

Student Bodies

by

Esther Harshom

First Ebook Edition, May 2014

Published by Esther Harshom at Amazon

Copyright 2014 by Esther Harshom

All rights reserved. This book may not be reproduced in any form, in whole or in part, without written permission from the author.


Dr Hazelwood had been watching the boy sitting in the front row of his lectures every week for most of the term now, and he had made up his mind: he had to have him for himself.

Scott was unusually attractive, even by the University’s standards – and there certainly wasn’t a shortage of handsome students enrolled on the courses. Most of them tended to avoid his Literature classes: even in his most balanced course – Literatures of the American West – a full three-quarters of his students were girls, and when it got up to his pet project (a two-term retrospective on women writers entitled ‘Feminism in the Long Nineteenth Century’) the tally was closer to ninety percent. They were good students, for the most part, but Hazelwood’s inclinations took a distinctly different direction.

Of course, none of them noticed. He was one of the youngest full lecturers on staff, in a University that prided itself on the rigours of tradition. The hiring board had apparently decided that that meant it would be staffed with oldsters as far as possible, and so at thirty-five Hazelwood stood out against the sea of white hair and wrinkles. Naturally, in such a conservative environment, he had thought it better to keep his orientation a secret, and he had largely been successful: the worst he had to deal with was managing to resist the temptations of young female finalists who were willing to offer him anything – anything – for a passing grade on his course.

What they put down to his unimpeachable ethics was really down to something entirely less honourable. If Scott tried it, Hazelwood knew, he would have struggled to say no. For the thought of the boy’s lips around his cock, Hazelwood would have given him his own diploma right off the wall.

But of course, that would never have happened. Scott was as straight as straight could be. Kind, sure, and good-natured, but one look at him made it clear that there wasn’t an ounce of depravity in him. His vanilla naiveté made Hazelwood want him all the more. It was so much fun to be the corrupter, after all.

He had dabbled with hypnosis for years, on and off, first viewing it as little more than a party trick and only relatively recently discovering the power it could unlock.  Previous partners willing to explore it with him had found his skills to be substantial – at least, until he had grown bored with them and had wiped their memories of the whole thing – but the last one had been six months before and he was itching for something new.

Why pretend? It wasn’t just any something he was looking for. Hazelwood wanted the cute boy in the front row, and he wanted him all to himself.

There was a theory that Hazelwood had always found to be true: that it was impossible to hypnotise a subject into doing something they weren’t already comfortable with doing. In theory, that ruled out Scott as a victim, but somehow it made the older man want him even more. Could it be done? With practice, and careful study, could he break Scott’s mind?

There was only one way to find out.

He had pored over every book he could find, every internet resource and everything the University’s extensive library had to offer. Some of the books he had unearthed hadn’t been taken out in over twenty-five years, before Scott even would have been a glint in his father’s eye. Night after night he had spent reading, researching, learning everything he could – after all, what use was his academic training if he couldn’t put it to good use? – until at last he thought he was ready.

After that, all he needed to do was pick his moment.

He had called Scott into his office one day after a lecture on the continued debates over Mary Wollstonecraft and her relevance in modern life that he had practically sleepwalked through. His mind had been elsewhere: namely, on the front row, pondering just what his favourite student’s body would look like underneath his shirt. By the time the lecture drew to a close – practically by itself; Hazelwood was by that point in no fit state to draw it to an acceptable conclusion, not that any of his bored-looking students noticed – he had made his mind up. Today was the day.

As the students filed out one by one, Hazelwood let his voice rise above the rabble. ‘Mr Parker, if you please?’ he said, beckoning the younger man towards him. He waited for the younger man to drift away from his friends, and then leaned in close. ‘I need to see you in my office at some point today. It’s about your course work.’

Scott looked surprised; as far as he knew – and accurately, of course – he was a model student. ‘Is it important?’ he asked, unable to stop a tinge of concern from creeping into his voice.

Hazelwood nodded. ‘Yes,’ he said slowly. ‘Not serious. Nothing to worry about, overly, but important nonetheless. Shall we say, my office in ten minutes? I think that would be best all around.’ Hazelwood left no room for Scott to protest.

‘Sure,’ he said good-naturedly. ‘I can do that. Your office, in ten minutes.’

As the boy skipped off down the corridor, Hazelwood all but ran to the bank of elevators that led to the fifth floor. There was work to be done, and not much time to do it.

He was already flicking through the files on his phone when he arrived at the door to his office, desperately seeking the audio file he had found on the internet a few weeks before: a very soft ambient track, over which someone had thoughtfully laid a single, inaudibly high-pitched note that was supposed to aid in unlocking the mind and making it more open to suggestion. He had tried it on himself, and there was definitely some effect – placebo, maybe – but now it was to be put into practice for real. Every little thing that might help was being brought to the game. He plugged it into its docking station and listened. It seemed to be working. 

Hazelwood set his leather office chair in the centre of the room, turned up the thermostat – hoping desperately that there was enough time to turn his frigid office into something suitably warm and sleep-inducing, and waited for Scott to arrive.

It didn’t take long. Within five minutes, Scott had arrived, placed his bag down by the entrance, and taken a seat in Hazelwood’s chair; the older man had chosen to stand. He walked behind Scott in silence, letting him adjust to the temperature of the room and allowing the sound playing in the background to do its work.

Thirty seconds went by, then a minute. ‘What did you want to talk to me about?’ Scott asked eventually. ‘Is there something wrong?’

Now or never. It was time to seize the moment.

‘I’ve noticed you falling asleep in my classes,’ Hazelwood said simply. ‘There’s no point in denying it. I’ve seen it pretty much every week.’

The boy looked shocked. ‘Dr Hazelwood, I promise you, I...’

‘Is there something about the sound of my voice that makes you sleepy, Scott? That makes you drift off?’ He placed a hand on the boy’s shoulder. ‘Relax, Scott. You can tell me. It’s OK. This is a safe space.’

‘I... I don’t know. Maybe?’ The boy was stammering, and nervous; Hazelwood had put him on edge. ‘I don’t remember falling asleep.’

‘Well you wouldn’t, would you?’ Hazelwood said. ‘You’d be so relaxed you wouldn’t remember anything about it.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Of course. Do you trust me, Scott?’

‘Yes.’

‘Do you think I’d lie to you about something like this?’

‘No, I...’

‘Then surely you have to accept the fact that you fall asleep when you’re around me. That you just drift off. That you let yourself go. Just like I said.’

‘I... yes,’ Scott said. The Professor’s logic seemed sound – and there was something about the warmth of the room that made everything else foggy. He was sure he had a counterargument, somewhere, but it just seemed too difficult to wrap his mind around. ‘Yes,’ he said again.’

‘You see? You’re falling asleep right now. I can see your eyes closing as I’m talking to you. It’s like every word is making you drift further away, isn’t it?’

Scott hadn’t realised it until it had been pointed out to him, but his eyes did feel heavy. With every second that ticked by, it became more and more like swimming through treacle: a dull, painstaking process that was more effort than it was worth. ‘I’m sorry,’ he said. ‘I just... can’t help it.’

‘It’s OK. You’re safe here, in my office. Because you trust me, don’t you?’

‘Yes.’

‘Say it.’

‘I trust you. It’s safe.’

‘That’s right. All you need to do is let it happen, boy,’ Dr Hazelwood said. ‘Let yourself give in. It’s the only way.’

‘... the only way...’

‘That’s right. Drift off. Give in.’

‘... drift off...’

‘Give up everything to me.’

‘... give... up...’

‘You’re mine now. Your whole body is under my control.’

‘Yes...’ Scott answered dreamily.

‘And your mind has slipped right away with it. Let it go, Scott. Let everything go. All you need is the sound of my voice in your ears, and to give me your complete obedience. That’s all you want in the world right now, isn’t it?’

‘Yes...’ he said again.

‘Yes, what?’

‘Yes, Dr Hazelwood.’

The older man chuckled. ‘No, boy,’ he said. ‘Not Doctor. Not when you’re like this for me. When you’re in your trance, and we’re alone, you’ll call me Master. Always. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Master.’

‘And do you know why you’ll call me Master?’

‘Because I’m yours, Master. I belong to you.’

‘Good boy. Don’t you forget that. Let it burrow into every level of your unconscious mind. You belong to me, until I decide otherwise. Your life is mine to control. Everything you do is for me, and for my benefit. You. Are. Mine. Got it?’

‘Yes, Master.’

‘Say it.’

‘I’m yours. Everything I do is for you.’

Hazelwood looked at the physique of the boy in front of him, and then at the clock on the wall. His office hours would soon be over, and his next class – a tutorial on some middling Romantic poet that he was covering for a friend in the faculty – would be demanding his attention. As tempting as it was to have Scott’s body all to himself right now, it would be rushed and unsatisfying, and that would never do: the young man’s body was one to be savoured, not hurried.

‘I’m going to wake you up now,’ he said slowly, a plan forming in his mind. ‘And when I do, you’ll believe whatever I tell you without question. Everything I say to you will feel like the absolute truth. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Master.’

‘Good boy. And whenever I tell you to sleep, you’ll come right back to this state of complete obedience for me – a perfect trance state where I can control your mind. Tell me you understand your instructions.’

‘I understand, Master.’

‘Perfect. Wake up feeling alert and refreshed in three... two... one...’

As he clicked his fingers, Scott’s eyes shot open. He blinked a few times and looked around the office, as if wondering quite how he’d come to find himself there. While he was still disorientated, the older man began talking rapidly, capitalising on his confusion.

‘... so in summary, Mr Parker, your work this semester has been severely lacking. So much so that unless it improves in very short order, I’m going to have no choice but to put you down as a failing grade.’

He smiled as a look of immediate panic set in on the young man’s face: he’d bought into the lie hook, line and sinker.

‘I didn’t... I guess I didn’t realise it was so bad. Is there anything I can do to make it up? An extra credit project, perhaps?’

If only you knew, Hazelwood thought to himself. Instead, he clicked off the speaker that was producing the high-pitched noise. Scott seemed more awake immediately.

‘I like you, Scott,’ he said. ‘You’ve always been a good student, until recently, so I’m going to cut you a break.’ He grabbed a sheet of notepaper from the pile on his desk and scribbled down his details. ‘Here’s my home address,’ he said. ‘It’s walking distance, so you should have no trouble getting to it. Be there at eight pm sharp, and I’ll see what I can do about that grade.’

The younger man smiled, his face set in a genuine expression of relief. ‘Thanks,’ he said. ‘I won’t let you down.’

‘I’m sure you won’t,’ Hazelwood said, as Scott gathered his books and headed for the door. It closed behind him with a gentle click.

In fact, he thought, I think you’re going to be just about perfect.

The knock on the door came at exactly eight o’clock, as Dr Hazelwood had insisted, but before he heard the gentle rap of knuckles against wood he had almost managed to convince himself that the boy wasn’t coming. With his plans for the evening, that would have been a shame to say the least, and as he opened the door and found a nervous-looking Scott perched on the stoop, he allowed himself to feel release.

It wasn’t the final test, but it was a good sign.

‘Come in,’ Dr Hazelwood said, doing his best to keep his voice stern. It seemed to do the trick. Scott slid past him with a hangdog look on his face, following the guiding hand that directed him into the living room, and took the seat that Hazelwood pointed out to him. The older man remained standing, looking down at the boy.

It was time.

‘I think we should get right down to business,’ Hazelwood said. ‘No point messing around. You understand why you’re here? That your performance hasn’t been up to scratch?’

The boy nodded earnestly. ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘I’m sorry.’

Hazelwood swept on regardless, ignoring the apology. ‘And you’ll do anything to change your grade?’

For the first time, Scott looked genuinely uncomfortable at something the older man had said. ‘Yes,’ he said slowly, drawing the word out far beyond its single syllable. ‘I mean, I guess so.’

‘Wonderful. That’s just what I wanted to hear.’ He stood up, and brought his face close to his student’s, hunching over the sofa and setting his eyes just inches away. ‘Sleep for me now, Scott,’ he said. ‘Go into your trance like a good little boy, and sleep for me.’

The effect was instantaneous. Scott’s body slumped forward; his breathing, erratic with nerves, calmed down to a soft in-and-out that repeated over and over as though on a loop. The trance he had fallen into was deep; it didn’t take an expert to see that much. He was as limp as a ragdoll.

Even though he had planned it, Hazelwood found it hard to believe that it had worked.

‘Scott?’ he said. ‘Can you hear me?’

The voice that came back was quiet, but unmistakeable. ‘Yes, Master,’ it said.

A thrill ran through Dr Hazelwood’s body. The boy was his – his toy, his plaything. He would work the boy like a puppet and cast him aside, his memory wiped clean, only bringing him back to be used whenever the mood took him. The Adonis he had silently lusted over for months was here, and helpless.

The potential was limitless.

‘I’m going to touch you now,’ he said. ‘You want that, don’t you?’

Scott nodded enthusiastically. ‘Yes Master. Please.’

‘That’s right. You’re desperate for me to touch you. You know it will feel so good for me to lay my hands on your body.’

‘Yes, Master.’

With shaking hands, still not entirely sure he could believe what was going on right in front of his eyes, Hazelwood reached out to touch Scott’s shoulders. Even through the fabric of his shirt he could feel the boy’s body heat radiating, and the sheer strength that was locked up inside of him, but to his surprise there was no tension there at all: the muscles were as loose as could be. It was as though he was lying on a beach in the Caribbean, rather than in the house of a practical stranger, being groped like a piece of meat.

Hazelwood moved his head down close to the boy’s own, bending over until he was level with him. Even when they were almost nose to nose, the dreamy look never left Scott’s face. He moved closer, somehow, halving the gap over and over until there was no way of avoiding what was rapidly coming to seem inevitable.

And then he kissed him.

The boy didn’t react as Hazelwood’s lips touched his. The soft touch barely seemed to register. There was no disgust, as Hazelwood might have expected, but neither was there any sense of arousal. The boy’s face remained like a statue: a living, breathing statue, perhaps, but one just as fixed in marble.

That could be changed.

Hazelwood leaned into the boy’s ear and whispered. ‘Have you ever been fucked before, Scott?’ he asked, holding his breath as he waited for the answer.

Scott nodded, eagerly. ‘Yes Master. Lots of times.’

That was surprising. Scott had always struck him as the hyper-masculine type: he couldn’t imagine him being with another man, somehow. In fact, that was a large part of his appeal: Dr Hazelwood had longed to be the first, to corrupt him and make him his own. It was hard enough to imagine that he might even allow a curious girlfriend to slip anything inside his ass – at least, nothing more profound than a surprise finger during a blowjob.

‘What do you mean, you’ve been fucked lots of times?’

‘I’m not a virgin,’ he said, as though it was the most obvious thing in the world – as though anyone could have suspected otherwise. ‘I’ve had sex with a lot of girls, Master.’

Dr Hazelwood grinned to himself. It hadn’t even crossed the boy’s mind that that wasn’t the sort of fucking he had meant.

‘No, not with women. Have you ever been really fucked? By a man?’

‘No, Master.’

‘But you’ve wanted it, haven’t you?’

‘No, Master.’

That was a problem, although not unexpected. ‘Don’t lie to me, boy. I see the way you look at me. You want this. You want my cock, don’t you?’ For the first time, there was silence from Scott, as though he was wrestling with his acceptance of the idea. His mind might have found the idea shocking, but his body didn’t lie: even through his student’s jeans, Dr Hazelwood could see the bulge of a substantial erection.

I wonder how it tastes?, he thought, and then admonished himself. There would be plenty of time for that later.

‘There’s no use trying to hide it from me, you little slut,’ he said. ‘I know everything about you. You want this. You need it. I’m your Master, and you’re my slave – and you need to be claimed.’

Scott’s shoulders slumped in acceptance. ‘Yes, Master.’

‘Say it. Tell me what you are.’

‘I’m your slave.’

‘And?’

‘And I need to be claimed.’

‘That’s right. Good boy. You’ll find this is much easier if you try to remember that.’ Hazelwood dared himself to reach out and touch his new plaything, and was thrilled to find that the boy didn’t recoil; in fact, quite the opposite. As his fingers made contact with the fabric of Scott’s shirt, he let out a contented sigh.

He wants this, Hazelwood thought. He had never seen someone react so well to an induction – or to the idea of giving up control so completely. That’s why he went under so readily. He might not know it yet, but it’s as plain as day.

The professor smiled. This was going to make his job a lot easier.

‘Strip,’ he said, his voice firm. ‘Stand in the middle of the room and show me your body. Now.’

Scott pulled himself off the couch in one smooth movement, but his steps as he positioned himself in front of his new Master were clunky and rigid: he dragged his feet like a sleepwalker, but it wasn’t long before the show began. Layer by layer, his clothes were removed and cast aside into a pile at his feet, and then Scott stood as still and as perfectly-proportioned as a Greek statue, ready for Dr Hazelwood to inspect him.

The younger man took care of himself; there was no way of disputing the fact. Every inch of him was toned and lean, without the over-engineered musculature of so many sportsmen. No, Scott had a swimmer’s build, powerful and lithe, and Dr Hazelwood couldn’t help but approve. He walked around his new acquisition carefully, noting every contour of the body that stood in front of him.

His new toy. All for his amusement, for his pleasure. Every square centimetre. Every inch – and, looking down between the boy’s legs, there was certainly no shortage. Scott looked as though he had been sculpted by Michelangelo, but his package was more akin to something out of a porn movie. It was no wonder he had a reputation as a ladies’ man.

Hazelwood ran his fingers along its length. Even semi-erect as it was, it was an impressive piece of equipment. He found his mind wandering briefly, picturing what it would be like to drop to his knees, take the boy’s fresh young penis into his mouth, and work it until a sticky load shot down his eager throat, and then...

No. Why dream of servicing his toy? There would be plenty of time for that, if he chose to do it, and it would be all on his terms. Now he had other concerns.

Now, it was time to test the power of the trance.

‘What are you, boy?’ he said again.

‘I’m your slave, Master.’

Dr Hazelwood felt a thrill shoot through his body and his cock begin to stiffen. There was something about the willingness of this young pup to give up control that made him impossible to resist.

‘That’s right, boy. You’re my little slut. Mind and body, you’re mine. You’re helpless. You belong to me.’

‘Yes, Master.’ His voice was light and dreamy, with no trace of his earlier hesitation.

‘And that’s why you’re going to get on the floor where you belong.’

The boy dropped like a sack of potatoes. His knees thudded against the carpet loudly enough that for a moment Dr Hazelwood was sure he had broken something, or at least caused himself some difficult-to-obscure bruising that was bound to be commented on in the locker room, but there was no change in the expression on Scott’s face. If he was hurt, he hadn’t even noticed. Instead, he still wore the dreamy, blissful countenance of sleep.

‘Good boy,’ Dr Hazelwood said as he ran a hand through Scott’s hair. ‘But a little whore like you needs to be even lower. Get your face against the floor. Grovel for me. Show me how desperate you are.’ Scott lowered his body to the floor, rubbing it against the hard wood, his hands pressed flat against it in supplication.

‘Yes Master,’ he said hurriedly. ‘Thank you.’

‘For what?’

‘For letting this slut grovel in the dirt where it belongs.’

This slut.

It.

Dr Hazelwood smiled. It was astonishing how quickly the boy had adapted to his new place in life – that of an object to be used, rather than a person to be respected. Not even in his wildest fantasies would he have believed it was possible, and yet here the proof was, right in front of him. He extended one foot out towards Scott’s face.

‘Kiss it,’ he said. ‘Worship it.’

Scott leapt forward hungrily, his hands grasping at Dr Hazelwood’s shoe as though it was the most important thing in the whole of creation. His lips pressed against the Italian leather over and over, but no matter how long Dr Hazelwood left Scott there at his feet, his enthusiasm didn’t seem to wane. Every kiss was given with sincere devotion – a devotion that seemed to cut right to the very core of the boy’s personality. 

He was broken. It was time.

‘You want me, don’t you, Scott?’ he said gently.

‘Yes, Master.’ The words were a temporary respite from the kisses of the older man’s shoe, but it didn’t last; almost as soon as they left Scott’s lips, he returned to his task.

‘You want everything I have to offer you.’

‘Yes, Master. Everything. Anything.’

‘Everything I give you will make you feel happy and content with your new role in life.’

‘Yes Master.’

‘And what’s your role now, boy?’

‘Your slut, Master. Your slave. Your property. Your toy.’

‘Good boy. That’s right. And if you’re my property, that means I own you, right?’

‘Yes, Master.’

‘Every inch of you. Every part of you.’

‘Yes, Master. Everything.’

That was enough for Hazelwood, and more than he could bear to hear. He pulled his foot away, watching with a smirk as the boy scrambled momentarily to find it again. ‘It’s OK,’ he said eventually. ‘Kneel up. On all fours.’

The boy did so immediately, like a well-trained puppy. His cock, previously only semi-hard, now swung between his legs at full mast: a pendulum weight that did nothing to hide his excitement. No matter what he had thought about his sexuality up to this point, he certainly seemed to be enjoying himself now.

Hazelwood circled him like a wolf watching his prey, silently enjoying the look of bliss on the boy’s face. He moved down, tracing his fingers across the muscles of his plaything’s shoulders, the curve of his back and down to the peach-cleft of his buttocks. His ass was tight and firm and crying out to be used.

Hazelwood unbuckled his trousers and cast off his shirt, standing behind Scott. So many options. He could use the boy’s mouth – yes, that could work: gripping his hair as he slid his cock into his students’ throat, fucking him raw enough that his voice would still be hoarse when it came to next Friday’s lecture – but he didn’t trust himself to avoid the temptation. There was only one thing to be done, only one act that could satiate his desire for complete control of the boy’s body. He didn’t just want to use him. He wanted to own him, now and forever. He wanted to make his mark.

He positioned himself behind the boy on his knees, right there on the living room floor. For a moment he pictured people walking past the window, only the thin material of the curtain protecting them from the depravity within, and smiled. If only they knew...

His cock was achingly hard, swollen to a full seven inches and just about bursting with anticipation. A bead of precome had formed at the head, and he wiped it off with his finger before presenting it to the boy. ‘Suck it,’ he said. ‘Taste me. Taste your Master.’

Feeling the boy’s tongue work its way across his finger, sucking at him like the greedy little slut Hazelwood had somehow known he’d be, Hazelwood couldn’t wait any longer. He pulled the clean finger away from Scott’s eager tongue, noting with pleasure the look of disappointment on the boy’s face, and then positioned himself behind him. The boy’s hole puckered gently around his finger as he inserted it, slippery with saliva, and for the first time Scott made a tiny whimper, more suited to a small animal than the muscled sportsman he was.

‘Shh, boy,’ Hazelwood said. ‘You want this. You need your Master inside of you. Don’t you?’

‘Yes, Master.’ His voice was strained, but eager.

‘Say it. Repeat it for me.’

‘I need you inside of me, Master.’

‘Good boy.’

Hazelwood removed the finger from the boy’s tight asshole and spat on his hand once, and then again. There might have been time for him to go upstairs and fetch the bottle of lubricant he kept by the side of his bed – they had all the time in the world, after all – but there was nothing even close to the motivation he would need. He wanted this to be raw, and dirty, and forceful.

If the boy was broken by it, so what? There would be other boys. Now, he could get as many as he wanted.

He pressed the head of his cock against Scott’s hole and paused for a moment, savouring the quiet in the room before the beat of flesh against flesh began.

‘I own you,’ he said quietly, listening to the words as they echoed around the room.

‘You own me, Master,’ Scott purred. ‘You own me. You own–’

The words fell away from Scott’s lips as Hazelwood pushed forward: in one firm, smooth thrust he had slid his cock into the boy’s asshole right the way up to the hilt.

Hazelwood could see the boy struggling with what was happening to him, and all the new sensations flooding his body, but he didn’t care; the delicious grip of the boy’s rosebud around his cock sent every other thought to the back of his mind. He grips Scott’s hips firmly, using them for leverage, driving himself in over and over. At first, he noticed Scott pulling away, his body making a subconscious effort to avoid the attack of this strange and foreign invader against his most intimate areas, but the trance held: his hands never left the floor, and his moans – first of pain, then of pleasure – had a dreamy quality to them. As Hazelwood reached around to grasp the boy’s cock, he found it just as hard as it was before.

And then, without the grip on his hips, Scott began to push back himself.

It happened slowly at first – almost tentatively, as though he wasn’t sure what he was doing or how his body was supposed to respond to the new feelings. Hazelwood let the boy come to the conclusion by himself, enjoying the confused noises his student was making as his self-described heterosexuality fell away from him like the leaves of an oak tree in autumn.

‘I’ve had sex with lots of girls, Master,’ he had said when he arrived – so proud of it, so content with his limited worldview.

Well, he had never had sex like this, that was for sure.

Hazelwood began pumping the boy’s cock in time with his thrusts, conditioning him: the harder Scott impaled himself on his length, the more deftly he worked his cock and balls with his hands. Hazelwood was no stranger to providing pleasure, where it was earned – and Scott was earning it in spades.

‘Fuck,’ he gasped almost involuntarily as he felt his balls tighten and his orgasm approach. Scott moaned in response – something that might have been words, once upon a time in the space between the brain and his slutty lips, but was nothing but a garbled and insensible noise of pleasure by the time it emerged.

That would never do. Hazelwood needed to hear the boy’s voice. ‘Say it,’ Hazelwood commanded as he thrust into the boy’s eager hole: a teacher’s voice, used to obedience. ‘Tell me what you are.’

The words in short bursts, the only way Scott could get them to form, but they came all the same: breathy cries punctuated by thrusts and the slapping sound of sweaty skin against skin. ‘I’m your slut, Master. I’m your slave. Your worthless little toy. Forever. You own me. You...’

The last word was lost as the sensation of Hazelwood’s hand against his cock became too much for Scott’s body to resist. A hot jet of come shot from the boy’s dick and splashed across the carpeted floor. For a second, Hazelwood was furious – he hadn’t given his new plaything permission to come; didn’t this whore understand that his pleasure now belonged to someone else? – but the rage was short-lived. The boy’s orgasm forced his body to shudder in pleasure and his asshole to tighten, squeezing Hazelwood’s cock a little more with every thrust.

It took no time at all for the older man to spill his load.

He gripped Scott’s hips tightly to his as he released himself into the boy’s ass, his body jerking and twitching with pleasure and power. He had done it. He had seen what he wanted, he had brought it to its knees, and he had claimed it for himself. The feeling of control, and the demonstration of just how complete it was, made the orgasm that much sweeter.

Hazelwood pulled out, still panting from the exertion. He watched as his come began to leak out of the boy, and smiled. Let him figure out how that happened, he thought to himself, picturing Scott waking up confused in his own room, in his own house, alone and with his asshole inexplicably feeling stretched out.

But no. That would have meant giving him up – and he wasn’t ready for that yet.

‘Slut?’ he said softly, afraid that raising his voice too loudly would break the spell the boy was under.

‘Yes Master?’

‘How do you feel?’

There was no hesitation. ‘Owned, Master. I belong to you.’

‘Yes... yes, you do. Completely and utterly. You’re my worthless little slut now, forever. I own your mind and your body.’

The boy nodded eagerly in response, as though he had just been told he’d won first prize in a competition he didn’t know he had entered. ‘Yes, Master,’ he said.

‘Good boy. Now, when I wake you up you’ll have no memory of anything that happened to you today. It will be as though nothing happened. You won’t even remember coming to my house. Is that clear?’

For the first time, the boy looked saddened. ‘Yes, Master,’ he said sullenly. ‘But I want to remember.’

There was no possibility of that – none at all, given the things he had planned for his student; the potential for scandal at the university rendered the idea completely ridiculous – but for a moment Hazelwood was tempted. How incredible would it be to have this slut at his beck and call permanently, always willing and eager to serve his Master?

Maybe he didn’t even have to let him go. Perhaps he could keep him there with him forever – or at least until he got bored of the boy’s company and got a desire for fresh meat.

No, that wouldn’t do. People would ask questions if Scott disappeared, even voluntarily. Much better to keep him on a slightly longer leash.

‘When you wake up, you’ll be completely unaware you were ever hypnotised by me. As soon as I tell you to go back to sleep, though, you’ll feel an incredible urge to come back to this state and begin serving me again. You need this, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Master.’

‘And what will happen when I tell you to sleep?’

‘I’ll want to serve you, Master.’

‘Good boy.’ It was time at last. Their little play date was over. Any longer, and Hazelwood feared that the trance might begin to wear off – and that would be difficult to explain. ‘In a few minutes, I’m going to wake you up. You’re going to immediately get dressed, leave my house, and go back to your normal life with no memories of any of what happened today. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Master.’

‘Good. I want you to wake up alert and refreshed in five... four... three... two...’

Hazelwood let his voice drift away to nothingness as he watched the boy’s tight body. Scott’s eyelids fluttered softly as he began to pull himself out of his sleep, but they were the only thing delicate about him. His body was hard and firm, his cock built to match. He could have snapped Hazelwood in half, mostly likely... and yet here he was, meek as a lamb and obedient as a well-trained dog.

‘No. I’ve changed my mind,’ he said firmly. ‘I want you upstairs. Crawl on your hands and knees like the slut you are, and wait for me there. Understood?’

‘Yes, Master,’ the boy said, before practically scampering out of the room on all fours.

Hazelwood smiled to himself. Just because he knew he had to let the boy go eventually, it didn’t mean it had to be any time soon.

The night was just getting started, after all.
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