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Chapter 1

“So, society’s interest in mitigating harm, disallowing coercion, and protecting vulnerable people from manipulation and self-inflicted damage trumps personal choice. Though there is some disagreement on where that line should be drawn.” Professor Mason paused to take a breath and look around the room, this was one of his favorite lectures, and the students usually enjoyed it too, some even more than the rest. He saved it for the end of the semester because it wasn’t something they were graded on, and everyone deserved a break before the onslaught of finals.

A young woman at the front of the room took the moment to interrupt, “so you mean like BDSM is okay but the german cannibalism guy isn’t?” She smirked at him, awaiting praise. He knew Stacy Alderson was already getting an A in the class and didn’t feel like inflating her ego too much.

“That was certainly the position of the German government, Stacy,” He smiled, “which of course begs the question, at what point does fetishism become a problem for society? Some think that all BDSM should be illegal, and not just your usual puritan types, some feminists believe that allowing any sort of consensual harm perpetuates harm against women.”

“Sure, but don’t some men enjoy being beaten and tied up too?” A B-student in the back of the room asked.

“Sure, but if you want to start digging into that you will need to take either a sexology or very progressive history course,” He chuckled, “let’s get back on track. Since Stacy brought up the ‘german cannibalism guy,’ we’ll use that as an example. He eroticised cannibalism, another man eroticised the idea of being eaten. They started down that path and it led to some dark places. The question is, does society have the right to stop consensual adults from exploring those dark places?”

He closed his notebook. “I’ll tell you what, if you are interested in exploring that idea further I will give 5 bonus points on the final to anyone who writes a convincing argument that society does need to intervene in those cases.” He smirked at the class, “and I will give 10 points to anyone who successfully makes an ethical argument on the side of our favorite german cannibal. Class dismissed.

As the class shuffled out a few students milled about chatting and joking about the german cannibal, as they slowly left one student was left, a handsome but bookish senior name Preston.

“Can I help you with something Preston?” Professor Mason asked, knowing it was unlikely that the student needed help, he wasn’t going to be valedictorian of his class, but that was only because he didn’t want to be.

“Not exactly, Professor,” Preston started as he moved to the front of the room. Then, in a quieter voice, he asked “I was just wondering, which side of things you came down on regarding the cannibalism thing?”

Professor Mason scrutinized the younger man for a moment, could he be…curious about such things? More than curious? “I can’t really tell you that, it would give you a leg up on the bonus question.”

“C’mon Professor,” Preston laughed, “I doubt I will even do the bonus essay, I think my grade is alright.”

The professor looked Preston over for a moment longer, maybe a moment longer than he should, the student was shorter than him, by a good four inches, younger by almost a decade, and almost waifish in size. He was also graduating in a month, which meant once finals were over he was, to Professor Mason’s mind, fair game.

“Yes. You will.” The professor stated simply.

“I-I will?” Preston, who sounded so sure of himself, unusually so in fact, just a moment before, was suddenly stammering, put off by the professor’s sudden sternness.

“Well,” he said, “you will if you want to hear my answer to the question. But I have to go, and I am sure you have classes or studying, or a girlfriend to deal with.”

“Not really,” Preston started, “you are right though. I should go.”

It was only as he started to turn to leave the room that Professor Mason noticed the student had a very prominent erection that he was probably trying to hide. He smiled to himself as the soon-to-be graduate left and started pondering his options.

*

For his part Preston could not believe how turned on he was. A virgin, he had found himself hooked on gay BDSM porn earlier in college. He wasn’t even sure he was homosexual, he was attracted to women, though too chronically shy to really date, every attempt ended in abysmal failure. But somehow nothing turned him on as much as submitting to the sadistic urges of a truly masculine, and usually older man. Something clicked in him when Professor Mason told him he would do the bonus essay, it was like a command, and it was unbelievably hot.

Getting back to his dorm, it was final week as a resident assistant, he locked the door and pulled out his laptop. Soon he was edging himself slowly while looking at various images of rough, powerful men, dominating men who looked, well, like him. He had never identified himself as a twink, but he was smaller and not very strong and he could imagine Professor Mason overpowering him and forcing him to his knees. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine what it would look like, where it would happen, his hand slowed down on his cock as he tried to savor the image, but soon he was spurting anyway.

Preston hated the stickiness of his cum, and hated the mess. He usually jerked off in the shower because that was at least a little cleaner, but doing that always meant potentially getting caught by one of his fellow students, an outcome he had to admit he had fantasized about various times as well.

*

While Preston was in his room masturbating Professor Robert Mason was sitting at home enjoying a glass of red wine while he researched something he had been wanting to explore for some time. In his non-professorial life Robert Mason was a hedonist and libertine, not quite gay but definitely had a preference for men, particularly younger men, despite his pansexual leanings. He was also entirely a dominant and had no time for equals in his romantic life. Some of that was an unwillingness to truly accommodate others, not in an evil way, just that he was uncompromising in his day-to-day existence, but he was also a sadist who was most aroused by having control over others, especially if they suffered as well as enjoyed it.

Now, Preston had awoken something in him, the way his self-assured facade crumbled at the slightest hint of a command aroused Preston beyond belief, and seeing the seniors erection gave the professor a wonderful sadistic idea, that he hoped Preston would capitulate to. A few hours later he had ordered lidocaine and a few syringes from a helpful Canadian pharmacy, an odd addition to his toy bag perhaps, but then, he was an odd person. He had also watched several medical videos of what was called a dorsal nerve block, an injection that would leave the other man’s penis numb and useless for several hours, and was confident he could pull off the procedure.


Chapter 2

It was the last day of classes at Western Michigan University, and Professor Mason’s Ethics final was the last one most of his class would be taking. For the seniors, like Preston, it was the only thing standing between them and a degree. Professor Mason stood and watched the students enter and he noticed Preston blushed and hurried by him. He hoped that was a good sign, but he wouldn’t know until the final was turned in.

Once everyone was seated he handed out the finals. There were three versions, all of them had the same first question, and same bonus question. The other two questions were randomly assigned. On Preston’s he wrote ‘you will stay and talk to me after the final is over.’ This was another test all of its own, he knew Preston would normally be among the first to finish, making him sit, and anticipate, for the whole 3 hours, was deeply appealing to the sadistic professor.

About an hour into the final he noticed that Preston was blushing again, and he was certain that he was working on the bonus question. It took all of his willpower not to get up and find out what he was writing, but he didn’t want to startle his prey, or make other students uncomfortable, instead he sat and waited, and daydreamed about Preston on his knees in front of him, unable to get hard no matter how aroused he was. 
 

In his mind’s eye he could see Preston kneeling, naked before him, his large cock hanging limp and useless while Professor Mason kicked at it lightly, taunting him for being unable to get hard. He would then slowly unzip his slacks and pull out his own cock, just as large as Preston’s but hard and virile rather than drugged into uselessness, his soon to be former pupil would slowly lower his head over the engorged penis and worship the more powerful man, eventually surrendering entirely.

*

Preston sat and wrote, trying to do so slowly so he wasn’t stuck waiting long for everyone else to finish. He had barely studied for any of his finals and was worried he had hurt his grades. In truth he had done very little that week beyond fantasize about Professor Mason having his way with him in all sorts of ways, including some that were undoubtedly somewhere between impossible and illegal. What started out as imagining blowjobs and spankings gave way to all sorts of dark ideas, the two that somehow stuck in his mind most strongly were the professor piercing his cock and using it as the connection point for a leash, and him being loaned out as a sex toy for the professors friends, being filled with their cum every day until he couldn’t remember a life outside that.

As he tried to focus on the bonus question, which had become the only question he really cared about, he cursed himself for not being able to focus, for being such a horny pervert even though he had masturbated three times that morning. His whole dorm room smelled of spunk and he still had to pack it up the next day. Finally he got himself under control enough to finish the final question. He put the finishing touches on his final essay: Some of us aren’t meant for anything other than to be the property of others and if consensual slavery is ethically acceptable then almost anything consensual ought to be considered the inherent right of those who are consensually involved. It makes sense to draw the line at death, in most cases, but only because in that circumstance it is almost impossible for one to know what they have consented to.

Having written those words, he realized there was still at least an hour in the class, and he allowed himself to return to his daydreams. In them, the professor branded him as property and sent pictures of his used and ruined body to his friends and family. The idea of the exposure, of having any hope of a normal life taken from him almost made him cum right at his desk, with no stimulation at all.

Only the professor ending the final saved him from that embarrassment. “That is time everyone! Pencil’s down.”

Preston watched as everyone else dropped off their paper and filed out of the room, only when it was empty did he get up, still sporting a massive hard-on and hand the professor his paper.

*

It took every ounce of self-restraint the professor had not to end the final early. He knew some people would write all the way up until the end though. When it was finally done he breathed a sigh of relief and directed everyone to hand in their essays and leave. When it was all over there was a pile of blue notebooks on the desk in front of the room, Preston Delaney’s was on top, and it was the only one he actually cared to read.

The young man stood nervously, waiting to find out why the professor had him stay. The professor walked by him without a word and closed the door to the classroom before coming back and sitting on the desk in front of Preston and smiling. He made it a point to look directly at the erection the senior was sporting before speaking.

“Stand there while I look over your essay. Your entire grade will be based on the final question.”

Preston opened his mouth to argue but the professor put out a finger. “One word and instead of it being your final grade it will be your whole grade. Do you really want to wager so much on just a few pages of writing?”

Professor Mason flipped to the last page with writing on it then backtracked to the beginning of the essay. It was well written, though his student was clearly distracted by his urges. When he got to the final passage he grinned and closed the notebook. “Consensual slavery?”

Preston looked at the floor and nodded.

“Look at me.” The professor said sharply, and when the order wasn’t followed immediately he continued, “I said look at me.”

Preston finally looked up. The professor pointed at Preston’s pants, which had the barest of a wet spot on them now. “Is that for me?”

Preston nodded again.

“We are in a bit of a gray area Preston. I haven’t graded your final yet. Do you want me to grade it now so you are no longer my student? Or do you want to scurry off before things get more awkward for you?”

“Please grade it, Sir” Preston whispered.

“What was that?”

“Please grade it, Sir.” He said again, louder.

“Sir, is it?” Professor Mason grinned, “I like that.”

He opened the notebook again, pretending to go through the essay with a critical eye. “Have you ever not gotten an  A, Preston?”

He shook his head.

“And how poor would your grade have to be on this final to get less than an A in my class?”

“It would have to be a C-, Sir.” He looked up again, fearful.

“Interesting.” The Professor stood up and got close to the other man, who was really barely more than a boy, “I wonder, if I failed you, would it make you cum?”

Preston gasped, and the wet spot on his pants grew a bit.

“I thought so,” The professor sat back down. “I can’t do that though, it would be unethical to give such writing anything less than the A it deserves. A shame, I guess.”

He wrote the letter ‘A’ in big red letters on the front of the notebook. “There, you are no longer my student.”

Preston gulped.

“This is a one time offer Preston, be at my house for dinner at 7pm sharp, tonight. I think it would be educational and maybe even enjoyable for you.”

“Yes, Sir.” Preston said, “should I go now.”

“You should.” Professor Mason nodded. “See you in a couple of hours.”


Chapter 3

Professor Mason returned to his small house, not far from the campus, and began arranging a, mostly, simple dinner of chicken cutlets with pasta and a garlic cream sauce. He changed out of his business casual, professorial outfit, into a dark gray suit with a black shirt. The whole look screamed dominance, and maybe wealth, and he wanted to both impress Preston and put him off balance. He carefully combed his hair into a style that was somewhat evocative of an aspiring fascist, while he held none of those political leanings he did have to admit the aesthetic was one that evoked ideas of strength and authority, perfect for what he was going for.

Finally, the doorbell rang, and his quarry had arrived. He waited until it rang a second time, and considered waiting for a third but was worried that Preston would run off rather than suffer anticipation if he let it go so long. He opened the door and stood rod-straight in front of his former pupil.

“On time.” He gestured for Preston to enter, and took in the boy's appearance as he did so. “That is a promising start.”

“Thank you Sir, and thank you for inviting me,” the response came quickly, his nervousness and anticipation showing clearly.

“Dinner is in the dining room. Follow me.” Robert Mason walked past the boy, he was thinking of him as ‘boy’ already, and patted his thigh as though he were signaling a dog to follow him. Preston gulped, not missing the gesture, and followed the older man into the dining room, sitting at the seat which was pointed out to him.

As they sat he poured Preston a glass of wine, and offered it to him. He smiled as the boy drank tentatively.

“It isn’t drugged,” Robert smiled at him, “though something tells me at least part of you wishes it was.”

The boy gulped and looked down. “This looks really good.”

“It is, I am a wonderful cook,” Mason answered him with no false modesty. “But is that really why you are here?”

Preston shook his head.

“I didn’t think so. In fact, I bet you are rock hard right now aren’t you?”

Preston looked up at him now, and asked “Why did you invite me here?”

Robert Mason sat back in his seat and crossed his legs. “I could tell you that it was because you were my favorite student, or my best student, or any number of things. But you know that would be a lie right?”

Preston nodded tentatively, and finally took a bite of food, it was as good as he expected.

“The first test was me telling you that you would do the bonus question after you told me you weren’t going to. Your response told me a lot about you. Then I read your essay, you took some compelling positions in it.”

“So you want to talk about my essay?” Preston asked his former professor.

“Sort of, but probably not the way you mean. Then, I saw your erection, and that adorable little wet spot on your pants. That sealed the deal. I wanted you. And now you are here.”

“Wanted…me?” Preston asked, his eyes wide.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“To put it bluntly, because you are small, weak, submissive, and turned on by all of the things a weak submissive boy should be turned on by.” Robert looked at him directly. “Tell me I am wrong.”

Preston fell silent instead, looking back to his plate and taking another bite.

He gave the boy another moment to say something and then stood up abruptly. “I have something to attend to in the other room. When I come back I am going to ask you a few questions. Depending on how that goes, you will be joining me in the other room. Do you understand?”

Preston gulped, audibly, “Yes, Sir. I understand.”

Roger Mason smiled down at him, “good. I think this is going to go wonderfully.”

*

Preston watched as the handsome older man left the room. The suit he was wearing was so different from what he had worn when teaching and only made him hotter. Preston could feel his erection growing even stronger and found himself hoping that the man would push things further, even if this was feeling all a little bit intense.

He wondered what the other man was doing in the other room and was anticipating finding out, his cock was so hard and his arousal so intense that focusing on eating was difficult. What he really wanted to do was reach under the table and stroke himself, but he knew that would be a mistake. He eventually found the willpower to finish his food, it truly was delicious, and then patiently waited for his professor, or former professor, to return.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, but was really only about fifteen minutes his host returned to the dining room. Preston again took him in, even in the suit you could see he was somewhat muscular, and the pants were just tight enough that he could imagine the other man’s large cock, Preston was in awe of him, and from the smirk on Robert Mason’s face, he probably knew it.

He circled the table, and Preston, as though he was circling prey, which is what Preston was increasingly feeling like, before sitting down.

“Okay Preston, I am going to ask some questions and you are going to answer them fully and honestly. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir.” The boy responded.

Robert Mason smiled, he loved how differential Preston was and knew that would only become more true if he had his way. “Good. Let’s start with the easiest one. What are you doing after graduation?”

Preston sat back in the chair, trying to put himself at ease, “I am going to law school in Ann Arbor, but I have deferred for a year.”

“Why are you deferring?” The professor leaned forward.

“My parents agreed that if I graduated with a 4.0 I could take a year off to travel through Europe, I have been saving for it, and they agreed to put some money towards it.”

Robert Mason drummed his fingertips on the table, thinking. “I guess it is a good thing I didn’t ruin that for you, huh boy?”

Preston blushed and adjusted in his seat, not fully understanding why the idea of the professor failing him, just because he could, turned him on as much as it did. “Yes, Sir,” he finally said.

“You know, there are some sex clubs in Germany and other places that you could explore. It would probably be quite educational for someone like you.” Robert Mason smiled at him.

“I hadn’t thought of that,” Preston said quietly.

“Of course you had, and that is the last time you will lie to me boy.” The man leaned forward exuding authority and power, “Do you understand?”

The boy just nodded, fearful and not wanting to ruin this opportunity.

“Good,” he leaned back in the chair relaxing, pleased with the boy’s obeisance. “You are a virgin, is that correct?”

Preston nodded again.

“You’ve never been with a man or a woman?” He wanted clarity.

Preston nodded again.

“Good. I like the idea of breaking in a virgin. Shaping their views of sexuality.” The boy gulped audibly at that, and felt himself stiffen even more. It felt like the lightest breeze would cause him to spurt through his pants, he wondered if that would anger or amuse the older man.

*

Robert Mason watched the boy squirm and knew that he had him fully aroused and on the hook. He could barely wait to get him into the playroom but still needed a little more information before he could decide how far to push things.

“How long do you have before you leave for Europe?”

“I have two weeks, but only a few days here before I go home. I will spend a little more than a week with my family before heading off.” The boy looked at the older man, almost plaintively, and Robert Mason knew at that moment that he was ready.

“Last question,” he started, “If I take you to the other room do you promise to do whatever I want so long as it causes no permanent harm?”

The boy's eyes widened even further at that. “Yes! I mean, yes, Sir! Please.” Preston stammered it out almost all in one word, and moved eagerly to get up from the table.

At this, Robert Mason laughed, he knew he had the boy hooked but the ultra eagerness was something else entirely. This was all going too well.

“Good then. Get up, slowly, and follow me.” Robert Mason stood up and moved to the doorway patting his thigh as he did when Preston first entered his home.




Chapter 4

Preston followed Robert Mason through the house, down the stairs, into a large basement room that stunned him more than anything he had seen in his life. It was as if he was standing in the middle of every pervy video he had ever watched, or in every fantasy he had ever imagined. Robert watched him look around the room in awe. Every imaginable piece of dungeon equipment, and some the boy had never imagined, were on display. Additionally there are implements for striking, binding, inserting, and every other sort of play imaginable all on display to titillate the boy's imagination, and possibly be used on him.

The room itself was a black tile floor with dark red walls, all of the furniture was upholstered in striking black leather. The lighting was bright white at the moment so everything was clearly visible, but it could also be adjusted from an app on Robert’s phone, to fit whatever mood was appropriate.

Finally, he had enough of watching the boy gawk. “Strip, place your clothes on one of the spare tables and kneel on one of those pads.” As he said this he pointed to a corner where there were thick pads, that looked like partial gym mats, piled in the corner.

The boy quietly stripped out of his clothes and neatly folded them, placing them on an empty table. Robert was pleased at how well he followed the instruction, he had actually expected a little struggle at that command. Things were progressing well. When the boy was finished stripping he retrieved one of the mats and kneeled a few feet in front of Robert, looking up at him expectantly.

“You have never done this before, have you, boy?”

“No, Sir.” The boy shook his head as he said it.

“I will teach you. Or perhaps I should say train you.” As Robert said this he stepped towards the boy and used his booted foot to encourage the boy to spread his knees further apart, adopting a more submissive, and open, posture. He then circled the boy closely and, once behind him, grabbed his hair gently and pushed forward until the boy’s head was bowed appropriately.

“Now, place your hands palms up on your knees.” The boy did as he was commanded and Robert circled back around to the front of him. To his credit, the boy did not look up.

“That is how a slave kneels. It is how you should kneel if a Master tells you to do so. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” the boy replied quietly. Robert marveled at how quickly he learned.

“Do you remember the conversation that started this journey boy? The one about consent?”

“I do, Sir.” Preston glanced up, then quickly returned his eyes to the appropriate position. Robert noticed and took mental note.

“Good. Because we are going to see about pressing those bounds now. How does that make you feel?”

“Nervous, Sir.”

“Good.”

Robert retrieved a metal tray, on it was a syringe, filled with an unidentified liquid, and a steel chastity cage, complete with a lock, but no key.”

“Are you familiar with these items, boy?”

Preston couldn’t quite find his voice and nodded slightly, another mental note for Robert.

“Do you remember what you promised before we came into this room?” Robert asked him.

The boy nodded again.

“I need you to say it.”

Now the boy looked up at him, breaking protocol, “I promised to do whatever you wanted so long as it didn’t cause permanent harm.”

“That is right. Now bow your head and do not look up again unless ordered. If you do, you will be punished.” He bowed his head again, and Robert noticed that his erection had grown even stronger. The boy was loving every moment of this.

“I think we understand one another. So let me tell you what is about to happen. I am going to use that syringe on you. You are not going to fight me on it. If you can’t accept that, you should get up and leave right now. We will not speak again.” 

The boy kept his position and said nothing for a few moments, then, without looking up, “may I ask what is in it, Sir?”

“You may not. But I promise it will do no permanent harm. I also promise that if you surrender to what I have planned this will be the greatest night of your life.”

The boy’s head swam and he almost fell over, but managed to keep himself kneeling. He said nothing.

“Not getting up and leaving is consent. Do you understand?”

The boy said nothing, and looked to Robert as though he were dazed and aroused beyond words. It was good enough for him.

“Good, he said simply. “There is a massage table behind you. Crawl to it. Then climb up and lay on your back.”

The boy did as he was told, something had changed in him Robert felt, but it was a good change. It was a level of acceptance he had not expected, and told him that he was going to push this all much further than he had initially intended.

As soon as the boy had laid down Robert was there to place a blinder over his eyes. He then attached cuffs to his wrists and ankles, he could fidget a bit but could not actually struggle, and his eyes had been rendered useless. Robert then trailed a hand lightly up and down his naked body before stopping and lightly stroking his cock, twice.

“Is this the first time you’ve ever been bound, Preston?”

He was surprised that the other man used his name and it broke him a little out of the daze he had been in, “Yes, Sir. Well, I have played with some self-bondage I guess, but nothing real.”

The older man hummed a bit at that, “so many firsts tonight, what a lucky boy.”

He stroked his cock a few more times until it felt like he was right on the edge of cumming, then he stopped, the boy groaned in need.

“Don’t worry, you are going to cum tonight, boy. Just not like that.”

Robert moved away from his, finally helpless, prey, and gathered the syringe from its place on the tray. Robert came back and with one hand pulled lightly at the boy’s cock, and then pushed it down, pressing it against his navel, it was easily seven inches long, possibly closer to eight, and rendering such a lovely tool useless was the most exciting thing Robert had in quite some time.

Without warning he plunged the needle into a spot at the base of the boy’s penis. He yelped in surprise but did not really struggle. He quickly injected half of the solution there and then did the same thing on the other side of the boy’s rapidly deflating cock.

*

Preston yelped in surprise at the first injection, but somehow took the second injection in stride. He had no idea what was about to happen, but rapidly he felt the effects of local anesthesia turn his cock to pins and needles and then nothing but true numbness. No pain, no excitement, nothing.

Before he could say anything he felt Robert’s presence beside him. “What I just did is called a dorsal nerve block. It totally anesthetized your cock. It is going to soften and be completely useless for, if I had to guess between 10 and 15 hours.”

He removed the cuffs from Preston’s wrists and ankles and helped him down off the table.

“Why?” It took moments to get even that word out and it was all he could muster.

“Because I could. Because you have a massive beautiful cock and making it useless is so fucking erotic. Because you are submissive and I am not. Do I really need to go on?”

“No, Sir,” Preston answered quietly, bowing his head, whether in defeat or dejection Robert couldn’t be sure.

He guided the boy back to his pad and forced him, gently, to his knees. “Have you ever sucked a cock?”

“No, Sir.”

“I’ll be gentle. I will guide you.”

“Please, Sir?”

It was the first time he had given that kind of response. “Is that please don’t make me?”

The boy shook his head vigorously, “No. Please. Please let me suck your cock, Sir. I have wanted to for so long.”

Robert stirred at that admission though he wasn’t surprised. He took the boy's head and slowly guided him to the tip of his red, throbbing, cock. The boy didn’t hesitate really, but did slowly take it into his mouth, more like he was exploring it than he was reluctant. In truth he hardly needed any guidance at all.

Soon the boy had taken much of it, though far from all of it, into his mouth and seemed to be enjoying himself. He was letting it roll around his mouth, he flicked at it with his tongue, and began licking and sucking enthusiastically. Knowing it was his first time, Robert let that go on for some time, just enjoying the feeling.

“I have wanted this for some time too, boy.” He spoke as the boy slurped up and down on his cock. “I have been planning it for weeks. How to bring you here, how to seduce you, learning how to give those injections.”

The boy stopped for just a second at the mention of the injections but continued on.

“You are still feeling aroused aren’t you, boy?”

Preston nodded enthusiastically, which only caused him to bob up and down aggressively on the older man’s cock. It made him smile. “This is what I wanted, I want you aroused and helpless. I love soft submissive boys like you but I really have no use for your cock, other than to humiliate you with it, and deprive you of it. Stop, boy, and tell me how that makes you feel.”

Preston looked up at him from his knees, drool covering his reddened face. “I don’t know, Sir. I am so turned on by all of this but that is so much more extreme than anything I ever thought of.”

Robert smiled down at him. “Good. Even if we never do anything like this again you will always remember the night I took your cock from you, and nothing will ever live up to it.”

The boy gulped at that and then returned to exploring Robert's erection, being deprived of his for the time being.

Robert let him do that for a few more moments then took the boy's hair in his hands once again, before pressing slowly forward until he felt the tip of his cock reach the boy’s throat, a slight adjustment and the tip was inside his throat, the boy started sputtering. “Breathe through your nose.”

Preston did as he was told and it relaxed him enough that, though it was a lot, he was able to endure the slow throat fucking Robert started to give him. There came a moment in all of that where Robert felt what little fight Preston had in him flee his body, it was like nothing and everything changed all at once and Robert knew the boy had nothing left but true surrender.

At that moment he pulled his cock out of the boy's throat and dropped to his own knees in front of him. He kissed the boy violently, plunging his tongue into his mouth and exploring every space in it as the boy passively accepted the rough masculine kiss, the first real kiss had experienced.

Finishing the kiss he pulled Preston’s head close to him and whispered, “now I am going to make you cum and when I am done I bet you will do anything to feel like this again. What do you think?”

“Please, Sir,” Preston mumbled, barely coherent, into Robert’s neck, and now Robert knew what that meant.

He stood up and pulled the boy to his feet as well. He practically dragged him across the dungeon to a padded stand with spots for the boy's legs, arms, and neck. The most amazing part of the piece of furniture was that its height could be adjusted based on how Robert meant to use it. Soon he had the boy strapped in completely. Unlike the massage table, here the boy couldn’t struggle at all, he was held mostly motionless. Robert then adjusted the height of the table so that the boy’s beautiful virgin asshole was at the perfect height for being fucked.

After stripping himself naked and retrieving a container of lube, Robert slowly covered the boy's ass with it and worked a finger, and then a second in. The boy couldn’t squirm but he could moan and even scream. The screaming didn’t start though until Robert pressed his cock slowly into the boy's ass, the lube helped, but the size and the experience was still more than the boy could imagine, certainly more intense than the small butt plug he had occasionally played with alone in his dorm room.

*

Preston could not believe how intense it felt. As his scream subsided he realized he was no longer a virgin, despite the fact that his cock had been turned into a numb, useless, noodle, the arousal was building inside him. He forced himself to relax and moments after he did the discomfort gave way to pleasure as his former professor started pulling out of him and slowly pressing back in. Bound as he was, Preston was completely helpless to do anything but accept it. The slow, sensual sex gave way over time to a more intense fucking and Preston felt a stirring and intense need building inside him, even though his cock was completely numb.

The need and pleasure built inside him as Robert continued to fuck him, but lacking an erection or any feeling in his groin, Preston could neither define or predict what was happening to him. Then he felt his former professor’s chest against his back, and felt the man’s warm breath against his neck.

“You are fucking helpless toy and I am going to cum inside you, boy. This is what you are for. You are a fucking object for real men to use and you know it.” As Robert finished these words he exploded inside the boy.

Preston’s head was full of emotions and arousal and need and he couldn’t hold or organize any of the thoughts into a coherent form. But when he felt Robert’s come paint his insides it was more amazing and erotic and pleasurable than he could have ever been prepared for. His own orgasm rolled through him, though he felt none of the explosiveness he had felt masturbating while imagining scenes like this over and over. He didn’t even feel his cum dribble out of the tip of his flaccid cock.

*

For Robert’s part he was able to watch this all happen with glee. To his mind it could not have gone better. He felt Preston’s orgasm start right as his finished and it was pure perfection. He imagined that it was both pleasurable for the boy but somehow left him wanting, which was his exact intention. He laid on top of the boy for a moment more and then slowly pulled out of him; Preston moaned slightly as the cock released from his anus with an audible plop.

He then carefully unbound the boy from the piece of furniture and helped him to his feet. He then walked him through a doorway into a shower room and dimmed the lights before removing the blinder from the boy’s face. He turned on a warm shower and slowly washed both Preston and himself. He took his time exploring the boy’s body and kissing him in various places.

Lastly, he soaked up the boys still numb penis and cleaned it, then continued stroking. He made the boy watch, to drive home how completely useless it was. He then pulled the boy into an embrace under the warm water.

“I love your cock like that, it is so big and soft and useless. It is so beautiful that way,” he whispered into the boy’s ear as he held him. He felt the boy shudder and could tell it was one of arousal.

He finished washing them both off and led the boy back into the other room. Rather than having him kneel he pulled the pad over next to a leather couch and had the boy sit there, pressed against his legs as Robert sat on the couch. They just sat like that for a while, with Robert idly petting the boy.

“How do you feel?” He asked, looking down at the conquered boy, who looked back up at him, his blue eyes filled with adoration.

“Amazing. I want to feel like this forever.” Preston huddled against the other man’s legs as he looked up at him, it was like he couldn’t be close enough.


Chapter 5

Preston woke up the next morning and instinctively reached down for his cock, always being one to masturbate in the morning. He quickly realized two things, first that it was still numb, and second that even if it wasn’t it wouldn’t matter, since he was locked in the steel chastity cage Robert had shown him the night before. He shivered with delight at his circumstance and rolled over, noticing Robert had already gotten out of the king sized bed they had shared the night before.

He padded out of the room and down the stairs, naked saved for the chastity device. It felt odd because he could feel the weight of it but little else, his cock still not recovering from the dorsal nerve block of the night before. Based on his calculations it would still be a couple of hours before he could feel anything down there again.

He found Robert in the kitchen, cooking. The older man smiled at him and gestured for him to sit at the island, it was much more casual than the dining room the night before.

“When do you leave to go home?” He asked the boy as he set a plate of bacon, eggs, and toast in front of him.

“Too soon.” Preston responded. “I am here for graduation but in two days I head back to Cleveland. Then I fly to Paris about 10 days after that.”

“I see,” Robert sat down beside him. “Your parents will be here for graduation I assume?”

Preston looked at him, with a hint of sadness in his eyes. “Yeah, then they will take me home.”

Robert laughed and tousled his hair. “I guess I will have to behave myself while they are here.”

They finished eating in silence. When they were finished Robert put a key on the table. “That is for the chastity device. If you want to take it off, you can. I don’t want to complicate your life.”

“Or?” Preston asked him, maybe hopefully.

“Or, you can leave it on for a while. We can see each other a little more and keep in touch when you go back to Cleveland.” Robert paused, “if you choose that, I will meet you in Cleveland before you fly off to Europe and let you out of it then.”

Preston thought about it. Mostly thinking about how in a few hours he will have feeling in his cock again, and how furiously he’d like to masturbate. He also felt about how everything that happened the night before and how good, how right, it had all felt.

“I think I want you to complicate my life, Dr. Mason.” Preston looked over at him and smiled. It was the first time he had called him Dr. Mason, maybe ever.

“Be careful what you wish for, boy.” Robert responded. “But if that is what you want it is still Sir, or maybe even Master.”

Preston mouthed the word Master and decided quickly he liked the way it felt in his mouth.

“I want you to complicate my life, Master.” He said it emphatically, and Robert knew he had found a boy he’d like to keep.

*

About two weeks later Preston found himself walking into an upscale hotel by the Cleveland airport, dragging a roller-bag behind him and with a backpack on his back. He stopped in the lobby and looked at the text message, all it was was ‘Room 418.’

He found the elevators and went to the fourth floor. He was about to knock but saw the door was being held open by the security lock, a common hotel trick. He pushed the door open and saw a note on the bed, next to a spandex hood.

Hello boy,

I will be back shortly. In the meantime, strip out of your clothes, put on the spandex hood, and lay on your back. I am so excited to see you.

~ Master Robert

Preston did as he was told, and soon found himself lying on the bed in a hood, waiting for the man he had started calling two weeks earlier to arrive. When he heard the door open and shut it took all of his self control to not jump up from the bed and embrace the man. Instead he waited as he had been ordered to.

He heard the man put something down and then felt him sit on the bed next to him.

“Such a good boy,” he heard his Master murmur. “I am so proud of you.”

He then felt hands on the chastity device, heard the click of a lock and felt the pieces being removed. His cock roared to life almost instantly, his erection as large and needy as he could remember. Robert began playing with it, moving it about, and stroking it likely.

Suddenly he felt a sharp pinch at the base of his cock and warmth spreading through and around it and just as quickly a second pinch and the warmth expanding up both sides of it. His Master continued to hold it and stroke it.

“If you can cum before the anesthesia fully kicks in you are welcome to it,” he laughed and stroked the boy furiously, honestly giving him a small chance of achieving orgasm.

Preston felt himself get close and thought he was going to get the explosion he had been waiting for but the numbness fully took hold. Robert chuckled with delight as the erection melted away completely in his hands. The boy whimpered in total defeat.

“I can’t believe you did that.” He whined through the mask. “You told me..”

“I told you I would let you cum, and I will.” Robert slapped him lightly on the cheek, more playfully than anything else. “But you know how I like your cock.

“Yes, Master,” the boy was still whining but there was also a tinge of acceptance in his voice.

“Have you decided?” His Master asked him.

Earlier in the week they had had a long email exchange that had ended with him offering to either go to Europe with Preston for the first couple months of the trip, or for him to come stay with Robert instead of traveling to Europe.

The boy moaned quietly in the hood. “No, Master. I want to come stay with you so badly, but I am afraid if I do I will never see Europe.”

Master Robert said nothing, but what he was thinking was if you come stay with me there are a lot of things you may never do or see, but I think it would be worth it. Instead, he said, “I don’t really like giving you choices but I feel like I have to give you this one.”

Preston whined into the hood but said nothing for a moment longer, Master Robert decided to push him a little further. “You can get a flight voucher for your flight and we can go together another time, you know.”

“Is this just for a year or is it for…” Preston trailed off.

“Well, you have law school right around the corner, unless things change even more drastically.” Master Robert responded, “but if you are asking if I can imagine keeping you as mine for longer, the answer is yes.”

The truth, Master Robert knew, was that if Preston went to Europe their relationship was probably over, and if Preston came to stay with him there was a good chance his entire life plan was going to change to suit his Master’s needs and vision. He couldn’t explain all of that though. The boy had to weigh this for himself.

“Are you ever going to let me have erections Master?” The boy half-whined, half-asked.

He chuckled, “probably not, but I will probably have to find new ways to stop them too. I am worried if I do the dorsal nerve block too often it would ruin your cock permanently.”

He watched as Preston twitched at that and heard him murmur something incoherent inside the hood.

“What was that boy?” He asked.

The boy moaned and shuddered involuntarily. “I said, would that be so bad?”

Master Robert said nothing, but thought about how fun it would be to take the boy’s erections away permanently.

Preston interrupted his thoughts with his next words and it was Master Robert’s turn to be stunned. “Take me home please, Master.”

Home.

Yes, Master Robert thought to himself, I am going to make it your home. 


He pulled his boy up into a hug and then removed the hood. Pack up the chastity device. If you are coming home with me we are leaving now. 

“Yes, Master.” The boy said, and began doing as he was told. Thinking to himself as he did so, I am going home.
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