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            Blurb

          

        

      

    

    
      Good girl Sara Sydney has been known as the uptight, straight A student most of her life, but heartthrob hypnosis professor Carlisle Kahl sees through the facade instantly. Beneath the glasses and short pencil skirts lurks a woman full of dirty fantasies begging to be set free. And oh, she will beg him.

      

      “You dress like a good girl, but that’s not who you really are, is it? That’s not who you want to be.”

      

      She is his best dream and his worst nightmare.

      

      As his student, she is off limits, but her hypnosis kink is strong. During every Hypnosis 101 class, Kahl can’t help but notice the way she crosses her legs and bites her lip. The way she stares at him, pleading with her eyes for him to entrance her and show her just how bad she can be. When she admits she wants to be hypnotized and controlled by him, Kahl’s resistance wanes thin.

      

      But when Sara finds someone else to hypnotize her into living out her naughtiest fantasies, Kahl snaps. If she dares to submit to anyone other than him, he may just have to bend her over his desk and show her what it really means to be mastered, mind and body, and heart and soul.

      

      Warning: This adult romance story of over 25,000 words contains mature sexual situations involving hypnosis

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author’s Note:

          

        

      

    

    
      Professor Kahl’s character came out of nowhere in HYPNOTIST ROOMMATE and once he made his appearance, I knew I had to tell his love story too.

      Dominating, the ultimate hypnotist, and a lonely campus hearthrob. I hope you enjoy his and Sara’s story (it’s a hot one!).

      Now take a deep breath, sit back, and relax, and listen deeply to Professor Kahl’s voice...

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Content Note

          

        

      

    

    
      This adult erotic romance novel contains mature sexual situations involving hypnosis and dominance/submission (no spanking; well, not a lot of spanking). This is more of a “Do what I say” than a “Don’t make me slap that ass” kind of story. Please do not read unless you enjoy such content as erotic hypnosis.
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            Chalk it Up To Lust

          

        

      

    

    
      Professor Kahl

      

      The second I saw her, I knew I was in trouble.

      She stormed into my office without a knock or a hello or even a polite, “Do you have time for a chat, Professor Kahl?” Her dark brown hair was hung up in a tight and high ponytail on the back of her head, nothing to distract from those blazing green eyes. Except for maybe her lips or her unbelievable body; those were two big distractions as well.

      “I know what you did,” she said in a dark and defiant tone, or at least she tried. Her voice was the equivalent of sugar gumdrops or marshmallows to my ears. Soft, sweet, and mouthwatering.

      I did not know what I did, but I knew what I wanted to do. Her. I shook my head at myself. No. My New Year resolution: no more personal relationships with students. After an issue between one of my students and his girlfriend the previous school year, I decided to stop looking for more in anyone under the age of thirty. Yes, my age did not yet pass thirty-five, but these twenty year olds were too immature for me. They did not know what they wanted. Meanwhile, I knew exactly what I wanted: a partner. A woman to bend to my will. A woman I could pleasure until her mind practically broke. Until her heart belonged to me and no one else.

      I wanted to be wanted with the same vigor that I planned to want someone.

      But that someone needed to not be a student.

      I leaned back in my chair and asked, “Who are you?” The new college semester started tomorrow, and I did not recognize her as a past student. Classes in hypnotism tended to run small, and I would certainly remember her.

      “Sara Sydney,” she responded. Fuck, the syllables on those lips. Big, puffy, and pink. Plush and perfect for sucking my cock—Shit. No more students. Still, waves of want washed over me, and I loosened my tie. What the hell was wrong with me?

      “Miss Sydney—”

      “I know,” she repeated, her bright green eyes, the color of an August birthstone, trying to scream something at me from behind her thin, black-rimmed glasses.

      “And what exactly do you know?”

      “I know you’re hypnotizing your students into sleeping with you,” she snapped at me.

      Shiiiiiiiiiiiittttttt. Every part of me froze. Well, every part of me other than my cock. My erection raged as my gaze stayed firmly on her.

      First off, I did not brainwash women into sleeping with me. However, as a hypnotist professor with a hypnotism kink, any woman involved with me eventually went into trance.

      And damn would I love to see this woman go under trance.

      Those pretty lips would separate on a surprised breath of pleasure as her eyes rolled back in her skull, and I whispered to her empty brain all the advantages of obedience. It would be simple. Easy to entrance her. Sydney’s attentive gaze was born to follow a spiral or a swaying pendulum all the way down into a warm blank state. Those tense shoulder and straightened back were created to slump forward into sleepy hypnotism.

      Snap out of it. No hypnotizing the girl.

      Sydney was clearly worked up, angry; her chest rose and fell with deep breaths. Every time she inhaled, her breasts pressed harder through her thin white top. So thin, I would bet a thousand dollars I could rip it off of her. With my teeth. It clung to her breasts, which were a little more than a handful and stood up, perky, nipples hard— Holy Hell. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

      I looked to the ceiling and asked God for patience.

      “Are you even listening to me?” she asked, angrier now. The angrier she got, the huskier her voice sounded. It made focusing on her actual words a lot more difficult.

      I sank back into my chair and crossed my arms. “Sorry, why are you here?”

      “I know you’ve been hypnotizing your students,” she said.

      “It’s been months since then,” I wanted to defend myself, but that would have made me guilty in her eyes. Though it appeared she already thought I was guilty. “Yes, you’ve established that, but why are you here?”

      She blinked in surprise at my calm and collected reaction. “I-I wanted to tell you that I know and I’m going to tell the dean of the university and you’re going to be kicked out. Maybe even go to jail; I’m not sure how that works.”

      “You would tell the dean what exactly?” I asked.

      “That you’re brainwashing students into sleeping with you.”

      “Does it look like I have to brainwash women into sleeping with me?” I gestured down my torso, and her eyes followed the motion.

      She wet her lips with her pink tongue and averted her eyes after a few long seconds. Our attraction was mutual.

      My heart raced in my chest, reminding me my body still had one.

      “I’m curious,” I started, folding my hands in front of me. Her gaze dropped to my thick fingers, and she swallowed again. “How exactly did you imagine this conversation going? You would burst into my office, accuse me of brainwashing, tell me how you plan to tell everyone, and then what? Am I supposed to say, ‘oh no, you caught me?’ What was your plan?”

      She lost a bit more confidence again. Her straightened back slouched a bit as her shoulders moved forward in doubt. “Well, I...”

      “Did you even have a plan?” I asked. “Or were you simply not thinking? It seems natural, doesn’t it? For you to not think. You seem like an impulsive person.”

      She pushed her glasses further up her nose after they slipped down a centimeter. “I’m not—”

      “So easy to just jump or dive, and not think about what the next step is. For instance, Miss Sydney,” I continued, leaning forward. My voice dropping low and soft. “If you were to walk into a hypnotist’s office and accuse him of something, why, my dear, do you think he would not simply choose to hypnotize you?”

      Her eyes widened, glued to my own. Even more confidence faded from her posture. “I...”

      “Did you not think that part through? Or was there a part of you that wanted to go into the lion’s den? That wanted to meet the lion? That wanted to be devoured by him? I must say I am quite hungry.”

      She shivered, her breasts quivering freely in her top. No bra, indeed. “I don’t think—”

      “That’s correct. You don’t think. You weren’t thinking. You never think, and you don’t have to think anymore because I’ll think for you. How does that sound?”

      She blinked again, fighting the daze my words created. “What are you—”

      “You don’t want to be hypnotized? Then why did you walk in here today? Why accuse me of hypnotizing people into personal sex slaves? Why, Miss Sydney?”

      Her chin tilted back up, her eyes locking onto mine. “Because I want you to do it to me.”

      All the oxygen in the air turned to dust. My lungs waved a white flag of surrender.

      Because nothing had ever rendered me so breathless.

      “You...” This was not how I imagined my first office hours session to go. Damn, now I was hard. My cock twitched under my black pants but thankfully my desk blocked her view of my rising erection. “You want me to hypnotize you?”

      “Yes. I, um...” She sat on the sofa in front of me and crossed her luscious legs. “I was trying to blackmail you to do it.”

      “You’re not very good at blackmail.”

      She blushed a deep red, and I wanted to kiss the hell out of her. “A virtue or a flaw?” she joked.

      “Still uncertain,” I quipped. “Why do you want me to hypnotize you?”

      “Well, sir—” Fuck, yes. The word sir on her lips... “—I am sorry if this is inappropriate, but I, well, I would like to live out my erotic hypnosis fantasies.”

      “Live them out?” Did she expect us to have some kind of bucket list mentor relationship?

      “I want to get them out of my head so I can move on with normal relationships.”

      “Normal?” I questioned her again. This was typical, of course. People with a hypnosis kink often thought of themselves as odd and did not feel comfortable sharing what turned them on. The truth was, hypnosis was just another kind of dominant and submissive relationship. She should feel proud of her kink. We were harder to find, which made us a tighter knit group.

      “I feel like I need to live them out so I can—”

      “Accept normal sex?” I folded my hands in front of me, frowning. “Miss Sydney, your kink is not abnormal.”

      “I know, but this is what I want. To live out the fantasies in real life and then move on. So will you help me?” she asked, her bright eyes burning into my soul. “I mean I’m technically black mailing you into helping me, so...” Being threatened by her was like being yelled at by a bunny. Adorable. “Will you? Help me? Hypnotize me?”

      I leaned back in my chair, letting out a deep breath. “No.”
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            Teach Me A Lesson, Sir

          

        

      

    

    
      Sara

      

      He said no. No. To hypnotizing a student for sex and living out her sexual fantasies. What part of that did not sound like absolute heaven to him? I had found out through my roommate that Professor Kahl, my university’s hypnotism professor, had personal hypnosis sessions with students before. Some ended in orgasms and sex if the rumors were true. So what was the problem?

      Did he not want me?

      My gaze fell over my outfit in the mirror, and nothing appeared atrocious enough to persuade the professor into rejecting me, blackmail and all. I supposed my breasts were a bit smaller than average, but they were perky and I never had to wear a bra because of their size. My eyes were big and wide, as were my lips. My height also gifted me with long legs, which made all normal shorts and skirts appear way shorter on me than other people. What did he see wrong with me?

      I tried to push the question aside and focus on other things as I walked to my first class of the new semester. The class was, of course, Hypnosis 101 with Professor Kahl. I had taken it to fulfill a psychology requirement, but now I regretted my impulsive actions from the day before. Showing up to his office and demanding he hypnotize me and live out my deepest, darkest, and sexiest fantasies... God, it was humiliating.

      Why did he say no?

      My cheeks were no doubt a Merlot red as I sank into a seat in the middle row of the classroom. It was a small lecture hall and each row was elevated above the other, gifting the professor with a view of everyone’s torsos and legs.

      Professor Kahl strode into the classroom, and the sighs of his female students were instant. He was a stone cold fox. When my roommate Anna told me the rumors about a professor hypnotizing and sleeping with his students, I had imagined a balding creep with a perspiration problem. Not a man who reminded me of a heartthrob movie star who grew up into melt worthy man. Instead of having a perspiration problem himself, he made everyone around him sweat.

      The second he placed his coffee thermos down and opened his briefcase, the three students in front of me started whispering back and forth.

      “God, I could lick him for hours.”

      “Do you see that hair? That hair is something you want to hold onto.”

      “You mean while riding his face?”

      “It’s a great face. Very ride-able.”

      I rolled my eyes at them, but they were right: he had a great face. He had a great everything.

      Tall with a muscular build, he would dwarf a woman of my petite and small frame in the most delicious way.

      He spoke with a confidence, which triggered some deep, instinctual part of me while also poking my jealousy. He commanded a room with no problem. His back was always straight, his body aware of its surroundings. I wanted to watch him lose his control. But that was not what I was there for.

      I wanted to be the one to lose control. I wanted him to take me into a deep trance and allow me to partake in everything I had ever fantasized so maybe I would stop fantasizing about it. My last boyfriend from my junior year had acted like I was a freak when I revealed my hypnosis kink to him. He did not understand why I wanted to be used and controlled. I did not understand it either. I did not know what had caused it.

      All I knew was, even as a kid, watching that scene from The Jungle Book where the snake’s eyes turned to spirals and it whispered, “Shhh, go to sleeeeep. Go to sleeeeeeep” as the boy fell into a deep trance, I felt a tingle between my thighs. Even back then.

      Since then, I had discovered hypnosis porn and literotica. I was ready for some in real life.

      The girls in front of me continued to whisper over Professor Kahl’s opening remarks:

      “Do you think he’s ever slept with a student?”

      “Maybe. I thought I heard a rumor about something like that.”

      If you only knew. I leaned down and said, “Do you mind not talking during class? It’s hard for me to hear—”

      “Miss Sydney,” Kahl’s commanding voice rang out in the lecture hall, echoing. People shifted and turned in the seats to see me in my embarrassment, probably wondering how the professor already knew my name on the first day of class. “Is there a reason you are interrupting class by chatting? Is something I’m saying not fascinating enough for you?”

      Shit. One way to get on a professor’s bad side was to blackmail him into hypnotizing you. Now he was out to get me in front of my peers. This was so unfair.

      Why did he reject me?

      I sat up straight in my chair and responded, “No, sir. I’m listening.”

      And I was listening. But I was also looking. And looking was distracting.

      He had grown warm and shed his suit jacket, which had stretched over his wide shoulders in all the right places. Now the sleeves of his white button down were rolled up those edible, thick forearms... Oh, fuck, now I was turned on. I had never been into older men but wow. There was a matured, seasoned feel to him. Like he knew his way around a woman’s body and had dished out pleasure like an Italian mother dished out pasta. He had lived a life already. A sexual one. A hypnosis kink filled one.

      My heart beat even faster and harder in my chest to the point of pained dizziness.

      He smirked at my obvious discomfort from being the center of attention. “Why don’t you come down here for the rest of today’s class exercises?”

      Wow, he really was shaming me. What a jerk. “Sir.” I pushed my glasses further up my nose, trying to hide beneath the large accessory. “I promise I won’t interrupt again.” I was a straight A student always. All my past teachers loved me. The fact that Kahl called me out in front of everyone on the first day of class gave me heart palpitations. My cheeks overheated until I felt feverish. My palms slickened, and I wiped them down my black pencil skirt.

      “It’s too late for that now, Miss Sydney.” Professor Kahl narrowed his dark eyes on me and waved me to join him in front of his desk.

      I swallowed hard, pushing my embarrassment down my throat, and packed up my notepad and pen. My walk down the steps to the center of the room was agonizing and humiliating. The whole way down, I felt his eyes on me. They raked over my thin white top and short black skirt as if maybe he liked what he saw. But if he was attracted to me, why didn’t he agree to my erotic hypnosis offer?

      Professor Kahl pointed to the chair next to his desk, which he stood next to. “Sit.”

      My body obeyed him, sinking into the wooden chair and facing the rows of all my classmates.

      “As I was saying,” Professor Kahl continued. “There are many different techniques to lulling someone into a hypnotic state. The three we will focus on in this class will be guided visualization, eye fixation, and pacing.” Someone raised their hand, and Kahl called on them.

      “Eye fixation is the pocket watch thing, right? Does that really work?” The classmate sounded skeptical.

      “It does.” Kahl peered around the room as if looking for inspiration before his gaze settled onto me. His eyes hardened, and I swore a flare of heat sparked in their depths as he looked at me. “Miss Sydney, you can be our guinea pig for today.”

      My embarrassment should have been at an all time high, but this was a class in hypnosis. Being used as the class guinea pig was kind of...well, sexy. Kahl might have thought this was a punishment for the shy girl who tried to blackmail him, but in a way, his demonstration could be giving me part of what I wanted.

      But also being turned on in front of an entire classroom of people did not sound like a good time.

      However, it did sound like another one of my fantasies.

      Professor Kahl continued, standing straight, confident and professional, oblivious to where my steamy thoughts trailed. “Eye fixation can be one of the strongest hypnotic induction techniques, particularly to a visual learner.” He glanced down at me. “Are you a visual learner, Miss Sydney?”

      I cleared my throat, a small shiver of excitement running through me, and I hoped no one noticed it was of the sexual variety. “I-I am.”

      Professor Kahl’s eyes narrowed on me, pausing as he analyzed my expression. There was a soft moment of connection between us in those seconds. As if we built some kind of silent understanding. Seeming to catch himself staring at me, he turned and addressed the class again. “Eye fixation can be a spiral, a pocket watch, a lighter, a ring, anything that draws the attention of your subject. You need to distract them, relax them, so their thoughts can be overridden by your words.”

      Kahl dipped a hand into his pants pocket and pulled out a long golden pocket watch. I was more of a sucker for a hypnotic spiral, but damn this old school technique had me clenching my thighs together on the small wooden chair to ease some of my growing ache.

      He thought he was embarrassing me? This was hot.

      Professor Kahl perched one of his large hands on the left armrest of my chair and held the pocket watch directly in front of my eyes. His body caged me in until everything was him and the watch. “Are you ready, Miss Sydney?” His low voice slipped from his lips and slithered its way between us, through my ears, coating my brain in its rich and sticky sweetness.

      “Yes,” I whispered, breath caught in my throat.
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