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New Heat




Erotic Hypnosis: Willing Subject Wanted.

It sounded like a simple enough deal, but it scared Simon. The five grand attached to it was very attractive, especially given his current situation. But he couldn’t afford the distraction of the ad. He felt like he would be better off looking for a real job. And he certainly felt like going under and letting some stranger he didn’t know root around in his head was the worst kind of idea.

The money was good. Really good. But he didn’t think that the risk was worth it. He closed out of the tab and rubbed his face, his shoulders slumping forward. He dropped his pen on the notebook that was laying open by his keyboard, and slammed the thing shut.

He yawned, stretching his arms over his head. He blinked blearily. He felt tired. So tired. He looked at the clock on the bottom right hand corner of his desktop and realized that it had only been an hour since he last looked.

Midterms were just over the horizon, and he couldn’t even find the willpower to concentrate. It was a big problem. But he just couldn’t bring himself to study. He somehow managed to find an excuse every time he started, but the truth was that there was simply too much on his mind. The finer points of memory allocation and garbage collection in certain programming languages, in particular, weren’t pretty high up on his current list of priorities.

Times were tough for pretty much everyone in town. A local auto plant had just shut down, leaving hundreds without a job, and the university students who needed the money were left facing even tighter competition than usual. Simon felt like it was a big “fuck you, in particular,” from the universe.

He doubted that the cosmos actually had anything against him specifically, but it was hard not to think that. He had had few good things to say about his old job at a local diner, and more bad things than he cared to think about, but it had at least been a source of income to put bread on the table and pay the rent.

His job had never really earned him enough money to justify putting even a little in his savings account for emergencies just like this one, but the hours had been flexible, and he’d felt that quality was exactly what he needed to prioritize, being a working student.

The more that he thought about it, the more he realized that the low pay never really justified the amount of abuse he’d had to endure. Working at the till in the small local diner, where he’d had the displeasure of being hired, had no doubt been one of his worst experiences. But, as he had back then, he told himself that beggars couldn’t be choosers.

Things had been bad before everything went downhill, but the townspeople had seemed especially cranky after the plant closed down. Simon couldn’t blame them for being stressed, but he definitely could blame them for not having even the slightest shred of human decency.

Whatever, he thought to himself, it was useless to ruminate on the past since he couldn’t well do anything to change it. It looked, to him, that the trade-off he’d made between salary and working hours was coming back to bite him in the ass. Here he was, a week away from midterms and two away from rent, with no source of income whatsoever to speak of.

Maybe he should have listened more to his father prattling on about the importance of good money management, but that meant recognizing that the mountain of credit card debt he was buried under, which was ruining his future without even trying, piled on top of rent and overdue cellphone bills, was all his fault.

Simon just wanted to drop everything and scream, but that sounded too much like giving up to him. Although he’d never really given much stock to his deadbeat father’s “lessons” over the years, perseverance was somehow the one thing he’d managed to take out of all of it.

Things would have been so much easier if he had instead picked up the value of running back home to mommy and daddy when the going got tough financially. But no, he had to train himself to never give up, no matter how hard the problem facing him was.

Simon picked up his notebook and shoved it into his backpack with a huff. He would just have to find some time to study tomorrow. As it was, he didn’t see a point in trying to study since he was pretty sure nothing was going to stick, anyway. It was pretty telling that in the last hour, he hadn’t managed to jot down anything substantial apart from the headings of the different modules the test was supposed to cover.

Not to mention, he’d already forgotten everything he’d read up on earlier in the day, so he was back to square one, anyway.

He fished his phone out of his pocket and thumbed through the texts he’d been pointedly ignoring for the last hour in a vague attempt to actually look and feel like he was a half-decent student. It hadn’t worked, obviously, and now he was beginning to regret it given that his friends were making noise about going out for the evening.

He sent a tentative message asking if the guys were going to go through with their plans and got back an affirmative in response. “Oh, fuck it,” he murmured, threading his fingers through his hair. He was going to go. He would figure things out at some other time.

Right now, what he needed was a stiff drink and a cute boy to take him home. He wasn’t going to take any boys to his place because God knew his apartment stank to high heaven of desperation and misery. He wouldn’t have taken himself home, much less some poor guy he wanted to get it on with.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out the last of his cash. He had a few crumpled singles and a Canadian twenty he’d gotten from his great aunt his last birthday. He looked at his jar of change, but even that had been sucked almost dry by his indulgences over the past year.

In total, he had in his hands, about eight dollars and thirty two cents in loose change. He didn’t count the Canadian twenty because he was pretty sure that none of the local establishments would take it, anyway. But he imagined he could get some use out of it.




• • •




“Hey.”

Simon nearly fell out of his seat at the bar, the voice startling him out of whatever stupor he’d let himself sink into over the last few minutes. Someone slipped into the stool next to his and swiveled around to face him. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see a tall guy wearing a cardigan, a nice, light blue shirt, and khakis.

He thought that the guy was talking to someone sitting on the other side of him so he looked over his shoulder, only to realize that the other stool was empty. He blinked, not really sure how to act, not sure how to process the fact that someone had approached him despite his bumbling attempts at conversation up until then.

“You don’t seem to be having a great time,” said the other guy. He wasn’t bad looking. He looked to be Simon’s type, in all actuality. He looked young, probably in his late twenties or early thirties, had messy brown hair, really nice green eyes, and full lips that Simon couldn’t help but fantasize about kissing.

“Me?” said Simon, barking a laugh as he nursed the glass of bourbon that the bartender had slid in his direction a few minutes ago. Supposedly it was from a lad “in the corner,” but he’d looked, and there definitely hadn’t been a lad there. He chose to believe that the boy had just gone away, too shy to appear to him, as opposed to the drink being given him out of pity.

He lifted the glass to his lips and took a sip. He savored the light burn on his lips and tongue, though not really appreciating the reminder that he’d had no success thus far tonight. “I’m having a great time,” he said, taking another sip. He gave the drink a quick swirl before setting it back down on the bartop, the ice clinking against the sides.

“Yep…” he said, in the driest tone he could muster. “Just peachy.”

“Mhm,” said the other man, lips pursed but not in a critical way. At least, Simon didn’t think so. The guy held out a hand and said, “My name’s Adrian.”

Simon felt pretty stupid just staring at the hand that had been proffered in greeting. He wasn’t sure what to make of it. Adrian was, as far as his success was going that night, a veritable unicorn that had come out of nowhere. He briefly considered that he was just having hallucinations, but Adrian didn’t seem to be a figment of his imagination.

Simon doubted that his imagination could come up with such a hot guy all on its own. He grabbed Adrian’s hand and said, “I’m Simon.”

“Are you going to do that Canadian money thing for me?” said Adrian.

Simon blinked. “Excuse me. What?” 

“Your Canadian money schtick,” said Adrian. “I have to give it to you, very creative.” Simon sighed. Great. Sure, trying to pick up guys or get free drinks by striking up conversation using facts he’d hastily looked up online about Canadian money was not the best idea, but Simon was sure that it could have worked. At some point. The last thing that he needed was someone to mock him to his face for it. 

“Yeah, yeah, I know,” said Simon, with a huff. He took another sip from his glass, grimacing as he gulped down the liquor. He looked at Adrian. The worst part of this was not even being buzzed. Not in the slightest. “I don’t need to have how terrible of an idea it was rubbed in my face, okay? Just leave me alone.”

Adrian put his hands in the air, the corners of his lips pulling up in a small, innocent smile. It was disarming. And it was annoying. “Hey,” said Adrian, “I don’t mean anything by it. I was just interested if you were going to do it for me. I mean, your success rate’s been pretty bad, but it was pretty original. It’s great to see guys actually trying.”

Simon raised an eyebrow. Yet again, he didn’t know quite what to make out of this stranger. “Well,” he said, “what else was I supposed to do?”

He felt miserable. And as cute and adorable as this Adrian fellow was turning out to be, he wasn’t helping anything. He just made Simon feel worse by appearing so cool, calm, collected, and well-adjusted. Meanwhile, Simon was sitting less than a foot away, drinking pity-alcohol and generally just slowly falling apart. “I can’t just stare at the guys,” he grumbled.

“Well, why not?” said Adrian. “I thought that was how a lot of this worked. Aren’t you supposed to lock eyes with a guy, give him a come-hither look until he smiles at you, and then go off to the bathroom or the back alley for a blowjob or a quick fuck?”

Simon laughed out loud. Maybe he had misjudged Adrian. “That is definitely not how this works,” he said, not that he had much experience. If only it were that easy, he mused. “You know how straight guys often say how lucky we are we don’t have to deal with any of the shit that they have to put up with for their girlfriends?”

Adrian smiled. It was like he was on the same wavelength, and it made Simon’s stomach flutter. “Little do they know that we gay guys can have it just as bad, eh?”

That, Simon knew only too well. He breathed through his nose. “Tell me about it,” he said, swiveling the stool to face Adrian. Maybe it was the alcohol, even though it probably wasn’t, but he was feeling brave. He lifted his shirt, showing off his not-bad midriff that lacked any utter definition whatsoever.

He glanced at the scantily clad gogo boys dancing on the stage and on poles in the peripheral. “God,” he said, “It’s like the guys here can tell that I’m not cut like those guys are and that makes me invisible to them.”

“I don’t think you’re invisible,” said Adrian, hiking his shirt up to reveal an impeccable set of chiseled abs.

“Ah, shit,” Simon murmured. He should have known. It was just his luck that his new “friend” would be as hot as the guys he was talking about. And it should have been obvious to him, as it was practically written in the angle of Adrian’s jaw, the symmetry of his face, and the way that Adrian’s sleeves clung to his biceps. “I totally didn’t mean to sound like I was saying that all hot guys were jerks, because they totally aren’t. I don’t think you’re a jerk,” said Simon.

He picked up his glass but set it down before he took a drink, turning back to Adrian. “I mean, some hot guys definitely are douchebags, if you get what I’m saying, but not, like, all of them. Like, some guys think that just because they’ve got muscles, they’re the shit, you know?” Simon said.

Adrian raised an eyebrow and pointedly glanced at his own biceps. Simon blanched and gulped audibly. “Not that all guys with muscles are like that. Just some. But they’re just so irritating sometimes and I just wish they would shut up and just look pretty,” said Simon.

“Not that I would want you to shut up. You’re great,” said Simon, pausing to take a deep breath. Adrian looked amused. “You know what? I should probably stop talking before I dig myself into an even deeper hole.”

“It’s okay,” said Adrian, with a laugh. “I think you’re cute. Just as you are. But I think we’re off-topic here. That Canadian money thing. What was that about?”

Simon sighed. He’d been thankful for the subject change, but then Adrian had to go on ahead and put the conversation back on track. “Ah, what the hell?” he said, pulling out the green polymer bill, pinching it between his thumb and two fingers. “Did you know that Canadian bills are pretty much indestructible? You can’t tear them, can’t rip them, and they don’t even fall apart when they get wet.”

“That’s fascinating…” said Adrian. “May I?” He reached for the bill. Simon let Adrian take it, although not without reluctance. It was Canadian money, but it was money all the same.

“And before you ask, no, they’re not supposed to smell like maple syrup,” said Simon, just as Adrian was about to bring it up to his face to sniff. Adrian raised an eyebrow. “I know!” said Simon, “I thought that was true, too.”

“Do you know if these are more expensive to make than the normal paper bills we use?” said Adrian.

“Actually,” said Simon, feeling his cheeks heating up. “I have no idea. See, I never really got that far before and I’ve kinda forgotten the stuff that I looked up.” This was what he deserved for putting too much stock in his brain’s capacity for memory. “I could look it up if you really wanted to know, though.”

Adrian just shook his head and laughed. “No, no need,” he said. “What brings you here, anyway? And all alone, too.”

Simon looked down at the near-empty glass he held in his hands. He waved over his shoulder and sighed. “I’m not alone,” he said. “I’ve got some friends here. They’re somewhere in there. Probably making out with some boys. As you know, I haven’t had much luck.”

A chill coursed up Simon’s spine, and he looked over at Adrian to find that Adrian was watching him with an unreadable expression. “You’re bad at lying,” said Adrian.

Duh, Simon thought to himself. “Fine, I just wanted to see if I could get lucky tonight,” he said.

“That’s not why,” Adrian countered.

Simon sighed. “It’s a long story, you know.”

“I’ve got time,” said Adrian, leaning toward Simon. “Only if you want to, though. You don’t have to say anything. We could find something else to talk about.”

Dammit, Simon thought to himself. “Everyone’s having the problem. Some people are just better at pretending, I suppose,” he said, looking over his shoulder at the dance floor. He wasn’t actually sure that his friends were in the crowd there, but he liked to think that the partiers accurately represented them.

“Money’s tight,” said Simon, swirling the ice cubes around in his glass. It pleased him to see them slide round and round. It distracted him, for a moment, until he remembered that Adrian was there, waiting for him to talk.

“I don’t know how I’m going to make rent. Midterms are coming up. Honestly, I came here tonight to just get away from the stress. Getting some action would have been nice, but the distraction was what I was after,” said Simon.

“I get it,” said Adrian as he leaned over the bartop, “but that wasn’t a very long story.”

“Oh shush,” said Simon, doing the same as Adrian and leaning over the bar. He glanced sideways at Adrian and smiled ruefully. Adrian was cute. Adrian was hot. And, quite frankly, Simon had no idea what Adrian was doing talking to him of all people when there were so many other, better guys around.

“You don’t look the type to be having any money issues,” said Simon. “No offense.” It was true, though. Despite Adrian’s get-up being pretty run-of-the-mill, there was something about the way that the guy was put together, the way that he carried himself that didn’t quite scream “financially incompetent” like Simon. “Old money?”

Adrian shook his head. No. He hadn’t seemed like it, but Simon had thought it prudent to ask, anyway. “My parents had a pretty nice life insurance policy. They died a couple years back and left behind enough to get me back on my feet afterwards. And then some.”

“Oh,” said Simon. Shit. Maybe he shouldn’t have asked. He felt like he owed Adrian a drink, now. “Sorry,” he mumbled.

“No, don’t be,” said Adrian. “It’s only fair since you answered a pretty personal question. It’s been a few years now, anyway.”

Adrian flagged down the bartender and got himself a drink. Before Simon could decline, and despite his protests, Adrian asked for another for him. Simon would have protested some more, but thought the better of it. He didn’t want to appear rude, and he really did want another drink.

“I really didn’t know what I was doing though,” said Adrian, taking a sip of his own drink and grimacing. It made Simon smile. “Ugh. Remind me again why I decided drinking alcohol was a good idea?” said Adrian. Simon shook his head. “Anyway, apparently I made some pretty sound investment choices and, well, here I am.”

The implication that Adrian’s sound investment choices would make him enough money to let him live the rest of his life in relative comfort barring catastrophically bad choices in the future was left unsaid, and Simon didn’t know whether to be grateful or resentful of that fact.

His mouth, apparently, decided to go with resentful. “Good for you,” he said, looking at the amber liquid that had topped off his glass. “Some people have all the luck. Genetically. Financially. But, hey, we gotta play the cards that we’re given, right?”

He hadn’t meant to sound so bitter, but there wasn’t any taking it back.

“I’m not going to pretend that it’s been hard,” said Adrian. Again, Simon didn’t know whether to be annoyed or thankful of the honesty. “I know I’ve got it better than most, but I like to think that I can help people out. When they need help.”

Simon returned Adrian’s pointed look with a glare. He pressed his lips into a thin line. “I don’t need your charity,” Simon said.

“I wasn’t offering charity,” said Adrian, although he didn’t seem offended. “I have this project that I’ve been wanting to try my hand at for some time now, and I’m willing to pay a lot of money for someone who’s willing to help me out.”

Naked charity, he couldn’t stomach, but charity thinly veiled as a job offer was much more palatable. “What kind of project?” he asked. “And how do you know that I’ll be qualified for it.”

Adrian laughed. “Like I said, I’ve been watching you all night,” he said. “I think you qualify just nicely.”

Simon thought that was a bit creepy, but he was starting to get desperate, and the alcohol wasn’t helping. “It’s more of an exploration into a kink I have, really… And I want to see how the human psyche reacts to certain things…”

“Wait,” said Simon. “Wait, wait, wait. Was it you that put up that ad for a willing hypnotic subject?”

Adrian nodded. “Guilty as charged,” he said. “Honestly, I wasn’t expecting that you would mention it, but I take it that you were interested since you at least read the ad?”

“It was a lot of money,” Simon laughed. “Hard to ignore when you’re in a tight spot like me. But I dunno, man. That stuff’s kind of freaky, if it even works. And I barely know you.”

“You can get to know me better before we try anything,” said Adrian, with a smile. It made Simon’s heart skip a beat. “But, tell me, why do you think hypnosis is freaky?”

“Because isn’t it like mind control or something like that?” Simon said. “And I heard that hypnosis is bullshit. Even if it was a genuine thing, though, I’m not sure if I want anyone messing around in my head.”

Adrian laughed. “It is mind control. But not in the bad way that you probably think,” he said. “That’s the common misconception with hypnosis, and I guess the way that the media portrays it doesn’t help that at all.” Simon raised an eyebrow. He wasn’t convinced.

“You can’t get hypnotized to do something against your will. Let’s get that straight right from the get go,” said Adrian, his voice taking on a more serious edge that told Simon he meant business.

“For example, I doubt that you would ever stoop to theft, even in your present situation.” Simon shook his head. Of course not. That, he was pretty sure, counted as giving up, too. “So, I could try as long and as hard as I want, but I’ll never be able to hypnotize you to, say, jump over the bar and rob the till.”

The bartender looked over at the two of them. Simon didn’t blame him for being suspicious. He was actually impressed that Adrian was being so brazen about this whole thing.

“And when I say that it’s mind control, I mean that it’s you controlling your mind. You hypnotize yourself. I’ll just be there to guide you, so obviously, that means that I can’t force you to do something that you don’t genuinely want to do.”

Simon still wasn’t convinced. “But how do I know you’re telling the truth?”

“Do you trust me?” said Adrian. He looked adorable when he asked. Simon wanted to say yes, but he also didn’t want to lie.

“No, not really, man,” he said. “I just met you.”

“I understand,” said Adrian. He didn’t appear to take it personally. If anything, he seemed to find it amusing. That was how Simon read the situation, though he couldn’t be sure. “That’s good, though. At least it means that you’re not gullible.”
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