and to expect nothing in return.” 

“That’s normal. Lots of people feel like that.” 

Feeling the crowd closing in and the music becoming louder, Brandon sunk onto his knees and crawled under the table. 

“You can use me as a foot stool,” Brandon suggested. 

Brandon couldn’t quite remember what happened next, but somehow the two of them were in the middle of the coffee shop, the crowd circling around them. Brandon was naked and kneeling on the floor, the tile cold and rough against his skinny knees. Martin had unzipped his pants, his semi-erect cock hanging over the waistband of his boxers.  

“You’re going to crawl towards me and then you’re going to suck my cock in front of all these people. You’re going to take it deep into your throat and not take it out until I tell you so, is that understood?” 

Brandon nodded his head yes and heard a snigger from the back of the audience. He began crawling toward Martin but was quickly halted. 

“Not yet,” barked Martin, holding his palm up in the direction of Brandon. “You’re going to suck my cock, and if I feel like you’ve done a good job I’ll shoot my load into the back of your throat and you’ll swallow every last drop. If your skills aren’t up to my standards I’m going to cum all over your face and then let everyone who’s watching take a picture of you with your face drenched like that. Are we understood?” 

“Yes sir,” Brandon replied. 

He began crawling across the floor until Martin’s cock, now fully erect, was inches away from his face. He grabbed ahold of it with both of his hands and it felt that it was warm and throbbed a little under his grip. He licked the dewy pre-cum off the tip of the uncircumcised cock and just as he opened he mouth to take it all in, one of the gardeners fired up a chainsaw and snatched Brandon away from his nocturnal fantasy. 

He awoke confused, his heart beating like a drum and an erection (so strong that it was painful) poking out the top of his underwear. After a failed attempt to fall back asleep Brandon rolled onto his back and took hold of his cock, closing his eyes and trying to remember his dream. Pleasuring himself, he remembered the taste of Martin’s cum on his lips and shot his load, spurt after spurt of white hot cum firing onto his t-shirt.  

Looking down at the mess he made, his mind filled with shame and embarrassment. He stripped naked and wiped himself off as best he could, images from his dream floating in and out of his mind’s eye. Once he was clean, he grabbed his notebook and lay naked on his bed, writing down the intense dream he’d just experienced. Once he was finished recounting his story, his cock was again at full mast. He considered masturbating again but though better of it, grabbing a towel from off the top of his hamper, wrapping it around his waist, and scurrying out of his room and toward the bathroom, ready to shower and make a start to his day. 

Truth be told, Brandon didn’t have a lot on his plate for the first portion of the day. After eating a quick breakfast of oatmeal and raisins, he cleaned up the kitchen hoping that a few chores would be enough to keep his parents off of his back. Despite their support for Brandon in dealing with his issues, they were still a little miffed at him for slacking off and forgetting to sign up for classes. Keeping that in mind, Brandon knew it always helped to be one step ahead of their nagging.  

When the afternoon rolled around, Brandon’s thoughts once again returned to his dream, a vision so intense that it seemed just as vivid as it did that morning. He decided then and there that he wouldn’t be telling Martin about the dream. It was good to have someone to be open with things about, but then again there are some things that are better kept secret.  

When four o’clock hit, Brandon hopped on his bicycle and started the long trek from East Memphis to Downtown. The day was a lot hotter than he had expected and once he reached Midtown the young man was completely drenched with sweat, his wet t-shirt clinging firmly to his torso. Feeling himself getting dehydrated he stopped at a Walgreens to pick up a bottle of water and then continued back on his way. Once he reached the Hotel Minneapolis, Brandon thoroughly regretted his decision to bicycle in. 

Martin was sitting in a little café off of the lobby, reading his iPad and taking notes in a little book. When he caught sight of Brandon, face red and miserable, clothes soaked through with sweat, he couldn’t help but crack a smile. 

“A little hot out there?” asked Martin, setting his iPad down on the table. 

“A bit,” replied Brandon, making no effort to conceal his misery. 

“You look absolutely terrible. Do you need water? Are you gonna be OK?” 

“Yeah, no I’m fine. I’ve been drinking water the whole time. I’m just hot and sweaty and in a bad mood. It’s so goddamn hot in this lobby too. Air conditioning people!” 

“I know, right? It must be broken,” Martin observed. 

Brandon made to peel off his backpack but was stopped halfway by his therapist. 

“Do you want to go upstairs and shower? Like I said, I’m attending a conference and they gave me a room. The A/C works and I think I have a clean shirt you can wear if you don’t mind putting those shorts back on.” 

Brandon considered it for a moment, but decided that he should politely decline. 

“No, it’s OK. I’ll be fine, plus I don’t want to miss any of our meeting.” 

“Oh don’t you worry about that. I felt bad for having to cut you off when you were in the middle of things, so I scheduled a good chunk of time for you today. As long as you want actually. Come.”  

The older man stood and began gathering up his things. Brandon, miserable and soaked through with sweat, didn’t object. Soon the pair were riding an air-conditioned elevator up to a room on the 22nd floor. The hotel room was cool and dark with a plush looking king sized bed taking up most of the room on the floor. A generic still-life hung on the opposite wall and the window looked out eastward over the Memphis sprawl. A duffel bag sat on top of the bed, but other than that the room looked completely undisturbed. 

“There’s a bunch of towels on the rack in there. Take your time,” urged Martin. 

Brandon thanked him, walked into the bathroom and then began getting undressed. His dripping shirt fell to the floor with an audible *plop*. Setting the water to cool, he got in the shower and cleaned himself off. Once he was done, he put his shorts on and left the bathroom, bare-chested. 

Martin was waiting at the table, his notes and iPad recovered from his briefcase.  

“Feel better?” he asked, keeping his eyes on his work. 

“Much better. Do you mind if I get that shirt from you. I’ll make sure to wash it and get it back to you by next week.” 

“Of course,” Martin replied, standing up and retrieving a t-shirt from out of his duffel bag. 

Brandon took it when offered, pulling the shirt over his shoulders.  

“How does it look?” asked Brandon, jokingly. 

“Two sizes too big.” 

“That’s what I figured.” 

Martin laughed and then took a seat at the small circular table sitting opposite of the bed. 

“I’d like to do this session a little bit differently, if you don’t mind,” he stated. 

“Sure,” replied Martin. 

“You might not know this, but I am a Freudian at heart. I know it sounds a little old-fashioned, but I’m convinced that a lot can be learned by examining the unconscious. Did you remember to write down your dreams?” 

“Yes, I did,” said Martin, his eyes darting to the floor as the images from the prior night came rushing into his head. 

“And did you find it useful?” 

“Well, I’m not sure yet. There is one thing though. Usually I don’t remember my dreams much longer than 5 minutes after I wake up, but when I write them down I remember them clearly.” 

“Perfect. That’s a great start. Just doing that is going to help you, I promise. Just one second.” 

Martin stood, pulling the desk and chair five feet forward before sitting back down. 

“If you don’t mind, I’d like you to lie on the bed. I’ll be here, just out of your sight. If you’re not comfortable with that, just tell me and we’ll do it like normal,” asked Martin. 

“No. Sure, it’ll be fine. Sounds interesting,” said Brandon, hopping on the bed and readjusting the pillows.  

“Good. Now close your eyes. I’m going to prompt you with a few questions and you’re just going to say whatever comes to mind. To start, I want you to begin with one of your dreams.” 

Brandon closed his eyes and immediately knew which dream he was going to talk about. 

“A few nights back I had a dream that stuck with me; I dreamt of geese, that a flock of them were flying off of the mountain and laying eggs in a lagoon that for some reason was there in front of my house. I got excited to get some eggs, to cook I guess, so I stripped all of my clothes off and dove into the lagoon.” 

Brandon sniffed, keeping his eyes closed and inhabiting the mind-space he’d been in when he’d just awoke from the dream. 

“The water was cold,” he continued, “but I dove in deep and I saw an egg. I grabbed it and came to the surface. There was a cop waiting for me who made me put the egg back. A big brute with a mustache. Then for some reason I ran into this guy I used to go to school with. His name’s Eric. For no reason at all, we kissed and that was the end of the dream.” 

“Mmm-hmm.” 

Brandon kept his eyes closed but could hear Martin’s pen scratching against his notepad. A solid ten seconds later, the older man interjected. 

“What do you think the dream means?” 

“I’m not sure. To be honest I never really considered it. Maybe the eggs represent the things that I want for my future, and the cop represents all of my issues that are keeping me from achieving my goals. Eric, well, Eric’s just a cute guy and I don’t think him being there means anything at all.” 

“Fair enough,” answered Martin. “Now why don’t you tell me about the important dream that you had. The one that you don’t want to tell me about.” 

Brandon felt his face flush and his heart begin to thump in his chest. 

“How could he know?” thought Brandon to himself, letting a small silence reign in the room. 

“Brandon, I’ve been doing this for years now. People never start out with the most important dream. You’ve got nothing to be embarrassed about; you have no control over your dreams. But they are important and you will be better off if you tell me about it. I’m not here to judge. But if you’re up to it, you should tell me about your dream.” 

Brandon quickly thought it over and decided it would be best to talk about it, with a few omissions of course. He figured that if he changed things up a bit, Martin wouldn’t know it was about him. 

“You’ve seen right through me. Last night I had a dream. It was very intense and I’ve been thinking about it pretty much all day. I was in a restaurant, I think a Vietnamese restaurant, and everything was very smoky. Loud jazz music was playing in the background and I was eating lunch with someone I’d never seen before, an older man. He knew about my… desires. What we’d touched on before we’d ended last time. Well, some of those fantasies played out in my dreams and then I woke up.” 

Brandon heard the scratch of pen against pad. 

“Brandon?” 

“Yes?” 

“I know it might be a little embarrassing, but you should tell me more.” 

“OK, fine. You’re right. He was asking me about what I wanted and I told him that I wanted to be used. I offered to kneel in front of him so he could use me as an… as an ottoman.” 

Brandon’s face felt like he was holding it close to a fire. He kept his eyes closed, not daring to look in the direction of his interlocutor. Despite his unease, he continued. 

“His legs were heavy and the rubber of his boots dug into my back, but there was something oddly soothing about the discomfort. People started crowding around us and it wasn’t that long until my back began to hurt. He recognized this and put his feet down, telling me that it was OK to stand up. I stood and he chastised me for slouching. I perked right up and then on my own volition got undressed. It was cold in the room and the man circled around me examining every last inch of my body. He put his hands on me…” 

Brandon felt his cock swelling inside his pants and he quickly adjusted himself so that Martin wouldn’t notice. 

“He put his hands on me and pushed me onto my knees. He wanted me to perform oral sex on him. I did, I mean I started to. Then I woke up. That was it.” 

Martin didn’t respond at first. All Brandon could hear was the scratching of pen on paper and the sound of his own heart thumping in his ears. In the back of his head he worried that Martin would think him some sort of freak, but he did his best to brush those thoughts aside. He was a professional, after all. 

“That’s quite a dream,” said Martin, finally breaking the silence. “Were you sexually aroused the entire time, or only towards the end?” 

“The entire time,” he responded, swallowing before he did so. 

“And are these fantasies something that you’re planning to act on?” 

“What? No, definitely not. It was only a dream.” 

Brandon bit his lip. It seemed to him like the scratching was getting louder. 

“Why not?” asked the older man, his voice sounding unexpectedly playful. 

“Why not?” mimicked Brandon, not knowing how else to answer. 

“Yes. A lot of the time dreams like this are manifestations of unfulfilled desires. I keep hearing these themes from you time and time again, so I’m beginning to think that just may be the case.” 

“I, uh…” stuttered Brandon, searching for something to say. “I guess I’ve never really considered it like that before.” 

“It doesn’t have to be sex either, you know. It could just be a healthy exploring of fantasies with someone you trust. Can you think of anyone you’d like to explore these fantasies with?”  

“You.” 

The word popped out from Brandon’s mouth before he could summon the wherewithal to stop it. His face flushed red and he instinctively turned away from his therapist. He bit his lip and rubbed his cheek as a long and deafening silence hung in the hotel room, followed closely by more scratching of pen on pad as Brandon’s chest squeezed in on him. 

“I’ve been expecting this,” Martin muttered under his breath. 

Brandon opened his mouth to reply but couldn’t find any words. 

“Brandon, I know what you must be feeling right now, admitting that to me. It’s perfectly fine, so I want you to just take a deep breath and relax. You have nothing to feel ashamed or embarrassed about. OK? Now, let me make a confession to you. When I’m at home and even sometimes in my other sessions, I find my thoughts drifting towards what you’ve been telling me about. Your fantasies. They’ve aroused something deep inside me, something I didn’t know existed.” 

Brandon nodded his head, not daring to open his eyes because he knew if he did he’d lose his courage and flee. 

“So,” continued Martin, “I’ve got a proposition for you. Let me go ahead and preface this by saying that our professional relationship is now over. Don’t go thinking it’s your fault. It’s not. All the blame lays on me. I shouldn’t have pressed you for details, invited you up here. There’s this thing that often happens in therapy called “transference.” I don’t want to get into details, but the feeling you’re having for me, the thoughts I’ve been having of you, that’s transference. It happens all the time but let me tell you something Brandon, I’ve never experienced anything like this before. I’ve stepped way over the line and we can’t go back to the professional relationship that we’ve had.” 

Brandon felt the tears starting to well in his eyes. He wanted to die. Martin had been such a help to him, had snapped him out of his former misery and guided him through the most difficult spell of his young life. He didn’t want it to be over. He got up and sat on the edge of the bed, fighting the urge to bust out sobbing. 

“Martin I should go, I can’t handle this…” 

“Wait. Hear me out. Don’t get all sad on me and just hear me out for a second. Hear what I’ve got to say and then if you want to you can leave. Just hear me out for a second. Brandon, as of this moment, I’m no longer your therapist, but that doesn’t mean we can’t still be friends. Friends isn’t the right word… my God this is embarrassing.” 

“What is it, Martin?” the young man asked from behind his tear-filled eyes. 

“Those fantasies you’ve been telling me about? Let’s give it a shot. What do you say?” 

Brandon was again struck speechless. He glanced over at his now former therapist and nervously scratched his chin. He noticed his hands trembling something awful and fought to keep them under control as his brain racked every last one of its corners for what he should do. He’d fantasized about something like this for months, and to have the chance to do it with Martin was like a dream come true. Martin with his broad shoulders and reassuring smile. Martin with his striking beard and piercing stare. Martin, the brilliant therapist who’d dragged him kicking and screaming from out of the black hole of depression, who’d been there for him when he’d felt like the loneliest man on earth. Martin, the man he’d fantasized about every night. 

“Let’s do it,” said Brandon, once he’d built up the nerve. “I want you to use me. Own me. As of right now I’m yours, my heart and soul and body.” 

The words came pouring from his mouth and immediately everything felt right. It was as if all of those prior therapy sessions had been to prepare him for this one moment. He knew he should feel embarrassed giving himself over so easily to someone, but it all just felt so natural. 

“I’m glad to hear that Brandon. Now stand up for me and take your shirt off.” 

Brandon immediately shot to his feet and peeled off the borrowed t-shirt, his mind’s eye empty as the adrenaline poured through his body. He didn’t think. He just did. 

“Take off your shorts too. I want to see you completely naked.” 

“You’ve already seen me naked, Martin. Now you get to see me without my clothes,” Brandon thought to himself, stripping free of his shorts and standing there naked as the day he was born. 

“God damn…” remarked Martin, his eyes running up and down Brandon’s taught, young body. 

Brandon bit his lip as he felt his cock beginning to swell. He fought the urge to turn away, instead standing tall as he felt Martin’s piercing gaze run over him. 

“Look at that…” Martin said to himself. “Look at that tight little body. Little waste. Pretty face. Beautiful cock…” 

Brandon closed his eyes and felt Martin reach down and squeeze his six-inch cock, now perfectly erect. The sensation was so powerful, overwhelming, and unexpected that his knees went wobbly. It took Brandon all of his effort not to collapse to the floor. 

“Get on the bed, on your hands and knees,” ordered Martin, releasing Brandon’s now dripping cock from his firm grip. 

Again, as if taken over by a powerful force, Brandon felt his body crawl up onto the bed and onto its hands and knees. He felt the cold air from the air conditioner against his exposed backside. 

“Look at that hole, look at that beautiful hole,” remarked Martin walking next to Brandon and placing his hand over the young man’s smooth pucker. 

“What a naughty boy, shaving back there. Who are you trying to impress, huh?” 

Brandon squeezed his eyes shut as waves of pleasure shot through his body.  

“I asked you a question, boy. Who are you trying to impress?” 

Martin gave a nice firm slap to the young man’s slender backside. 

“Nobody,” whispered Brandon, his body tensing up, surprised by the sudden sensation. 

“That’s ‘nobody sir,’ and speak up when I talk to you!” barked Martin, causing Brandon to tense even further. 

“Nobody sir!” Brandon shouted, a little louder than he had wanted. 

Martin sat down on the bed next to Brandon and gave the young man’s cock another squeeze. Brandon’s voice squeaked and hips bucked forward. The sensation was so raw and powerful that he had to fight against an orgasm. 

“On the floor, and quickly,” Martin growled, licking his lips as a thick strand of pre-cum dripped from the young man’s cock and onto the bedspread.  

Brandon shuffled to the floor, his body alight with a fire he’d hitherto never experienced. Knowing what Martin had in mind, the young man braced himself before bearing the full weight of Martin’s two muscular legs. Brandon adjusted himself, the end of one of Martin’s shoelaces digging into the skin of his back. 

“How does that feel, Brandon? Is it every little bit as good as you dreamed it’d be?” asked Martin. 

Brandon turned his elbows in and looked over his shoulder. Martin smiled at him a half-sadistic grin and then crossed his ankles. 

“It’s different, Mart…” 

Brandon caught himself. 

“It’s different, sir.” 

“Different? You don’t have to act like you’re not enjoying it, son. Your cock speaks for itself.” 

Brandon felt the last bit of his ego fall away like a final piece of discarded clothing.  

“I like it, sir. It feels right,” he admitted. 

“I knew it would. Why don’t we go a little bit deeper into your fantasy?” suggested Martin. 

“Whatever you want, sir.” 

The older man swung his feet down to the floor and stood. Brandon’s breath began to deepen as he heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper. 

“Close your eyes and climb onto your knees. And keep your hands off your cock,” added Martin. 

Brandon complied, circling his sore wrists. He tried to get comfortable, the cheap hotel carpet scratchy against his knees. He jumped when Martin put his hand on the side of his head. 

“Open your mouth and keep your eyes closed,” commanded the older man as he stroked Brandon’s hair. 

Brandon again did as he was asked, his entire being a bundle of erotic tension. Suddenly, he felt something press into his tongue. When removed it left a residue behind: a thick, salty, clear drop of pre-cum. 

“Does that taste good, boy?” he asked, gently grabbing a handful of Brandon’s hair as he teased his cock in front of his face. 

“Yes, sir. It does.” 

“It better!” laughed Martin, grabbing hold of Brandon’s hair a little harder. “I eat a ton of fruit.” 

Brandon let loose a laugh and Martin’s grip tightened even tighter, causing the young man’s face to contort in pain. 

“Focus on the task at hand. Now open your eyes.” 

Brandon did so and stared in awe at Martin’s beautiful cock. It was uncut and all seven inches of it stood fully erect mere inches in front of his face. It curved slightly upward, the hair around it brown and trimmed close. 

“My balls first,” he commanded, pulling Brandon’s head down between his legs. 

Brandon stuck out his tongue and started servicing Martin’s neatly trimmed sack. The older man breathed a sigh of pleasure as he brought Brandon’s mouth in close to his body. Brandon ran his tongue in circles, tasting ever last inch of skin offered to him. His mind was in a haze of endorphins, open to any and every suggestion Martin made to him. Soon enough the young man’s smooth cheeks were wet with his own spit. Finally, Martin relented.  

Letting go of the grip on Brandon’s hair, he kicked off his shoes and began to unbutton his shirt. 

“Jerk off on the bed, right over there. Give me something to look at while I finish getting undressed. No, not on all fours! On your back, just like that. Give me something to look at.” 

Waves of pleasure rushed through Brandon’s body as he stroked himself with the copious amounts of pre-cum that had leaked from the tip of his cock. He looked on as the older man finished getting undressed, admiring Martin’s thick and muscular body. Brandon looked down at his own chest, much skinnier and pale white, save for a crimson flush just under his skin. Martin finished getting undressed and sat down on the bed next to Brandon. Rolling onto his back, he gestured to Brandon. 

“Sit on my face,” he ordered, grabbing the younger man roughly by the arm and pulling him over. 

Brandon felt the butterflies flutter in his stomach. He’d never done anything like this before, but who was he to tell Martin no? Straddling the older man’s stout body, he scooted his rear end back towards Martin’s face. As if out of nowhere, he felt something warm and wet run up the crack of his ass; it was Martin’s tongue. 

“Ohhh!” he cried out, overcome with a pleasure strange and foreign to him. 

Martin replied with a hard, open handed slap to the younger man’s firm ass cheek. Brandon cried out in pain, but then moaned again, unable to ignore the service Martin did to him. Taking the initiative, he leaned forward and grabbed ahold of his former therapist’s rock hard cock. 

“Suck it, boy,” ordered Martin, the sound of his voice reverberating against Brandon’s hole, causing the younger man’s body to twitch with pleasure. 

Opening his mouth as wide as he could, Brandon took the tip of his master’s thick cock into his wet, eager mouth. Each and every night he’d fantasized about doing just this, and for just a moment everything was right in his world. The pair lounged on the bed 69ing, Brandon bobbing slowly up and down on Martin’s cock, Martin feasting on the young man’s perfectly shaved and shaped ass. Wet smacking sounds filled the room as both men became lost in a sea of pleasure.  

“I want my cock all the way down your throat,” interrupted Martin, pinching the skin on the young man’s hip. 

Brandon jumped, unprepared for the sudden shot of pain. 

“Yes sir,” he replied, taking his mouth off Martin’s cock only long enough to utter his response. 

After taking a deep breath, Brandon took in Martin’s cock until it pressed up against the back of his mouth. Relaxing, he tried to swallow the thick and bulging tip but was unable to do so, gagging terribly as soon as the head passed the threshold of his throat. Coughing and regaining his composure, he tried a second time but again he only gagged, unable to deep-throat Martin’s sizable member. 

“I said I want my cock all the way down your throat. I’m not going to ask again…” threatened the older man. 

“I can’t do it, it’s too big I…” 

Brandon jumped as Martin slapped his ass, much harder this time. 

“Do it!” he barked, adding another harsh slap for good measure. 

The pain was intense, much more than Brandon had expected but it was enough motivation for him to give it another attempt. Relaxing his jaw the younger man slid his lips down Martin’s cock until his mouth was completely full. Next, he pushed and pushed his head down until suddenly the head of the cock slipped passed the threshold and into his throat. Brandon was surprised his throat took all of it and tried with all his might to withhold his gag reflex. 

“That’s a good boy,” Martin remarked, grabbing Brandon roughly by the hair and holding his head in place. 

Brandon instinctively tried to move away but was unable to break free of Martin’s grasp. Brandon gagged. His throat gurgled and threads of split blew out against the base of Martin’s cock. Brandon tapped the older man on his leg, a subtle plea for mercy. Feeling his breath beginning to run out, Brandon tapped even more frantically, kicking his legs as he struggled desperately and in vain. After what seemed like an eternity, Martin finally let loose his grasp. 

Brandon gasped loudly as he came up for air. He spit a long strand of saliva and pre-cum out onto the bed. Martin tossed the younger man onto the floor, his body landing with a dull thud. 

“You said you wanted to be used, didn’t you?” he asked. 

“Y... y… yes sir,” stuttered Brandon, crawling to his elbows and wiping away the filth from his mouth. 

“Again,” ordered Martin, stepping forward and gently guiding the young man’s head back to his throbbing member. 

Brandon took a deep breath and meekly opened wide, taking the head of the cock into his mouth. On his own accord he slid down the shaft, the tip of the cock hitting the back of his mouth. This time it went down easy, his gag reflex no longer screaming. Tentatively at first, Brandon began slowly bobbing up and down the shaft, pleasing his new lover with every inch of his throat. Martin turned his head up and let loose a deep moan. The encouragement pleased Brandon, the corners of his mouth turning up around the shaft of the older man’s cock. 

“Just like that,” growled Martin. 

When Brandon finally came up for air, Martin took a step away, opening the drawer of the night-stand and ruffling around a bit. He produced a condom and rolled it over his cock. Seeing him do this caused Brandon to tense up. His cock was so big that Brandon was quite sure he’d not be able to take it. 

“Martin… I…” muttered Brandon. 

“Speak up boy, and get to the point,” said Martin in an even tone. 

“Martin, I’ve never really done it like that. You know… anal. I’ve never done it before,” he confessed. 

“Well,” mused Martin as he adjusted the condom, “there’s a first time for everything.” 

Brandon gulped and cowered on the floor. Embarrassed that he might look like a scared animal, he climbed back to his knees and scratched his chin. 

“Don’t worry. I’ll go slowly. I know you trust me, Brandon, so just relax and trust me. I own you now, remember?” Martin assured. 

Brandon nodded his head and felt a little better about the whole thing. 

“Now get back up on the bed. Hands and knees, just like before.” 

Putting all of his misgivings aside, Brandon crawled up onto the bed, arching his back and positioning himself as to give the older man a nice view. Martin immediately took his position behind the exposed young man, grabbing his lover by the hips and running his rock-hard cock between the boy’s supple cheeks. Brandon shivered, the feeling of Martin’s well-lubed shaft running over his hole enough to get his cock hard and dripping once again. 

“Relax,” urged Martin, placing the tip of his cock against Brandon’s boy-hole. 

The young man took a deep breath and did his best to do what was asked. There was pressure on his backside and Brandon instinctively pulled away. In response, Martin let loose a wicked slap against Brandon’s backside. The spank echoed around the small hotel room and Brandon let out a cry, his right ass-cheek stinging in a way he hadn’t known was possible. 

“I don’t know if you heard me the first time, boy. I said to trust me and to relax. Can you do that? Are you capable of doing that?” asked Martin, his voice dropping to a whisper. 

“Yes, sir. Sorry, sir,” replied Brandon, determined to do as asked. 

The young man got back into position, and closed his eyes. His semi-erect cock hung down between his legs, a long stand of pre-cum dripping down all the way to the bedspread. He was as horny as he’d ever felt before and more importantly, completely under the spell of his former therapist. 

“I’m going to relax. I’m going to trust. I’m going to listen,” he thought to himself, again arching his back. 

Martin placed the head of his cock against Brandon’s tight hole and this time Brandon didn’t move a muscle. Martin pushed and Brandon felt his asshole being stretched open. A sudden spike of pain stabbed into his backside and Brandon bit into his bottom lip, determined to relax and listen.  

“That’s a good boy. Just like that,” urged Martin as the head of his cock disappeared into Brandon’s virgin hole. 

“Sir, it hurts!” whined Brandon, his asshole stretched to the limit and his cock hard as a rock. 

“Shhhhh,” eased Martin. “You’re doing good, just relax. You’re doing good.” 

Martin slid his cock in halfway and Brandon let loose a moan, loud and high pitched and dripping with both pain and pleasure. Suddenly, Brandon’s head was jerked back as the older man grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled, hard. Brandon winced and flapped his hands back ineffectually as Martin eased his cock in and out of the boy’s hole.  

“Take that cock. Take it you slut,” growled Martin, slamming the younger man’s head down into the mattress. 

Brandon let loose a gasp and Martin slid in a little deeper. For Brandon it was just the right spot. He let loose a joyful cry, repeating it again when Martin thrusted once more. Lost in the most intense haze of his life, the younger man began backing his ass up onto Martin’s cock. 

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Harder!” shouted Brandon, loud an uninhibited. 

Martin thrust his powerful hips back and forth, his large hands grasped firmly around Brandon’s slender waist. Brandon dug his fingers into the bedspread, a thin sheen of sweat glistening over every last inch of his body. Reaching back, the young man grabbed ahold of his cock, slippery and as erect as he’s ever felt it. A bolt of orgasmic electricity shot through the entirety of his body and Martin pounded even harder. With each stroke the glowing ball of pleasure tucked into his loins became harder and harder to fend off. Desperate for the encounter to last a little longer, Brandon slowed down his counterstrokes. Martin, however, was having none of it. 

“Stay still, boy!” growled Martin, thrusting his cock with all of his might. 

“Fuck!” exploded Brandon, unable to hold back any longer. 

Wave after wave of raw pleasure rocked the young man’s twitching body. His cock spasmed violently as jet after jet of white hot cum shot onto the bed spread. Martin thrusted and thrusted as cries of orgasmic gibberish streamed from Brandon’s mouth. 

“Fuck! Fuck! Yes! I, no… yes! Just a little… Martin! Martin! Sir!” 

Martin kept thrusting and Brandon’s orgasm kept going. Steams of cum spit from Brandon’s cock into the large pool of fluid forming on the bed. 

“Sir!” Brandon finally managed to squeak out. “I don’t know how much more I can take!” 

“Shut up!” roared Martin, thrusting again and again and again. 

Finally relenting, the older man unsheathed his cock and ripped off the condom, discarding it onto the floor. Grabbing Brandon’s tiny body, Martin flipped him over onto his back, just to the side of the pool of cum. Straddling the young man’s chest, Martin grabbed hold of his own cock and began stroking. Brandon, his body still reeling, craned his neck forward mere inches away from Martin’s cock. 

“Open your mouth, boy,”  

Brandon obeyed unthinkingly and was met with a hot jet of cum squirting directly into the back of his throat. The young man coughed and then another thick rope splashed across his face as Martin came even more. The third blast hit his eye, temporarily blinding the young man. He tried to look away but was grabbed ahold of by Martin who roughly jammed his still-cumming cock into the back of Brandon’s throat. The young man coughed and gagged as the last of Martin’s load squirted directly down his throat. Brandon regained control of his gag reflex just in time to savor his master’s cock twitching inside of him. Finally, the older man unsheathed his cock from Brandon’s throat and collapsed onto the clean part of the bed. Partially blinded and with his knees still shaking, Brandon rolled himself onto his feet and stumbled a few steps toward the bathroom until stopped by Martin. 

“Wait,” the older man interrupted. “Pick up the condom and flush it down the toilet.” 

“Sir, I can’t see anything. There cum in…” 

“I don’t care! Pick up the fucking condom!” ordered Martin, pointing forcefully at the ground. 

With light barely poking into Brandon’s burning, squinting eyes, the young man got onto his hands and knees and began blindly groping around the floor. 

“To your left,” instructed Martin, an evil smile posted across his face. 

Brandon felt around to his left until his hand touched something wet and sticky. Picking the condom up, he reached his hands out in front of himself and groped his way into the bathroom. First, he tossed the condom into the toilet. Next, the young man grabbed a washcloth from off of the counter and wiped the filth away from his eyes. They still stung a bit but he was happy that at least he could see. Turning on the shower, the young man sat on the side of the tub and waited for the water to warm up. It was then the reality of his situation became clear to him. 

“What have I done?” thought Brandon to himself. “I just fucked Martin. I let him fuck me. Hell, I let him use me. I threw away all of my self-respect and let him have his way with me. And I loved it. Oh God, what the hell is wrong with me?” 

Brandon folded over and put his hands in his palms. His mind reeled as the spray of increasingly warm water splashed against his back. Suddenly, there was a strong hand resting on his shoulder. 

“The regret kicking in yet?” 

Brandon looked at his former therapist but didn’t reply. 

“It’s normal, you know. This is something totally new for you, giving yourself over to someone like you did. It’s something that’s a lot of people crave but it’s also something that’s not usually talked about in polite company. That doesn’t mean that there’s anything wrong with it, OK? Let me ask you a question? Your orgasm. How was it?” 

Brandon considered it for a moment. 

“It was unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. ‘Mind-blowing’ doesn’t do it justice. It was heaven.” 

“That’s all that matters, kid. That’s all that matters,” he assured him, putting his hand on the young man’s small shoulder. 

Brandon looked up and smiled at Martin. Deep down, he knew that he was right. As far as Brandon was concerned, Martin was always right. He’d trusted him before and everything turned out perfectly. He knew that he would be trusting him again. Standing, the young man stepped into the shower. The water was warm and felt magnificent. Martin stepped behind Brandon and put his arms around the younger man. Brandon’s heart melted. 

“You did good today. I’m proud of you.” 

Unwrapping a bar of soap and grabbing a washcloth from the towel rack, Martin began washing Brandon, starting at his shoulders and then moving downwards. Brandon closed his eyes and basked in the pleasure of it all. 

“You’re mine now, you know that? I’m going to take good care of you, and you’re going to make sure that all my whims are satisfied. Do we have a deal?” 

“Deal.” 

*** 

Thank you for reading Filled by His Professor. If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out the rest of my catalog on my website, http://anniedubois.blogspot.com. Also, feel free to e-mail me at anniedubois69@gmail.com. Finally, check me out on Twitter @AnnieDubois69 to check out my thoughts on life, the universe, and everything. 
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