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It’s amazing to me that I still remember the first time. Like it was yesterday.

I don’t remember why I came to Dublin originally. I had been… well, I had never been a wild child in my day. Drinking, partying, doing drugs… all of that never came easily to me, and I always felt like kind of an outcast in college. My roommates would bring back guys to their rooms, or go to their rooms, and I always just sat there. Uncomfortable, sober… that was me.  Good old awkward Kate, that’s me.

I graduated college and true to form I got my degree in Library Science. I know, right? Boring… but that was me. I liked books, I liked the quiet solitude they afforded me. Books were my way to another world- a safe way. No matter what was going on in my life or how turbulent it was, books would always be there for me to comfort me.

I finished my graduate degree and got a job in my hometown, good old Albany, New York. It was down the road from where my parents lived, and it was comfortable. I saw them every week.

That’s why I shocked everyone when I announced that I had taken a position as a subject librarian at Trinity College, Dublin. In truth, I shocked myself when I applied for the position. It’s not something that I would have done, not in a million years. I had never even been outside of the country before. But something, well… something in the position attracted me. I put in my application, they took me, and off I went.

I said my goodbyes to my family and landed at Dublin Airport on a sunny June morning (I’d quickly learn those are rare). The rest of the week passed in kind of a blur: I got my visa, I found an apartment, and all of a sudden I was at my new job, halfway across the world.

And that was when I met… him.

I had been chosen as an assistant subject librarian for the Trinity English department. Naturally, that meant that I was going to be working closely with the English department: procuring books, collections development, helping professors and students in the faculty with requests. He requested something of me the first week.

I’ll never forget the moment. I was at my desk, looking over some requests from some of the senior staff, when I heard a voice behind me.

“Excuse me.” It said. Not a question. It was deep, with a beautiful lilting accent I would later learn came from the north, from Ulster.

“Yes?” I said, turning around. And there he was. Professor Roderick McLure, head of the department of English. He was older, I noted- gray hairs flecked his otherwise jet-black, short hair. It was his eyes, however, that drew me to him. They were these intensely green eyes, and they froze me cold. I’m not sure, but I think I started breathing just that bit faster.

“Are you alright?” he said. I realized he had asked me a question. 

“I… uh… I’m sorry, I didn’t catch that. I’m new here.” I said, fumbling my words. I felt like I was in high school again.

“That’s quite alright.” He said. “I asked if you could help me find a book. Mesmerized, by Alison Winters. Is it available? It appears in the catalogue but I’m unable to find it.”

“Of course, of course.” I said, pulling up the library catalogue. “Ah, here it is. It’s been misfiled, for some reason. It’s actually not here, I’ll have to have it sent via interlibrary loan from Cambridge. It’ll be three to four days.”

“That’s fine.” He said. He smiled at me. “I would like to be notified when it arrives.”

“The system automatically notifies the requestor.” I said. God, how much lamer could I be?

“Thank you. Have a good day.” He said, and walked out the door, his confident stride matching the baritone he opened with. I slunk back in my chair. Good old Kate, struck dumb by a handsome man.

“Now don’t be feeling sorry for yourself, Katie.” Siobhan, my office mate, said. “It wouldn’t be the first time a woman was at a loss to speak to a man like Roderick McLure.”

“Thanks, Siobhan.” I said.

“A man with those eyes, well… I’d wager he’s used to repeating himself.” She said, smiling. I smiled back half-heartedly. She was always so optimistic, so upbeat- she had been a lifesaver that first week when I was aimless and wandering around Dublin, and even more so when I started working with her.

Still… there was something else in those eyes. I felt… I felt like there was a connection somehow. Little did I know how strong that connection would be!

“Now listen, Katie. You know these systems aren’t the most reliable.” She began again.

“What do you mean?” I said, looking at her oddly. So far as I knew, the library system seemed… well, amazing. Trinity had over seven million books, and it effortlessly took care of all of them.

“What I mean to say is sometimes it forgets. Sometimes it loses bits of information- like, say, the name of a requestor.” She said. “And if there’s no requestor, there’s no email… and a good, dutiful subject librarian would have to notify the requestor themselves. Even bring them a book, maybe.”

“I see.” I said, and this time I definitely couldn’t hold back a grin as she pulled up Professor McLure’s request and nonchalantly deleted his name from the requestor line.

“What would I do without you, Siobhan?” I said, laughing.

“Probably not get a chance to talk to that oh-so-handsome man that asked you for a book.” She said, her eyes twinkling mischievously. “You can thank me at the wedding, dear.”

“Oh please, get real.” I said, waving her off. We shared a laugh for a bit, and then went off to work. The image of Professor McLure and his green eyes locked onto mine, however, never left my mind.

His book came in a few days later. Siobhan tossed it at me, smiling. 

“I think somebody’s looking for this.” She said, nodding towards the door. I smiled back, grabbing the book and heading over to Professor McLure’s office. I knocked on his door quietly. For a moment no one answered, and I figured he wasn’t there.

“Enter.” He said from inside. His voice was so deep, so commanding- it sent a thrill up my spine the way his eyes did. I walked into the room and he was seated at his desk, working on some papers there.

“Ah. Katherine, was it?” he said. No one had called me Katherine in years- only my father did when I was younger. “What can I do for you?”

“Your book’s arrived, Professor.” I said, handing the package over to him.

“Did it? I didn’t receive a notification.” He said, locking his eyes onto mine. It was those eyes. I couldn’t escape them- it seemed as though they bored deep into me, stripped me, laid naked my very soul.

“It’s a problem with the system they’re still working out. Occasionally the notification emails don’t get sent.” I said, finally able to speak. “But I saw the book’s title and remembered that you ordered it.”

“Thank you.” He said, taking the book from me. “How did you remember? You must get a great many requests.”

“Ah… yeah. Mesmerism is a pretty unique subject, though.” I said. “Not many books on that subject that pass through here.”

“Speaking of that.” He said. He got up from his papers, moving around the desk towards me. He was so graceful, confident… strong. I made a conscious effort not to blush. 

“I’ve been having some difficulty finding first-hand mesmeric accounts from the late 19th century.” He said. “As a subject librarian, I understand you would be able to assist me with that.”

“Yes, I could.” I said.

“Very good.” He said. He moved closer. “I’d like you to find first-hand mesmeric accounts from the 19th century. Female, English, upper-class if possible. Winters’ notes on the subject would be a good place to start.” 

“Uh… yes. I’ll let you know what I find.” I said, almost breathless.

“Good.” He said. He stood still for a moment, his face so near to mine, and neither of us spoke. Then he moved back to his desk. “That will be all.”

And that’s how it began- our collaboration, I mean. I set out to find those accounts for him- and I did, after much looking. I was surprised, actually: they weren’t that hard to find. I was sure Professor McLure could have found them after some searching. Maybe he had more important things to do.

And the accounts. I read through them, to make sure they were what Professor McLure was looking for. They were really interesting- they were accounts of women in the 19th century going under hypnosis- they called it mesmerism back then. They were… amazing. These women talked about the utter loss of control they felt, how they were entirely controlled by someone else… and how good that felt. I imagined how it must feel, how amazing it had to be. I kept reading them, even after I sent them off to Professor McLure.

And then it happened. 

I had brought him his latest stack of accounts, and I left them on his desk as usual. As I was leaving this time, however, he stopped me.

“Katherine.” He said in that voice, that voice that brooked no argument. “Do you have plans tonight?”

“I…” I said, faltering.

“I take your hesitation to mean that you don’t.” Professor McLure said. “Have dinner with me. Tonight, in my apartment. Eight o’clock.”

“I… yes.” I said. “I’d be happy to.”

“Splendid.” He said, smiling at me with those green eyes of his. “I’ll see you then.”

I left his office, and the night could not have come faster. I showed up at his door at eight o’clock, ringing the doorbell a little too eagerly. I hadn’t brought my entire wardrobe to Dublin, but I had a little black dress that I knew fit my figure well: a girl’s got to have that with her, at least.

“You’re prompt. I like that.” He said as he opened the door, letting me into his apartment. It was a second-level apartment in Temple Bar, and it was beautiful: we entered into the foyer, where he took my light windbreaker for me. He motioned me into the living room, where a beautiful table placement had been set before us.

“I hope you’re ready to eat.” He said. He pulled out my chair for me as I sat down, my heart racing. It was beautiful- perfect, even. He definitely had that Old World class.

“I’d like to thank you for your work thus far.” He said, pouring me a glass of wine before he sat down. “The accounts you’ve found have been invaluable to me and my research.”

“Thank you, I’m very pleased to have helped you.” I said. I took a sip of the wine. It was very good- another thumbs up for the professor. “The work has been, uh… interesting.”

“I’m glad you’ve been enjoying it.” He said. He smiled. “Not all of the work is as interesting in our department, I assure you.”

“I believe you.” I said, smiling back. I reached to sip more wine, and I realized I must have been more nervous than I thought- the glass was almost empty. “Professor, I have a question.”

“And I have the answer.” He said. “What is it, my dear? Tell me as I refill your wine. You seem to be running low.”

“Why are you studying mesmerism?” I said as he came over to refill my glass. “Why focus on such an obscure subject?”

“A good question.” He said. “It’s because I’m interested in the time period. The control aspect of it.”

“What do you mean?” I said.

“You know what I mean.” He said. His eyes twinkled. “You know my methods. Apply them. Why do you think mesmerism became such a passionate trend among the Victorians?”

“Well… The Victorians were a very constrained society.” I said, thinking for a moment. “Very strict boundaries. But along comes mesmerism… a seemingly powerful technique that could render someone helpless. Obedient. Enslaved.”

Even as the words escaped me, I felt that rush again, that same rush that I had felt when I was reading the mesmerism accounts. What must it be like? To lose control, to give up your will… I shifted in my seat. It was making me so hot. I imagined him locking those eyes onto mine, those eyes taking me over…

“Very good.” He said, nodding, breaking my rather sexy train of thought. “Sound conclusions. Pray, continue.”

“So… the mesmerism made them compliant. They could be forced to break those rules.” I said. The wine had started to go to my head. Or maybe it was him. His presence was intoxicating; that voice, those eyes. I felt half-mesmerized myself.

“Very good. You’re a quick study.” He said. He stood over me still, talking as a professor might lecture a student. “It was a way for them to unlock their sexual energies, a conduit to escape the repression they felt with their strict sexual boundaries.”

“That’s… amazing.” I said. I felt my face go red, felt my skin hot, electric. It must be the wine, mustn’t it?

“I know.” He said. He leaned down closer to me, those eyes looking into mine. “And I know you know too.”

“What?” I said. I could barely think with those eyes, those eyes looking deep into my soul.

“I know you read them, Katherine.” He said. He started to stand up. “I know they… arouse you.”

“I… yes.” I said.

“I’ve known since that first day you delivered that book.” He said. 

“I…” I faltered.

“Say it.” He said, locking those deep eyes on me.

“I…” I said. Could this even be real? I took a deep breath to calm myself. “I want you to hypnotize me.”

“I know.” He said. “You know you will lose all control, all inhibitions? You will be mine, to do with as I please, no will except my own?”

“Yes.” I replied instantly. I felt a jolt of excitement rush through me as I said it.

“You see, you understand.” He said, reaching into his pocket. “You crave submitting to another.”

“I…” I began.

“Be honest, Katherine.” He said.

“Yes.” I said. My breath started to quicken as he pulled out a little pocketwatch from his pocket. 

“This is quite a pretty crystal, Katherine.” He said. “I want you to watch it. Just relax. Look at the stone, focus on it, keep your eyes moving back and forth, locked on the watch.”

I followed the watch with my eyes, as he commanded, never letting it go for a second. I felt a thrill of excitement pulse through me, and I had to suppress it, had to force myself to relax, as he instructed.

“The watch is going back and forth, back and forth.” He said in his smooth, monotonous Irish baritone. “Just stare at it, Katherine. Focus on it, let nothing else distract you.”

I said nothing, continuing to stare at the watch. I was afraid that it wouldn’t work- that he wouldn’t be able to hypnotize me. Still, I did as he commanded, staring at the watch, watching it swing back and forth. I admired it, watched the candlelight glinting on its polished surface, reflecting the dancing candles back into my eyes as it swung back and forth, back and forth. 

“Just keep looking at the watch, Katherine.” He said. “Just keep watching it, watch it go back and forth as you listen to me, listen to my instructions.”

“Yes…” I said, distractedly. I continued to focus on the watch, as he commanded. It was bigger than I thought, or maybe it was a trick of the light, but it seemed to eclipse my vision, seemed to grow bigger. Before I had to force myself to look at it, but now I couldn’t look away, couldn’t look away from that beautiful watch swinging back and forth, back and forth, in front of me.

“Now, Katherine.” He said, his voice low and commanding. “As I continue to talk, you’re going to find it harder and harder to think. Harder and harder to make your own decisions.”

“I… yes…” I said, furrowing my brow. He was right. I didn’t want to think. It was as though a fog had descended on my thoughts. It was just easier to obey.

“It’s getting so hard. You don’t want to have to do that, make decisions, think for yourself.” He said. “It would be much easier for me to do it for you. Wouldn’t it be easier for me to take control?”

“Yes…” I said. That would be wonderful. I didn’t want to be in control. 

“Then listen carefully.” He said. “When I tell you to do so, you’re going to look into my eyes. And the moment you do, you will be lost in them. You will lose yourself, lose all  control, and become my helpless, obedient slave, to do anything and everything I wish.”

“Yes…” I said.

“Then look up, Katherine.” He said. “Look into my eyes, and become mine.”

I looked up then, as he commanded. My eyes met his, and they immediately overwhelmed me. They were strong before, commanding before- they had stared into the depths of my soul. But this was different. They were deep, green vortexes, and they not only stared through me but took me. They entered into me, taking me over, searing themselves into my very soul. The moment could not have lasted more than an instant, but it felt like a lifetime- and it was the moment when he turned from the professor into my master.

“Follow me.” He said finally. I obeyed instantly, following him into his bedroom. He slipped me out of the dress completely along the way, and I stood before him in just my bra and underwear. He reached into a drawer, pulling out a beautiful green scarf. He began to tie it around my eyes. I remained motionless, a good pet for my master.

“Now. Can you see?” he asked me.

“No.” I said.

“No what?” he said.

“No, Master.” I said. The title sent a thrill up my spine… and down.

“Good. Now rise.” He said. I did so obediently.

“That bra, it’s beautiful.” He said. “Take it off.”

I did so. I had never realized how hard it was to take off clothes with no sight before.  Instinctively, I moved to cover my breasts with my hands, a vestige of my life before I gave myself to him.

“There’s no need for that, Katherine.” He said. “Put your arms down.”

I obeyed, and as I dropped my hands he replaced them with his. It felt amazing. He moved in close, brushing his fingers lightly along my breasts and my hips. It felt… incredible.

“That feels good, doesn’t it?” he said, never stopping his exploration.

“Yes, Master. It feels… amazing.” I breathed. 

“I know.” He said. “Now the rest of it.”

I did as I was told, slipping my panties off to the floor.

“Spread your legs for me, Katherine.” He said.

He brought his hands down, slowly, brushing along my breasts and my stomach until his hand found its way between my legs. I felt a rush of cold air as he spread me… inspecting me. I wanted him so badly- his touch seemed to electrify me.

“Now, Katherine.” He said. “We’re going to see if you can be a good girl. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.” I said. It felt better every time I said it, that thrill of pleasure every time I obeyed him.

“Good girl.” He said. “Lay down on the bed for me.”

I went over to the bed and laid down on my back- slowly, seductively. I had never done anything like this before. I was nervous. Would I be able to please my new Master? I hoped a deep desire, a feeling I had never felt before inside me, would be enough, would give me the inspiration to please my Master. I waited patiently on the bed, my legs spread.

“Very good, Katherine.” He said. “But not like that. On your stomach.”

I obeyed, moving on my stomach. The sheets felt cold upon my skin. The feeling was back now, stronger than ever. I ached for him. I could feel my sex throbbing, aching for him. It was exciting- I could feel him looking at me. Wanting me.

“Now up, my love.” He said, placing his hand on my breasts and lifting my slightly. I raised my body into the air, my legs still spread, on my hands and knees. With every command, with every touch, I burned more for him. His touch was electric- a drug. I wanted more of it. I wanted him to stroke me, to touch me- I wanted his hands, his mouth, his member. I quivered in anticipation, and I instinctively bucked my hips towards his hand.

“No. Not yet.” He said, pulling back. “You first. Touch yourself, love.”

I complied almost instinctively now. I reached between my legs and slid my fingers through the wetness, immediately going towards my throbbing clit.

“No.” he said. “Open yourself for me.”

I spread my lips with my fingers. I held it for what seemed like an eternity.

“You’re a good girl, Katherine.” He said, bringing his hands down to stroke me. “Your pussy’s so wet, Katherine. Do you feel that?”

“Yes, Master.”

“It almost seems like you’re enjoying yourself, Katherine.” He said.

“Yes, Master. Oh god, yes.” I moaned. I bucked my hips against his hands animalistically. There’s not even a word for what I was feeling: it was beyond lust, beyond arousal. I was lost in some feeling I had never experienced before, consuming me. I felt insatiable. I bucked back harder, suddenly, and his finger slipped into my wetness.

“Ah-ah.” He said, pulling his finger out. I almost cried out as his hand left me. I felt a sharp, swift sting on my bottom. “Not yet, my pet. Not yet.”

“You first. Put your fingers in your pussy, my pet.”

I obeyed, sliding my fingers from the lips into myself. I slid them in slowly. I had fingered myself before, of course, and it was always good.  But somehow now it seemed not enough.  All I could think of was his cock; how big and hard it was, how good it would feel inside me, filling me up. I pictured his cock sliding deep inside me.

“Such a good girl.” He said, stroking my back as I fingered myself. I felt myself building. “Stop.”

I whimpered, stopping almost as soon as he said it, my fingers slick with my own wetness. Finally, I felt him: I felt his hands part my lips, exploring it, rubbing my clit slowly up and down. I almost couldn’t speak from the pleasure.

“You’ve never been with a man, have you?” he said softly.

“No…” I half-said, half-slurred, the pleasure dulling my senses.

“Do you want to?” he said.

“Yes. Oh god, yes.” I said. I could think of nothing I wanted more.

“Very well.” He said. He continued to stroke me, sliding his fingers into me. Suddenly, they were gone- replaced by something pressing against the entrance to my pussy.

“What was that?” he said.

“What…?” I said. I was drunk with pleasure, unable to focus on anything but the pressure building inside of me.

“What do you want?” he said.

“I want you.” I said.

“No, pet.” He said.

“I…” I said. I didn’t understand. Suddenly, he pulled his cock away. I gasped.

“No, please!” I said. Nothing could be worse in that moment.

“What do you want?” he repeated again. I tried to focus my foggy brain. Then I understood.

“I want to obey.” I said, and a rush of pleasure surged through me.

“Very good.” He said, and I beamed. “And right now, I want you to service me. So what do you want now?”

“Please…” I said. “I want your cock!”

“And what do you want me to do with it?” he said, bringing his cock back to my pussy, playing with my lips.

“Please, sir, I want you to fuck me.” I begged. My being was consumed by a deep need to be filled by him, to please him.

He thrust into me. I felt a strange pinch inside me as he ripped through my virginity, replaced with a feeling of being deeply filled. He thrust into me, reaching over with his hand to play with my clit. I was consumed with passion and lust, my nipples hard as he rubbed his other hand on them.

“What do you want?” he said again.

“To be fucked! Fuck me hard!” I said. It came out instantly, and it was true. That’s all I wanted at that moment: I could think of nothing else, could want nothing else. I desperately needed him to fuck me as hard as he could.

“Harder. Oh god, fuck me harder!” I said, as he thrust inside me. I felt that strange feeling inside of me, that feeling that meant I was only moments away from orgasmic bliss.

“And now, Katherine.” He said, his voice commanding me. He kept rubbing my clit, working it, teasing it as he thrust into me deep and right and hard. “Come for me.”

“Oh god! Yes Master! I’m coming!” I said- or screamed. I felt my pussy involuntarily clamp down on his cock, buried deep inside me. I heard it push him over the edge, grunting as he lost control and came with me and waves upon waves of beautiful, wonderful orgasmic bliss washed over me as I bucked on his rock hard cock.

It seemed like an eternity before my orgasm subsided. But it did, replaced by a pleasant afterglow, and as I came down from it I felt him stroking me, brushing his hands against my breasts, my mound, his cock still inside me.

“Very good, my sweet Katherine.” He said, slowly pulling himself out of me. He reached over me, undoing the green scarf he had tied on my head. I turned to face him. He was perfect; a sheen of sweat glistening on his smooth, tight stomach, his short grey hair tussled. He looked down on my with those amazing green eyes, locking themselves into mine.

“That was good for you.” He said. It wasn’t a question. He knew, as did I.

“Yes…” I said, still breathless from the waves of orgasm that had racked across me just moments before. “I had never imagined…”

“What?” he said.

“I had never imagined…” I said. “That my first time would have been like that.”

“Was it all you imagined?” he said.

“No…” I said. I smiled. “It was more. I could never have imagined that. It was incredible.”

“Yes.” He said. We lay there for a moment.

“How did you know?” I asked him finally.

“What?” he said.

“That… that I wanted you.” I said. Timidly.

“You deleted my name from the computer, love.” He said. “I got an email when you did.”

“I-“ I said. I gaped. “it told you?”

“It did at that.” He said. He smiled, and I laughed.

“Thank you.” I said. “for teaching me that I wanted to be yours.”

“It’s what professors do. And your tutelage isn’t done yet. It looks like there’s still a bit of work to be done.” He said, looking down at his rapidly hardening cock.

“I think you’ll find me a willing student, Professor.” I said naughtily, waiting for him to instruct me. A new world had opened up for me that night, a new world of pleasures that I knew I hadn’t even begun to explore with my Irish master…
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