
        
            
                
            
        

    
After Hours

A Dark Teacher Romance of Possession, Discipline, and Forbidden Obsession


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The Locked Door

Elena stood between the tall shelves of the university library stacks. The scent of old paper and dust filled her nose. Her cream sweater clung to her skin, and her dark jeans felt too tight around her thighs.

Her heart raced. The stalker had cornered her only moments ago. His words still echoed in her ears.

"You belong to me, Elena. I watch you every night."

She pressed her back against the books. Her hands shook. The library was almost empty at this hour, and the dim lights cast long shadows across the floor.

Heavy footsteps approached. A deep voice cut through the silence.

"Step away from her. Now."

Professor Rowan appeared at the end of the aisle. His tailored suit fit his broad shoulders perfectly. His posture remained flawless, calm and commanding.

The stalker froze. Rowan stared at him with cold eyes. "Leave this building or I will have security remove you permanently."

The man muttered something under his breath. He backed away and disappeared around the corner. Elena let out a shaky breath.

Rowan turned to her. His eyes softened slightly, but the authority in them stayed firm. "Are you hurt?"

She shook her head. Words failed her. The adrenaline still pumped through her veins.

He extended his hand. "Come with me. We are not staying here."

Elena hesitated. Her academic independence had always been her shield. Yet something in his steady gaze made her place her hand in his.

His fingers closed around hers. Warm. Strong. He led her out of the stacks and down the quiet hallway toward his office.

The corridor felt endless. Their footsteps echoed. Elena's mind spun with questions she did not dare ask.

Rowan unlocked his office door. He guided her inside. The room smelled of leather and coffee, with rows of books lining the walls.

He closed the door behind them. The lock clicked into place with a heavy sound. Elena's stomach tightened.

"Sit on the edge of the desk," he said quietly.

She obeyed without thinking. The mahogany felt cool beneath her jeans. She perched there, legs dangling slightly.

Rowan stood in front of her. His height made her feel small. He studied her face carefully.

"I have seen him watching you for weeks," he said. "Your brilliance makes you a target. But I will not allow it to continue."

Elena swallowed hard. "Professor Rowan, I can handle this myself. I have always managed."

His lips curved into a small smile. "Not anymore. The first rule is simple. You will attend after-hours tutoring sessions with me. Exclusive protection. No one else."

She opened her mouth to protest. His hand rose and cupped her cheek. The touch was calm. Gentle. Yet it sent electricity straight through her body.

Heat bloomed in her chest. It traveled lower. Elena felt the first unwanted flush between her thighs.

She hated that her body reacted this way. Her pussy grew wet against the fabric of her panties. The sensation shocked her.

Rowan kept his hand on her cheek. His thumb stroked her skin slowly. "Your pulse is racing. Tell me what you feel right now."

Elena tried to look away. He held her jaw firmly. "This is inappropriate. You are my professor. I am twenty-five, not some child who needs guarding."

"Yet here you are." His voice remained low and intellectual. "Sitting on my desk with the door locked. Your breathing has changed. Your cheeks are flushed."

She felt the wetness spread. Her clit throbbed once, traitorously. The institutional setting of his office made it worse. This was where grades were decided. Where papers were discussed. Now it felt charged with something darker.

Rowan leaned closer. His breath brushed her ear. "I have read every essay you submitted. Your mind is sharp. Independent. But I see the cracks. The need to surrender control to someone worthy."

His free hand rested on her knee. It slid upward along her dark jeans. Elena's breath hitched.

"Professor..."

"Rowan," he corrected. "In here, after hours, you will call me Rowan."

His fingers reached the waistband of her jeans. He unbuttoned them with deliberate care. The zipper came down with a soft rasp.

Elena grabbed his wrist. "We cannot do this. My academic record. The university rules."

"Rules exist to be enforced by those in authority." He pulled her hand away gently but firmly. "And I am the authority here. Your grades, your safety, your focus. All under my protection now."

He slipped his hand inside her jeans. His fingers found the damp cotton of her panties. He pressed against her pussy through the fabric.

A soft moan escaped her lips. She hated how good it felt. Her hips shifted forward before she could stop them.

"There it is," he murmured. "Your body betrays your words. So wet already."

He rubbed slow circles over her clit. The pressure was perfect. Elena's thighs trembled.

The office felt too small. The locked door reminded her of the risk. Anyone could knock. Anyone could hear.

Rowan pushed her panties aside. His fingers touched her bare pussy. She was slick. Dripping.

"Feel that?" he asked. "Your cunt is soaking for me. A brilliant student reduced to this in my office."

He slid one finger inside her. Then two. They curled upward, stroking the sensitive spot within.

Elena's head fell back. She gripped the edge of the desk. Her cream sweater rode up slightly as she arched.

His thumb found her clit. He circled it while his fingers thrust slowly. The wet sounds filled the quiet room.

"You will come for me tonight," he said. "Consider it the first lesson. Obedience brings release."

Elena shook her head even as her pussy clenched around his fingers. "This is wrong. I am your student. This could ruin everything."

"Or it could free you." His pace increased. "Let go of that pride. Surrender it to me."

The pressure built fast. Her thighs shook harder. Wetness coated his hand and dripped onto the desk.

Rowan watched her face the entire time. His expression remained controlled. Only the slight quickening of his breath showed his own arousal.

She felt it approaching. The orgasm coiled tight in her belly. Her clit pulsed under his thumb.

"Please," she whispered. The word slipped out before she could catch it.

"Good girl," he said softly. "Come now. Show me how your body accepts my rules."

The climax hit her hard. Her pussy contracted around his fingers in strong waves. She gasped loudly, unable to stay silent.

Warm cum gushed over his hand. Her hips bucked against him. The pleasure crashed through her in powerful pulses.

She moaned his name. "Rowan."

The orgasm stretched on. Her thighs quivered. More wetness spilled out as her body surrendered completely.

Rowan continued stroking her through it. He drew out every contraction. Every gasp.

Finally her body stilled. She sat there panting. Her jeans were open. Her pussy still throbbed with aftershocks.

He withdrew his fingers slowly. They glistened with her cum. He brought them to his lips and tasted her.

Elena stared, shocked by the intimacy. Her face burned with shame and lingering pleasure.

Rowan wiped his hand on a tissue from his desk. Then he rested his fingers on her jaw again. His touch remained possessive.

"You are seated on the edge of my mahogany desk with the door locked," he said. "Your jeans are open. Your pussy is wet from my touch. This is only the beginning."

She looked up at him. The flush between her thighs had not faded. In fact, it deepened.

"I will protect you from the stalker," he continued. "But my protection has conditions. You will attend every after-hours session. You will complete every assignment I give. And you will learn to submit that brilliant mind and body to me."

Elena wanted to argue. The words died in her throat. Her pussy gave another small clench at his tone.

He leaned down until their faces were close. "Say it. Tell me you understand the first rule."

Her voice came out small. "I will attend after-hours tutoring under your exclusive protection."

His smile was slow and satisfied. "Excellent. Your body already knows the truth. It dripped for me the moment I touched your cheek. Imagine what it will do when I take full control."

Elena sat there on the desk. The locked door stood behind him like a barrier to her old life. The wetness between her thighs cooled slightly, a constant reminder of what had just happened.

Rowan did not move away. His fingers stayed on her jaw. He traced her lower lip with his thumb.

"Next session begins tomorrow evening," he said. "Do not be late. And Elena? Tell no one about our arrangement. This protection is mine alone."

She nodded. Her mind raced with conflicting thoughts. Independence had defined her for years. Yet the orgasm he had forced from her in this office made something deep inside her stir with dark longing.

He finally stepped back. His posture returned to that flawless, commanding stance. "Button your jeans. Go home and rest. Think about how easily your pussy welcomed my fingers."

Elena slid off the desk on shaky legs. She fastened her jeans with trembling hands. The fabric felt damp against her sensitive skin.

She walked toward the door. Rowan unlocked it for her. His hand brushed her lower back as she passed.

"One more thing," he said softly. "The stalker is not the only one who has been watching you. I have been too. And now I will not stop."

The door closed behind her. Elena stood in the empty hallway. Her cream sweater hid the hardened nipples beneath it. Her dark jeans concealed the evidence of her arousal.

But she could still feel him. His touch. His control. The first crack in her carefully built independence.

She walked toward the exit with his words echoing in her mind. Tomorrow evening she would return. The locked door awaited her again.

And part of her already ached for it.


Chapter 2: First Lesson

Elena hurried down the empty university hallway. Her black pencil skirt clung to her thighs with every step. The white blouse felt stiff against her skin.

She checked her watch again. Ten minutes late. The conversation with her male classmate in the library had dragged on longer than she planned.

Memories from last night flooded her. Professor Rowan's fingers inside her on that same mahogany desk. The way her pussy had clenched and cum for him. Her damp panties from that orgasm still haunted her.

She stopped outside his office door. Her hand hovered. The hallway was silent except for the faint hum of the fluorescent lights.

Elena knocked twice.

"Come in." Rowan's voice carried through the wood. Calm. Controlled. It sent a jolt straight between her legs.

She pushed the door open and stepped inside. The office smelled of leather and old books. Rowan sat behind his desk in a tailored gray suit. His posture remained perfect.

He looked up slowly. His eyes narrowed. "Close the door, Elena."

She obeyed. The lock clicked when she turned it. Her pulse quickened.

"You're late." He stood up. The chair scraped back with a soft sound. "And I saw you speaking with that male student in the library stacks."

Elena swallowed hard. "It was only about the upcoming essay, Professor Rowan. Nothing more."

He walked around the desk. Each step echoed with quiet authority. "I gave you one rule last night. Exclusive sessions with me. No other men."

Her cheeks burned. The institutional walls of his office pressed in on her. This was the same room where grades were assigned. Where her academic future rested in his hands.

"I didn't think it counted as breaking the rule," she said. Her voice sounded smaller than she wanted.

Rowan stopped inches from her. His height made her feel tiny. "Bend over the desk. Now."

Elena hesitated. Her mind screamed to protest. Her body moved anyway. She leaned forward until her breasts pressed against the cool mahogany through her blouse.

Her skirt stretched tight across her ass. Rowan stepped behind her. His hands gripped her hips first. Steady. Possessive.

"Skirt up." He lifted the fabric himself. Cool air hit the backs of her thighs.

Elena gasped. "This is inappropriate. I'm your student. This could affect my standing in the program."

"Talking to other men affects your standing more." His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties. He dragged them down in one smooth motion. The lace caught at her knees before he pushed them all the way to her ankles.

Her bare pussy felt exposed. The memory of his touch from last night made her folds slick again. She squeezed her thighs together.

Rowan placed one hand on the small of her back. "You will not speak to any male students without my permission. Do you understand?"

The first smack landed hard on her right cheek. The sound cracked through the quiet office.

Elena jerked forward. "Ah!"

"Answer me." His palm rubbed the spot briefly. Then he struck again. Left cheek this time. Harder.

"I understand," she whispered. The sting bloomed hot across her skin. Her nipples hardened against her blouse.

Rowan continued. Each spank precise. Methodical. "You belong under my protection now. That means your conversations. Your time. Your body."

Smack. Smack. Smack.

Her ass grew warmer with every impact. The pain mixed with something darker. Heat pooled in her belly. Her pussy throbbed.

She bit her lip to stay quiet. The risk of someone walking the hallway outside made it worse. This was her literature professor. Disciplining her like this in his office.

"Count them," he ordered. His voice stayed intellectual. Calm. Like he was discussing an essay.

"One," she gasped as his hand connected again.

The next strike landed lower. Closer to her thighs. "Two."

Her legs trembled. Wetness gathered between her folds. She felt it start to drip. The shame of it burned hotter than the spanking.

Rowan paused. His fingers traced the red marks he had made. "Look at you. Bent over my desk with your panties at your ankles. A brilliant twenty-five-year-old student reduced to this."

He brought his hand down five times in quick succession. The rhythm stole her breath.

"Three. Four. Five. Six." Her voice broke on the last one.

Her clit pulsed without being touched. Each smack sent vibrations through her pussy. Arousal leaked down her inner thigh. She prayed he wouldn't notice.

But he did.

Rowan's fingers slid between her legs. He found the wetness there. "Your cunt is dripping. The spanking is supposed to be punishment, Elena. Yet here you are. Soaking my desk."

She moaned despite herself. The touch felt electric after the stinging pain. "Please. This is wrong."

"Wrong would be letting you continue your old habits." He spanked her again. Right cheek. Left cheek. The center where her ass met her thighs.

"Seven. Eight. Nine." Tears pricked her eyes. Not from pain. From the conflicting need building inside her.

The office felt smaller. The locked door reminded her of last night. How easily he had made her cum with just his fingers. How her independence had cracked in this exact spot.

Rowan leaned over her. His chest pressed against her back. His suit fabric felt expensive against her blouse. "New rule. You will address me as Rowan in these sessions. No more Professor when the door is locked."

His hand came down harder. Ten. Eleven. Twelve.

Her bottom glowed red. She could feel the heat radiating off her skin. Each breath came shaky. Her pussy clenched around nothing.

"Yes, Rowan," she managed. The word felt intimate. Dangerous.

"Good girl." His praise hit her deeper than it should have. Warmth spread through her chest even as her ass burned.

He stepped back slightly. His palm rubbed circles over the sore flesh. Soothing. Teasing. Then he delivered three more sharp smacks.

"Thirteen. Fourteen. Fifteen." Elena's hips rocked forward on the desk. She couldn't stop the movement. Her clit dragged against the edge of the wood.

Rowan noticed. His breathing had grown heavier. The controlled facade showed tiny cracks. She heard the slight catch in his throat.

"Your body wants this," he said. "It wants to submit. The brilliant student who wrote those exceptional essays now drips down her thighs in my office."

He spanked her upper thighs. The sting was sharper there. She cried out softly.

"Sixteen. Seventeen."

More wetness leaked from her pussy. It trailed down her leg in a slow, humiliating path. The institutional setting amplified everything. This was where she had presented her thesis proposal last semester. Now she was bent over with her bare red ass on display.

Rowan continued the lecture between strikes. "No more male classmates. No more casual conversations. You come to me for everything. Your work. Your safety. Your release."

Eighteen. Nineteen. Twenty.

Elena's legs shook violently. The pain had transformed into a deep, throbbing need. Her nipples ached against her bra. Her mind fought it. Her body betrayed her completely.

He stopped at twenty-five. His hand rested on her glowing cheek. The heat from her skin seemed to burn his palm.

"Look at this pretty red ass." He squeezed one cheek. She whimpered. "This is what happens when you forget the rules."

Elena stayed bent over. Her skirt bunched at her waist. Her panties still circled her ankles like restraints. She breathed in short gasps.

Rowan moved closer again. His fingers returned to her soaked pussy. He didn't penetrate. Just traced her swollen lips. Spread her wetness.

"You leaked all over your thigh." His voice held dark satisfaction. "The spanking aroused you. My control arouses you."

She hated how true it was. Her clit begged for pressure. Her hips tried to push back against his hand.

"Please," she whispered. The word escaped before she could stop it.

Rowan chuckled softly. The sound was low and intimate. "Not yet. This lesson isn't about reward. It's about understanding who owns your time now."

He stepped away. The loss of his touch made her feel empty. She remained in position. Ass red and exposed. Pussy dripping onto the floor.

The clock on his wall ticked loudly. Minutes passed. Her breathing stayed shaky. The sting on her bottom mixed with the pulse in her clit.

Rowan returned to his desk chair. He sat down. From this angle he could see everything. Her red ass. Her wet thighs. Her face pressed to the mahogany.

"Stay there a moment longer," he commanded. "Let the lesson sink in."

Elena closed her eyes. The shame felt overwhelming. A top literature student. Reduced to this in her professor's office. Yet the dark longing from last night had grown stronger.

Her pussy continued to leak. A fresh drop slid down her thigh. She felt it reach her calf.

Rowan watched in silence. His own arousal showed in the slight tension of his jaw. The bulge in his tailored pants. He did not hide it.

"You will arrive on time tomorrow," he said finally. "You will tell me immediately if any male student approaches you. And you will complete the new assignment I email tonight."

She nodded against the desk. "Yes, Rowan."

His key line came then. Soft. Possessive. "This bottom belongs to me now. Speak to no one but me."

Elena trembled in her bent position. The red glow on her ass refused to fade. Arousal continued to leak slowly down her thigh.

The session had only just begun.

Rowan stood again. He approached her exposed form. His fingers traced one red cheek lightly. The touch made her flinch then press back.

"Such a quick learner," he murmured. "Even when your mind resists, your cunt understands."

He slid two fingers along her slit. Collected her wetness. Brought them to her lips.

"Taste how much you needed this discipline."

Elena parted her lips. She sucked his fingers clean. The taste of her own arousal filled her mouth. Fresh shame washed over her.

He withdrew his fingers with a wet pop. "Good girl. You may stand up now. But leave the panties at your ankles until I say otherwise."

She pushed herself up on shaky arms. The skirt fell back into place over her sore bottom. The fabric scraped against the sensitive skin.

Her panties remained tangled at her ankles. Walking would be humiliating. Every step would remind her.

Rowan returned to his seat. He adjusted himself in his pants. His controlled arousal remained visible.

"Tomorrow's session will be longer," he said. "Bring your latest essay. And Elena? The stalker is still out there. My protection requires complete obedience."

She stood before him. Bottom throbbing. Pussy aching. Face flushed with a mix of humiliation and need.

The memory of his hand on her ass would stay with her all night. The rules had been burned into her skin.

Rowan smiled that small, knowing smile. "You may pull your panties up before you leave. But remember how they felt around your ankles."

Elena reached down slowly. The motion made her sore cheeks stretch. She pulled the lace up over her dripping pussy. The fabric immediately soaked through.

She straightened her skirt. Tucked her blouse in with trembling fingers.

"Tomorrow evening," he repeated. "Do not be late again."

She nodded. Her legs felt weak as she moved toward the door. The soreness in her ass made each step a reminder.

The hallway outside waited. Empty for now. But the risk of being seen like this lingered in her mind.

Elena glanced back once. Rowan watched her with those commanding eyes. His posture remained flawless behind the desk.

She slipped out. The door clicked shut behind her.

Her red bottom burned under her skirt. Arousal still leaked into her panties. The first lesson had been delivered completely.

And she already dreaded how much she needed the next one.

The university corridor stretched before her. Each step sent fresh sparks of pain and pleasure through her body. She wondered how long the redness would last.

How long until she stopped fighting the pull toward his office.

How long until she stopped pretending she didn't want to submit everything to him.


Chapter 3: The Secret Egg

Elena.

Rowan’s voice cut through the empty corridor like a command. She froze mid-step, her sore bottom throbbing under the black pencil skirt.

Her soaked lace panties clung to her swollen pussy. The wetness had leaked down her thighs during the walk. Each movement made the fabric shift against her clit.

She turned slowly. He stood in the office doorway. His tailored gray suit hugged his broad shoulders. His posture stayed flawless.

“Back inside. Now.”

Elena hesitated. Her legs felt weak. The stinging handprints on her ass burned hotter at his tone.

She walked back. The door closed behind them with a heavy click. He locked it.

“Stand in front of the desk.”

She obeyed. The mahogany surface still held the faint scent of her earlier arousal. Her white blouse felt too tight across her hardened nipples.

Rowan circled her once. His eyes traced the way her skirt hugged her hips. He stopped behind her.

“Skirt up. All the way.”

Her hands trembled as she gathered the fabric. Cool air kissed her glowing red cheeks. The distinct handprints stood out clearly.

He touched one sore spot. She gasped. The heat from his palm made her pussy clench.

“You left with rules fresh on your skin,” he said quietly. “Yet I already see the conflict in how you walk. Too slow. Too aware of what belongs to me now.”

Elena bit her lip. Her mind screamed that this was dangerous. A professor. His office. Grades on the line. But her body dripped more.

Rowan opened a drawer. He removed a small, smooth object. The remote-controlled vibrating egg caught the light.

“This is your next lesson, Elena. The Secret Egg. It will sit inside your tight pussy all afternoon.”

Her breath hitched. She stared at the toy. Small but powerful. The remote rested beside it on the desk.

He stepped closer. His chest brushed her back. She felt the hard line of his cock through his pants press against her hip.

“Spread your legs.”

She widened her stance. The movement pulled at her tender ass. Fresh wetness trickled from her folds.

Rowan slid her soaked panties to the side. His fingers traced her dripping slit. Two digits pushed inside without warning.

“You’re still leaking from the spanking,” he murmured. “Your cunt remembers who owns it.”

He pumped slowly. The wet sounds filled the office. Elena’s knees shook. Her clit throbbed hard.

He withdrew his fingers. They glistened. He coated the egg with her own slickness.

“Deep breath.”

The smooth egg pressed against her entrance. Rowan pushed it in steadily. Her pussy stretched around the intrusion. The fullness made her moan.

It slid deeper. He twisted it gently until it settled against her sensitive walls. The egg sat perfectly against her g-spot.

“Good girl.”

He adjusted her panties back into place. The skirt fell down. The toy felt heavy inside her. Foreign. Constant.

Rowan picked up the remote. His thumb hovered over the button. “You have an afternoon lecture in twenty minutes. Literature seminar. You will attend with this buried in your pussy.”

Elena’s eyes widened. “Rowan, please. I can’t focus like this. Someone might notice.”

His smile stayed calm. Intellectual. “That is the point. Your brilliant mind will fight to take notes while your cunt fights not to cum. Every vibration will remind you who controls your pleasure.”

He pressed the button. A low buzz started inside her. The egg pulsed gently against her walls. Her clit jumped in response.

She gripped the desk edge. A soft whimper escaped. The sensation traveled straight to her sore nipples.

“Turn it off,” she whispered. Her voice sounded weak.

“No.” He increased the speed for three seconds. Her thighs clamped together. Then he stopped it completely. “You will go now. Sit in the front row. Take detailed notes. I will be watching from my office across campus. The remote works from there.”

Her pussy fluttered around the egg. The denial already ached. She wanted to grind against something. Anything.

Rowan stepped back. His cock strained visibly against his gray pants. The sight made her mouth water despite herself.

“Send me a photo of your notes every fifteen minutes. If they are sloppy, I turn it higher. If you squirm too obviously, I edge you harder.”

Elena nodded. Her face burned. The institutional hallway outside waited like a trap. Students would sit beside her. The professor would lecture on texts she loved. And this toy would buzz inside her whenever Rowan chose.

She walked to the door on shaky legs. Each step shifted the egg deeper. Her soaked panties squelched softly.

The corridor felt longer now. Her flushed cheeks drew a few curious glances from passing students. The soreness in her ass mixed with the fullness in her pussy. Shame pooled hot in her belly.

She reached the lecture hall. Twenty students already sat inside. She chose a seat in the front row as ordered. The wooden chair pressed the egg firmer against her g-spot.

Her notebook opened. Pen in hand. The topic was postmodern narrative structures. She tried to focus.

The first vibration hit five minutes in.

Low. Steady. The egg hummed against her inner walls. Elena’s pen froze mid-word. Her pussy clenched hard around the toy.

She breathed through her nose. The lecturer droned on. No one noticed yet.

The buzz intensified. Her clit swelled. Wetness flooded her panties again. She shifted in the seat. The movement made the egg rub perfectly.

Heat built fast. Her thighs trembled under the desk. The orgasm coiled tight in her core.

Then it stopped.

She exhaled sharply. Her nipples ached against her bra. A drop of sweat slid down her back.

Her phone lit up. A text from Rowan.

Notes. Now.

She snapped a quick photo of her half-finished page. The handwriting looked messy. She sent it.

The egg buzzed again. Harder this time. The vibrations traveled through her pelvis. Her sore ass cheeks clenched, sending fresh sparks of pain-pleasure through her.

Elena gripped the pen tighter. The lecturer called on a student nearby. She kept her face neutral. Inside, her pussy throbbed wildly.

The buildup returned faster. Her walls fluttered. The egg pressed rhythmically against that perfect spot. She felt the contractions start deep inside.

Her mouth opened in a silent gasp. She was close. So close.

The vibrations died.

She wanted to cry out. Her clit pulsed angrily. Denied again. The ache settled heavy between her legs.

Another text.

Good girl. Your nipples are hard even from here. I can see them through your blouse on the camera feed.

Her eyes darted around. He had cameras? The thought made her wetter. The institutional surveillance of the campus now served his control.

She wrote more notes. The words barely made sense. Her mind fractured between academic focus and the desperate need in her cunt.

The egg started again during the group discussion segment. This time on a pulsing pattern. Short bursts. Long holds. Short bursts.

Elena crossed her legs. The pressure on her clit became torture. Her breathing grew ragged. A soft moan almost escaped.

The girl next to her glanced over. “You okay?”

“Fine,” Elena whispered. Her voice cracked. “Just warm in here.”

The vibrations increased. Her pussy contracted hard around the egg. The orgasm rushed forward like a wave. Her toes curled in her shoes. Her thighs shook uncontrollably.

She bit the inside of her cheek. Hard.

The toy stopped.

Tears pricked her eyes. The denial hurt now. Her pussy felt swollen and empty despite the fullness. A large wet spot had formed on her chair.

The lecture dragged on. Rowan edged her four more times. Each cycle left her more desperate. More soaked. Her notes became illegible scribbles.

Finally the session ended. Students packed up. Elena stayed seated until the hall emptied. Her legs refused to work properly.

She stood on trembling thighs. The egg still buzzed on the lowest setting. A constant tease. Her panties were drenched. The lace chafed her sensitive clit.

The walk back across campus felt endless. Every step jostled the toy. Her sore bottom stung. Her hardened nipples rubbed her blouse with each movement.

She reached his office door. Her hand shook as she knocked.

“Come in.”

She stepped inside. The lock clicked again. Rowan sat behind the desk. The remote rested under his fingers. His cock still bulged in his pants.

“Close the distance. Stand in front of the desk again.”

Elena obeyed. Her legs trembled visibly now. The egg continued its low pulse inside her soaked pussy.

Rowan studied her. His eyes darkened with satisfaction. “Look at you. Flushed. Shaking. Panties ruined. All from one small toy controlled by your professor.”

She whimpered. The words made her clit throb harder.

He stood and circled the desk. His hand lifted her skirt without asking. The wet patch on her panties showed clearly.

“Such a mess.” He pressed two fingers against the fabric. The pressure pushed the egg deeper. “Your cunt is dripping down your thighs again.”

The vibrations increased slightly. Elena’s knees buckled. She grabbed his arm for support.

“Please, Rowan. I need to cum. I can’t take more.”

His free hand cupped her chin. He forced her gaze up. His erection pressed against her hip. Hard. Hot. Unyielding.

“You will not cum until I allow it, Elena. This pussy belongs to me. Your orgasms are privileges earned through perfect obedience.”

The egg buzzed stronger. She moaned loudly. The sound echoed in the locked office. Her walls squeezed the toy in desperate spasms.

He watched her face. His own breathing had grown heavier. A faint sheen of sweat showed on his forehead. His cock twitched against her.

The edge approached again. Violent this time. Her entire body tensed. Her mouth fell open. A high whine built in her throat.

He turned the remote off.

The orgasm retreated painfully. Her pussy continued to flutter around nothing. Empty contractions gripped the egg. The denial left her aching worse than before.

Tears spilled down her flushed cheeks. The shame of standing there, skirt raised in her professor’s office, egg buried deep, body denied, burned through her.

Rowan pulled her close. His chest felt solid against her breasts. He kissed her forehead with surprising gentleness.

“The stalker is still watching you,” he whispered against her hair. “My protection requires this level of control. You will wear the egg tomorrow as well. All day. During every class.”

Elena nodded against him. Her body screamed for release. Her mind fractured between resistance and the dark longing to surrender everything.

He reached between her legs. His fingers traced her swollen clit through the soaked panties. She jerked hard.

“Not yet,” he said. “Tomorrow’s session will be longer. Bring your essay. And wear no panties underneath this skirt.”

The egg gave one final low pulse. A reminder. A promise.

She stood there trembling. Legs weak. Pussy full and denied. The institutional walls of his office closed in tighter.

Her academic independence cracked further. The brilliant student who once prided herself on self-reliance now shook with need in front of her professor’s desk.

Rowan smiled that small, commanding smile. His fingers stayed on her chin.

“Say thank you for the lesson, Elena.”

Her voice came out small and broken. “Thank you, Rowan.”

The egg stayed buried deep. Still pulsing on low. Her soaked panties clung to her like evidence. The next edge already built again in her core.

And she knew she would return tomorrow.

The locked door waited. His control deepened. Her body had already accepted what her mind still fought.

She was his to edge. His to own. One secret egg at a time.


Chapter 4: On The Edge Of Words

Elena stood trembling in front of the mahogany desk. The vibrating egg continued its low, steady pulse deep inside her soaked pussy.

Rowan kept his fingers under her chin for one more moment. His eyes locked onto hers with that calm, commanding stare.

"Sit in the visitor chair, Elena. We are going to discuss your thesis right now."

She turned on shaky legs. The wooden chair waited beside the desk. Each step made the egg shift and press harder against her g-spot.

Elena lowered herself onto the hard seat. The egg drove deeper. A fresh wave of wetness flooded her already drenched lace panties.

The soreness from yesterday's spanking flared under her black pencil skirt. She gripped the arms of the chair.

Rowan moved behind his desk and sat down. He looked flawless in his tailored gray suit. The remote rested openly beside her latest essay.

"Your thesis examines power and submission in nineteenth-century literature," he said. His voice stayed intellectual. Controlled. "Explain the central argument. Use specific theorists. No notes."

Elena swallowed hard. The egg hummed against her inner walls. She tried to focus on the words.

"Judith Butler argues that gender is performative," she began. Her voice sounded thin. "In Victorian novels, female characters submit to social structures that define their identity."

The egg suddenly increased its speed. The vibrations drilled into her swollen g-spot. Elena's thighs clenched together under the skirt.

Her clit throbbed in response. Heat pooled low in her belly. She gripped the chair harder.

"Continue," Rowan ordered. He leaned back. His eyes never left her face.

She forced the next words out. "This submission creates a false sense of agency. The characters believe they choose their paths, but the patriarchal narrative controls them completely."

The vibrations grew stronger. Her pussy fluttered wildly around the toy. Elena's breath hitched. She felt her nipples harden against her bra.

The institutional office pressed in on her. Bookshelves filled with classic texts surrounded them. This was the same room where she had once presented her proposal with confidence. Now she fought not to moan during her own thesis discussion.

"Good girl," Rowan said softly. The praise sent a shameful spark through her chest. "Your analysis is sharp even while your cunt struggles."

He dialed the egg back down to the low pulse. Elena exhaled in relief. The edge retreated, but the ache remained deep and heavy.

Her soaked panties clung to her folds. The wetness had leaked onto the wooden chair seat. She could feel the slickness every time she shifted.

"Next point," he commanded. "Discuss Foucault's ideas on disciplinary power. Relate it to your chosen novel."

Elena licked her dry lips. The low buzz inside her kept her on edge. "Foucault describes power as dispersed through institutions. In the novel, the protagonist's body becomes a site of control. Rules. Observation. Punishment."

Rowan turned the remote up again. The egg pulsed in strong, rhythmic waves. It massaged her g-spot without mercy.

Her hips jerked involuntarily in the chair. The movement made the wooden seat creak. Elena bit her lip to trap a moan.

"Keep talking, Elena. Your grade depends on how well you maintain focus."

She tried. Her voice cracked. "The constant surveillance creates self-regulation. She internalizes the rules until she no longer needs external enforcement."

The vibrations intensified. Her pussy clenched hard around the egg. The buildup rushed forward fast. Her walls contracted in warning spasms.

Elena gripped the chair arms until her knuckles turned white. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. The need to cum grew painful.

Rowan watched her with dark satisfaction. His breathing had grown slightly heavier. The bulge in his gray pants strained visibly against the fabric.

She was close. So close. Her clit pulsed in time with the egg. Her sore bottom clenched, sending fresh sparks through her nerves.

The vibrations stopped completely.

Elena sobbed once. The denial hit like a physical blow. Her pussy fluttered around the motionless toy. Empty contractions gripped it with desperate need.

"You were about to cum," Rowan stated. He tapped the remote against the desk. "But you haven't earned it. Recite the next section."

Fresh tears slid down her flushed cheeks. The wooden chair felt sticky beneath her. Her white blouse clung to her damp skin.

"The protagonist's supposed independence is an illusion," she continued. Her voice trembled. "Every choice leads back to the same structures of power."

Rowan increased the speed again. The egg buzzed violently inside her dripping pussy. The sudden intensity made her gasp loudly.

"Rowan, please," she whispered. The academic words mixed with her broken plea. "I can't think straight."

"You will." His tone stayed calm. Intellectual. "This is your tutoring session. Focus on the theory while your body learns who controls it."

The vibrations pushed her to the brink within seconds. Elena's legs shook uncontrollably. The egg rubbed perfectly against that sensitive spot with every pulse.

Her nipples ached. Her clit felt swollen and neglected. Wetness continued to leak around the toy and soak further into her lace panties.

She recited faster, desperate to finish before the edge became unbearable. "The final chapter reveals the true nature of submission. The character accepts her place within the narrative framework."

Rowan leaned forward. His eyes darkened. "Good girl. Such intelligent words from such a needy little mouth."

He kept the vibrations high. The pressure built higher than before. Elena's mouth fell open. A desperate whine escaped her throat.

Her pussy contracted in strong waves. The orgasm hovered right there. She could almost taste it.

The remote clicked off again.

Elena broke. Sobs shook her shoulders. She rocked in the wooden chair, denied once more. The ache between her legs felt unbearable now.

Tears streamed down her face. "Please. I need to cum. My pussy hurts from needing it so much."

Rowan stood slowly. He walked around the desk and stopped in front of her chair. His erection strained prominently against his pants.

"You will recite one more section perfectly," he said. "Then we will see about a reward. Begin."

Elena looked up at him through wet lashes. The egg remained buried deep inside her fluttering cunt. She tried to steady her voice.

"Power and pleasure are intertwined," she whispered. "The act of submission itself becomes the source of forbidden pleasure. The character finds freedom only when she stops fighting the control."

Rowan turned the egg to its highest setting. The vibrations slammed into her without warning. Elena cried out. Her entire body jerked in the chair.

Her thesis words dissolved into broken moans. "The narrative... demands complete... surrender..."

The orgasm rushed forward violently. Her pussy spasmed hard around the toy. She felt the contractions start deep in her core.

Rowan watched every reaction. His own cock twitched visibly in his pants. A small wet spot of precum had formed on the fabric.

Elena sobbed louder. Her hips ground against the wooden seat. The egg drove her right to the edge and held her there.

Then it stopped.

She collapsed forward in the chair. Her forehead pressed against her knees. Tears and desperation soaked her face.

Rowan reached down and lifted her chin again. His thumb brushed a tear from her cheek. "You did well, Elena. Your mind stayed sharp even while your cunt betrayed you completely."

He guided her out of the chair. Her legs barely supported her. The egg still sat inside her, now silent but heavy with her slickness.

"Kneel between my legs."

Elena dropped to her knees on the office floor. The carpet felt rough against her skin. Her black pencil skirt rode up her thighs.

Rowan unzipped his tailored pants. His thick cock sprang free. It looked hard and flushed, the head glistening with precum.

"Remove the egg first. Place it on the desk."

Her fingers trembled as she reached under her skirt. She hooked her panties aside. The smooth toy slid out of her soaked pussy with a wet sound.

She set the vibrating egg on the desk. It glistened with her arousal. Her empty cunt clenched at the sudden loss.

Rowan gripped the base of his cock. "Now use that pretty mouth as your reward. Suck me properly. Show me how grateful you are for the lesson."

Elena leaned forward. Her lips parted. She took the head of his cock into her warm mouth. The salty taste of his precum flooded her tongue.

She moaned around him. The sound vibrated along his shaft. Rowan groaned softly, the first real crack in his control.

"Good girl. Deeper."

She took more of him. Her tongue swirled around the underside. The institutional office filled with wet sucking sounds and her muffled whimpers.

Rowan's hand settled in her hair. Not forcing, but guiding. His hips rocked forward in short thrusts.

"Your mouth feels perfect," he said. His voice had grown rougher. "All that academic brilliance reduced to sucking your professor's cock in his office."

Elena bobbed her head faster. Her denied pussy throbbed painfully between her legs. The taste of him only made her need worse.

She sucked harder. Her cheeks hollowed. Saliva dripped down her chin and onto her white blouse.

Rowan's breathing grew ragged. His cock throbbed against her tongue. The veins pulsed with his rising pleasure.

"You will swallow every drop," he ordered. "This is your reward. Not your orgasm."

Elena whimpered around his thickness. She took him to the back of her throat. Her eyes watered from the effort.

His grip tightened in her hair. The thrusts became more urgent. His balls drew up tight against her chin.

"Close," he growled. The intellectual tone had vanished. "Keep sucking just like that."

Elena doubled her efforts. She hollowed her cheeks and swirled her tongue relentlessly. The wet sounds echoed off the book-lined walls.

Rowan tensed. His cock swelled in her mouth. The first powerful spurt of cum shot across her tongue.

He groaned deeply. More cum followed in thick ropes. It filled her mouth with his hot, salty release. She swallowed frantically around him.

His hips jerked with each contraction. Cum kept pumping. Some escaped the corners of her lips and dripped down her chin.

Elena swallowed again and again. The taste of him coated her entire mouth. Her own pussy clenched emptily in desperate sympathy.

Rowan finally pulled back. The last weak spurt landed on her lower lip. She licked it up without thinking.

He looked down at her with heavy-lidded eyes. His chest rose and fell faster than usual. Satisfaction mixed with continued control on his face.

Elena remained on her knees. Her mouth tasted completely of his cum. The denied ache in her pussy felt even sharper now.

Her tears had dried on her cheeks. Fresh ones threatened at the corners of her eyes. The wooden chair sat empty beside them. The egg glistened on the desk.

Rowan tucked his spent cock back into his pants. He zipped up with steady hands. The suit looked flawless again.

"You pleased me well," he said quietly. His fingers traced her swollen lips. "Your thesis discussion was excellent. Your mouth even better."

Elena stayed kneeling between his legs. The locked office felt smaller than ever. The risk of discovery hummed in the back of her mind.

Her clit still pulsed with unmet need. The wetness between her thighs had grown uncomfortable. She wanted to beg for release but knew better.

Rowan picked up the egg. He held it in front of her face. "This goes back inside you tomorrow. All day. No panties. You will attend every class exactly like this."

She nodded slowly. The taste of his cum still filled her mouth. The dark longing in her chest had grown stronger despite the denial.

"Your words and your pleasure both belong to me now, Elena."

The statement landed heavy in the quiet office. She felt it settle into her bones.

Rowan smiled that small, knowing smile. He placed the egg back in the drawer.

"Tomorrow evening you will return here after your last class. Bring the revised thesis pages. And Elena?"

She looked up at him from her knees. Her body trembled with exhaustion and need.

"The stalker is still out there," he reminded her. His voice carried quiet menace. "My protection requires this complete obedience. Do not test me."

Elena remained kneeling. Her mouth tasted of him. Her pussy ached with denied release. The wooden visitor chair and the desk loomed above her like witnesses.

The session had pushed her further than before. The brilliant literature student who once valued her independence now knelt in her professor's office with the flavor of his cum on her tongue.

She hated how much she already craved the next lesson.

Rowan extended his hand and helped her stand. Her legs shook badly. The soreness in her bottom mixed with the emptiness in her core.

"Go home and rest," he said. Tenderness flickered briefly in his eyes. "But remember who owns your orgasms."

Elena straightened her black pencil skirt with trembling fingers. The wet spot on her panties felt cold now against her swollen folds.

She gathered her things. The office door waited like a portal back to the normal world. Yet nothing felt normal anymore.

The taste of Rowan lingered in her mouth all the way down the empty hallway. Her denied body throbbed with every step.

Tomorrow would bring more edges. More denial. More of his complete control.

And she already knew she would walk straight into it.


Chapter 5: Bound By Literature

Elena stood in the center of Professor Rowan's locked office. Her legs shook badly. Dried tears marked her flushed cheeks.

The taste of his cum still coated her tongue. Saliva dried on her chin and stained her white blouse. Her black pencil skirt felt too tight against her sore bottom.

Rowan released her arm. He stepped back one pace. His tailored gray suit remained flawless.

"Blouse stays on," he said quietly. "But lose the bra. And the panties. Now."

Elena hesitated. Her hardened nipples ached against the fabric. The cold wet arousal still clung to her swollen folds.

She reached behind her back. Fingers fumbled with the clasp. The bra loosened and slid down her arms.

Rowan took it from her without a word. He dropped it into the desk drawer beside the glistening egg. His eyes never left her face.

Next she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her soaked lace panties. The fabric peeled away from her wet pussy with a soft sound. Fresh air kissed her throbbing clit.

She stepped out of them. The panties joined the bra in the drawer. Now only the blouse and pencil skirt covered her.

Her empty pussy fluttered. The denied ache felt deeper than before. Her sore bottom burned every time she shifted her weight.

Rowan moved to the leather reading chair in the corner. The chair faced his desk. Wide arms of dark polished wood waited like a trap.

"Sit, Elena."

She walked on trembling legs. Each step sent fresh throbs through her swollen clit. The institutional bookshelves watched silently from every wall.

She lowered herself into the chair. Cool leather pressed against her bare ass under the bunched skirt. Her nipples poked visibly against the stained white fabric.

Rowan opened another drawer. He removed soft leather cuffs. The buckles clicked as he tested them.

"Wrists on the arms."

Elena placed her hands on the wooden rests. Her fingers shook. The academic titles on the nearby shelves blurred in her vision.

He fastened the first cuff. Leather wrapped her left wrist snugly. The buckle tightened with a quiet snap.

The second cuff followed. Both wrists now locked to the chair arms. She tested them once. The restraints held firm but did not bite.

Helpless. Completely open. Her skirt still covered her lap but could be moved easily.

Rowan stood back. His chest rose and fell a fraction faster. The bulge in his gray pants had returned.

"Look at you," he murmured. "My brilliant student. Cuffed in my office like a specimen for study."

Elena’s pussy clenched at his words. Empty contractions rippled through her core. She hated how wet she already felt again.

He knelt slowly in front of the chair. His broad shoulders filled the space between her knees. Tailored fabric stretched over his back.

Large hands slid up her thighs. They pushed the black pencil skirt higher. The fabric bunched at her waist. Cool air hit her exposed pussy.

Her folds glistened. The cold wet arousal from earlier had warmed again. Her clit stood swollen and needy.

Rowan’s gaze locked on her center. His breath ghosted across her sensitive skin. She jerked in the cuffs.

"Such a pretty cunt," he said. Intellectual tone mixed with raw hunger. "Swollen from denial. Fluttering like it misses its lesson."

Elena bit her lip. The chair creaked as she shifted. Leather cuffs held her wrists exactly where he wanted them.

His fingers traced her outer lips. Two digits spread her open. Her inner pink flesh shone under the office lights.

A single fingertip circled her clit. Slow. Deliberate. The touch sent electricity up her spine.

She gasped. Her hips tried to lift but the angle made it difficult. The cuffs kept her upper body pinned to the chair back.

"Rowan," she whispered. "Someone could knock. The door is locked but—"

"No one will interrupt." He leaned closer. His tongue replaced his finger. Hot and wet, it licked a long stripe up her slit.

Elena moaned loudly. The sound bounced off the book-lined walls. Her nipples tightened into painful points under her blouse.

His tongue circled her clit. Then flicked directly over it. Steady pressure built with each pass.

She pulled against the cuffs. Leather creaked. The restraint only heightened the shame flooding her chest.

"You will repeat after me," he said against her pussy. His words vibrated through her folds. "I belong to Professor Rowan."

Her mind resisted. Her body betrayed her instantly. Fresh wetness dripped from her entrance.

"I... I belong to Professor Rowan," she repeated. Her voice cracked on the last word.

"Good girl." He rewarded her with two thick fingers sliding deep inside her empty channel. They curled upward and pressed her g-spot.

The stretch felt perfect. Her walls gripped him tight. The denied arousal from yesterday and today roared back stronger.

His tongue returned to her clit. He sucked the swollen nub between his lips while his fingers pumped slowly.

Elena’s thighs trembled on either side of his head. The pencil skirt bunched higher. Her blouse clung to her damp skin.

Heat coiled low in her belly. The orgasm built fast. Her breathing turned ragged.

Rowan felt it. He slowed his fingers. His tongue lightened to teasing licks.

"Not yet," he warned. "Say it again. Mean it this time."

She whined. The edge hovered just out of reach. Her pussy fluttered around his fingers in protest.

"I belong to Professor Rowan," she gasped. The academic office made the words filthier. A student confessing ownership to her professor.

He increased the pace again. Fingers thrust deeper. Tongue lashed her clit with perfect pressure.

The coil tightened. Her toes curled inside her shoes. Muscles in her sore bottom clenched and sent sparks of pain-pleasure through her.

She was close. So close. Her mouth fell open in a silent cry.

Rowan stopped everything. He pulled his fingers free. His tongue lifted away.

Elena cried out in frustration. Her empty pussy spasmed around nothing. The orgasm retreated painfully.

Tears pricked her eyes again. The cuffs held her in place. She could not even close her legs properly.

"Look at that desperate cunt," he said. His voice stayed calm. "Clenching on air. Begging for what only I can give."

He stood up. His fingers glistened with her juices. He wiped them across her lower lip.

Elena tasted herself. The flavor mixed with the lingering cum on her tongue. Shame burned hotter in her cheeks.

Rowan knelt once more. This time he spread her wider. His thumbs held her pussy open like a book he intended to study.

His tongue dove inside her. Fucking her with firm strokes. The wet sounds filled the quiet office.

She moaned helplessly. The cuffs rattled as she pulled. Her breasts heaved under the stained blouse.

The buildup returned faster this time. Her clit throbbed visibly. Every nerve ending screamed for release.

"Say the full sentence," he ordered between licks. "I belong to Professor Rowan. My thesis. My body. My orgasms."

Elena’s head fell back against the leather chair. Her wrists strained against soft restraints.

"I belong to Professor Rowan," she panted. "My thesis. My body. My orgasms."

The words pushed her closer. The institutional setting amplified everything. This was the same chair where students discussed literature. Now it held her spread and dripping for her professor’s tongue.

He sucked her clit hard. Two fingers plunged back inside her. They curled and stroked that perfect spot without mercy.

Her thighs shook violently. The orgasm rushed forward like a wave. Contractions started deep in her core.

"Please," she begged. "Please let me cum. I’ll do anything."

Rowan hummed against her flesh. The vibration nearly sent her over. Then he pulled back again.

The denial hit harder this time. Elena sobbed once. Her pussy leaked clear fluid onto the leather seat.

She hated how much she needed him. The brilliant literature student reduced to this. Cuffed and edged in his office.

Rowan stood. His face glistened with her arousal. The bulge in his pants looked painful.

He unzipped slowly. His thick cock sprang free. Veins stood out along the shaft. The head was dark red and leaking.

"Not your reward today," he said. "Your mouth earned that yesterday. Today you learn control."

He stroked himself once. Twice. His hand moved with measured strokes while he stared at her exposed pussy.

Elena watched. Her own arousal climbed higher at the sight. Her clit pulsed in time with his fist.

"Repeat it while I touch you," he commanded. He knelt again. His fingers returned to her dripping folds.

He rubbed her clit in tight circles. Perfect pressure. Exactly what she needed.

"I belong to Professor Rowan," she moaned. The sentence grew broken. "My thesis belongs to him. My body belongs to him."

His fingers sped up. The wet sounds turned obscene. Her hips jerked as much as the cuffs allowed.

The edge approached violently. Her walls fluttered. Her nipples felt like they might burst through her blouse.

Rowan leaned in and licked her clit while his fingers continued. The dual sensation destroyed her focus.

She was going to cum. She could feel the contractions starting deep inside.

He stopped.

Elena screamed in pure frustration. The sound echoed in the locked office. Tears spilled down her cheeks.

Her pussy continued to spasm. Empty. Aching. Soaked.

Rowan wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. His cock still stood hard and untouched now.

"You will stay like this for ten minutes," he said. "Cuffed. Exposed. Thinking about the words you just repeated."

He walked to his desk. The chair creaked as he sat down. He picked up her thesis pages and began marking them in red pen.

Elena panted in the reading chair. Her legs remained spread. Skirt bunched at her waist. Pussy glistening and desperate under the office lights.

The leather cuffs marked her wrists with faint red lines. She pulled once more. The restraints held perfectly.

Her clit throbbed visibly. Each heartbeat sent another pulse through the swollen nub. Cold air teased her wet folds.

Rowan glanced up occasionally. His eyes traced her helpless form. The bulge in his pants never fully softened.

Minutes stretched. The institutional silence pressed on her. Books on power and submission stared down from the shelves.

She belonged to him. The words no longer felt like just a game.

Her sore bottom ached against the leather. The dried cum on her blouse felt sticky. The taste in her mouth reminded her of yesterday’s reward.

Rowan set the pen down. He checked his watch.

"Time’s up."

He returned to her. His fingers traced her inner thigh. She jerked hard.

"One more edge," he said softly. "Then you will thank me properly."

His mouth descended again. This time he devoured her. Tongue and fingers worked in perfect rhythm.

Elena broke immediately. The pleasure slammed into her with no warm-up. She babbled the words between moans.

"I belong to Professor Rowan. I belong to Professor Rowan."

The orgasm hovered right there. Her entire body tensed. Vision narrowed to his dark head between her thighs.

He stopped.

She cried out. The sound came out raw and broken. Her pussy leaked steadily onto the chair now.

Rowan stood. He adjusted his cock back into his pants with visible effort. His breathing had grown heavier.

He unlocked the cuffs. Her wrists slipped free. Red marks circled both of them.

"Pull your skirt down," he ordered. "But do not clean yourself."

Elena obeyed on shaky legs. The fabric covered her dripping pussy. The wetness immediately soaked through.

She stood in the center of the office again. Wrists marked. Body desperate. Mind fractured between literature and lust.

Rowan cupped her chin. His thumb brushed her lower lip.

"You did well today, Elena. The words sounded almost natural by the end."

She trembled. The denied orgasm still screamed through her nerves. Her clit rubbed against the inside of her skirt with every breath.

"Tomorrow you return with the revised pages," he continued. "And I will introduce the next lesson. Something to fill that empty cunt while you walk campus."

Her pussy clenched at the threat. The plug had not yet been introduced. She already feared and craved it.

Rowan leaned down. His lips brushed her ear.

"Remember who owns your pleasure, little student. Say it one more time for me."

Elena’s voice came out small. Defeated. Aroused.

"I belong to Professor Rowan."

He smiled that calm, commanding smile. His hand squeezed her sore bottom once through the skirt. Fresh pain flared.

The locked office felt smaller than ever. The stalker excuse still hung between them. His protection demanded more surrender.

Elena gathered her things with trembling hands. The red marks on her wrists would be hidden under her sleeves tomorrow.

But the desperate ache between her legs would travel with her. Through every lecture. Every hallway.

She glanced back at the leather reading chair. The wet spot on the seat glistened under the lamp.

Rowan watched her. His posture remained flawless.

"Go home," he said. Tenderness flickered again in his eyes. "Rest that needy body. But do not touch yourself. That pussy only cums when I decide."

Elena nodded. Her legs barely carried her to the door.

The hallway outside waited. Normal students moved past in the distance. None of them knew what happened behind this locked door.

She stepped out. The taste of cum and her own arousal lingered on her tongue. The marks on her wrists burned faintly.

Tomorrow she would return. Revised thesis in hand. No panties. Body already conditioned to his control.

The brilliant literature student was disappearing. The helpless girl who repeated ownership confessions while cuffed to a chair was taking her place.

And the worst part was how right it felt.

Rowan’s voice followed her into the corridor. Quiet. Certain.

"See you after hours, Elena."

The door clicked shut behind her. The next escalation waited in the pages of her thesis. And in the drawer that held the egg, the cuffs, and new toys yet to be named.

Her clit throbbed with every step toward the exit. The denial had become its own form of possession.

She was bound by more than literature now.

She was bound by him.


Chapter 6: The Trainer

Elena stood frozen in the corridor. Her knuckles hovered inches from the wood. The dried cum and saliva on her blouse pulled tight across her breasts with every breath.

The door swung open before she could knock. Rowan filled the frame. His gray suit sat flawless on his broad shoulders.

"Enter, Elena. You've kept me waiting."

She slipped past him on trembling legs. The red marks on her wrists burned under her sleeves. Her black pencil skirt clung to her soaked thighs. No panties. Just as he ordered.

The lock clicked shut. The sound sealed them in the quiet office. Books on power and submission lined the walls like silent judges.

Rowan studied her. His eyes traced the stains on her chin and blouse. They dropped to the wet patch darkening the front of her skirt.

"You obeyed. No cleaning. Good girl." His voice stayed low and intellectual. "But your revised thesis still disappointed me. Sit."

Elena moved to the leather reading chair. Her sore bottom flared with each step. The burning from yesterday's spanking mixed with the constant ache in her empty pussy.

She lowered herself onto the cool leather. Her skirt rode up automatically. Cool air kissed her leaking folds. Her swollen clit throbbed visibly.

Rowan opened the desk drawer. He removed the leather cuffs again. The buckles clinked in his steady hands.

"Wrists on the arms."

She placed her hands down. The red marks from yesterday matched the new leather perfectly. He fastened them tight. Not painful. Just enough to remind her.

Helpless. Exposed. Her pussy fluttered in the open air.

Rowan knelt between her spread knees. His fingers pushed her pencil skirt higher until it bunched at her waist. Her wet pussy glistened under the lamp.

"Still leaking for me." He traced one finger through her folds. "This cunt has been aching since you left last night. Hasn't it?"

"Yes, Professor." The words slipped out before she could stop them. Shame flooded her chest. The institutional office made the confession filthier.

He leaned in. His tongue licked a slow stripe up her slit. The wet heat made her hips jerk against the cuffs.

Elena moaned. The sound echoed off the bookshelves. Her clit pulsed under the flat of his tongue.

"I belong to Professor Rowan," he prompted against her flesh. "Say it while I taste what's mine."

"I belong to Professor Rowan." Her voice cracked. The leather cuffs creaked as she pulled.

His tongue circled her clit. Two thick fingers slid inside her soaked channel. They curled and stroked her g-spot with perfect pressure.

Heat coiled fast in her belly. Her thighs shook on either side of his head. The denied orgasm from yesterday roared back stronger than ever.

Rowan sucked her clit between his lips. His fingers pumped deeper. Wet sounds filled the locked office.

She climbed fast. Her walls clenched around his fingers. The edge rushed forward like a freight train.

He stopped. Fingers withdrew. Tongue lifted away.

Elena sobbed once. Her empty pussy spasmed on nothing. Clear fluid leaked onto the leather seat beneath her.

"Not yet." Rowan stood. His cock strained hard against his tailored pants. The bulge looked painful. "You rewrite first. Then perhaps reward."

He unlocked the cuffs. The leather fell away. Red marks circled her wrists again. She stayed seated exactly as ordered. Skirt still bunched at her waist.

Her arms felt heavy. The chair held her like a trap. Her sore bottom burned against the leather. Her pussy ached worse than before.

Rowan reached into the drawer once more. He pulled out a new toy. Medium silicone butt plug. Black. Smooth. The base flared wide enough to make her breath catch.

"This is The Trainer." He held it up so she could see every inch. "It will fill that empty feeling while you work. No more excuses about focus."

Elena stared at it. Her heart hammered. Her clit throbbed in time with her pulse. The stalker excuse still hung between them. His protection demanded this.

"Turn around. Kneel on the chair seat. Present."

She obeyed on shaky limbs. The leather creaked under her knees. She gripped the back of the chair and pushed her sore bottom toward him. The pencil skirt stayed bunched high.

Rowan opened a small bottle. Cold lube dripped directly onto her tight hole. The shock made her gasp.

"Relax, little student." His voice stayed calm. Commanding. One finger circled her ass. Then pushed inside slowly.

The intrusion burned. Not painful exactly. Foreign. Her pussy leaked more in response. The betrayal of her body hit hard.

He added a second finger. Scissored them gently. The stretch made her moan into the chair back.

"Such a tight little hole." He worked the lube deeper. "It will take The Trainer beautifully. And you will wear it tomorrow on campus too."

Elena whimpered. The academic setting amplified everything. This was the chair where she once defended her thesis proposal. Now she knelt on it with her professor's fingers in her ass.

He removed his fingers. The plug pressed against her hole next. Cold silicone. Slick with lube.

"Breathe out."

She did. He pushed. The tip breached her ring. Her body resisted for one second then swallowed the first inch.

A low groan escaped her throat. The fullness felt overwhelming. Different from the egg in her pussy. Deeper. Heavier.

Rowan pressed steadily. The plug widened her. Inch by inch. Her walls stretched around the silicone.

"Almost there." His free hand stroked her sore bottom cheek. "Good girl. Taking it so well for your professor."

The widest part stretched her most. Elena cried out. The burn mixed with shameful pleasure. Her pussy clenched hard. More wetness dripped down her thighs.

Then it popped inside. The base settled flush against her hole. The fullness settled deep in her belly.

Rowan tapped the base. The plug shifted inside her. Sparks shot through her nerves.

"Turn back around. Sit properly."

She lowered herself into the chair again. The plug drove deeper with her weight. She gasped sharply. The fullness pressed against sensitive places she didn't know existed.

Her sore bottom screamed from the spanking marks. The plug made everything tighter. Her pussy felt even emptier now. Aching. Fluttering.

Rowan placed fresh thesis pages on her lap. Red marks covered the first draft. His handwriting looked neat and merciless.

"Rewrite the entire section on disciplinary power. Make it sharper. Every time you shift, remember who controls this body now."

Elena picked up the pen. Her fingers shook. The plug moved with even the smallest adjustment. It rubbed inside her when she leaned forward.

She started writing. The words blurred at first. Her clit throbbed untouched. The combination of sore ass, full rectum, and denied pussy made her head spin.

Rowan sat at his desk. He watched her. The bulge in his pants hadn't gone down. His breathing stayed measured but deeper than usual.

"Read the first paragraph aloud."

She did. Her voice trembled. "Foucault describes power as dispersed through institutions..."

The plug shifted when she breathed deep. A fresh wave of heat pooled in her belly. Her nipples poked hard against the stained blouse.

"Again. Slower." Rowan adjusted himself through his pants. His hand lingered. "I want to see how well you concentrate while filled."

Elena repeated the sentence. The institutional office pressed in on her. The books seemed to watch her humiliation. A brilliant student reduced to this. Plugged and rewriting under her professor's gaze.

Her pussy leaked steadily now. The leather seat grew slick beneath her. Every small movement made the plug nudge deeper.

She hated how good it felt. The fullness combined with the soreness from his hand yesterday. Her body betrayed her completely.

Rowan stood. He moved behind the chair. His hands rested on her shoulders. Heavy. Possessive.

"Continue writing." His fingers traced down her arms. "Feel it, Elena. That constant pressure. That's me inside you even when I'm across the room."

She wrote faster. The pen scratched loudly on the paper. The plug shifted with each letter. Her thighs trembled.

Her clit begged for touch. She didn't dare ask. The denial had become a constant companion now. Sharp and deep.

Rowan walked back to his desk. He pulled his cock free. Thick and hard. The head glistened. He stroked slowly while watching her work.

"Such a pretty sight." His voice remained controlled. "My star student. Plugged and leaking while she rewrites her mediocre work."

Elena glanced up. The sight of his fist around his cock made her pussy clench. The plug moved again. She moaned softly.

"Back to work." He stroked faster. "Finish the page. Then I'll consider letting you taste me again."

She forced her eyes down. The words on Foucault and self-regulation took on new filthy meaning. The plug made her feel owned. Completely.

Minutes passed. Her handwriting grew shaky. The fullness in her ass built a different kind of pressure. Not painful. Constant. Arousing.

Her sore bottom cheeks burned every time she adjusted. The spanking marks flared hot. Combined with the silicone stretching her, the sensations layered until she could barely think.

Rowan groaned quietly. His strokes grew more purposeful. His flawless posture never broke. Only his hand moved.

Elena wrote the final sentence. She set the pen down. Her chest heaved. Sweat dotted her forehead.

"Read it to me."

She did. The plug shifted with every breath she took for the longer sentences. Her voice stayed submissive. Small.

Rowan came with a low grunt. Thick ropes of cum landed on a tissue he grabbed at the last second. His cock pulsed visibly. His breathing stayed mostly steady.

He cleaned himself and tucked away. The suit looked perfect again within seconds.

"Acceptable." He took the pages. "But The Trainer stays in until tomorrow's session. You will wear it under your clothes all day. To every class."

Elena sat upright in the chair. The plug pressed firmly with the new position. It shifted when she straightened her back. Her pussy ached worse than ever. Empty and dripping.

She felt fractured. The brilliant literature student had faded further. The needy girl who sat plugged in her professor's office took her place.

Rowan cupped her chin. His thumb wiped a tear from her cheek that she hadn't noticed falling.

"This is only the beginning of your training, Elena. Tomorrow we add the egg again. Both holes filled while you pretend to be the independent student everyone thinks you are."

Her clit throbbed at the threat. The plug moved as she shivered. The institutional setting made the promise more humiliating. More arousing.

She remained seated. Writing finished. Body owned. The fullness inside her a constant reminder of his control.

The locked office felt smaller. The corridor outside waited like another world. One where she would walk with this secret stretching her.

Rowan smiled that small, knowing smile. His posture stayed flawless.

"Go home now. But do not remove it. Sleep with The Trainer inside you. Dream of who you belong to."

Elena stood on shaky legs. The plug shifted with the movement. A fresh gasp escaped her. She pulled her skirt down over the evidence.

The wet patch had grown. The stains on her blouse remained. Red wrist marks hid under sleeves.

She gathered the new thesis pages. Her mind felt hazy. The ache between her legs and the fullness in her ass followed her to the door.

Rowan watched her leave. His voice followed her into the corridor once more.

"See you after hours, my little student. The real lesson starts soon."

The door clicked shut. Elena took her first plugged step down the empty hallway. The silicone moved inside her with every movement.

Her pussy clenched emptily. Her clit rubbed against the soaked skirt. The soreness in her bottom flared.

She walked on. The brilliant student on the outside. The owned girl on the inside. The plug shifted again.

Tomorrow would be worse. Or better. She no longer knew the difference.

But she would return. Revised pages in hand. Body ready for more of his methodical possession.

The Trainer had begun its work. And her submission deepened with every full, aching step.


Chapter 7: The First Crinkle

Elena stopped dead in the empty hallway. The plug in her ass pressed hard against her full bladder with every breath.

She squeezed her thighs together. The pressure had built for hours. Now it demanded release.

Her stained blouse clung to her breasts. The black pencil skirt felt sticky against her leaking pussy. She could not make it home like this.

She turned around. Her feet carried her back to his door before her mind could argue.

She knocked. The sound echoed down the corridor.

The door opened at once. Rowan filled the frame. His gray suit looked flawless as ever.

"Back already?" His voice stayed quiet and sure.

"I can't hold it, Professor." Her words came out small. "Please. The plug makes it worse."

He reached out and pulled her inside by the wrist. The lock clicked behind them. The office sealed them in again.

"Skirt off. Immediately."

Elena hooked her thumbs in the waistband. She pushed the fabric down her legs. It fell to the floor with a soft thud.

Now only the blouse covered her. Her bare pussy glistened. The base of The Trainer sat flush between her cheeks. Her red wrist marks showed clearly in the lamplight.

She shifted from foot to foot. The need to pee burned.

Rowan studied her. His eyes traced the desperate way she held her body. He walked to a lower cabinet and pulled out a thick white diaper.

The plastic backing crinkled loudly in his hands.

"Your body is proving my point, Elena. You cannot be trusted to control basic functions after our sessions. This is what happens when you fight your true needs."

She shook her head. Fresh arousal dripped down her inner thigh. "Not a diaper. I'm twenty-five. I'm your student, not... not that."

He ignored her protest. He spread a clean towel across his desk. "Lie back. Legs up."

Elena climbed onto the desk. The wood felt cool against her sore bottom. The plug shifted deeper and pressed on her bladder again. She whimpered.

Rowan lifted her ankles with one hand. He slid the unfolded diaper under her hips. The padding felt thick and soft.

He shook baby powder over her exposed skin. The sweet scent filled the office. His fingers rubbed it carefully around her swollen clit and along her wet folds. He circled the base of the plug too.

The touch made her hips twitch. Her bladder throbbed harder.

He pulled the front of the diaper up between her thighs. The thick padding pressed firmly against her pussy. It forced her legs slightly apart.

The tapes ripped loudly as he fastened the first side. Then the second. The diaper hugged her tightly. It crinkled with every small movement.

Elena lay there. The bulk between her legs felt enormous. Humiliating. The institutional office made it worse. This was where she once argued about literature. Now she wore a diaper.

Rowan opened the desk drawer. He took out the remote-controlled egg. It still glistened from earlier.

"Both holes filled. That is the next lesson."

He tugged the diaper leg opening aside. The egg pressed against her slick entrance. He pushed it inside slowly. Her pussy swallowed it in one smooth motion.

The fullness joined the plug. Elena gasped. Both toys stretched her now.

He adjusted the diaper back into place and sealed the tape again. The crinkle sounded obscene.

"Stand up."

She slid off the desk. The thick padding made her waddle. Every step produced a loud crinkle. The toys shifted inside her with the movement.

Her bladder screamed. The pressure sat right against the front of the diaper.

Rowan picked up the small remote. His thumb hovered over the button. His cock strained visibly against his tailored pants.

"Hands at your sides. Do not touch yourself."

He turned the egg on low. The vibrations started deep in her pussy. They traveled through the thin wall and buzzed against the plug.

Elena moaned. Her knees buckled slightly. The diaper crinkled as she clenched.

"Say it. Who do you belong to?"

"I belong to Professor Rowan." Her voice shook.

He increased the speed. The egg buzzed faster. Her clit throbbed against the soft padding. The pressure in her bladder grew unbearable. Every vibration pushed her closer to losing control.

Her hips rocked forward without permission. The wet sounds of her arousal mixed with the crinkle.

Rowan breathed harder. His free hand adjusted his hard cock through his pants. "Again. Tell me what else belongs to me."

"My thesis belongs to you. My body belongs to you." She panted between words. "My... my bladder belongs to you."

"Good girl."

He kept the vibrations steady. Elena's thighs trembled. The need to pee mixed with the need to cum. Both built at the same time. Her pussy clenched around the egg. The plug felt heavier.

She was right there. Right on the edge of both.

He turned the remote off.

The vibrations stopped. Elena cried out in frustration. The desperate ache remained. Her bladder felt even fuller now.

"Please, Professor. I need to pee. I can't hold it anymore."

"You will hold it. That diaper is there for a reason. You cum when I decide. You pee when I decide."

He waited thirty seconds. Her breathing stayed ragged. The crinkle of the diaper filled the quiet office every time she shifted.

Then he turned the egg back on. Higher this time.

The sudden buzz made her yelp. She bent her knees. The thick padding crinkled loudly. The toys worked together inside her. The plug felt like it was being pushed deeper by the vibrations.

Her clit swelled against the diaper. Clear fluid leaked from her pussy and soaked into the lining.

Rowan watched her closely. His posture stayed perfect but his chest rose faster. The bulge in his pants looked painful.

"Walk to the chair and back. Slowly. Feel everything."

Elena took one step. The crinkle sounded humiliating. The toys shifted. The pressure on her bladder spiked.

Another step. Her hands fisted at her sides. "I belong to Professor Rowan. My orgasms belong to Professor Rowan."

The vibrations increased again. She stopped moving. Her whole body shook. A tiny spurt of urine escaped into the diaper. The warmth bloomed for just a second before she clamped down.

Rowan noticed. His eyes darkened with arousal.

"Not yet. You hold it like a good student."

He edged her three more times. Each cycle grew longer. Each time he made her repeat longer sentences while the egg buzzed mercilessly inside her.

"My mind belongs to you. My pussy belongs to you. My ass belongs to you. My bladder belongs to you."

The words came out broken. The academic setting made them filthier. A literature student standing in a diaper, toys filling both holes, begging her professor for control.

On the fifth round he left the egg on the highest setting. He stepped closer. His hand pressed lightly against the front of her diaper. The crinkle mixed with the buzzing.

Elena broke.

Hot urine flooded out of her. It gushed into the thick padding. The warmth spread fast across her pussy and around the base of the plug. The diaper grew heavier between her legs. It sagged with the weight of her accident.

She moaned loudly as it happened. The release felt shameful and relieving at the same time. Her clit throbbed hard against the wet padding. The egg kept buzzing.

Rowan turned it off right before she could tip over into orgasm.

The vibrations stopped. The only sound left was the wet squish of the soaked diaper and her heavy breathing.

Tears spilled down her flushed cheeks. The smell of urine mixed with baby powder. The warmth clung to her skin inside the padding.

She felt small. Broken in the best and worst way. The brilliant student who once stood in this office arguing theory had pissed herself in a diaper.

Rowan pulled her gently against his chest. His arms wrapped around her. He sat in the leather reading chair and drew her across his lap.

Her wet, heavy diaper pressed against his thigh. It squished softly. The crinkle was muffled now by the urine it held.

He stroked her back with slow, steady circles. One hand rested possessively over the sagging bulk between her legs.

"There we are," he murmured. His voice held calm authority and something softer underneath. "That is what happens when you try to fight it. Your body knows what it needs. It knows who it belongs to."

Elena hid her face against his suit jacket. The tears kept coming. The humiliating warmth of her own piss stayed trapped against her pussy. The plug and egg remained inside her. The thick diaper held everything.

She felt overwhelmed. The shame burned hot in her chest. But beneath it her clit still throbbed. Her body had betrayed her completely and she craved more.

Rowan pressed the wet padding lightly. The squish made her whimper.

"This is only the beginning of your real training, Elena. Tomorrow you will wear this to campus under your clothes. Both toys stay in. And you will bring me revised pages while you walk around filled and protected like the good little girl you are becoming."

His cock pressed hard against her hip. His breathing had grown rough. He was clearly aroused by her submission and her accident.

She lay across his lap. The soaked diaper heavy and warm. The plug still deep inside her. Her mind spun with humiliation and strange comfort.

The brilliant literature student was disappearing faster now.

And the worst part was how safe it felt to let her go.

Rowan kept stroking her hair. His hand never left the wet padding.

"Such a good girl for me," he whispered. "Even when you lose control."

The office lights hummed above them. The books on the shelves watched silently. The corridor outside remained empty.

Elena closed her eyes. The weight of the wet diaper anchored her to his lap. The toys kept her full. The warmth refused to fade.

She had crossed another line.

And she already knew she would come back tomorrow to cross the next one.

Rowan tilted her chin up gently. His eyes held hers.

"Tomorrow we begin Phase Two. But for now, you stay right here. Wet. Owned. Mine."

The crinkle sounded softly as she shifted on his lap. The urine had cooled slightly but the shame stayed burning hot.

She was his little student now.

Completely.


Chapter 8: Little One

Elena shifted on Rowan's lap. The soaked diaper squished heavily between her thighs. The Trainer plug stretched her ass while the vibrating egg sat deep in her pussy. Both toys pressed against each other through the thin wall inside her.

Rowan stroked her hair with steady fingers. His tailored gray suit felt warm under her cheek. The dried cum and saliva on her stained white blouse stuck to her skin.

"You made a mess for me, Elena." His voice stayed low and commanding. "That full bladder gave up exactly when I wanted it to."

She hid her face against his chest. Shame burned through her. Yet her clit throbbed against the wet padding. The office bookshelves watched her like silent witnesses to her fall.

He lifted her chin. His eyes locked on hers. "Time to clean you up, little one. Then we dress you properly."

Rowan stood and carried her to the leather couch against the far wall. His arms held her without effort. The wet diaper sagged and crinkled with every step he took.

He laid her on her back. The cool leather stuck to her thighs. Her legs fell open naturally around the bulky padding.

"Stay right there." He walked to the cabinet and returned with supplies. Fresh diaper. Wipes. Powder. A pale pink onesie folded neatly in his other hand.

Elena stared at the onesie. The soft fabric looked too small. Too childish for a twenty-five-year-old literature student. Her pussy clenched around the egg anyway.

Rowan untaped the wet diaper. The tapes ripped loudly in the quiet office. Cool air hit her soaked skin as he peeled the front down.

The smell of urine and powder filled the air. He used wipes to clean her carefully. His gloved fingers traced around the base of The Trainer. The plug stayed seated deep inside her.

"The Trainer remains." He pressed the base lightly. Sparks shot up her spine. "Your ass belongs to me now. Full at all times."

She whimpered. The egg shifted inside her pussy when she moved. Clear arousal mixed with the last traces of urine on the wipe.

Rowan removed the vibrating egg for only a moment. He cleaned it thoroughly then slid it back into her slick channel. Her walls swallowed it greedily. The fullness returned instantly.

"Good girl." He powered the remote once on low. Gentle vibrations hummed through her core. They traveled to the plug and made everything feel thicker.

Elena gasped. Her hips rolled up without permission. The leather couch creaked under her.

He powdered her skin generously. The sweet scent clouded her mind. His fingers rubbed the powder over her swollen clit and around both toys. Every touch felt electric.

The new diaper slid under her hips. Thick. White. Crinkling with promise. He brought the front up between her legs and taped it snugly.

The padding pressed the toys deeper. Elena moaned softly. The bulk forced her thighs apart in that humiliating way.

Rowan snapped the pale pink onesie over the fresh diaper. The soft cotton hugged her torso. The crotch snaps clicked shut one by one. Each click made her feel smaller.

The onesie covered the diaper completely. Only the slight bulge showed between her legs. She looked like a regressed version of herself. A brilliant student reduced to this.

"Open your mouth." He held a pink pacifier with a small ribbon. The rubber nipple pressed against her lips.

Elena hesitated. Her academic mind screamed no. But her body ached for the comfort. She parted her lips.

The pacifier slid in. She sucked instinctively. The rhythm calmed her racing thoughts. Humiliation flooded her chest even as warmth spread lower.

Rowan sat beside her on the couch. He pulled her across his lap again. This time she faced up with her head cradled in his arm. The onesie stretched tight over the diaper.

He reached for a bottle from the side table. Warm milk filled it. The nipple looked large and soft.

"Time to feed my little one." His free hand rested possessively over the diaper front. "You will drink every drop while I tell you who you are now."

The vibrations increased slightly. Elena sucked harder on the pacifier. Her eyes fluttered.

Rowan removed the pacifier gently. He replaced it with the bottle nipple. Warm milk flowed into her mouth as she suckled.

"Such a good girl." His voice wrapped around her like velvet chains. "Drinking her bottle with both holes filled. The Trainer stretching that tight ass. My egg buzzing in your pussy."

She nursed steadily. The milk tasted sweet and comforting. The onesie made soft sounds as she shifted. The diaper crinkled beneath it.

Rowan rocked her slowly. His cock hardened against her side. The thick bulge pressed through his tailored pants. His breathing grew deeper.

"Tomorrow you wear this under your clothes on campus." He stroked her cheek with one finger. "The wet feeling will remind you of tonight. Every step will make the plug shift. Every lecture you attend, this is what you'll be underneath."

Elena moaned around the bottle. The vibrations hummed faster. Her clit rubbed against the fresh padding with each suckle. Pressure built low in her belly.

"You are no longer just my student." Rowan kept his tone intellectual even as his hand pressed the diaper against her clit. "You are my little one. My possession. Your thesis, your body, your pleasure. All mine."

The praise hit her deep. Her walls clenched around the egg and plug. The combination of fullness, the soft onesie, the pacifier waiting nearby, and his calm words made her tremble.

She sucked harder. Milk flowed down her throat. The institutional office amplified everything. This was the couch where visiting scholars once sat. Now she lay here diapered and nursing like a dependent girl.

Rowan's hand moved in slow circles over the diaper. The crinkle mixed with the wet sounds of her suckling. His cock throbbed visibly against her hip.

"Feel how full you are." He tapped the base of the plug through the layers. "That constant pressure is me owning you. Your brilliant mind cannot fight what your body already accepts."

The vibrations climbed higher. Elena's thighs shook. Heat coiled tight in her core. The buildup felt different this time. Deeper. More overwhelming.

She pulled away from the bottle for a second. "Professor... I feel strange."

"Drink." He guided the nipple back. "Good girls finish their bottles. And good little ones cum when their professor allows it."

The word "little" sent a fresh wave through her. She nursed desperately now. The pacifier lay beside her like a promise of more regression.

Rowan turned the egg to its highest setting. The buzzing intensified. It vibrated against the plug with every pulse. Her clit swelled painfully against the padding.

"Your revised pages will be perfect tomorrow." His voice stayed steady but his cock leaked against his pants. A small wet spot formed on the fabric. "You will sit in my lectures with this onesie hidden under your skirt. The diaper will hold any accidents. And you will thank me for it."

Elena cried out around the bottle. The pressure crested suddenly. Her body betrayed her completely.

The orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy contracted hard around the vibrating egg. Strong pulses squeezed the toy rhythmically. Fresh wetness flooded the new diaper.

She moaned loudly. The sound vibrated around the bottle nipple. Her ass clenched around The Trainer in time with her pussy. The plug felt enormous as her muscles milked it.

Wave after wave hit her. Her toes curled. Her back arched against his arm. Milk dribbled from the corner of her mouth as she lost control of her suckling.

Rowan watched every second. His own breathing turned ragged. "That's it. Cum for me, little one. Show me how my praise makes this needy body explode."

Her clit throbbed visibly under the diaper. The contractions lasted longer than any orgasm she had ever felt. Clear cum soaked the padding in heavy pulses. The wetness spread warm and undeniable.

She trembled violently in his lap. The onesie snapped tight with each spasm. The plug shifted deeper as her body tried to process the overwhelming pleasure.

Finally the waves slowed. Aftershocks rippled through her. Small gasps escaped around the bottle. Her eyes looked glassy and unfocused.

Rowan turned the vibrations off. He set the empty bottle aside and slipped the pacifier back into her mouth. She sucked it gratefully. The rubber felt soothing after the intensity.

He held her close. His hand rubbed slow circles over the slightly damp diaper. A small leak had happened during her climax. The front showed a faint wet spot now.

"Beautiful." His voice held real tenderness mixed with possession. "Your first submissive orgasm. From fullness and my words alone. No direct touch. Just obedience."

Elena floated in his arms. The office felt distant. The books on Foucault and power dynamics blurred into meaningless shapes. Only the pacifier, the onesie, the plug, and his steady heartbeat remained real.

Her mind drifted in soft submission. The brilliant literature student had fractured further. The little one beneath took up more space now.

Rowan kissed her forehead. His cock still strained hard against her. He had not cum yet. The control made his arousal sharper.

"You will sleep like this tonight." He adjusted the onesie snaps carefully. "Onesie snapped shut. Pacifier in. Plug seated. Diaper slightly damp from your pleasure."

She nodded weakly around the pacifier. The crinkle sounded soft when she moved. The Trainer pressed against sensitive nerves with every breath.

"Tomorrow Phase Two deepens." His fingers traced the outline of the egg through the padding. "You will bring me those revised pages while wearing everything. And I will check you in my office after hours."

The hook dangled between them. Another day on campus hiding this secret. Another evening of escalation.

Elena sucked the pacifier slowly. The pale pink onesie hugged her like a second skin. The slightly damp diaper warmed again from her cum. The plug stayed perfectly seated.

She felt emotionally light. Floating. Owned in the safest and most terrifying way.

Rowan smiled that small knowing smile. His posture remained flawless even with his obvious erection.

"Rest now, my little one. The real lessons are only beginning."

The office lights hummed above them. The leather couch held her securely. Her body buzzed with the aftermath of surrender.

She closed her eyes. The pacifier worked steadily between her lips. The fullness in her ass and pussy anchored her to this new reality.

Tomorrow she would walk campus as the star student. No one would know about the onesie. The diaper. The toys. The submission that made her cum so hard.

But she would know.

And Professor Rowan would know.

The thought sent one final aftershock through her clit. The diaper crinkled softly.

She drifted deeper into his control. Little one. His little one.

Completely.


Chapter 9: Home Tutorial

Rowan lifted Elena from his lap with steady hands. He set her on her feet beside the leather couch. The pacifier stayed between her lips. She sucked it slowly while her legs trembled.

The pale pink onesie hugged her body. The slightly damp diaper crinkled under the snaps. The Trainer plug shifted inside her ass with the movement. The vibrating egg rested deep in her pussy.

"Campus is quiet now." Rowan adjusted his gray suit jacket. His voice stayed calm and certain. "We are going to my faculty house. No arguments."

Elena blinked through glassy eyes. The subspace still clouded her thoughts. She felt owned and light at the same time. Her clit throbbed against the faint wet spot in the padding.

He retrieved her black pencil skirt from the chair. His fingers worked the zipper. He slid it up her legs and over the onesie. The fabric hid the bulge but not the crinkle when she shifted.

The stained white blouse came next. Rowan buttoned it carefully over her chest. Dried cum and saliva marked the front like evidence. The institutional office made the act feel even more shameful.

"Coat on." He held out her long wool coat. It covered everything. No one would see the little girl underneath. But she would feel it with every step.

Rowan removed the pacifier. He slipped it into his pocket. "You will stay silent until we reach the car. Understand?"

She nodded. Her voice felt too small to use. The toys pressed deeper as she followed him to the door. The plug rubbed her sensitive walls. The egg created constant fullness.

They stepped into the empty hallway. The university building echoed with their footsteps. Elena waddled slightly. The diaper forced her thighs apart in that humiliating way.

Each step made the crinkle loud in her ears. She prayed no one lingered in the stairwell. Rowan walked ahead with flawless posture. His presence made her feel protected and trapped at once.

The cool night air hit them outside. He guided her to his black sedan in the faculty lot. The car door opened with a soft click. She climbed in carefully. The toys shifted again.

Rowan started the engine. His hand rested on her thigh as he drove. The campus lights faded behind them. His secluded faculty house sat ten minutes away in the wooded hills.

"You wore everything under your clothes like a good student." His fingers traced the hidden bulge. "The stalker was never the real threat. I used him as an excuse."

Elena turned her head. Her pussy clenched around the egg. "What do you mean, Professor?"

He smiled without looking at her. The car turned onto the private drive. Tall trees blocked the moonlight. "I wanted you broken down and dependent from the first time you argued in my seminar. The notes were convenient."

The house appeared ahead. Stone walls and dark windows. It looked imposing. Rowan parked and cut the engine. He came around to open her door.

"Inside. Now." He took her elbow. The front door unlocked under his key. Warm air greeted them. The house smelled of leather and books like his office.

He led her straight to the home study. Floor-to-ceiling shelves lined the walls. A large oak desk dominated the center. A leather chaise sat in the corner under a reading lamp.

"Strip the outer layers." Rowan watched her with calculating eyes. His cock strained against his tailored pants again. The small wet spot from earlier had grown.

Elena unbuttoned the blouse. Her fingers shook. The stained fabric fell away. She pushed the skirt down next. The pale pink onesie and thick diaper stood exposed in his private space.

The crinkle filled the quiet study. She stood there in the childish outfit. A brilliant literature student reduced to this. Her face burned even as heat pooled in her belly.

Rowan opened a drawer in the desk. He removed items one by one. Black spreader bar. Leather blindfold. Padded wrist cuffs. A fresh thick white diaper. Wipes and powder. The remote for the egg.

"Time to change you properly for the night." He spread a towel on the chaise. "Lie back. Legs up like in my office."

She obeyed. The leather felt cool against her back. Rowan unsnapped the onesie crotch. The tapes ripped loudly as he removed the damp diaper. Cool air touched her skin.

He cleaned her thoroughly with wipes. His gloved fingers traced around the base of The Trainer. The plug stayed locked in her ass. He removed the egg for cleaning then slid it back inside her pussy.

The fresh diaper crinkled as he positioned it under her hips. Baby powder dusted her skin. The sweet scent filled the study. He rubbed it carefully over her swollen clit and wet folds.

The front came up between her thighs. Thick padding pressed the toys deeper. He taped it snugly. The bulk felt heavier than before. Rowan snapped the onesie back into place.

"Almost ready." He fastened the padded cuffs around her wrists. The leather felt secure but not painful. He connected them with a short chain.

The blindfold came next. Soft black fabric covered her eyes. The world went dark. Her other senses sharpened immediately. The crinkle sounded louder. Her heartbeat thundered in her ears.

Rowan positioned the spreader bar. Cold metal touched her ankles. He locked it in place. Her legs spread wide. The diaper stretched tight between them. She could not close her thighs.

"Perfect." His voice moved around her. He sounded aroused now. His breathing had grown heavier. "You cannot hide anything from me like this."

Elena tested the restraints. The spreader bar held firm. Her arms stayed controlled above her head. The blindfold made her feel completely vulnerable in his study.

Rowan turned the vibrating egg on low. The buzz started deep inside her pussy. It traveled through the thin wall to The Trainer plug. Both toys worked together.

She gasped. Her hips tried to roll but the bar limited her. The diaper crinkled with every small movement. Wetness began to soak the fresh padding.

"This is what I planned all along." Rowan sat beside her on the chaise. His hand pressed the diaper front. The crinkle mixed with the buzzing. "The stalker gave me permission to watch you. To collect your little accidents on camera. To push you here."

The vibrations increased. Elena moaned. Her clit swelled against the thick padding. The plug felt enormous in her spread position. Pressure built fast in her core.

Rowan leaned closer. His suit jacket brushed her arm. "I graded your papers while imagining you in diapers. I wrote feedback knowing I would own your orgasms soon."

He turned the egg higher. The buzzing intensified. Elena's thighs trembled against the spreader bar. Her pussy contracted around the toy. The buildup felt sharp and overwhelming.

"You will cum for me now." His fingers found her clit through the diaper. He rubbed firm circles. The padding transmitted every touch. "Show me how completely you belong here."

The orgasm hit her suddenly. Her walls squeezed the egg in strong pulses. Fresh cum flooded the diaper. She cried out in the darkness. Her body shook against the restraints.

Wave after wave rolled through her. The contractions made her ass clench around the plug. The spreader bar kept her open and exposed. Wet sounds mixed with the crinkle.

Rowan kept rubbing through it. His own breathing sounded ragged. "Good girl. That is the first one. I have three more planned before you sleep."

The vibrations lowered but did not stop. Elena panted behind the blindfold. Sweat beaded on her skin. The heavy diaper sagged slightly from her release. The onesie felt tight across her breasts.

He unsnapped the onesie top now. Cool air hit her chest. Rowan's hands cupped her breasts. His thumbs circled her nipples until they hardened.

"Suckling comes later." He pinched one nipple lightly. "For now I want you to feel everything at once. The academic in you is gone tonight. Only my little one remains."

The egg buzzed faster again. Elena arched against the bar. Her cuffed wrists pulled at the chain. The fullness in both holes combined with the diaper pressure made her head spin.

Rowan removed his jacket. She heard the fabric shift. His shirt followed. The scent of his cologne grew stronger. His bare chest pressed against her side as he leaned over.

His cock felt hard against her hip through his pants. He ground it slowly against her. The friction made him groan softly. His arousal at her helplessness fed her own.

"Second orgasm." He turned the remote to maximum. The egg vibrated violently inside her. His fingers returned to her clit through the padding. Faster circles now.

Elena whimpered. The blindfold heightened every sensation. The spreader bar made her feel displayed like an object. Her professor's possession. The brilliant student had vanished.

Heat coiled tighter than before. Her clit throbbed painfully. The plug shifted with every contraction of her muscles. The diaper grew wetter as more arousal leaked out.

"Cum." Rowan commanded. His voice stayed intellectual even now. "Cum knowing the stalker was irrelevant. I would have found a way to claim you regardless."

The climax shattered her. Stronger than the first. Her pussy spasmed hard around the egg. Cum gushed in heavy pulses. The diaper absorbed it all with audible squishing sounds.

She screamed this time. The sound echoed in the study. Her ankles pulled uselessly against the bar. Her body convulsed in waves that seemed endless. Aftershocks followed immediately.

Rowan turned the egg off. He removed the blindfold slowly. Her eyes adjusted to the lamplight. His bare chest glistened with light sweat. His cock strained visibly.

"Look at you." He stroked her cheek. "Spread open. Diapered. Cumming from toys and my words. This is your true grade. Complete submission."

He released the spreader bar temporarily. Her legs trembled as he repositioned her on all fours on the chaise. The cuffs stayed on. He reattached the bar to keep her knees apart.

The onesie hung open. Her breasts swayed beneath her. Rowan reached under and cupped one. He rolled the nipple between his fingers while his other hand pressed the soaked diaper.

"Third one." The egg buzzed back to life on medium. He slid his hand inside the diaper leg opening. His fingers found her clit directly now. Skin on skin.

Elena moaned loudly. The direct touch felt electric after the padding. His fingers stroked her swollen nub with perfect pressure. The plug in her ass made every movement intense.

"You will thank me for taking away your independence." He thrust two fingers inside her alongside the egg. The fullness stretched her painfully full. "Say it."

"Thank you, Professor." Her voice broke. The words came out slurred with pleasure. "Thank you for the diaper. For the toys. For making me your little one."

His fingers pumped faster. The egg buzzed against them. Her breasts swung with each thrust. Rowan leaned down and sucked one nipple into his mouth without warning.

The nursing sensation hit her deep. His tongue circled the hard peak while he sucked rhythmically. His own moan vibrated against her breast. The dominant felt real pleasure from her regression.

The triple sensation pushed her over. Pussy, clit, nipple. Elena came violently. Her arms collapsed under her. The cuffs caught her weight. Her face pressed into the leather.

Contractions ripped through her core. Cum squirted around his fingers and the egg. The diaper could not contain it all. Wetness ran down her thighs. She gasped and moaned without control.

Rowan kept sucking her breast through the entire orgasm. His breathing grew harsh. His cock leaked against her leg. The wet spot on his pants turned into a visible stain.

He finally pulled back. His lips looked swollen. A string of saliva connected his mouth to her nipple. "One more. The strongest yet."

Elena shook her head weakly. Her body felt spent. The diaper sagged heavily between her spread knees. Fresh cum mixed with the previous releases inside the padding.

Rowan changed her anyway. He removed the soaked diaper completely. The cool wipes cleaned her sensitive skin. He left both toys in place while he powdered her again.

A new heavy diaper went on. Thicker than the last. Designed for overnight. The tapes ripped loudly in the study. The padding felt massive between her thighs.

He snapped the onesie shut once more. Then the spreader bar returned. The blindfold covered her eyes again. The wrist cuffs stayed locked.

"Last one." He did not use the remote this time. Instead his mouth descended on her diaper front. He sucked her clit through the thick padding while his hands gripped her spread thighs.

The pressure and heat of his mouth drove her wild. The plug shifted as she clenched. The egg remained still but full inside her. His tongue pressed firmly through the layers.

Elena broke completely. The final orgasm tore through her like lightning. She screamed his name. Her body convulsed against the restraints. Fresh cum flooded the heavy diaper in powerful spurts.

Tears leaked from under the blindfold. The emotional rawness hit harder than the physical pleasure. She felt dismantled. The independent student no longer existed here.

Rowan pulled back. He removed the blindfold and cuffs but left the spreader bar for now. His face showed satisfaction and something deeper. Possession.

He gathered her into his arms on the chaise. The heavy wet diaper squished between them. His bare chest felt warm against her cheek.

"The stalker was merely my excuse." His voice rumbled under her ear. "I needed you like this. Diapered. Regressed. Mine in every way. No more hiding behind academics."

Elena nodded against him. Exhaustion pulled at her. The toys still filled her. The fresh heavy diaper held her releases. The spreader bar kept her open and claimed.

She felt emotionally raw in his study. The books on the shelves witnessed her total surrender. The brilliant literature student had been replaced by his little one.

Rowan kissed her forehead. His cock remained hard against her hip. The night was not over yet.

But for now she floated in the aftermath. Spent. Owned. Completely raw in the best and most terrifying way.

The heavy diaper sagged warmly beneath the onesie. The plug and egg reminded her of his control with every breath. His faculty house held her now.

Tomorrow she would return to campus wearing everything again.

But tonight she belonged only to this moment in his study. Blindfolded earlier. Cuffed. Spread. Changed. Broken open by multiple shattering orgasms.

His little one.

His excuse had become her truth.


Chapter 10: The Regression Contract

Rowan held Elena closer on the leather chaise. His bare chest rose and fell against her cheek. The heavy overnight diaper sagged warm and soaked between her thighs.

The spreader bar kept her ankles locked wide. The Trainer plug stretched her ass. The vibrating egg sat silent but full inside her pussy.

"You survived four orgasms for me." His voice stayed low and certain. "Now we make it permanent."

Elena trembled in his arms. Her onesie clung to her sweat-damp skin. Tears still dried on her face from the last climax.

Rowan reached down and unlocked the spreader bar. The metal clicked open. Her legs stayed apart anyway from the thick padding.

He unsnapped the crotch of her pale pink onesie. Cool air kissed her wet skin. The tapes of the heavy diaper ripped loudly in the quiet study.

The used diaper fell open. The smell of her cum and urine filled the room. Rowan cleaned her with slow wipes.

He left the toys inside for now. His gloved fingers traced the base of The Trainer. The plug shifted and made her gasp.

"The contract waits on my desk." He lifted her chin. "You will sign it tonight. But first I remove every barrier between us."

Elena nodded slowly. Her mind floated in deep subspace. The brilliant student felt farther away than ever.

Rowan removed the vibrating egg first. It slid out with a wet sound. Her pussy clenched at the sudden emptiness.

Next came The Trainer. He eased the medium plug from her ass. Her hole fluttered around nothing. She whimpered at the loss.

He set both toys aside on the desk. The contract papers lay there beside a black leather collar. The document looked official. Thick paper. Formal language.

"Stand for me." Rowan helped her to her feet. Her legs shook. The unsnapped onesie hung loose around her hips.

He peeled the onesie completely off. She stood naked in his home study. Only the faint red marks from cuffs and the sore skin from spanking remained.

Rowan fastened the black collar around her throat. The leather felt cool and snug. A small silver ring dangled at the front.

"Kneel." His command carried quiet authority. Elena dropped to her knees on the rug. The collar shifted with the movement.

Her knees spread naturally. Her wet pussy dripped onto the floor. The empty feeling in both holes made her ache.

Rowan stood above her. He removed his tailored pants at last. His cock sprang free. Thick. Hard. The head glistened with pre-cum.

"You stalked yourself into this." He stroked his length once. "The notes were my excuse. Your submission was always the goal."

Elena stared at his cock. Her mouth watered. Her clit throbbed without any toy touching it. The collar made her feel owned already.

He sat on the edge of the chaise. His legs spread wide. "Come here. Impale yourself on me. This is how you sign."

She crawled forward on her knees. The rug burned her skin slightly. Her heavy breasts swayed as she moved.

Rowan guided her up. She straddled his lap facing him. The head of his cock pressed against her slick pussy entrance.

"Slow." He held her hips. "Feel every inch replace what I took away."

Elena sank down. His thick cock stretched her pussy wide. The fullness replaced the egg completely. She moaned as he bottomed out.

Her ass settled against his thighs. The collar bounced lightly against her neck. His cock throbbed inside her.

Rowan reached for the contract. He placed it on the small table beside them. A pen waited on top. The pages detailed her regression in clear academic language.

"You agree to surrender all adult decisions." His voice stayed steady even as his cock flexed inside her. "No more independent thesis work. No more choices about your body. You become my little one in every way."

Elena rocked her hips once. Pleasure sparked deep in her core. His cock hit every sensitive spot.

"Read the first line aloud." He held her still with strong hands. "While I am inside you."

She picked up the paper with trembling fingers. "I, Elena, twenty-five years old, hereby renounce my adult independence."

Her pussy clenched around his cock as she spoke. The words made her wetter. Shame and arousal mixed hot in her belly.

"Continue." Rowan thrust up gently. The movement pushed him deeper. Pre-cum leaked inside her.

"I submit to Professor Rowan as my guardian and owner." Her voice cracked on the word owner. "My body belongs to him. My mind will regress. I will wear diapers. I will obey every rule."

Each line she read made her hips move faster. His cock stirred her insides. Her clit rubbed against his pubic bone with every rock.

Rowan breathed harder now. His chest flushed. The dominant man showed his own need. His hands gripped her ass cheeks and spread them.

"Sign while you ride me." He handed her the pen. "And tell me who you are now."

Elena took the pen. She braced the contract on the table. Her body moved up and down on his thick cock. Wet sounds filled the study.

The pen shook in her hand. She signed her name on the first line. The ink flowed as her pussy contracted around him.

"I am no longer the independent student." She gasped the words. "I am your little one. Your regressed girl. My grades, my body, my pleasure all belong to you."

Rowan groaned. His cock swelled bigger inside her. The sound of his pleasure made her even wetter. His control slipped just enough to show how much this aroused him.

"Good girl." He thrust harder now. The chaise creaked beneath them. "Keep reading. Keep signing."

She signed the second page. Her breasts bounced with each movement. The collar felt tighter as she panted.

"I accept discipline in any form." Her voice grew breathy. "Spankings. Plugs. Diapers. Nursing from your cock or your mouth. I will wet my diaper like the dependent girl I am."

Her clit throbbed painfully. The buildup started deep and strong. His cock dragged against her g-spot with every stroke.

Rowan reached up and cupped her breast. He pulled her forward. His mouth closed over her nipple. He sucked hard while she continued signing.

The nursing sensation shot straight to her pussy. Elena moaned loudly. Her hand scribbled her name on the final line.

"I am yours completely." The last words came out as a cry. "No more Elena the scholar. Only your little girl. Your diapered possession."

She dropped the pen. The signed contract sat on the table. Rowan released her nipple with a wet pop. His eyes burned with satisfaction.

"Cum for me now." He gripped her hips and drove up into her. "Cum while you wear my collar and my cock. Show me your surrender is real."

The permission broke her. Elena rode him faster. Her pussy squeezed his cock in rhythmic pulses. The orgasm built like fire in her veins.

Her walls fluttered first. Then they clamped down hard. Strong contractions milked his thick length. Fresh cum gushed around his cock and soaked his balls.

She screamed his name. The sound echoed off the bookshelves. Her body shook violently on top of him. The collar bounced against her throat with each spasm.

Rowan thrust through her climax. His breathing turned ragged. Sweat beaded on his flawless chest. His own orgasm followed seconds later.

His cock pulsed deep inside her. Hot cum spurted in heavy ropes. He filled her pussy completely. The amount surprised her as it overflowed and dripped down.

He groaned against her neck. The dominant man lost control for one perfect moment. His hips jerked up as the last spurts emptied into her.

They stayed locked together. Her pussy continued small aftershocks around his softening cock. Cum leaked out between them.

Rowan kissed her forehead. His hands stroked her back with surprising tenderness. The intellectual authority returned to his voice.

"You signed it." He lifted her off his cock slowly. Cum poured from her stretched pussy onto the floor. "The regression is official."

He laid her on the chaise on her back. Her legs fell open. The collar stayed around her throat. She felt empty again but completely owned.

Rowan retrieved the supplies. Baby powder. Wipes. A fresh heavy overnight diaper. The Trainer plug cleaned and ready. The pale pink onesie.

He cleaned her thoroughly. His fingers wiped away their mixed cum. The cool wipes made her shiver. He powdered her skin generously.

The sweet scent clouded the study. He lifted her hips and slid the fresh diaper underneath. The thick padding crinkled loudly.

He slid the cleaned Trainer plug back into her ass. The medium size stretched her again. She moaned as it seated fully.

The diaper front came up between her legs. He taped it snug and tight. The bulk forced her thighs apart once more. The heavy padding would hold everything overnight.

Rowan snapped the pale pink onesie over the fresh diaper. The soft fabric hugged her body. Each snap clicked shut with finality.

He gathered her into his arms again. This time she curled against his chest completely. The signed contract rested on the table beside them.

The collar pressed against his skin. The plug shifted inside her with every breath. The fresh diaper felt dry and comforting after the mess.

"You are at peace now." His voice rumbled under her ear. "My little one. My regressed student. No more fighting what you need."

Elena nuzzled closer. The exhaustion from the night settled deep in her bones. Her mind felt quiet for the first time in years.

The home study wrapped around them like a private world. Books on literature and power watched silently. The brilliant twenty-five-year-old had signed away her independence while impaled on her professor's cock.

She felt the warm bulk of the overnight diaper between her legs. The plug kept her full and reminded her of her place. The collar marked her as owned.

Rowan rocked her gently. His hand rubbed slow circles over the crinkling diaper back. His cock showed new interest against her thigh but he stayed tender.

"Tomorrow you deliver the revised pages." His words carried both promise and threat. "Wearing everything under your clothes. I will inspect you after hours in my office."

Elena smiled sleepily against his chest. The regression contract made the threat feel like safety. Her body relaxed completely in his arms.

The heavy diaper held her. The onesie kept her contained. The plug and collar anchored her to this new identity.

She drifted toward sleep. Fully surrendered. Emotionally raw but strangely free. The little girl inside had won.

Rowan kissed the top of her head. His posture remained flawless even while holding her. The dominant professor had claimed his prize completely.

"Rest now, little one." His final words wrapped around her like the diaper itself. "Phase Two begins at dawn."

The contract sat signed on the table. Her name inked beside his. The evidence of her total submission lay there for both of them to see whenever they woke.

Elena curled tighter against his warm chest. The fresh overnight diaper crinkled softly. Peace settled over her like a heavy blanket.

She belonged to him now. Diapered. Collared. Regressed. Owned in the safest and most complete way possible.

The faculty house held them both. The night stretched quiet outside the windows. Inside, only the sound of her soft breathing and the occasional crinkle remained.

His little one. His possession. His signed and sealed regression.

At peace.

Still craving more? 


This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 

[image: ]


The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane
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