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CHAPTER ONE

Layla was trying her best to pay attention to her English professor, Joan. Donna, another girl in her class, was popping her gum so loud it was hard for Layla to hear. Layla squirmed in her seat, trying her best to hear what Joan was saying. Layla had finally had enough; she gathered her things and moved closer to the front, away from Donna.

Joan had noticed Layla moving. She didn’t stop talking but noticed who Layla had been sitting close to. Joan smiled to herself. Donna was always bothering someone. Joan watched as Layla got herself settled and began taking notes. There was something about Layla that intrigued Joan. Layla was one of those quiet students who worked hard, made decent grades, and did everything that was asked of her.

Layla was finally able to listen to Joan and take some decent notes. She was going to have to ask Joan after class to go over what she had been talking about earlier. Layla hoped Joan wouldn’t get too upset with her, but with Donna popping her gum in Layla’s ear, she just couldn’t concentrate.

Joan was having a hard time remembering what she was teaching. She lost her concentration when Layla had bent over to put her backpack on the floor beside her seat. Layla was not the most beautiful woman in the world, but she did have a nice round ass that Joan found herself wanting to bite. Joan mentally shook herself and got back to teaching about Edgar Allen Poe.

Layla got through the rest of the class without any problems. When Joan released them, Layla began gathering her stuff. She was just turning around when Joan approached her desk. Layla accidentally bumped into Joan.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Ms. Rice. I didn’t see you there.”

“It’s okay, Layla. You can call me Joan, you’re in college. We aren’t that formal in college.”

Layla laughed nervously. “Sorry, it was just the way I was raised. I was wondering if you could go over what you talked about earlier in the class. I was sitting near Donna and couldn’t hear with her popping her gum.”

Joan smiled and nodded. “Ah, yes, dear Donna. She’s a special one. Well, I don’t really have time right now to go over what was covered this morning; maybe you can get the notes from someone else in the class.”

Layla looked a bit confused as Joan had always been willing to help her students out before. “Oh, okay, no problem.”

Layla slung her backpack over her shoulder and walked out of the classroom. Joan watched Layla until she was out of the class. Just watching Layla walk up the stairs toward the door made Joan groan inwardly. Joan walked to the teacher’s bathroom and splashed some water on her face. She had been attracted to other students before, but something about Layla made her core tighten. She had to find a way to have Layla.

Layla saw Ronnie, a guy in her English class, in the cafeteria. They had talked a few times before, and he always took good notes. She got her food and then walked over to Ronnie.

“Hey, Ronnie.”

“Hey, Layla.”

“Is it possible for me to see your notes you took in Ms. Rice’s class today?”

“Ms. Rice? Oh, you mean English. You know you can just call her Joan.”

“I know, but it’s just hard for me to call any of my teachers by their first name.”

Ronnie reached into his backpack and brought out a notebook. He opened it and slid it across the table to Layla.

Layla quickly copied Ronnie’s notes and gave him his notebook back. “Thanks, Ronnie. You’re a lifesaver.”

“You’re welcome.”

Layla went back to her dorm room and studied like she did every day. Weeks went by, and Layla thought everything was going great. She was getting herself prepared for midterm exams and the holidays.

Layla was taking notes in Joan’s class, making sure she knew everything that was going to be on the midterm test. Layla was trying her best to follow Joan, but her mind kept darting from one class to the other. Layla didn’t notice when Joan asked her a question.

“Layla, hello, are you with us?”

Layla brought her mind back to the present. “Oh, Ms. Rice, I’m so sorry. I guess I have a lot on my mind with midterms and all.”

“I asked if you could give me three poems that Poe wrote.”

“Oh, yes, sure. The Raven, The Tell-Tale Heart, and The Fall of the House of Usher.”

“Thank you, Layla. Class dismissed. Layla, I need to see you after class, please.”

Layla frowned. Why would Joan need to see her? Yes, she might have spaced out a bit in class, but she couldn’t figure out what else Joan might need to see her about. Layla gathered her things and walked to Joan’s desk.

“Ms. Rice, you wanted to see me?”

“I don’t want to have to tell you again to call me Joan. Yes, I wanted to see you. Do you realize you are about to fail my class?”

“Fail your class? How? I’ve passed every test and done all my work?”

“Are you questioning me?”

“No, ma’am. I’m sorry. Is there anything I can do to bring my grades up so I can pass this class?”

Joan slyly smiled. “As a matter of fact, there is. There is a special project I’ve been working on that I need some help with. If you can help me with it, I can promise you that you will pass this class.”

“I’ll do anything it takes to pass this class.”

Joan smiled again. “That’s good to hear. Meet me back here at seven tonight.”

Layla went through the rest of the day in a blur. She kept thinking about Joan and failing her class. She knew some of the other students had talked about Joan having a weird grading scale, and normal grades didn’t really matter to her. Layla just thought they were angry students who didn’t like Joan, but now it made Layla wonder.

It was a quarter to seven when Layla entered Ferguson Hall. She made her way to Joan’s room and tried the door. It opened. Layla walked into the familiar classroom and let the door close behind her. She jumped when the door snapped shut. Layla slowly walked to the front of the class. She wasn’t sure who all was supposed to be here, but no one had gotten there yet.


CHAPTER TWO

Layla sat down to wait on Joan. She pulled a book out of her backpack and began reading. Layla didn’t hear Joan when she came into the room. Joan walked over to Layla and placed her foot beside Layla’s thigh. Layla looked at Joan’s foot and slowly moved her eyes from Joan’s foot up her leg, and blushed when she saw Joan was wearing fishnet stockings, crotchless leather shorts, and a leather nippleless bra.

“Um, Ms. Rice?”

Joan slapped a riding crop against the desk Layla was sitting behind. Layla jumped.

“My name is Joan.”

“Yes, I’m sssorrry.” Layla stuttered.

“Are you ready to help me with my special project?”

“I guess.”

“Then let’s get started. Stand up.”

Layla stood up. Joan took Layla by the hand and led her to a hidden door behind her desk. The door looked just like one of the panels on the back wall. Joan reached her hand out and ran it down the right side of the trim. Layla heard a click, and the panel swung inward.

“Watch your step.”

Joan raised her leg up and stepped over the bottom of the door frame. Layla did the same, but the toe of her shoe caught on the door frame, and Layla stumbled. She bumped into Joan and almost made both of them fall.

Joan grabbed Layla and steadied her. Layla looked up and gasped. The room they were in looked like some kind of dungeon. There were all kinds of bars, chains, harnesses, and other things Layla didn’t know the names of hanging on the walls and from the ceiling. Layla turned all the way around so she could see everything in the room. Layla jumped when Joan spoke.

“Like what you see?”

“I don’t even know what I am looking at? Is this some kind of torture chamber for students who are failing?”

Joan laughed a deep throaty laugh. “No, it’s my fun room.”

“Fun room? How can you have fun in a room like this?”

“Glad you asked. Let me show you.”

Joan walked Layla over to a bench in the center of the room. She put handcuffs on Layla’s wrists and pulled her arms over her head. Joan hooked the handcuffs to the top of the bench. Joan bent down and cuffed Layla’s ankles to the floor.

Layla pulled against her restraints. “Joan, what are you doing?”

“Showing you some fun.”

Joan pulled Layla’s shirt up and tucked it behind her head. She unfastened Layla’s bra and moved it out of the way. Joan then moved down to Layla’s lower body. Joan unfastened Layla’s pants and pulled them along with Layla’s underwear down to her ankles.

Joan walked over to a cabinet and opened the doors. She ran her hand over all the toys and picked up a feather flogger. Layla strained her head to see what Joan was doing. Joan brought the flogger back to Layla and ran it down the middle of Layla’s body. Layla sucked in her breath. Joan ran the flogger around Layla’s nipples and smiled as they hardened into little peaks. Joan then ran the flogger down Layla’s body until she got to her core. She flicked her wrist and slapped the feathers across Layla’s fun button. Layla gasped and tried to move her hips.

Joan bent over and sucked one of Layla’s nipples into her mouth. She held Layla’s nipple in her mouth and flicked the end of it with her tongue. Joan sucked hard and pulled back on Layla’s breast. She captured Layla’s nipple between her teeth and bit.

Before she realized what she was doing, Layla had groaned. Joan smiled with Layla’s breast in her mouth. Joan allowed Layla’s breast to pop out of her mouth. Joan moved so that she was straddling Layla’s body.

Joan grabbed Layla’s breasts with both hands. She squeezed and pinched Layla’s nipples hard.

“Joan, please stop. You have to stop. You can’t do this.”

“Oh, I believe I can, and I will. Just relax and enjoy. Your body is telling me that you don’t want me to stop.”

Joan bent forward and kissed Layla’s mouth. Layla tried her best to move her mouth away, but Joan grabbed her by the chin and held her still. Joan shoved her tongue in Layla’s mouth and kissed her deeply.

Layla just laid there and let Joan kiss her. What was she going to do anyway? Joan released Layla’s lips and kissed her way down Layla’s body. Joan moved so that she was straddling Layla’s body where her head was pointing toward Layla’s bottom. Joan bent forward and licked Layla from her clit to her ass.

Layla groaned and moved her hips. Joan smiled to herself and moved her bottom back toward Layla’s face.

“Eat me,” Joan said.

“I don’t know how.”

“Just do to me what I’m doing to you.”

“You don’t understand. I’ve never been with anyone like this.”

Joan hesitated just a moment. “Then now is the perfect time for me to teach you.”

Joan went back to Layla’s crotch. She ran her tongue around Layla’s clit in circles then moved down toward Layla’s center. Joan pushed her tongue as far inside Layla as she could get. Layla couldn’t stop her body from responding to Joan’s touch.

Joan kept backing her bottom up toward Layla’s mouth. All Layla had to do was move her head just a bit, and she would be able to lick Joan. Layla took a deep breath and licked Joan from her clit to her ass. To Layla’s surprise, Joan didn’t taste anything like she thought it would. Layla tried her best to keep up with what Joan was doing. Layla circled Joan’s clit with her tongue, and Joan shivered above her and pushed her crotch harder against Layla’s face.

Layla was bucking her hips against Joan’s mouth. She knew she was about to have her first-ever orgasm. Layla got so caught up in the feelings she was going through that she forgot to pleasure Joan until Joan pushed her crotch tight against Layla’s face. Layla went back to licking Joan.

Joan pushed two fingers inside Layla, and this brought Layla’s hips up off of the bench. Layla was straining against her restraints. Layla was shaking violently. Joan moved her fingers in and out of Layla’s core faster while sucking on Layla’s clit. Layla couldn’t breathe; she wrenched her face away from Joan’s crotch.

“Oh, God, I don’t know what you are doing, but I feel like I’m going to explode.”

Joan didn’t stop what she was doing to Layla. She knew Layla was about to orgasm, and if she was right, this just might be Layla’s first orgasm.

“Oh, my God! Joan, please, help me! I can’t. I can’t…” Layla’s voice trailed off as her orgasm took hold of her. Her body bowed as the orgasm traveled through her body. Joan stopped licking her clit and just held it lightly in her mouth. Joan could feel every pulse of Layla’s muscles in her vagina. Once Layla calmed down, Joan kissed her clit lightly, which caused Layla to gasp.

Layla was trying to calm her breathing when Joan sat her crotch onto Layla’s face. Layla remembered what she was supposed to be doing. She wanted to give Joan what she had just experienced. Layla pulled Joan’s clit into her mouth and began sucking on it. Layla then ran her tongue down to Joan’s center and pushed her tongue as far into Joan as she could get. Layla soon got into a rhythm, and Joan began groaning and shaking above her.

Layla pulled Joan’s clit back into her mouth and began sucking harder. Joan threw her head back and came all over Layla’s face. She kept grinding her crotch against Layla’s face until her orgasm subsided. Joan stood up off of Layla and turned to face her. Joan bent down and kissed Layla. To Layla’s surprise, she actually liked the taste of Joan’s and her own juices.

Layla thought Joan would release her, but Joan walked back over to the cabinet and brought something back in her hand. Joan unfastened Layla’s ankles and then began pulling what Layla assumed was a pair of underwear up her legs. Layla felt something cold being placed against her clit. Layla wiggled her hips.

“Be still. I have to get this just right.”

Layla stopped moving and tried her best to be still.

“Raise your hips.”

Layla raised her hips up, and Joan pulled the “underwear” up around her hips. Layla lowered her hips back down, and Joan pressed a button on what she was holding. Layla’s hips bucked off of the bench as vibrations shot through her clit.

“Holy cow, what is that?”

“My way of having some fun with you in class without anyone seeing.”

Joan walked back over to the cabinet and brought back two more small items. She bent over and placed them over Layla’s nipples. She ran the strings that were attached to the small vibrators around Layla’s back and clipped them together. Joan then clicked the remote on the nipple vibrators, and Layla’s body once again bowed.

Joan put the remotes in her pocket and turned to Layla.

“Do you know how good you look lying there naked with vibrators attached to your nipples and clit?”

“No.”

“It doesn’t matter. I want you to wear these every time you come to my class. You can take them off when you shower, but I will know if you aren’t wearing them to my class. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good.”

Joan took the handcuffs off of Layla and helped her sit up.

“You can get dressed and go back to your room. You realize that if you tell anyone, we are both in big trouble.”

“I know. You don’t have to worry. I won’t tell anyone.”

The rest of Layla’s evening went by in a blur. In fact, the next few weeks went by fairly quickly, with midterms and everyone getting ready for the holidays. Layla made sure she wore her special things every time she had to go to Joan’s class. The day before the exam, Layla was concentrating extremely hard on her notes to prepare herself for the midterms when suddenly her crotch and nipples were covered in vibrations.

Layla almost fell to the floor when Joan started the vibrators.

“Layla, are you okay?”

Layla composed herself as best she could. “Yes, Joan, I’m fine. I just had a cramp in my leg.”

Joan smiled to herself as she let the vibrators continue to hum. Layla was trying her best to keep her composure, but she was getting close to having an orgasm and didn’t want to cum in the middle of her English class.

Layla began sweating and breathing harder. She raised her hand.

“Joan, may I please be excused?”

“Is there a problem, Layal?”

“I just need to use the restroom.”

“Class is almost over. I think you can wait.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Layla crossed her legs and knew it wouldn’t be long before her orgasm consumed her.

Joan was enjoying torturing Layla. She saw Layla’s eyes roll back into her head as she slumped down in her seat. Layla was shaking, but she was trying her best not to draw attention to herself.

Ronnie looked over at Layla and wondered what was wrong with her. Layla had always seemed so healthy, but she looked like she was about to pass out today. Maybe the midterms were catching up with her. Ronnie’s sister used to have seizures when she was younger, and stress could always trigger them. He wondered if Layla might suffer from them too. He stood up to go check on Layla.

“Ronnie, where do you think you are going?”

“Layla doesn’t look too good, Joan. I was just going to check on her. My sister has seizures, and they start out with her shaking like that.”

“Layla, are you prone to having seizures?”

Layla took a deep breath and prayed to everything that was holy that her voice would be calmer than her body. “No, ma’am, I don’t have seizures.”

Ronnie sat back down but stayed very concerned about Layla. He kept watching her out of the corner of his eye. He was determined to talk to her after class.

Layla started gritting her teeth, trying not to scream. Joan let the vibrators go for a few more minutes, and Layla had almost melted into the floor. Joan turned off the vibrators, and Layla laid her head on the desk. She was breathing heavily and trying to stop shaking.

“Okay, class, remember to study as much as possible and good luck on your test tomorrow.”

Layla tried her best to gather her things, but she kept dropping stuff. Ronnie came over and helped her pick up her books.

“Layla, are you sure you’re okay?”

“Yeah, Ronnie, I’m fine.”

“Are you sure you weren’t having a seizure?”

“No, I wasn’t having a seizure. I was just stressing over this test, and it is cold in here. I was shivering from the cold while trying to remember all this crap.”

“Okay, I consider you a friend. I worry about my friends.”

Layla looked into Ronnie’s eyes and saw the truth in them. “Thanks, Ronnie. I appreciate that.”

“No problem. Wanna get some lunch?”

“Sure, just let me use the restroom.”

“Okay, I’ll meet you outside the cafeteria.”

“I’ll be there.”

Layla shoved all the books into her backpack and slung them over her shoulder. She hadn’t heard Joan walk up behind her. Layla jumped when she heard Joan’s voice in her ear.

“I am so wet just watching you cum, knowing I have total control over you when you are sitting in my class. Meet me here at five.”

“I’d really like to study. I have three tests tomorrow that I want to be ready for.”

Joan clicked on the vibrators, and Layla crumpled onto the floor, shaking. Joan bent over her and turned the vibrators on high. Layla threw her head back, bowed her back, and looked up at Joan. Joan bent down and covered Layla’s scream with her hand. Layla’s eyes rolled back in her head, and her body convulsed as she screamed into Joan’s hand. She was shaking violently as an intense orgasm shook her body. Layla kept screaming over and over again. Layla’s eyes were pleading with Joan to turn off the vibrators. When Joan realized Layla couldn’t take anymore, she turned off the vibrators.

Layla rolled onto her side and curled into the fetal position. Layla kept having mini orgasms, and her body would shake every now and then. Joan bent down, so her breath moved Layla’s hair.

“I’ll meet you here at five.”

Layla couldn’t talk yet, so she just nodded. Joan gave her a quick kiss on her cheek.

“I have a class in five minutes. Make sure you are up by then.”

Layla stood on shaking legs. She walked to the closest restroom, peed, and splashed water onto her face. Layla looked at the woman in the mirror and did not recognize herself. Her face was flushed, and her eyes looked different. She splashed more water onto her face and took a few deep breaths. Once she felt like she could face Ronnie, she walked out of the bathroom and toward the cafeteria.

Layla saw Ronnie pacing back and forth in front of the cafeteria, and she hurried her footsteps.

“Sorry, Ronnie, there was a line at the restroom, and well, let’s just say I almost didn’t make it.”

Ronnie laughed, but then he noticed that Layla didn’t quite look like herself. “Are you sure you’re okay? You look a bit flushed?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

Layla and Ronnie at lunch while chatting amicably. Joan noticed the two of them together and made a mental note to ask Layla about Ronnie. If they were close, it might be hard to keep their little secret. Joan walked into the cafeteria and made sure she walked right past Layla and Ronnie. She wanted to see if she could intimidate Layla out of the classroom.

Layla saw Joan walking toward her, and she stiffened. Layla put her hands in her lap and sat quietly until Joan walked past. Once Joan’s back was to Layla, she smiled. She knew right then that she had Layla right where she wanted her.

Ronnie frowned when he saw Layla stiffen when she saw Joan. “Do you have a problem with Joan?”

“No, she just scares me. I’m afraid I’m about to fail her class.”

“I’ve heard she can be tough. She has a really weird grading scale that is different than all the other teachers. Do you need help studying? I’ll be glad to study with you.”

“That actually sounds like a great idea.”

“Good. Do you want to meet in the library tonight?”

Layla remembered she had to be in Joan’s office by five. “Well, it depends on what time. I have a meeting at five, but I’m not sure how long it will take.”

“No problem, just call me when you are done, and I’ll meet you.”

“Okay, that sounds great.”

Layla and Ronnie went about the rest of their day. Layla was extremely nervous about having to meet with Joan again. Layla never had boyfriends in middle or high university, so sex was the farthest thing on her mind. Layla was pretty sure she wasn’t gay because although she hadn’t had any boyfriends, she had a few crushes, and all of them had been on guys. Layla appreciated a beautiful woman, but they just didn’t cause any kind of sexual reaction.

Layla wondered what it was about her that made Joan choose her. Was it because she was quiet? She knew she was “prettyish,” but she was not the most beautiful woman in her class. So, why did Joan pick her? What was it about Layla that made Joan decide to torture her?

Layla was slowly walking to Joan’s office, and she knew it was almost five. She didn’t want to fail this class because it would screw up her grade point average. Layla didn’t want to begin her college career with a low-grade point average. Right now, she was at a 3.89, and she was fine with that. Joan was making it harder and harder for her to want to come to class. Layla stood outside Joan’s room, debating on whether or not to go through with this.

Layla reached for the door handle but stopped when she heard voices coming from inside the room. Layla pressed her ear up to the door but only heard muffled sounds coming from inside. Layla cracked the door open just a bit to see if she could peek inside to see who was with Joan.

To Layla’s horror, Joan saw the door move and called her name.

“Layla, honey, is that you?”

Layla hung her head and took a deep breath. She opened the door more and walked inside. “Yes, Joan, it’s me.”

“Come on in; we have someone new to play with today.”

Layla had kept her eyes focused on the floor, but when Joan mentioned someone new, she looked up. There stood Joan with Ronnie.

“Why, what, why is he here?”

“I don’t know. Why don’t you tell me why he is here?”

“I don’t know why he’s here.”

“He claims he just came here to try to get you some help with my class. Why would he think that you need help in my class?”

Joan put her hand in her pocket, and Layla knew she was going to the remotes for the vibrators, but Layla wasn’t wearing them. She hadn’t seen any point in putting them on since she was going to be “playing” with Joan anyway. Layla stiffened and knew she would be paying for disobeying Joan. Joan frowned when she didn’t get a response out of Layla. Joan forgot about Ronnie for a moment as she walked up the steps toward Layla.

“Did you forget something?” Joan said through gritted teeth.

“I didn’t think I would need them since we would be playing with other things,” Layla whispered.

“From now on, you are to wear them at all times when you are on campus. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Joan took Layla by the arm and led her down the steps where Ronnie was standing. “So where did we get to? Oh, yes, why would your good friend Ronnie think you were failing my class?”

“I might have mentioned that I felt like I was doing poorly in this class and might fail it.”

“You MIGHT have mentioned. Well, did you or didn’t you?”

“Yes, it came up during our conversation at lunch. I just don’t think I’ve been doing well, and I’m worried about my GPA.”

“Well, we are going to have to find a way to fix that now aren’t we?”

Layla looked shocked. “You aren’t?”

Joan shrugged, “Why not? The more, the merrier.”

Joan walked over to the panel behind her desk and pressed the hidden button. Ronnie had walked up to Layla.

“Hey, are you sure you’re okay?”

“No, I’m not okay, and soon you won’t be either.”

“What are you talking about?”

Layla just shook her head. Joan opened the door wider. “Well, come on, let’s get this party started.”

Ronnie frowned at Layla, who just slowly began walking toward Joan. Ronnie, still frowning, followed Layla. Layla stepped over the door frame and entered the room. Ronnie followed suit but stopped when he saw all the BDSM equipment in the room. Ronnie let out a low whistle.

Joan and Layla turned to look at him. Joan smiled, “Do you see something you like?”

Ronnie began slowly walking around the room, looking at all the things Joan had. Ronnie has seen some BDSM porn but never thought he would get to see these things in real life. Layla looked shocked when she realized Ronnie liked what he was seeing.

Joan walked over to Ronnie and whispered in his ear. “Go ahead and choose something.”

Ronnie walked over to one wall and ran his hands over a pair of leather cuffs dangling from the ceiling. His eyes went to the floor and saw a matching pair lying on the floor that was chained to hooks in the floor.

Joan took Layla by the arm and led her over to where Ronnie was standing. “Take off your clothes.”

Layla knew better than to argue. Layla began undressing. She folded her clothes and placed them on a shelf. Ronnie turned around and saw Layla standing there naked.

“What? No!”

Joan just smiled at Ronnie. “Did you think I was going to let you see my fun room without actually having some fun?”

“Yeah, but not Layla?”

“Why not Layla? She’s my special project this semester. You and I together get to have some fun with her.”

Layla was standing there exposed to a guy she was just beginning to like who she figured would never want to have anything else to do with her after today, feeling completely ashamed and unlovable.

Joan gave Layla a little push toward Ronnie. “Go ahead, chain her.”

Ronnie shook his head. “I can’t.”

“That was an order, not a request.”

Layla lifted her head and looked at Ronnie. “Go ahead; it’s okay.”

Layla walked over to the cuffs and stood there. Ronnie walked over to her and picked up her left hand. He lifted it above her head and fastened the leather cuff in place. He repeated this process on her right hand. Ronnie then bent down and carefully moved her right foot into place, and fastened the cuff around it. He did the same for the other foot.

“Layla, I am so sorry.”

Layla shook her head. “You should have just left things alone. I told you I was going to handle it.”

“Was this how you were handling it? Did she make you do this?”

“What choice did I have? She told me I was going to fail if I didn’t do everything she said to do.”

“We can go to the university board. There has to be something we can do.”

Joan had walked back over and was standing behind Ronnie. “Oh, there’s plenty we can do, but first, we need to get you comfortable.”

Before Ronnie could respond, Joan had unbuttoned his shirt and was sliding it down his arms. Ronnie tried to step out of her way, but she wasn’t having it. “Ronnie, what you don’t realize is that once you are inside this room and that door is shut, there isn’t a way out unless I unlock the door. I am the only person who knows the combination to unlock the door. So either you do this my way, or I chain you over there where you can see what’s happening without being able to touch or relieve yourself. What’s it going to be?”

Ronnie looked at Layla. She smiled weakly back. “It’s okay.”

Ronnie knew deep down that it wasn’t okay, but he would rather be free and try to help Layla than being tied up, unable to help. Ronnie took his clothes off and folded them. He placed them on the shelf beside Layla’s.

Layla had fixed her eyes on a painting that hung on a wall on the opposite side of the room. She learned that if she could disengage her mind as to what was happening around her, things didn’t bother her as much.

Joan walked around Ronnie sliding her hand over his exposed flesh. “Mmmm, nice, I’m going to have a lot of fun with you.” She knelt down on the floor in front of him and sucked his soft manhood into her mouth.

Ronnie sucked in a breath and closed his eyes. He used everything in him to try and stop from getting hard, but a woman’s hot mouth was wrapped around his manhood. Ronnie groaned and quit fighting. He let Joan suck him like he had never been sucked before. Since he hadn’t been sucked off before, he was going to enjoy every minute of it.

Joan swallowed his hardness down her throat and began playing with his ass cheeks. Her fingers probed between them and found his puckered tightness. Joan tickled Ronnie with her fingernail. Ronnie squirmed, but Joan put more pressure on his tightness. Joan swallowed Ronnie’s hardness and began humming. Ronnie’s knees almost collapsed under him. Joan took this moment to slide her finger into Ronnie’s ass.

Joan smiled around Ronnie’s manhood deep in her throat. She pulled back until just Ronnie’s tip was still in her mouth, then she would plunge it back down her throat. Joan kept this rhythm up until she felt Ronnie’s manhood swell in her mouth. At this point, Joan just began pumping Ronnie’s erection in and out of her mouth as fast as she could.

Ronnie had balled his hand into fists at his side to try and slow his impending orgasm. But Joan knew what she was doing, and Ronnie knew he couldn’t hold back any longer. He began shaking and groaning.

“Oh, God, oh, God.”

Joan swallowed Ronnie’s erection just as he began spurting his load into her mouth. She swallowed every last drop. She put a lot of suction on his manhood as she pulled it out of her mouth. Ronnie groaned until she finally released his manhood.


CHAPTER THREE

Ronnie was standing there trying to catch his breath. Joan stood up and walked over to Layla, and kissed her. Layla returned the kiss and tasted Ronnie’s sperm. It wasn’t what she was expecting, but she really didn’t know what to expect.

“How do you like the taste of your friend Ronnie?”

Layla shrugged the best she could with her arms chained above her head. “It’s okay, I guess.”

“Haven’t you ever tasted a guy before?”

Layla turned bright red. “No.”

“Have you ever done anything with a guy before?”

Layla’s face got redder. “I’ve kissed guys.”

“Is that all?”

Layla was tired of being embarrassed in front of Ronnie. “YES, THAT’S ALL!”

Joan reached out and grabbed Layla’s hair. She brought her face very close to Layla’s. “Don’t you ever raise your voice to me again! Do you understand?”

Layla swallowed hard. “Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s better, Ronnie; come here.”

Ronnie walked over to where Joan was standing with Layla. “Kiss her.”

Ronnie moved in close to Layla. She wouldn’t look at him. In fact, she just closed her eyes. Ronnie bent his head and gently kissed Layla. Something in the pit of Layla’s stomach came to life when Ronnie’s lips touched hers. Layla found herself enjoying the kiss and kissing Ronnie back. Ronnie deepened the kiss.

Joan moved in behind Layla and began running her hands up and down Layla’s back. Layla tried her best to just concentrate on the sensations coming from Ronnie’s lips. Joan kissed Layla’s shoulders and moved down her back. When she got even with Layla’s butt, she bit one cheek. This caused Layla to jump and yelp.

Ronnie broke the kiss. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

“She’s fine. I just bit her on the ass.”

“Oh,” was all that Ronnie said. Ronnie and Layla just stood there looking into each other’s eyes.

“Hey, since I’m working on the backside, why don’t you start working on the front?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“That wasn’t a question.”

Layla smiled weakly at Ronnie. “It’s okay.”

Ronnie kissed Layla again and this time moved his lips down to her throat, across her collarbones, and down toward her breasts. Ronnie sucked her left nipple into his mouth and flicked it with his tongue. Layla groaned.

“That’s it, Ronnie, make her groan,” said Joan.

Ronnie moved over to her right breast and repeated the action. He brought one hand up to play with her left breast while he sucked on the right. Layla let her head fall back as she enjoyed Ronnie’s lovemaking. Ronnie moved on down her body and was soon at her curls. He paused just a moment and silently asked Layla to forgive him.

Ronnie took the time to kneel down in front of Layla, and then he stuck his tongue in between Layla’s folds and found her clit. Layla jerked and moaned when his tongue made contact. Joan was still kneeling behind Layla, playing with her ass. Joan smiled and ran her hand between Layla’s legs.

Ronnie kept circling Layla’s clit with his tongue, and her breathing grew erratic. He moved down to her core and stuck his tongue as far up inside her as he could get. Ronnie made love to her center with his tongue until he felt her cum on his face. He stopped for a moment to let her catch her breath, but Joan had other plans.

Joan shoved two fingers inside Layla and began pumping them in and out of Layla as fast as she possibly could. Layla was pulling against her restraints as orgasm after orgasm hit her.

“Please, Joan, stop. I can’t. It’s too much.”

“Oh, you can, and you will.”

Joan kept working her fingers in and out of Layla until Layla collapsed. If Layla hadn’t been chained, she would have fallen to the floor. Ronnie pulled Joan off of Layla and shoved her back.

Ronnie quickly unfastened Layla’s restraints and helped her lie down on the floor. It wasn’t ideal, but it was better than nothing.

Ronnie rubbed Layla’s arms and legs to try to stop them from twitching. He turned to Joan, “You really are a sadistic bitch aren’t you?”

Joan had stood up. “Yes, I can be.”

Joan walked over to a cabinet against the wall and pulled out a blanket. She handed the blanket to Ronnie. He quickly covered Layla’s twitching body with the blanket. Layla immediately stopped shaking. Ronnie laid down beside Layla but on top of the blanket and held her.

Joan allowed Ronnie to hold Layla for a few more minutes. “Okay, I didn’t come here tonight to babysit the two of you. Move, and let’s have some fun.”

“I think Layla has had all the fun she can have tonight.”

“Nonsense, she’s had time to catch her breath. Let’s move on to something else.”

Layla looked at Ronnie and nodded her head. “I feel better. It was just so much at one time. It’s okay.”

Ronnie stood up and took the blanket off of Layla. Her nipple hardened when the cool air hit them. Ronnie offered Layla his hand, and he helped her stand up. Joan had moved to the other side of the room and pushed a button on the wall. To Layla’s and Ronnie’s surprise, a bed folded out away from the wall.

“Come on, Layla. Climb into the middle. You are the guest of honor tonight.”

Layla climbed up onto the bed and crawled into the middle. She was soon joined by Joan. Joan turned to Ronnie, “come on.”

Joan bent her head and kissed Layla; her hand moved across Layla’s breasts as she squeezed both of them in turn. Joan reached across Layla and took Ronnie’s hand, and placed it on Layla.

“You get to have fun, too.”

Ronnie looked into Layla’s eyes and saw the acceptance there. He bent his head and kissed her lips as Joan moved down her body. Joan ran her tongue across Layla’s stomach and smiled as goosebumps followed. Joan stuck her tongue into Layla’s navel and then traveled lower.

When she got to Layla’s shorts and curlies, she paused only a moment to move in between Layla’s legs. Joan pushed Layla’s legs apart and bent them at the knees. She lay down in between Layla’s legs. Joan began licking Layla from her clit all the way back to her ass. Joan paused a moment at Layla’s center to stick her tongue as deep into her as she could get. Joan moved her tongue back up to Layla’s clit and began making circles around it.

Layla began moving her hips to match Joan’s tongue. Joan rolled her eyes up to Layla’s face and saw that she and Ronnie were still kissing. Ronnie was playing with Layla’s breasts, but Layla wasn’t touching Ronnie. Her hands were just lying by her side. Joan stopped licking Layla.

“Layla, you know it’s okay to touch Ronnie. Your hands aren’t tied. You can do what you want to him.”

Layla and Ronnie didn’t stop kissing, but her hand did come up, and she tangled her fingers into his hair. Her other hand went to his chest, and she lightly ran it down his side. Ronnie pulled away from the kiss breathless. Joan saw how those two were looking at each other, and she knew she would not be the one taking Layla’s virginity.

Joan ducked her head back down and captured Layla’s clit in between her teeth. Layla gasped and brought her hips off of the bed. Joan flicked her tongue across Layla’s clit and began sucking on it. Layla began bucking her hips and groaning. To Joan’s surprise, Layla reached down and pushed Joan’s head closer to her center.

“Oh, God, yes, right there. Yes, yes, yes….”

Joan didn’t stop sucking on Layla’s clit until she had cum all over Joan’s face. Joan slowly stopped sucking on Layla and just held her clit in her mouth until Layla’s center stopped pulsing. Once Layla laid her hips back onto the bed, Joan climbed back up beside Layla.

Joan kissed Layla and Layla was able to taste herself on Joan’s mouth. When Joan broke the kiss, she bent over Layla’s body and sucked Ronnie's hardening manhood back into her mouth. She sucked on it until it was hard and bobbing up and down.

“Layla, I want you to suck Ronnie.”

Layla looked unsure of herself, but she got on her knees in front of Ronnie and took his hardness into her mouth. Ronnie closed his eyes and sighed. Layla didn’t know what to do like Joan, but she wasn’t too bad for this to be her first time. Ronnie helped her out by moving his hips at different times to guide her as to what he wanted to be done. While Layla was kneeling in front of Ronnie, Joan lay down on her back and scooted herself under them. Joan began licking and sucking on Ronnie’s balls.

Ronnie began shaking and sweating. “Oh, my God, that feels incredible oh, no, oh, God….”

Before Layla realized what was happening, Ronnie shot his load into her mouth. She swallowed as much of it down as she could, but some of it leaked out of the sides of her mouth. Joan scooted her way out from underneath the couple and saw some of Ronnie’s cum sliding down Layla’s face. Joan licked this off of her face and kissed her.

“Okay, I’m the only one who hasn’t cum tonight. Can I get some action?”

Joan lay down on the pillows and spread her legs wide. She put her hands in between her legs and began playing with herself. Layla had eaten Joan before and knew what she liked. Layla moved in between Joan’s legs and licked her from clit to ass. Layla stopped at Joan’s center and moved her tongue in and out of her like it was a miniature penis. Joan pushed her hips off the bed, welcoming someone to do more.

Ronnie began sucking on Joan’s nipples. Joan groaned and grabbed the back of his head to pull him closer. Layla was making circles around Joan’s clit, and then she sucked Joan’s clit into her mouth. She bit down on it slightly and flicked her tongue over the tip.

“Stick your fingers in me.”

Layla moved her hand and stuck two fingers inside Joan. “Yeah, that’s it. Give it to me good.”

Layla tried to match the rhythm of her hand with the rhythm of her tongue, but she just couldn’t get the rhythm to match. Ronnie saw that she was having problems, and he moved his hand down and stuck two fingers inside Joan, too.

“Oh, yeah, that it.”

Layla let Ronnie’s hand guide hers as they worked together to make Joan cum. Joan began shaking, and she brought her hips higher off of the bed. She soon shook violently and began flopping on the bed. Ronnie and Layla did their best, but they couldn’t keep hold of her the way she was flailing around. Joan finally stopped moving and sat up in the bed.

“Wow, that was good. Thanks.”

Ronnie and Layla both said, “You’re welcome,” since they didn’t know of anything that would be more appropriate.

“Okay, Ronnie needs to stick that piece of meat into someone.” Joan reached over and squeezed Ronnie’s hardness. Ronnie sucked in a breath through his teeth. “I nominate Layla.”

Layla blushed. Ronnie looked at Layla. “I would really like to make love to you.”

“I would like that too, but I’ve never….” Layla’s voice trailed off.

Ronnie moved forward and captured Layla’s lips in a fiery kiss. “I promise I’ll go slow.”

Layla smiled and nodded. “I’d like that a lot.”

Ronnie moved in between Layla’s legs. Joan moved around on the bed so she could see everything that was happening. Ronnie bent forward and kissed Layla again. He moved his hardness closer to her center. He pressed forward until he was against her opening. Ronnie and Layla were both breathing heavily. Ronnie began moving the tip of his hardness up and down between Layla’s folds. He kept bumping into her clit, and this was making her hotter.

“Ronnie, you’re about to make me cum again, and you haven’t even put it in. Just do it.”

Ronnie nodded and got into position. He pressed forward and felt the tip slide inside. Ronnie knew he hadn’t broken through yet, and he didn’t want to hurt her. Ronnie was shaking as he kept himself still above Layla. Layla had had enough. She moved her hips and brought her legs up around Ronnie’s waist. She pushed against his back with her feet and brought her hips up at the same time. This was enough to move Ronnie’s hardness all the way inside Layla. She gasped when she felt the sharp pain, but that pain was soon gone, and only wave after wave of pleasure filled her body.

Joan had been sitting there waiting on their union before she did anything. Now, she bent forward and sucked on Layla’s nipples while Ronnie made love to her. Layla had mini orgasm after mini orgasm, which was all leading up to one giant one. Layla felt a huge one building, and she began shaking.

Joan knew what to do to help her. Joan moved her hand down to Layla’s clit and began rubbing it with her finger.

“Oh, yeah, that’s it. Please don’t anybody move or stop. I’m just about there, just about there. Just a bit more….”

Joan bent down and captured Layla’s lips with her own. She swallowed all of Layla’s whimpers and cries. Joan kept rubbing Layla’s clit until she felt Layla beginning to cum. At this point, she just left her finger on Layla’s clit and let Layla do the movement herself. Ronnie was beginning to sweat and shake above Layla.

“Layla, I’m cumming.”

“Oh, yes, Ronnie, cum with me. Fill me with your cum. I want to feel you shoot your hot juices inside me.”

Hearing Layla actually voice her feelings set Ronnie off. He pushed himself deep inside Layla and shot his load inside her. He collapsed on top of Layla as he caught his breath. Joan rubbed Ronnie’s back as his breathing calmed. Ronnie rolled off of Layla and held her close.

Joan pulled the covers over all of them, and they snuggled in together. They spent the night together, making love in every position possible. Layla even put on a strap on and made love to Ronnie. At one time, Joan made love to Ronnie while Ronnie made love to Layla. Joan and Ronnie even double penetrated Layla, and Layla and Ronnie double penetrated Joan.

Although Joan knew she had lost this lover, she also knew she had brought these two “friends” closer. She would find another lover soon enough, but she secretly hoped the three could get together for another fun night again.

Even though Layla and Ronnie completely forgot about studying for their midterms, they both passed every class with flying colors. Joan gave the remotes to Layla’s “torture devices” to Ronnie so he could have fun with her. He did torture Layla once at the bowling alley, but he never made her cum in front of others. By the time they got to their car that night, she was making love to him in his car.

Nobody ever figured out Joan’s grading system, but she was fair and graded accordingly. The three did get together again at least twice a year before the final exams. It helped relieve everybody’s stress levels.
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I fumbled with the side button then slipped down the zipper and the skirt dropped easily around my feet. She eyed me up and down as if assessing a painting or trying to to figure out a circuit panel. The silence went on uncomfortably long, and I started to wonder if I could put my clothes back on.

“Get down on your knees and crawl to me you pretty slut,” she widened her legs and leaned back as if readying herself. I lowered my body to the ground and started to crawl, slinking and easing myself toward her. The rough thickness of the carpet hurt my knees, and I was pretty sure she enjoyed the little grimace that crossed my face with each inch closer.

I settled in front of her poised as a kitten waiting for direction. I was oddly excited as I wondered what she had in mind. A part of me thought this was wrong. She was blackmailing me. She was a student. This wasn’t how things should be. But I remember her taste and smell and eagerly wanted to taste her again. That cunt made me forgive any number of sins, both hers and mine.

She rolled the chair closer to me and left me in breathless anticipation. After what felt like an eternity one delicate hand moved forward and graded my tight aching nipple. I was so horny that any touch was enough to elicit a low sigh out of me.

“Oh. So now you want it?” I bit my lip and nodded. I wanted to be her slave. I wanted to make her come.

“What about this?” She leaned her face down and gently placed her mouth on breast light licking and sucking. Then she began to nibble them and bite hard on my pink wanting nipple.

It hurt, but behind the hurt was a jolt of pleasure that seemed to go straight from titty to my pussy and I started to drip with want. I was immediately so wet I could feel myself dripping down my inner thighs.
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