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Lily had been startled by her first
acquaintance with professor James Ross. Nor had she been the only
one. Most of the students at Princeton were the pampered children
of the rich, and had been spoiled and protected their entire lives.
Their world was one of polished gentility and polite political
correctness in which all people were treated with respect (except
conservatives, of course).

Princeton largely catered to that mentality.
As did Professor Ross – on the surface. It was not possible to
point to anything he particularly said, any words which were amiss
or could be complained about. He was invariably polite, or at
least, the words he spoke were.

But his eyes could thrust an icy sword
through the self-esteem of any student who failed to satisfy his
demands, and his polite words could be similarly cold, as could his
tone. He was a deeply intimidating person, even without taking into
account his towering reputation in his field of Criminal Law.

It was that reputation which caused Princeton
to lure him into teaching after he had broken with his old partners
in an acrimonious exchange of insults and lawsuits which had been
fascinating reading for all his students – though none would admit
to having done so, at least, not to him.

Ross did not need the money from teaching. He
had made an enormous amount of money as one of the country's top
criminal lawyers and now, apparently, was writing a book. No one
was quite sure what had decided him to take up residence at
Princeton for a year or two, but everyone who could get into his
classes had done their best to do so.

Quite a few had quickly left again, his
forceful personality and abrasive, challenging style too much for
delicate personalities.

Ross did not insult his students, but his
voice, deep and cool, could shred their arguments and answers so
easily and so totally their self-esteem suffered the same fate.
Listening to him was an education in itself, if one could handle the anxiety of being asked to
answer a question.

Lily Ainsworth felt the same anxiety as
everyone else in the lecture room, as well as the same fascination.
No one, but no one played with their phones or laptops in his
presence. No one wanted to miss his keen and terrible insights into
law and cases, and no one dared catch his eye by apparently not
paying attention.

He paced as he spoke, paced like a lion, back
and forth, his cool eyes raking his audience as he moved, liked a
predator seeking prey. Like others, Lily did her best to be
nondescript and unnoticeable, slumping somewhat in her seat. She
wore a bland gray blazer and black trousers, and half hid her face
behind her open laptop.

Ross was a large man, tall, with broad
shoulders, intimidating in both his presence and his size. He
loomed over most of his students. His cool eyes and large size gave
off an air of menace to those who moved too close and challenged
him. Lily had seen students unconsciously backing away from him as
they spoke.

The idea that a man like James Ross was a
danger to anyone – aside from in the court room – was absurd, of course. Ross was not a
violent man, but an esteemed lawyer, after all. Yet he still
reminded her of some great, wild predator beast as he paced
below.

She had spoken to him, daringly found cause
to speak to him, on several occasions, and had come away with
pounding heart and racing pulse on both occasions. He was simply
not like any other man she had ever encountered in his utterly
unfeigned air of confidence and steely determination. Combined with
a towering intellect – and size, she found herself quite
fascinated.

In more ways than one.

Ross was considerably older than her, over
fifty, in fact. She was quite literally young enough to be his
daughter. But there was nothing paternalistic about Ross, nothing
which reminded her of anyone's father or uncle or grandfather.

And perhaps because of that, and his still
quite evident physical strength, she had found herself daydreaming,
on occasion, about what it would be like to be with such a man. How
would he kiss a girl? How would he touch and hold her? Would he be
gentle? That seemed unlikely in the extreme!

Yet he was no clumsy, unlettered oaf. He was
a shrewd, deeply intelligent and sophisticated man. Not, in other
words, the sort of slope-forehead type to have cheap, hurried sex and then roll off to yawn and
fall asleep.

Would he whisper soft poetry into her ear, or
chew her ear off, like some great, feral beast!?

There had never been a hint of impropriety in
his behavior towards students, but on those few occasions when she
had spoken to him Lily had gotten
not only the impression of those cool eyes assessing the wisdom of
what she said, but the much more
hot-blooded predator examining her as possible prey.

He was certainly heterosexual. He had seven
children, after all, by four different, now divorced wives. Did he
look upon his young, relatively innocent, yet also beautiful and
shapely young female students as mere children, or did a man's
hunger lurk behind his eyes?

Lily had read an article recently in which it
was stated that women generally found a man sexiest when he was a few years older than they. And this
did not change through their lives. Men, on the other hand,
responding to that old instinct to procreate, preferred young,
shapely women just out of adolescence, no matter how old the man
got.

She, as it happened, was twenty-one.

And she had no doubt whatsoever of her
attractiveness and sexual desirability. She'd been pursued
for both since puberty had made
clear just how shapely and beautiful a young woman she was
becoming.

She had a slender, athletic body with
flat belly, perfectly sculpted
legs, and full, firm breasts. Her hair was a rich, deep mahogany. It spilled down on either side of
her face and past her shoulders, perfectly ordered, perfectly
straight, like a curtain of silk. It framed a face with high
cheekbones, full lips, and bright green eyes.

Lily did not need to do anything to draw the
eyes of men. They were drawn to her, whether she willed it or not.
And sometimes, in that big lecture hall, halfway up the long,
rounded row of desks, she thought his eyes halted their roaming as
they came upon her, and felt a breathless sense of being the
subject of his full attention before those eyes moved on.

It did not really occur to her how she might
bring her daydreams to life, for they were silly and girlish, and
she would never dare to approach such a man in hopes of artful
seduction. The very idea was laughable. And he probably would
laugh, pat her on the head, and send her on her way, mortified.

But it was still a fantasy which played out
often enough in her mind to intrigue her every time she saw
him.

*

Lily felt uncharacteristically nervous as she
waited, just up the hall from Professor Ross's door. She was not
normally a shy girl, nor one lacking confidence and a sense of
self-assurance. She even felt a
sense of entitlement was one of her principal character flaws. She
had been raised all her life with praise as to her intelligence and
abilities and looks, after all, by quite successful and well-off
parents.

But she was approaching Professor Ross with
what she knew was one of his least favorite requests; that he give
her an extension on her project. He granted few such requests, nor
welcomed them. He felt, she knew,
that as adults it was their responsibility to meet assigned
schedules, and he was rarely interested in excuses.

She thought her chance of gaining an
extension unlikely. Other teachers might well have agreed, but Ross
was not a kindly nor understanding man. There were rules to be
followed, and if you failed, then you must be punished. That, of
course, was understandable in a man lecturing on criminal law. But
it made asking for exceptions a daunting prospect.

In fact, one of the major reasons she had
argued herself into even making the
attempt was the chance to speak to him alone, just to...
engage with him. And she certainly didn't want anyone else around
when she did so! He was likely to greet her request with contempt
and she had no interest in other
students witnessing it!

In fact, she was arguing with herself even as
she waited for the last student to leave. Why am I doing this?
He's going to chew me up and spit me out! Still, the chance to
be alone with him and talk to him, and maybe find out just a bit
more about what kind of a man he was, drew her helplessly on.

She checked over her shoulder again to make
sure there were no other students. She'd left each time one
appeared. Not that he had many. He was too intimidating for many
students to dare to seek him out one on one. And it was nearly the
end of his consultation time.

The student ahead of her left, and after
steeling herself, Lily marched forward to his door and peeked
inside.

She had been to a number of her teachers'
offices, and they were universally untidy. They all had
bookshelves, and the books were often tossed atop others, or
stuffed here and there. Student papers and reports were often piled
all over the desk and chairs – and sometimes the floors.

Not here. The dark wooden shelves held row on
row of law books, all neatly in place. His desk contained one small
pile of papers as he read through them. The credenza next to it
held a computer and printer. And soft, classical music played from
a small stereo. It was a well-ordered office for a man who insisted
on order from others.

She cleared her throat, but he didn't look
up. She raised her fist to knock.

“Yes, Ms. Ainsworth?” he said, raising his
eyes only after speaking.

Startled, she paused to gather her
thoughts.

“Uhm, excuse me for interrupting you,
Professor –.”

“This is my consultation period, the purpose
of which is to allow students to come here and ask clarification.
How can you be interrupting, Ms. Ainsworth?”

“Uhm...”

He sighed and sat back in his high leather
chair, his eyes piercing her as she stood in the doorway.

“Come in and close the door. Unless you want
my unflattering views of your request for delays to filter out into
whoever is waiting behind
you.”

She gulped, her heart beating quicker, then
sidled in through the half-open door and eased it closed behind
her.

“That is your request, is it not? I've come
to recognize the look of students seeking that which they know I
have little interest in granting.”

“Uhm – .”

“Stop that.”

She halted, startled.

“Speech disfluency has never impressed me.
Expressions like 'um' are merely
fillers, and should never be used by attorneys. They indicate a
lack of self-confidence, a
hesitation and uncertainty.
Have you ever heard me say 'uhm',
Ms. Adam-Foster?”

“N-No, sir!”

“Nor will you. If you don't know what to say,
Ms. Ainsworth, then say nothing.
Silence is far more profound.”

“S-sorry.”

“Ah, here we come to the apology for your
being unable to meet your
deadline, am I correct?”

“Well, ahm,
that is, I had the flu, you see, and – .”

“Have you had your flu shot?”

She looked at him blankly. Wasn't the flu
shot for old people?

“I take it that's a no. By which you mean you
failed to take an elementary precaution against being sick and
missing classes and work assignments. That being the case, you
don't really deserve any consideration for the time-consuming
nature of your temporary illness.”

“I uhm –
.”

“Ms. Ainsworth there was a time when children
half your age would be caned for using fillers in their language.
This produced generations of attorneys who spoke flawless and
confident English, and did not
open their mouths without knowing what to say. Alas, we are beyond
that period, and I have no cane. Nevertheless, I expect you to
avoid the use of uhm, ahm, or mmm in my presence,” he said, making
the sounds somewhat mockingly.

Lily's face colored.

“I'm sorry. I-I guess it's kind of a
habit.”

“A habit you very much need to break yourself
of. You intend specializing in criminal law, yes?”

“Well, yes... sir.”

“That means negotiations with the prosecution
if you are a defense attorney or with the defense attorneys if the
prosecution. It means speaking before a jury and judge in a convincing manner.”

He made a face. “Spare the rod, spoil the
child,” he said with a sigh.

“I only need two more days, sir,” she said,
launching a last appeal.

“Ask me for anything but time,” he replied.
“Who said that, girl?”

“Napoleon, sir.”

“Correct. I owe you no time, and I intend to
give you none, girl. If you want something from me you need to earn it. How do you intend to earn
that time?”

“Uhm... by doing a really good job?”

He snorted disdainfully. “Doing a really good
job, girl, is the default
situation I expect from every student, including those who complete
their assignments on time. Try again.”

Lily was... confused. What could she give
him?

“Would you, for example, pay me money for
extra time?”

“Uh... I mean, yes sir!” she gulped, blushing
hotly.

He snorted. “But you have no money, girl.
Your money came from your parents' labors, not your own. So it's
hardly any sort of effort or sacrifice on your part.”

She hesitated again, trying to understand
what he wanted.

“Let me try this; should you not be punished
for being late?”

“But I'm not late!”

“But you will be.”

She made a face.

“The normal punishment for being late is a
deduction of ten percent of your mark for each day you are late. I
gather you would prefer not to suffer such punishment.”

She nodded her head jerkily.

“Yet would it not be unfair to the other
students were I to exempt you from the same punishment many of them
have been subjected to? Mercy to one can be an injustice to the many unless applied with care.
No, girl, you must be punished, one way or the other. Would you
prefer another punishment?”

“I well, uhm
– .” She blushed again. “Well, wh-what kind of punishment?”

His eyes pierced her, those cold, assessing
eyes. But with them, just behind them, was a hotter, more
calculating inspection. That kind of attention she had felt before
in the lecture halls, that attention which made her lower belly
thrum.

“Have you ever been subjected to corporal
punishment, girl?”

Lily stared at him in confusion.

“You've never, I take it, had the hand of a
guardian, parent or teacher applied to the seat of your
problems?”

Lily felt her face flushing even more
deeply, and felt a sudden wild,
breathlessness. Surely he wasn't suggesting...surely he wasn't
daring to even hint that...!? The idea was so utterly outrageous
she could hardly believe she wasn't deeply mistaken!

“Didn't think so. Spankings are uncommon
among your generation, which, I think, is not unrelated to the lack
of discipline most of you have.”

Lily stared at him, open-mouthed, her mind
spinning. Was he really suggesting she let him... spank her!? The
idea was shocking in multiple ways. It filled her with a stunned
sense of confusion and an urge to voice her outrage!

But the idea... the idea of letting him spank
her, suddenly filled Lily with such a wild, dark wave of heat that
she felt her legs go rubbery.

All her silly daydreams had been just that.
For she'd known he was so out of
her league, so much more sophisticated and knowledgeable, so much
older and more self-assured than her that he'd laugh at the very idea. But he wasn't proposing an
affair – exactly. He was proposing something that had dark,
scalding sexual overtones but in which he would be unquestionably
in charge.

“I think you have an intelligent mind, girl,”
he said. “But you lack discipline. The application of some...
discipline, to that unquestionably fine mind, and similarly
unquestionably fine bottom of yours could result in considerable
improvement in your chances of reaching your potential.

She stared at him, aghast, but also gripped
with a sudden wild sense of... anticipation, and possibilities.

Lily was not a shy girl, after all. Nor was
she particularly shy about her body. She took pride in how shapely
and well-toned she was, and displayed it in very small bikinis at
the beach and at pools. She'd also found a delicious and exciting
sense of freedom on the beaches of France and Spain in going
topless.

She was not particularly intimidated at the
thought of a man examining her bottom, much less touching it, and
had little fear of being 'spanked', which to her mind simply mean light slaps to the
buttocks. The chance of getting closer to the professor on the
other hand, in a sexual way, left her feeling deeply excited.

“I...uhm, that is – .”

She certainly couldn't show any enthusiasm
for this! She had no intention of doing a single thing which might
let him know of her previous interest!

“Someone ought to slap your bottom every time
you use that filler,” he said, eyes narrowing. “That would put a
stop to it before long.”

“I-I would... be given the extra two days
if... if I let you – .”

“If you agree to substitute one punishment
for another, then I would consider that a fair exchange,” he
said.

“Well... uhm
– . That is, how... when – .”

“Now, of course.”

Lily felt a jolt that almost made her stomach
turn over! Suddenly it was full of butterflies, swirling around at
breakneck speed!

He stood up, and she shrank back against the
door. But he instead of moving towards her he simply picked up the
straight-backed chair which sat against the wall, swung it around
and then sat down.

“Well, is it agreed?”

“I uhm – I
uhm...”

His eyes narrowed.

“I-I... I guess so,” she said, her voice
quivering.

“Yes or no. One or the other.”

“I... y-yes.”

“Sir”

“Yes, sir!”

“Very well. Drop your pants and put yourself
across my lap.”

Lily felt another wild emotional jolt, her
jaw dropping.

“It is traditional, girl, and it adds a
proper degree of shame to the proceedings which you will not soon
forget.”

“B-but – .”

“You do have underwear on?”

“Y-yes but – .”

“Then do it, girl,” he barked.

Blushing furiously, her chest tight, Lily's
hands went to her belt, trembling as they undid it. Her face felt
so hot she marveled it didn't burst into flames! She opened her
belt, undid the clip on her trousers, and then tugged the zipper
down.

Her embarrassment rose as her zipper fell,
and then, her mind churning as badly as her stomach, she let her
trousers drop to her ankles and then shuffled up and bent
forward.

She gasped as he took her arm and pulled her
across his lap. He was a big man, and she was a slender girl! Then she felt a fresh flood
of embarrassment, for he settled her belly-down across his lap,
with her bottom right below him. And she was wearing, as she always
did, an attractive, expensive, and fashionable thong.

The thong
was black. Two slim black straps rose from the front, cut
diagonally over her hips, and then
almost met behind at her spine.
Almost, but not quite. The third slid up between her buttocks and
almost met them at the small of her back. Almost. A silver colored
ring shaped like a heart joined the three together at the top of
her buttocks.

She gasped as his big hand came down on her
bare bottom.

“Women's lingerie has never ceased to amaze
me,” he said. “The psychology behind what they cover and what they
reveal could make for many an academic paper.”

His hand, his big, soft, warm hand, was
caressing her bare buttocks as he spoke, and Lily's heart was
beating faster and faster as she felt it!

“Are you ready for your punishment,
girl?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” she squeaked.

Her head and shoulders, along with her arms
had spilled over his left side, and the blood was rushing to her head. Her feet and legs
dangled off his right. She couldn't see what he was doing, only
feel!

Crack!

“Oh!” she yelped, as his hand came down with
a sharp slap to her bare buttocks.

Crack!

“Oh!”

It stung a lot more than she had imagined it
would!

Crack!

“Oww!

“This is, of course, an age-old method of
disciplining the young – and women,” he said.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“It allows for pain to act in a disciplinary manner, but does no actual
harm to the slender and more fragile body of either child or
female.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand came down across her bottom again
and again, and the sharp stinging blows were causing her soft flesh
to become more and more tender. Lily could feel how warm they were
getting as they throbbed with heat!

The pain, though, was a minor consideration.
Her mind was consumed with the stunning reality that she was half
naked (practically!) and laying across Professor Ross' lap! And he
was staring down at her bare bottom and even touching it! And what
more would he do?! What more could he do!? What more did he want to
do!?

What more did she want him to
do!?

It was impossible to keep still as his hand
slapped down on her bottom, and Lily found herself squirming
helplessly on his lap. That made it necessary (she supposed) for
him to pause and re-adjust her on his lap every now and then.

The first time he did so his big hand
encircled her thigh quite high up, practically touching her crotch
as he tugged her in closer.

The closeness of that hand sent a dark spear
of heat and anticipation through Lily's mind.

She gasped at several more blows, squirming
harder. She felt him grip her
thigh again to tug her back, and this time the edge of his hand actually made light contact with her
pantie covered sex before he
resumed spanking!

Lily felt the strange buildup of dark heat
and energy filling her with a kind of terrible pressure, a pressure
that made her tremble and tightened her chest so much it as hard to
breath!

She squirmed some more, and again he grasped
her thigh and pulled her back into position. This time, though, the
edge of his hand was pressing firmly against her sex!

“Hold still, Girl,” he growled. “You agreed
to the terms. Don't try to squirm out of them.”

Lily shuddered. The pressure of his hand
against her sex sent a powerful rush of sensation up through her
body! She could feel her nipples tingling inside the cups of her
bra. Her pussy felt hot and swollen! Then he pulled his hand
away.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand came down repeatedly on her bottom
with sharp, stinging blows, and the pain was rising to a degree she
began to feel a sense of desperation that it stop.

And then it did, as he halted his blows

Lily shuddered and moaned, shifting on his
lap. His hand gripped her thigh again, quite high up, the curve of
his hand once again pressing quite firmly into the crotch of her
thong.

“Now, Girl, I trust that you will meet your
new deadline,” he said.

His hand was now... stroking her inner thigh,
but doing it side to side, so that the curve of his hand, and
particularly his index finger ground back and forth against her
pussy.

“If not, further punishment will be due you –
quite appropriate punishment, and quite deserved given you know
full well what is in store.”

Lily had never been so aware of the thickness
of the fabric covering her pussy, nor felt the strange yearning that it be pulled away so that his
fingers could touch her bare flesh.

Instead, he pulled her up and back, and rose,
steadying her as she got dazedly to her feet.

“The extension is precisely two days and no
more. Now pull your trousers up, Girl.”

Blushing hotly, Lily did so, and then stumbled out of his office,
breathless and wide-eyed.
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Lily was more than a little stunned at what
had happened. She was somewhat shocked he would dare to even
suggest spanking her, but even more amazed she had agreed. That was
mere background thought, however, to the sense of strange, swirling
heat and awe she felt at having actually been spanked by her
professor.

On the one hand it could be looked at as something almost like
having had a sexual liaison with him, which would be quite the
sophisticated thing to do for a college girl. On the other
hand it had not been consummated.
He had, she was quite sure, misused even her permission to spank
her (which was itself outrageous!) to fondle her buttocks and rub
her pussy!

In that respect she felt abused,
but also frustrated that this abuse had not gone further. That was
certainly confusing in itself! She knew that she would not have
stopped him had he pulled the crotch of her thong aside and rubbed
her pussy directly. And she also strongly suspected that had he
done so she would have melted into a boneless mass of quivering,
overheated goo!

In her mind's eye she saw it, again and again, felt it, again
and again, as it might have been, as perhaps it should have been;
her thong being tugged aside, his fingers touching her, rubbing
her, penetrating her, thrusting into her body!

These thoughts and emotions, this heat,
bewildered her, but she could not ignore them. Her body thrummed
with sexual hunger even as she stumbled back across the campus
towards her dorm room. And her mind could not think on anything
else, could only remember what had happened, his hand on her buttocks, on her thigh,
his hand slapping her, his body beneath her...

These thoughts distracted her over the
weekend which followed. She was confused, alarmed, and filled with
anxiety and uncertainty. But she dared not talk to anyone about
what had happened. They wouldn't understand. They would think her a
helpless victim of some cruel, predatory man.

Yet she knew she had not truly been helpless,
and that far from being intimidated by his suggestion she let him
spank her she had been gripped by such a deep and shocking sense of
captivation at the thought she
hadn't been able to say no.

The feeling of being... manhandled, cruelly battered, sexually abused,
by a handsome, powerful man, should have filled her with a sense of
anger and outrage. Instead she was
gripped by a sense of obsession about it, and about where it might
have led.

And in her bed, alone at night, her fingers
slipped down between her thighs, stroking and caressing herself as
she imagined he might have, and then penetrating herself, pumping
slickly in and out as her hips ground against them.

Lily had always known she was an object of
desire, but she had never truly felt like a sexual being until that
afternoon, across his lap. She had 'experimented' of course, and
explored aspects of sexuality just like everyone else. They had
been... interesting, though not always that satisfying.

Nothing, however, had electrified her in the
way being across the professor's lap had. She had been...
breathless... her body filled with pressure, her nerve endings
feeling raw and hyper-sensitive.

The question of what she ought to do now
occupied her mind almost as much as what had happened. There were
all sorts of intelligent answers to that question. But the
emotional one which gripped her was that she needed somehow to be
back in that same position, only this time have him proceed the way
she fantasized him doing!

She was beginning to obsess about it by
Tuesday, the next day of his class. Seeing him again brought a
flush to her face, and made her nipples tighten. She did nothing,
however, but watch as he spoke and paced and occasionally went to
the blackboard to write something. Yet her chest was tight and her
pulse rate was up as her mind fluttered over what to do.

What if she let him.... what would he do
then? And then? And then!? What would that be like!?

It could be horrible, but more likely, she
thought, it would be... amazing, shocking but... amazing. It would
certainly not be like the sex she'd had with the few men she'd
already experimented with. Because none of them had been even
remotely like Professor Ross. Nor would any sort of... liaison with
him be much like a meeting of equals, as it was with 'boys'.

It would not be, 'what would they do' but
'what would he do to her'.

Did boys her age want to spank her? None had
ever suggested it. They certainly liked fondling her, but none had
ever volunteered that he wanted to spank her! Was that a common
thing among men? Or perhaps just older men?

She had no idea. So of course she googled it.
The answers were not all in agreement, but she was reassured to
find that quite a few women thought the idea of being spanked
was... arousing. Perhaps she wasn't quite as strange as all
that.

She worked on her project, but it was hard
focusing on the case at hand. Her mind kept shifting to what he
would do when she gave it to him, and what he would say. She felt
something like a wave of heat sweep through her at what was almost
an idle thought. What if he gave her, say, a B, and she tried to
persuade him to change it to an A – through sex?

That would be the most amazingly slutty thing
in the world to do! The very idea of her daring to offer her body,
or maybe some part of it, in exchange for a better grade was
outrageous! Why it made her pussy feel so hot and swollen and
tender was beyond her.

Then she had another thought which made her
burn; imagine if she was across his lap NAKED for a spanking!

God! I'm sick, she thought wonderingly,
trying to steady her breathing.

Her chest remained tight, though, her breasts
hot and swollen, her nipples hard. Just that thought, that
image in her head, had been enough
to do that.

She did not take her usual place in the next
class. She sat up on the top tier instead, nearest the door,
furthest from Ross. She slouched, as she often did, nervous,
anxious, and slightly breathless. When the class was ended, she
slipped out of the door quickly.

This was the day she was to turn in her
project. But she had no intention of doing so in class. She was
going to go to his office to do it! And there, somehow, without
being too obvious about it, she was going to try to convey to him
that she was... available, for his sexual attention.

She wasn't at all sure how to do that, which
was the source of much of her anxiety.

*

Lily found herself in the same location, just
around the corner, watching his door, watching students come and
go, watching the time. Her heart beat rapidly, and she had to wipe
sweaty palms against her skirt.

She had considered wearing her tartan pleated
skirt, but that would have been just too, too obvious. Instead
she'd worn a loose, Bohemian style green dress. It had a shortish
skirt with flared sleeves and a v-neck. It was flirty, fashionable,
a bit cutish-sexy, and let her
wear her knee-length suede boots.

Finally, when it seemed the end of his
consulting hour was up, and no one else was likely to arrive, she
forced herself forward, just around the corner and up the hall to
his door. This time she froze as she was about to knock, for he was
looking right at her.

“Ms. Ainsworth,” he said.

Lily swallowed anxiously, her face already
flushed.

“Ahm, P-Professor, I brought my project and I
was hoping to discuss – .”

“Late,” he said.

She looked at him in surprise. Of course it
was late. Two days late.”

“We... had agreed that.... that I could hand
it in late,” she said.

He snorted. “Two days, Ms. Ainsworth.
Precisely two days, I believe I told you.”

Lily looked at him in surprise. “But it is
two days!” she blurted.

“It would have been two days had you handed
it to me in class at Ten AM this morning. It is now Four PM in the
afternoon. You have given yourself an extra six hours to complete
the assignment, which is not fair to other students.”

“But I – !”

“You were given an extension and failed to
meet it. Thus your project will have to be marked down.”

“But professor – !”

He snorted and shook his head contemptuously.
“Come in and close the door, Girl.”

Lily moved forward, heart pounding, and then
closed the door behind her back.

He gestured at her with his fingers, and she
moved closer.

“Now then,” he said. “Let's have the
paper.”

She handed it over, and he took it and turned
away, then opened it, sat back in the chair, and ignored her as he
read through it. He calmly flipped to the next page, then the next,
as Lily fidgeted anxiously, uneasily, nervously, her chest tight
and her body and mind filled with tension.

Finally he set it down on his desk and looked
up.

“Not your best work, Girl,” he said.

Lily felt her heart sink, because she was
fairly sure he was right. She had been so distracted! It had been
hard to focus her mind!

“I would assess this as, perhaps no more than
a C,” he said. “But with the penalty for your being a day late,
that will drop to a D.”

“A D!?” Lily
gasped.

She'd never had a D in her life.

“But that's not fair!”

“Fair? What in life is fair, Girl? Is it fair
that you are born to privilege while others are born to poverty? Is
it fair that you are so healthy while others are crippled? Is it
fair you are so beautiful while other girls are ugly? Fairness is
not the world's concern, Girl.”

“But... but surely there's something I could
do!”

“Some way to remediate the penalty, you mean?
Possibly,” he said, steepling his fingers.

Lily's chest tightened further, making it
hard to breathe!

The professor rose and then pulled the chair
from the wall, sitting down.

Lily forgot to breathe! Was this to be another chance!? Would her
fantasies come to life!? Would she finally be able to experience
what she'd been unable to keep from thinking about since the last
time!?

As if in a daze she moved closer.

Professor Ross gripped her wrist and pulled
her bodily down across his lap!

Lily's pulse raced as she felt her loose
skirt flipped up in back! She was wearing a thong again. This one
was one of her cheap cotton thongs. It had a slim black waistband
and the rest was gray. It was as thin and soft as T-shirt fabric.
If he touched her there, even through the thong, she would feel it!

“Your bottom seems to have fully healed from
our last session,” he said.

Lily gasped as she felt his hand caressing
the smooth, soft surface of her buttocks!

“We shall have to warm it up,” he said.

His hand began to spank her, and Lily gasped
and yelped and squirmed. Her upper body hung over the edge of the
chair, as before, her hair on the floor. Her breasts felt
incredibly full and heavy inside the thin dress, her nipples
painfully erect even as her bottom began to sting and burn!

He was spanking harder this time, and she
gasped and winced and moaned as his hand came down again and again.
Her bottom was getting painfully hot, and she began to squirm
more!

Finally, just as he'd done before, he stopped
spanking to grip her leg, her thigh, jerking her back into
position.

“Stop squirming, girl. You know you deserve
it,” he said.

Lily felt an absolute shock of emotion! For
his hand wasn't simply caressing her thigh right next to her
crotch. It was caressing her pussy through the thin fabric,
deliberately, and without question! There was no subtlety about it,
no attempt to disguise it as rubbing her thigh! She felt his
fingers rubbing firmly along her hot sex through the thin gray
fabric.

She had to... to protest! She had to!

“P-Professor!” she cried.

“What is it, Girl? Bad girls get spanked.
You're a bad girl, and so you must be spanked,” he said.

And then his fingers came away from her
sex.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Lily gasped and cried out, the hand coming
down sharply, stingingly against her already hot, aching
buttocks!

“Oh! Ow! Oh please!” she cried, squirming for
real!

“What? You think your punishment too much?”
he asked.

But he stopped as he spoke, and his hand
found its way down between her thighs again, his fingers rubbing up
and down against her pussy, rubbing her through the thin cotton!
His middle finger was even pushing harder along the line of her
sex, forcing the cotton up inside her a little!

“You've been a bad girl, after all,” he
said.

His hand came away.

Crack! The blow was harsh and the
sting heavy!

“Ow!”

“Haven't you, Girl?”

Crack! Another sharp blow sent pain
through her body!

“Haven't you?”

“Oh, please!”

Crack!

“Haven't you?”

“Yes!” she exclaimed frantically.

His hand returned to her sex, rubbing gently
up and down as the trembling girl gulped in air.

“So you admit you're a bad girl, is that
right?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” she gasped in a strangled
voice.

“Then say it.”

Trembling, gulping in air, her own hair
strewn across her face, Lily tried to understand what he meant.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Say it!'

“I-I'm a bad girl!” she blurted.

“Indeed you are,” he said.

And then it happened! She felt him tug the
crotch of her thong aside to expose her hot, reddened sex! She
cried out as his fingers traced the line of her sex, then gently
spread apart her lips.

She felt his thumb find her clitoris, and
begin to rub roughly and quickly, and Lily's hips began to jerk and
buck uncontrollably as a wall of sensation flooded her body.

Suddenly, his thumb – by no means a small
thing in a man his size – thrust deep into her sex. It began to
pump in and out, rubbing insistently against the front wall of her
narrow sheath as his fingers came in against her clitoris from the
other side.

The orgasm was explosive and Lily was not the
least prepared for it. She cried out, her voice rising, as the
orgasm hit her, then as it rose in intensity. Suddenly the
professor's other hand dropped down next to where her head was
jerking and thrashing, and closed around her neck.

Lily felt her eyes bulge as it closed there,
silencing her cries. Her head seemed to pound as if a great
pressure sought release, and her body shook violently even as his
thumb continued to thrust into her and his fingers to grind against
her clitoris.

The orgasm shook her like a rag doll, and
Lily was lost in a maelstrom of heat, pleasure and passion,
gurgling helplessly, unable to breathe, much less speak, as the orgasm threatened to
consume her like a firestorm.

He released his grip on her neck and she
gulped in air in deep, shuddering lungfuls, dazed and stunned by
the force of the orgasm.

She could not see what he was doing, but she
could certainly feel his hands caressing her buttocks and pussy.
His fingers kneaded her aching bottom, and then caressed her
swollen lips. The stroked her inner thighs, and one even slid along
her back and then around her ribs to give her breast a firm, but
casual squeeze.

She felt him gripping the loose dress and
tugging it higher, tugging it out from beneath her abdomen and
belly. It fell, then, since the rest of her was largely upside
down, fell down around her head and chest, and the world
disappeared under its soft green cloak.

His hand undid the strap of her bra, and she
gasped as she felt it loosen, felt her breasts come free! She
moaned dazedly, almost instinctively trying to reach up and back
with her hands, but blindly, the dress in her way.

He pushed the dress up – or rather down –
around her arms, and then tugged her upward a little more. She felt
his big hand covering her soft breast, and shuddered as he squeezed
and kneaded it.

“You have lovely breasts, Girl,” he said.
“Soft and full. Very... squeezable.”

“I-I... y-you... please!” she gasped
weakly.

She knew she had to protest! Even if her body
was, despite the recent orgasm which had left her somewhat
shell-shocked, still throbbing with hunger and sexual pressure.

She cried out weakly, her head jerking up as
she felt his finger push deep into her pussy. No, it was two
fingers! She felt the others catch against her mons, even as the
thumb pressed against her small back opening!

“You're dripping wet, Girl,” he nodded.

Lily felt a rush of shame.

His fingers came free.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“I like bad girls who are dripping wet,” he
said.

His fingers slid into her again, thick and
long, and began to pump slowly in and out! But his thumb was
pushing insistently against her back opening! That was not an area
of her body Lily had ever explored nor wanted to – nor let anyone
else!

“D-Don't!” she squeaked.

His thumb felt slick, slippery, and then his
fingers thrust into her even more thickly as his thumb pushed into
her ass!

“Bad girls don't give orders,” he said. “They
take them.”

Lily moaned as his fingers stretched her
achingly wide! She could feel them moving inside her, certainly
more than two of them, and his thumb sank into her ass all the way
to the knuckle! That was a stunning and startling sensation!

“Would you like to earn a higher mark on your
paper, bad girl?” he asked.

Lily could not quite bring herself to speak.
The feeling of his fingers moving inside her – and his thumb in her
ass, was sending a wild flood of sensation through her body even as
her mind was gripped by the stunned amazement at the reality of
what was happening!

“Spread your legs wider, Girl. Wider.”

Trembling, she obeyed, and moaned as his
fingers massaged her sex and rubbed against her clitoris. His other
hand was kneading her breast, and she felt completely helpless,
completely at his mercy! And that was a desperately thrilling, but
somewhat scary thought!

His fingers rubbed and lightly pinched her
hard nipple, plucking and twisting it, then spread out to engulf
her entire breast again, kneading it.

Lily abruptly realized she was on the verge
of another climax. And that was a shocking thing! She'd never had
more than one! Then it hit and she cried out, her body shaking,
trembling and twisting as the orgasm overcame her mind.

Again his hand shot down and closed around
her throat, silencing her, as his fingers thrust into her and her
body burned. Only when she relaxed did his hand release her throat
and allow her to gulp in air.

Then his fingers returned to stroking and
fingering her, and kneading her breast.

He stopped, and then adjusted her on his lap
again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows startled her. She thought they were
done with that! Her bottom was still throbbing, but now the fresh
blows sent more heat into her pink buttocks.

“Oh! Ow! Oh! Please!” she cried.

“If you want better marks, Girl, you have to
pay for them,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her bottom was simply on fire! Lily couldn't
stop herself from thrusting her hands back frantically trying to
ease fresh blows!

“Now, now,” he said, pushing her hand
back.

A moment later she felt her body tugged up a
bit more, then the dress, which hung around her head and shoulders,
was abruptly yanked down and off, taking with it her open bra!

I'm naked! she thought in wondering
awe. She felt an incredible jolt at that, even though, of course,
every part of her had already been laid bare to him.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She gasped and squealed, her hands thrusting
back, but found him quickly seizing her wrists, then pinning them
together. A moment later she felt something wrapped around them and
cinched tight. And then a moment after that she was being tumbled
off his lap onto her knees on the floor!

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


Professor Ross stood up before her, as a
shocked Lily tugged her wrists against whatever held them. She
jerked her wrists out to the side, twisting her head around, and
saw they were locked together with some sort of plastic zip
tie.

She turned and jerked her head up to see him
standing over her, and she gasped again, her wrists instinctively
pulling strongly against the zip tie as she sought to cover her
naked body!

He reached out and seized her soft, tangled
hair, then guided her face forward against his groin.

“Would you like to improve your mark, Girl?”
he asked softly.

He ground her face into his crotch, then
pulled it back, forcing her to look up at him.

“Would you?” he demanded.

Lily felt herself reeling from it all! She
was deeply relieved to no longer be across his lap – her bottom
still throbbing hotly – but now she found herself naked on her
knees before him! And tied up! She was... tied up! Helpless!
Naked!

A wild, churning rush of emotions assailed
her, from shame and fear and anxiety to heat and hunger and
passion. She felt a sense of shocked, thrilled heat at finding
herself clearly on the the final
approach to the sex she had been fantasizing and fearing, and her
heart was pounding like a drum!

But this was so... to be tied up... and on
her knees naked! The wonderment at finding herself in this position
before Professor Ross was debilitating!

“Ungh!” she cried as he jerked her hair back,
forcing her head back sharply.

“Answer me, Girl! Do you want to improve your
mark?”

“Y-Yes!” she cried.

“Is that how you talk to your professor,
Girl? You say yes sir, when you answer. Try again.”

He jerked on her hair again.

“Yes, sir!”

Lily felt as if she were floundering on
completely uneven and unfamiliar ground. Although she was not
entirely an innocent. She had suspected sex with Ross would be...
less than tender. She had thought it would be raw and...
animalistic! But having her wrists locked together behind her sent
a wave of fresh awe through her overheated mind. For this was a
whole other level to things!

On the other hand, that level came with a
scalding wave of heat that made it hard to breath!

He unzipped his trousers – slowly, while
holding firmly to her hair.

Lily felt a rising wave of near panic, but it
was accompanied by a dark, roiling rush of heat.

He fully unzipped himself, then reached in
through the zipper. He was already thick and hard when he pulled it
out – or so she thought for a moment. Then she quickly realized he
was actually only partially hard. She felt a fresh roll of shock as
he held himself and rubbed his cock back and forth against her
cheeks, then over her lips.

It hardened further, thickening and
lengthening, and she felt another incipient wave of panic, for it
was certainly much bigger than any she'd had previous experience
with.

“Open your mouth, Girl. Wide.”

Her mouth was already partially open, but a
tug on her hair made her gasp, and open her lips wider – without
even thinking why. He continued to hold himself in his other hand,
and how let the head slide back and forth along her lower lip.

“How high do you want your mark to go, Girl?”
he asked softly.

She moaned, confused, as he pushed the head
into her mouth.

“Close your lips. Suck.”

Shuddering, Lily obeyed, sucking on just the
fat, hard head of his cock.

“This will improve your mark a little,” he
said.

He pushed forward and she gasped as the head
slid into her mouth, followed by an inch or two of the shaft.”

“Suck,” he ordered in a soft voice.

Moaning, she obeyed, her tongue licking at
the underside without being told.

I can't believe I'm doing this! she
thought dazedly.

She was exquisitely aware of the hard
pressure around her wrists, binding them behind her.

Then he pushed deeper.

“This will improve your mark a little more,”
he said.

Lily was not exactly a novice to oral sex.
But always before she had had her hands free, and had used them to
control things. She'd also had control of her head, for that
matter, deciding when and how deeply to go down on a guy. She had
no control over anything here, and was confused about what her next
move was.

He pushed deeper, and she gurgled as the head
pushed almost to the back of her mouth, threatening to gag her. Her
hands jerked feebly against the zip tie again, and her head tried
instinctively to pull back, but could not.

“This will improve your mark still further,”
he said.

He was no longer holding his cock, but had
both hands in her hair now, and drew his hips back – but only to
push them forward. He pumped his cock in and out of her mouth as
she sucked and licked. Then he abruptly pulled back, holding
himself again, while gripping her hair in his other fist.

He rubbed his now spit-wet cock up and down
and around her cheeks and across her nose, along her lips and even
across her eyes. Then he jerked on her hair and pushed himself into
her mouth again, the head thrusting deep enough to almost make her
gag.

He pulled out a second time, leaving her
gasping, and worked his balls out of the zipper, then drew her
mouth forward.

“Take them into your mouth, Girl. Do it,” he
growled.

Moaning, she obeyed, licking and sucking his
balls, rolling her eyes anxiously up at him, still feeling a sense
of dazed wonder, the world having spiraled completely out of
control somehow.

He pulled up on her hair, dropped his cock,
and pushed it into her mouth once more, then, before she could
react, or even realize what was happening, the slick head moved
along her tongue to the back of her mouth and kept going.

Lily felt a moment of shock, and gagged, but
his cock never paused as his hips moved forward and his hands
pulled on her head. She could feel
it sliding down her throat even as her eyes bulged in shock and she
realized his full intent!

Her lower body struggled instinctively, but
it made no difference to her head, for her lips slid remorselessly
down the length of this hard, thick shaft until they were wrapped
around the base, pressed in firmly against his trousers.

He said nothing as he held her in place.
Lily's body twisted and writhed, but only below the neck. His grip
on her hair and head was remorseless, and she could not move an
inch. The pounding of her heart and the way her pulse raced gave
her a desperate need to breathe,
and she could not.

And suddenly her gag reflex ceased to be an
issue. Her mind lost all concern for that in its focus on the lack
of oxygen making its way into her body.

“Be still,” he barked.

Suddenly frantic, but realizing she could not
match his strength, Lily did her best to hold her body still.

“You need better self-discipline, Girl,” he
said.

Then he eased back, pulling her back off his
cock until with a pop it came free of her throat.

Lily gulped in deep, wracking sobs of air as
he dragged her bodily to her feet.
He sat her heavily on his desk and then released her, letting her
upper body fall back across it. His big hands gripped her legs,
lifting them up and spreading them wide, then he sat before her,
pinning her legs apart with his forearms and elbows as his fingers
delicately spread the lips of her sex.

Lily paid very little attention, at first.
Her chest heaved as she gulped in air. Only when the immediate
demands of her body had become less urgent did she spare any
thought to what he was doing.

When she did she felt more relief. She wasn't
on her knees now but laying across the desk, so he couldn't shove
his cock down her throat again.

She marveled that he had done so, especially
given the size of the thing!

Now she did begin to pay attention, for he
was obviously turning the oral sex about and his tongue was sliding
up and down the narrow valley between the lips of her sex. His
tongue pushed into her – startlingly deep – twisting and squirming
around inside her with a strangely erotic sensation.

It pulled out and began to lick at her
clitoris as his fingers eased into her, and Lily could not repress
a startled moan as the sensations began to roll up through her
body.

It would be wrong to say that Lily had not
had oral sex performed on her before. She was not entirely
unfamiliar with the feel. But it had not felt like this. The boys
who had licked her before had not done what the professor was doing
with his tongue.

They had simply... licked, as if she were an
ice cream cone, and they had licked hard, which had often been so
uncomfortable she'd been grateful they hadn't done it longer.

The professor had not gone directly for her
clitoris, but was lightly licking the outside of it, his tongue
sweeping from side to side. Then it abruptly began to sweep in
circles against the hood of her clitoris, before returning to the
side to side motion. Every now and then the tip of his tongue
dipped in beneath the hood to slip across her ultra-sensitive
clitoris itself, and that sent a rush through her rapidly
overheating body.

At first she wondered what in the heck he was
doing. Then as he continued she found herself losing the ability to
wonder – or think – at all! And every time he pressed his lips
forward and sucked she cried out, and her hips bucked up against
his arms!

Her body was beginning to writhe and the
muscles in her lower legs kept trying to raise her hips up against
his tongue, only to be frustrated by the weight of his arms. That
left only her upper body able to move, so it did, her head rolling
and her back arching as she gulped in deep, ragged breaths of
air!

Boys had pumped their fingers in her before,
too, but not to much effect. But
Professor Ross was pressing upwards against the front wall of her
sex as though his real intent was to massage her there even as he
licked and sucked.

Another orgasm tore through Lily, and she
cried out, her hips bucking frantically as his fingers thrust into
her and he licked even harder.

It was the most intense orgasm she'd ever
had! She twisted and shook, convulsions wracking her body as a wild
torrent of overpowering pleasure swamped her mind. It went on and
on and on, her body flaring with the release of heat and pressure,
until she finally slumped, slack-jawed, gasping, chest heaving again, eyes
fluttering.

He stopped licking. She saw him rise, but
didn't really acknowledge it. He moved around the desk from front
to back, where her head was, and gripped her under her arms,
tugging her further forward so that her head hung over the
edge.

Then his hard cock pushed into her open mouth
and straight down her throat.

Lily's lower body heaved up, then fell back,
twisting and writhing as he held her hair and a hand pressed down
firmly against her chest. He buried himself in her throat, held it
for a long moment, then drew himself back, allowing her to gasp for
breath.

He let her take in two wracking gulps of air,
then thrust himself back down her throat, grinding himself against
her upside down face, holding himself there for long seconds before
pulling back.

Again the dazed girl gulped in air, moaning,
sucking in breath after breath – .

He thrust himself down her throat again.

It was certainly getting easier on her. Her
fear of being unable to breath was fading, since he wasn't keeping
it in her throat that long, and her gag reflex was starting to fade
away, as well.

He walked around to the front of the desk
again, sat down, gripped her legs and began to lick.

I'm going out of my mind, Lily thought
dazedly, blinking her eyes upside down at the door,
light-headed.

Her concentration began to narrow once more,
though, as Ross slid two long, thick fingers deep into her sopping
pussy and began to pump them as he had before. Now she recognized
that the pressure they were exerting on her flesh behind her
clitoris was intensifying the sensation of his licking. But more
than that, it was as if he were massaging her clitoris from the
inside!

He halted and stood up, took something from
his desk, and tore a strip of masking tape off a roll. Then he
jerked her forward and placed it firmly over her mouth before
sitting down again.

Lily blinked in dazed confusion, moaning
helplessly as he slid his fingers into her and licked harder,
sucking again and again until her body exploded into orgasm once
more.

Her cries were much less audible now as her
body bucked and shook and jerked in violent convulsions.

Then as she lay there dazedly the professor
gripped her under her arms and pulled her further back so her head
fell over the edge, tore the tape off, and shoved his cock deep
into her throat once more.

This time he began to pump himself in and
out, in and out, using long strokes. Then, with a flurry of
thrusts, he came, grunting with pleasure, burying himself in her
mouth and throat and grinding himself against her for a few seconds
before drawing his softening cock back and out.

*

Lily was dazed enough not to object, at
first, when he made her kneel in the corner with her face to the
wall. She still twitched and jerked a little as he sat calmly
behind his desk marking papers.

“Bad girls kneel in the corner,” he'd
said.

Well... well yes but – .

As she caught her breath and her mind
returned from the brink of shock she began to twist her head and
then her shoulders around, looking at him, and trying to decide
what to do amid what was still a sense of enormous wonder and
amazement at what she'd been through – and was still going
through!

It was outrageous! Everything he'd done to
her had been... outrageous! Unbelievable!

Yet she'd had four tremendous orgasms in the
space of something like... well, she had no idea how long she'd
been in here, but not long!

Four!

And they'd been massive! Even the memories of
them made her tremble and twitch.

And why had he not simply sent her on her way
then?! What more was he intending!? Why was she still tied up naked
and kneeling on the floor!?

The constant pressure around her crossed
wrists continued to remind her of her helpless state, and were a
constant sense of wonder and dark thrills.

Tied up! Helpless!

He sighed and swiveled himself around on his
chair.

“Turn around, Girl.”

She gasped at his voice, then slowly turned
away from the wall, blushing as he looked at her, as his eyes
dropped to her bare breasts. She dropped her eyes.

“Head back. Shoulders back, chest out,” he
barked.

She gasped, but obeyed.

“Sit on your heels. That's right. Now spread
your legs wide.”

Blushing hotly, her heart rate picking up,
Lily obeyed.

“You have gorgeous breasts, do you know
that?”

She blushed even more.

“Gorgeous everything, in fact. You're a
lovely little sex toy of a girl.”

Lily's mind squirmed against that even though
a part of her felt a sense of excitement and pleasure at the
compliment – for that was what it was. Oh it was an outrageously
sexist compliment, but given she was kneeling naked – save for her
boots – with her legs spread she couldn't find it in her to
complain.

“Have you ever deep throated a man
before?”

She gulped, her throat sore, and shook her
head.

“Verbally, girl.”

“No,” she said softly.

“No sir,” he growled.

“No, sir!”

“But you think you could do it fairly easily
now, don't you.”

Was he hard again, she thought anxiously, her
eyes going to his crotch.

“It's an important skill for a girl to
possess, after all.”

“I-I guess... sir,” she gulped.

He snorted.

“If not I'm sure further lessons will do
wonders. You are a promising young student, but you clearly need to
be taught discipline. Oral skills are important to a lawyer, you
know.”

She was sure he meant that in an amusing
manner, but his face gave no indication of it as he turned around
and opened one of the drawers of his desk.

He pulled out... a penis... then two!

Lily felt only a few seconds of amazement
that a stern man like Mr. Ross would have a pair of dildos in his
desk. Then he had wheeled the chair closer, leaned over, and
slapped one down on the floor right in front of her, where it
stayed, apparently on a suction cup of some kind.

He then gripped her very hard nipples and
pinched.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she moaned.

“Please sir,” he said softly.

“Please, sir!”

He pulled on them, forcing her to lean
forward, then to rise of her heels. He made her move closer, until
she was directly over the dildo, then released them.

“Sink down on it, Girl.”

It did not occur to Lily to disobey, and she
gasped as she felt the head of the thing make contact with her sex. She was still quite wet, and
it slid up inside her as she sank down – once again marveling that
she was doing this under his eyes.

The thing inside her began to vibrate, and
she gasped aloud.

“Sink all the way down, Girl. Until it's deep
inside you,” he said.

Her pulse racing, Lily obeyed. The dildo
wasn't as long or thick as the professor, but it was plenty long
and thick enough for her! She groaned as it pushed deep, vibrating
all the time.

The dark, wild thrill of sexual hunger and
heat had not left her after she'd been placed on her knees in the
corner. How could it with her naked and bound and kneeling? It had
simmered as he had ignored her. Now it burst forth, the raw
sensation of the vibrator making her muscles spasm and her body
squirm helplessly.

He gathered her hair into a thick tail, which
he held firmly in hand, then guided the other dildo into her
mouth.

“I've given you instruction, Girl,” he said.
“Now you're going to have a little spot test.”

Lily had a moment to realize his intent, then
the dildo pushed into her throat! She gurgled and twisted, but he
held her tightly as he pushed it straight down her throat, until
only the very base was held in his fingers just within her
lips.

“Good,” he said. “good.”

He drew it forth, and she coughed and gasped,
gulping in air. Then he pushed it back in again – and again – and
again, until she was light-headed and dazed. But it did get easier,
and he was soon pumping it smoothly in and out as she stared, eyes
glazed, at the sight of the shaft emerging and then disappearing
before her eyes.

He pulled it back entirely and released her
hair and she sank back – and down – onto the vibrator, moaning.

“Congratulations. That was a pass, though you
still have much to learn.”

Lily knelt there for long seconds, as her
breathing steadied. She felt another sense of wonder at what she'd
done – or at least let him do – a sense of wonder that she could
deep throat now. Apparently. And then she moaned as the sensations
in her lower body pulsed and thrummed and tore at her
attention.

“Ride it,” he said.

She turned her eyes up at him, moaning.

“Ride it. Ride up and down on it.”

She looked down at the vibrator buried inside
her.

“Do it,” he growled.

Moaning, she rose up and sank down. It
felt... sooo good to sink down!
She rose up and sank down, and
then did it again, faster, and then faster still.

Her lower belly was a mass of spasming
muscles and crackling nerve endings as the vibrator made it
impossible to keep still.

Then the professor was squatting before her.
He reached down and his fingers began to rub against her
clitoris.

Lily cried out, then his other hand closed
around her throat.

“Come for me, Girl,” he said, rubbing harder.
“Come.”

She gurgled helplessly, riding up and down,
eyes going glassy.

He eased up on his grip, allowing her to gulp
in air.

“Come,” he ordered, rubbing her harder.

Lily obeyed, and her eyes bulged as his hand
closed around her throat, shutting off her scream of pleasure. She
rode desperately up and down, repeatedly impaling herself on the
vibrator as he held tight to her throat and watched her.
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Lily spent much of that evening in a haze.
Whatever she'd expected from Professor Ross it certainly hadn't
been that! The amazing part was her mind spent so little time
dwelling on the spanking. It was the second of her life, and it had
hurt!

Five orgasms. And they hadn't even had sex.
Not real sex.

How was that even possible!?

The way he'd licked her had been...
incredible!

He'd taught her how to deep throat! What an amazing thing that was!
Wait until her next date! She was going to make whoever it was
explode!

And that was the weirdest part about what had
happened. He had taught her so much about her body and sex – and he
was her professor. That put a strangely proper sense to things.
After all, shouldn't she learn things from a teacher at
college?

Probably the school would not appreciate this
particular form of teaching, or the subject matter, but Lily felt
gratified regardless. She loved learning and that had been,
whatever else it was, a learning experience. One which would last a
lifetime.

But it still left her with the same sense of
wonder and anxiety she'd felt after her last encounter. Because
things had not gone the way she had expected them to go, the way
she had wanted them to go. Oh, she deeply appreciated the five
orgasms, of course, and learning how to deep throat, and what it
felt like when someone who knew what they were doing performed oral
sex on her.

But he hadn't actually fucked her. Why hadn't
he?! That was real sex, after all.

When was he going to!?

And what would that be like!?

It was very weird that she'd been tied up the
whole time. Was that an indication of the sort of kinky stuff
Professor Ross was into? She'd felt so utterly helpless, so
completely in his power! That had been a bit scary but also
amazingly exciting – like racing off into the unknown with no
brake!

She'd never felt so sexual, so sensual, so
aroused!

Having actual sex with him would probably be
even more insane!

In the meantime, though, she had a lot of
studying to do which required her to focus her mind and forget
things like sex and perverted professors. It was much less exciting
but unavoidable. So she cleared her mind as best she could and read
through her assignments from a variety of classes, taking notes
where necessary, and losing herself, at least temporarily, in the
world of law.

Like most of the other residences at
Princeton hers had a common room she shared with roommates, and
three small bedrooms. The common room mostly had desks and
bookshelves but also a TV and fireplace (which didn't work but at
least looked cozy).

Since no one
could agree on what kind of music they liked the rule was everyone
used headphones or earphones. She had hers in and was listening to
classical music simply because it didn't distract her while she
studied.

Having the earphones in had a secondary use,
though. Her two roommates had started having sex together within a
month of the start of school. It didn't seem like it was anything
more than 'sport' though, since though one was a lesbian the other
was pretty much straight and had a boyfriend.

Amanda, the straight one, tended to be pretty
loud at times, in part because Quinn, the lesbian, seemed to be
intent on changing her mind about boys by showing her that sex with
girls was more fun. Certainly it seemed to be from the sounds
Amanda often made.

Lily had been embarrassed by this in the past
(and more than a little curious). She'd 'fooled around' with girls
herself in the past, mostly while drunk. But that had been fairly
superficial, with lots of kissing, fondling and caressing. Her
experience with Ross had been quite the eye-opener in regard to his
oral sex skills, and she couldn't help wondering if Quinn was as
talented.

She certainly wasn't going to bring up the
subject with her, though! Quinn had made it fairly clear early on
that she had the same interest in 'fun' sex with Lily as she did
with Amanda but Lily hadn't been interested at the time since she
wasn't really attracted to the girl.

Amanda was a vivacious blonde with a pinup
body who laughed and joked a lot. She tended to be a lot less
inhibited than Lily, or most girls Lily knew. She was cute, and
Lily could see them together, if only for fun. Quinn, on the other
hand, had always struck her as more of a brooding girl, far too
serious, too politically correct, and with too much of a temper.
She was short, had very short, light brown hair, dark eyes, and
kind of a pouty chin.

It was Amanda who came up to her while she
was studying and abruptly dropped a belt around her body. It was
cloth, the belt to her fluffy robe, and it dropped neatly around
Amanda's chest and arms – and the back of the wooden chair she was
sitting in. Then, before she could react, Amanda tugged on it and
it cinched tight, jerking Lily back against the back of the chair
and pinning her arms to her sides.

“Got you!” Amanda crowed. “You're my prisoner
now settler girl!”

“Amanda!” Lily exclaimed in annoyance.

“You will have to pay for the crimes of your
ancestors against my people!”

“You're six percent Cherokee, you goof!” Lily
replied, struggling to pull free of the thing.

Amanda had sent her saliva away to one of
those ancestry DNA type places, and had been making full use of her
minuscule ethnic background ever since.

The robe's belt was around Lily's lower
chest, though, which meant under her breasts, and tight. And Amanda
had quickly tied it both behind the back of the chair and also down
under it somehow so Lily couldn't tug it up.

“Let me go, weirdo!”

Amanda was able to grab her right wrist,
though, and pull it behind the chair, then wrap the same robe belt
around it, and that suddenly sent a dark jolt of something
breathless through Lily, a jolt that stunned her temporarily, so
that she really didn't put up much resistance as the blonde tugged
her other wrist behind her and tied it to her right.

“We will have to discuss reparations now,
settler girl,” Amanda said sternly.

She tugged the chair out and turned it
around, smirking as Lily struggled to free herself.

“I have studying to do, you know,” Lily said,
scowling up at her.

“Don't be so boring. Life is fun. Have some
life,” the blonde said with a grin.

She promptly straddled the chair, then sat
down on Lily, facing her, still grinning smugly.

“Ugh. You need a diet!” Lily complained.

“Ooo, very daring of you to be insulting to
your captor, settler girl. My people are known for torturing
settlers, you know.”

“Your people are Ukrainian!”

“Well, those people are, but I'm talking
about my great great, grandmother's people.”

She used her fingers to comb Lily's hair
back.

“Now then. You can start by taking over my
turn to clean the bathroom.”

“I don't think so!”

“I think vacuuming my room and changing the
sheets would be in order, too.”

“I wouldn't touch your sheets with a
ten-foot pole!”

“Are you imputing my cleanliness, settler
girl?” she demanded, with arched brow.

“Only that from the sounds coming from your
room you love yourself a little too much and too often,” Lily
retorted.

“Oooh, getting nasty, are we?” Amanda said
with a smirk.

“Untie me, you pervert.”

“Prisoners don't make demands on the noble
warriors of the Cherokee!”

“You're blonde! Or haven't you seen that in
all the mirrors you have?”

“I can see you're going to be have to be
taught respect for the noble Cherokee,” Amanda said.

She got off and moved behind her while Lily
struggled again to pull herself free.

Suddenly, Lily felt the blonde's fingers
being pushed down the back of the loose lounge pants she was
wearing. They didn't go far, just far enough to hook under the
waistband of her cotton thong. Then they pulled up sharply.

Lily squealed as she felt the crotch of her
thong yanked hard against her pussy, hard enough to be pulled up in
between the lips of her sex as the pressure almost lifted her off
the chair!

“Ahh! Amanda!” she exclaimed, as she heard
the blonde giggle behind her.

“The Cherokee invented the wedgie, settler
girl,” she said sternly. “We know how to torture our prisoners into
submission.”

“You big freak!” Lily exclaimed, wriggling
helplessly.

The feel of her thong jammed up between the
lips of her sex was uncomfortable, but now that Amanda had stopped
yanking on it not particularly painful.

“That hurt!” she complained.

“Of course it did. That's the nature of
torture, little girl,” Amanda said, smirking again as she came
around in front of her.

“Bitch!”

Lily was feeling a strange flurry of emotions
at finding herself tied up. Given that Ross had tied her up she was
feeling a dark echo of her experiences there, and wondering if
Amanda's behavior was at all sexual. That she'd yanked on her thong
might or might not be, given it was Amanda. The girl was very into
sports and that was the sort of thing jocks did.

Then again, Amanda was certainly not above
having a sexual interest in girls!

Lily brought her foot up and shoved at her
repeatedly as if to force her back, but Amanda simply moved around
to the side of the chair, then sat on her again, straddling her and
the chair.

“Now then, settler girl,” she said. “What
sort of reparations are you offering to my noble native
people?”

“Bite me!”

“If you insist.”

Amanda leaned in, took Lily's hair, and
forced her head up and back, then closed her mouth on the nape of
her neck. And bit her.”

“Ow! Amanda!”

She did more than bite. In fact. She was
growling as she dug her teeth in, and sucking hard.

“Stop that! You vampire! You're gonna give me
a freaking hickey!”

She heard a giggle coming from the girl and
realized that was probably her intent. But she still didn't know if
Amanda was just bored and fooling around or into some kind of
semi-serious sexual game playing.

She pulled back and eased her grip on Lily's
hair, smirking.

“Want one on the other side too?”

“Bitch!”

“That's not nice. Nor respectful to my native
ancestry,” she purred.

She combed her fingers through Lily's hair
again.

“Now. I want you to apologize.”

“Forget it!”

“I want you to say you're sorry for insulting
an elegant, wonderful and beauteous Cherokee princess like me.”

“You are NONE of those things, Amanda.”

“And, you will dedicate your life to serving
me as one of my attendants.”

“You have a really good imagination for someone who got a C minus on
her last Lit test.”

“Mrs. Simon was obviously prejudiced against
natives.”

“Oh please!”

“I see we will have to escalate the torture,”
Amanda said.

She looked down her nose at Lily, then began
to unbutton her blouse.

“What are you doing!?”

“Torturing you into obedience of course,”
Amanda said in a matter-of-fact voice.

She could only unbutton a couple of them
before getting to where the robe belt was pulled in around Lily's
lower chest. But that was enough to expose her bra. She grinned at
Amanda, tugged the cups of her bra apart and down, and then gripped
her nipples. That shocked Lily into silence momentarily, and then
Amanda twisted them sharply.

“Ahg! Ow! Amanda!”

“Nipple twists are also an ancient dark art
of the noble Cherokee,” Amanda said.

“Let go! Stop it!”

“Apologize,”
Amanda said calmly, twisting her nipples again, this time in the
other direction.

“Ow! Don't!”

“Apologize,”
Amanda said remorselessly.

Lily's nipples were burning! And though she
still wasn't entirely sure if this was really sexual or just
Amanda's brazen, uninhibited playing, she began to feel her lower
belly churning with a dark sense of anticipation and heat.

Her breasts were almost bare, after all, and
the girl had a firm grip on her nipples! And while it was true that
none of the three of them were all that modest around each other –
living together as they were and sharing a bathroom, they'd never
done anything like this before!

“All right! I'm sorry!” she exclaimed.

Amanda stopped twisting her nipples, but
still held them in her fingers.

“Say I apologize for any offense, noble
Cherokee princess,” she demanded.

“You're crazy! Oww! Oh! I'm sorry for any
offense, noble Cherokee princess!”

Amanda eased up on her nipples again.

“Say as a member of the cruel settler race
you are eager to make amends to my people.”

Lily bit her lower lip, wanting to say
something insulting, but her nipples really were on fire! They were
very sensitive, and not used to this sort of treatment!

“Better say it,” Amanda said, closing her
fingers more tightly.

“Ow! Don't!”

Amanda was pinching her nipples and
stretching them up and out.

“All right! All right!” she gasped.

She was becoming more convinced Amanda's
game-playing was sexual in nature, and the thought of 'messing
around' with the blonde girl wasn't exactly distressing. Especially
given the heightened sense of sexuality and heat she'd been
experiencing since her encounter with Professor Ross the other
day.

“A-As a member of the cruel settler race I'm
eager to make amends to your people,” she gulped.

“There. That wasn't so bad, now was it?”
Amanda said, releasing her nipples.

“That hurt!” Lily protested.

“Oh. Baby. Your nipples look fine to me.
They're just probably more red than they usually are. Want me to
kiss them and make them feel better?”

“N – oh!
Amanda!” she gasped.

Amanda had not kissed either of her nipples.
Instead she had slid her bottom back, bent over, and taken the
center of Lily's left breast into her mouth. Now she was softly
sucking on the flesh, while her teeth gnawed ever so lightly on it
and her tongue licked around and over her hot little nipple!

Then she pulled her lips off and did the same
to her other nipple!

All of which left Lily's heart pounding and
pulse racing as her body began to throb with heat!

“Shall I show you how my ancestors taught
local customs to the settlers?” Amanda purred.

She slid her fingers through Lily's hair and
then kissed her. The kiss was soft, but hungry, and quite extended,
going on and on as Amanda's lips slid against hers with growing
passion. By the time she pulled back Lily was gasping for
breath.

Smirking, Amanda slid backward off her legs so that she knelt before her. Her
fingers gripped the waistband of Lily's lounge pants and tugged
down, taking her thong with it as she pulled them under her
buttocks, then down her legs and off!

Lily gasped in shock, but before she could
even decide on a response, the blonde was leaning forward,
giggling, forcing her thighs wider as she licked her way down her
abdomen to the top of her sex!

Amanda's hands slid up behind Lily's hips,
tugging her lower body forward. That slid her upper body down so
that the ropes dug into the underside of her breasts more, and made
them bulge! It also exposed more of her naked sex to the blonde
girl's hungry mouth!

Lily gasped aloud, moaning as Amanda jerked
her legs wide, then pulled on her hips again, the blonde shoving
her open mouth in hard against her pussy to suck, lick and massage
it!

After that the blonde eased off, though she
started to use her tongue in much the way Professor Ross had used
his! It moved around more, though, licking up and down the length
of Lily's rapidly swelling pussy lips, and also dipping rapidly
into her small opening again and again.

She had a different trick in pressing her
pursed lips against Lily's clitoris and then sucking gently as she
moved her lips against her, rubbing her soft, moist lips against
Lily's throbbing clitoris even as she let her tongue push out ever
so slightly.

Any thought of putting up a pretense of
resistance collapsed under the sweltering heat rolling up her body
as Lilly began to moan and shudder from the pleasure. Her hips were
grinding and rolling up against Amanda's mouth as her legs rose and
knees spread wide to either side of the chair. Her head fell back
across the top of the chair and she closed her eyes, her breaths
increasingly ragged as the heat and pleasure grew more intense.

This was all insane, of course. But given
what she'd experienced with Professor Ross it didn't seem quite as
shocking as it would have otherwise. It was still wild and intense
and filled her with a crackling sexual electricity that ran up and
down her spine.

Then that incredible buildup of energy seemed
to coalesce down there between her legs. Then there was a powerful
explosion of pleasure that raced up through her body. She cried
out, her hips bucking up frantically as Amanda's tongue licked
faster and harder.

Her hips jerked and twisted and bucked as
convulsions wracked her body, and she felt the belt digging in
harder against the undersides of her breasts as she slumped even
further in the narrow chair.

Amanda giggled and stumbled to her feet,
leaving Lily gasping and moaning weakly. She disappeared into her
room for long seconds, then returned carrying what looked like a
collection of black straps.

She stepped into them, pulling them up around
her hips, and Lily stared at a thick dildo protruding from her
groin. She gaped at it, chest still heaving, then watched the
blonde drop to her knees before her.

“A-Amanda!” she gasped.

“You know you want a big cock inside you, you
hot little slut,” Amanda taunted her.

She held it in her hand and rubbed the head
up and down against the soft, glistening flesh of Lily's mons. Then
she pushed forward, and Lily moaned as the thick head forced its
way through her opening and began to sink into her body.

Since the absence of real penetration had
actually been the one thing she had been missing it felt absurd to
protest, yet she felt she had to anyway – somehow! Even as the
dildo pushed deeper and the dark, wild, animal heat began to thrill
her senses.

“You... perve!” she gasped.

“Don't talk back to your captor, settler
prisoner,” Amanda growled.

She thrust the thing forward and Lily cried
out. Then the blonde leaned into her, seizing her hair and kissing
her passionately as she began to work her hips in and out.

Lily felt the dildo pushing deeper and
deeper, filling her up, overfilling her, making her ache from its
thickness as the blonde fucked her with it!

Their lips moved hungrily together, their
tongues slithering against each other as the dark heat enveloped
Lily's mind and a sense of delicious sexual passion filled her with
energy. Helpless and overpowered, she felt herself sinking into a
sense of submissive acceptance, pleasure and desire as the dildo
drove into her hard and fast.

It was shaped mostly like a cock, but not
entirely. Right next to the base was a distortion, as the silicone,
or whatever it was made of, bulged up to grind against the top of
her sex. Then something on the strap itself pushed in to jam itself
against her clitoris at every deep stroke.

The heat was sapping her of strength – not of
body but of will. Amanda's lower body was thrusting energetically
into her, the dildo driving achingly deep and hard into the
quivering sheath of her body as their lips continued to move
hungrily together.

Another orgasm tore through her and she cried
out again and again. The sounds were largely swallowed by Amanda's
mouth as the blonde girl thrust the strap-on dildo into the raging
heat of her sex with hard, furious strokes!

The orgasm sent her into convulsions again,
and her entire body seemed to shake so hard she thought her brain
would fall out! When it finally eased it left her panting and
dazed.

Amanda smirked at her and drew herself back.
She stood up and undid her jeans, then pulled them down, along with
the strap-on.

She stepped forward, straddling the chair,
and gripping Lily's hair, then guided her mouth up against her
pussy.,

“Now let's get a start on your repaying your
debts, settler girl,” the blonde said.
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From getting very little sex, and most of
that not terribly exciting, Lily's life had suddenly taken a very
sharp turn to the wild side. The amazing thing, she thought, was
that it hadn't come from any kind of dating, or boyfriend!

It had certainly been a wild experience being
fucked by Amanda, and an eye-opener to be licking a pussy for the
first time. But she couldn't help marveling at the coincidence of
Amanda tying her up and having sex with her only a day after
Professor Ross had done the same!

Well, he hadn't, strictly speaking, had sex
with her. There'd only been oral
sex.

And a spanking.

At times he felt giddy, and at other times
guilty.

Both of the times she had been altogether too
passive, too submissive for her sense of equality to be satisfied.
Of course, she could hardly be otherwise when people insisted on
tying her up! But it was a new sort of experience and she was
confused by it.

“Ms. Ainsworth,” professor Collins
called.

Lily stood up, licking her lips.

“What broad messages are we to take from
Gideon v Wainright?”

“There are several,” she replied, aware at
least a hundred others in the class were watching her.

“Perhaps the most broad message is that the
law is so complex that it's almost impossible for a layperson to understand his or her rights.
Previous to this decision it was assumed that barring illiteracy or
some display of low intelligence an ordinary person could credibly
conduct their own defense. At least, that was the message taken in
Betts v Brady.”

She felt an odd moment of unreality. Here she
was a respectable attorney in training, standing up in the midst of
fellow law students in the curved, auditorium style lecture hall,
clad in gray blazer and dress pants, the model of respectability
and female empowerment.

Yet just the other day she had been tied up
and writhing as her roommate thrust a dildo into her. And just the
day before that she'd been naked and bent over a professor's lap as
he spanked her and fingered her to orgasms! It was a very strange
juxtaposition and she was momentarily silent at the
realization.

“Of course, the ultimate decision rested on
the need for a fair trial. Which required the defendant be supplied
with an attorney if such was beyond their financial means,” she
said. “Given the circumstances of the case it also demonstrated
just how easily trials could result in guilty verdicts on the
flimsiest of evidence unless a trained attorney was available.”

“What else? Mister Hopkins?” professor
Collins called out, turning and looking at another student.

Lily sat back down, relieved she'd gotten it
right, or at least, right enough to not be subjected to a rebuttal.
She glanced briefly around herself and felt that strange unreality
again. She wondered what her fellow students did in the privacy of
their rooms – or other peoples – that belied the image of
conservative respectability they gave off in public.

Who else here, if anyone, had been tied up or
spanked recently?

*

The question of what to do about Professor
Ross occupied Lily's mind. There was no particular reason to go and
see him again. But if she didn't... well... then how could she
further explore the dark wild thrills he had already subjected her
to?

But he was still a distant and frosty
presence in class, not at all welcoming or congenial. He was far
too intimidating to approach on a personal level. That meant the
only way she could do so was to go and see him in his office again.
And for that she needed an excuse she did not have.

She would, therefore, have to make one
up.

Professor Ross assigned papers to write after
every class. They were usually brief – perhaps five hundred or a
thousand words on this or that case under discussion. She would
simply have to pretend she was going to be late again and ask for
an extension. Surely he would grant it (not that it really
mattered) and would make her pay for it.

That was... an anxious thought. Being spanked
hurt! But the dark hunger, the wicked, desperate thrilling heat
which gripped her at being so... degraded, so outrageously...
abused... was like a drug, like a fever! And she wanted to feel it
again!

So she wearing a simple cable knit dress, a
loose sweater dress which would be easy to remove but which was
still both cute on her and decently demure. She was certainly not
going to show up in something slutty!

She was extremely nervous, having little idea
what the professor would do. Would he simply spank her and fondle
her as he had the first time, or would things get nastier as they
had the second? Or worse!?

She waited once more until his consultation
period was almost over. Then, her heart pounding, she strode up the
narrow corridor to his door and leaned in. He raised his eyebrows
as he saw her, then silently gestured her to enter.

Lily felt her pulse race as she stepped
inside, then closed the door behind her.

“Uhm, P-Professor Ross,” she gulped. “I
uhm, would like to ask for
another... another... extension!”

“Indeed? Why?”

“I... I've had things going on in my life
and... I really haven't gotten to the paper on Jenson v Alabama
yet,” she gulped.

“Things going on in your life? Law school is
going on in your life, Ms. Ainsworth. It is, for all intents and
purposes, your career. Nothing else should be interfering with
it.”

“Well... uhm...”

“I've told you before how much I detest that
pointless speech filler you use so much, Ainsworth,” he growled.
“Perhaps I should assign a teachers aid to follow you around and
slap your bottom every time you utter it.”

Lily gulped and blushed a bit more deeply
than she was already doing.

The professor pushed his chair back and then
leaned back.

“Take off your clothes,” he ordered.

The order shocked Lily. It wasn't as if she
hadn't expected him to take off the dress. That was why she'd worn
it, after all. But it was so... blunt! He was making no pretense
this was about a proper punishment which extended into sex! Of
course, they both knew it, but still, she had played along!

Flushing very hotly, she reached down and
gripped the hem of the dress, then peeled it up and off.

He sat and watched, raising an eyebrow.

Gulping, feeling increasingly nervous as well
as embarrassed and uncertain, Lily undid her bra then slipped the
straps over her shoulders. She hesitated, then slipped her thong
down and off, to stand up very uncomfortably naked as he gazed upon
her.

“Take off your shoes and socks.”

Lily was startled.

“W-why?” she gulped.

“Because I said so.”

Lily was not about to rebel over that. She
knelt and untied her shoes, then sat and pulled them off, along
with her socks.

This was insane!

“Stand up.”

She obeyed and shifted self-consciously from
one foot to the other.

“Interlace your fingers behind your
neck.”

Startled, Lily frowned at him in
confusion.

“Now, Girl!”

Pulse racing, Lily obeyed.

“Elbows back, chest out. Shift your feet
apart on the floor.”

Blushing hotly, Lily obeyed, displaying
herself more... more nakedly to him than she ever had to anyone in
her life!

“Turn around.”

Her face hot, she obeyed.

“Now bend over and wrap your arms around your
legs.”

What was this? Why was he making her do
this!?

“But – .”

“Now.”

Excruciatingly self-conscious, Lily bent
over, way over, her hair brushing the floor as she pressed her
breasts against her bare legs and then wrapped her legs around
them.

The professor didn't move for long seconds,
simply looking at her, as the blood rushed to her head and her
breasts throbbed against her legs. Then he turned the chair and
opened a drawer of his desk. He took something out and stood up,
and Lily saw an upside down view of what looked like a stick of
some kind!

It was slim and flexible switch of some sort,
and perhaps a foot and a half long. The professor swept it back and
forth through the air and it made a hissing, cutting sound.

“What happens to bad girls, Ainsworth?”

“I-I... t-they get... get punished!” she
gulped.

The switch hissed and then landed across her
taut buttocks with a light, but stinging blow that made her gasp in
pain.

“Sir,” he said. “Try again.”

“T-They get punished, sir!” she gasped.

Hiss... thwick!

She winced at a second stinging blow.

“They do indeed get punished.”

Hiss... thwick!

“The point of such punishment is, of course,
to teach them.”

Hiss... thwick!

“To discipline them.”

Hiss... thwick!

“To remonstrate with them for their
misbehavior.”

Hiss... thwick!

“To encourage them to reform.”

The thin switch had little weight to it, and
made little sound, but it certainly stung when it hit her bottom,
and Lily was feeling the growing heat spread across the darkening
surface of her skin as the professor casually swung the thing in
against her!

“Are you a bad girl, Ainsworth?”

Hiss... thwick!

“Are you?”

Hiss... thwick!

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Say it.”

Hiss... thwick!

“Confess.”

Hiss... thwick!

“I-I'm a bad girl!” she gasped.

Hiss... thwick!

“Sir”

“I'm a bad girl, sir!” she moaned.

Hiss... thwick!

“Again.”

“I'm a bad girl, sir!”

“Again.”

Hiss... thwick!

“I'm a bad girl, sir!”

“You certainly are a bad girl, Ainsworth. A
very bad, very naughty girl.”

Her bottom was so hot it felt as though it
were on fire! Yet even so a raw animal heat filled Lily with dark,
desperate hunger and arousal! This was so demeaning, so outrageous!
And she was so nakedly displayed and vulnerable!

Her head was throbbing, and her breasts felt
swollen and sore from grinding against her legs! She also felt
desperately hot and wet between her trembling thighs.

“Spread your legs apart,” he ordered.

Gulping in air, Lily unwrapped her arms and
shifted her legs apart.

“Grasp your ankles.”

Hiss... thwick!

“Now, Girl.”

Moaning, Lily obeyed, wrapping her hands
around her ankles.

“Spread your legs wider.”

She obeyed, flinching as the shaft of the
switch then pressed against her sex, sliding up and down, pushing
in so it sank between the puffy lips and rode across her
clitoris.

“Naughty girl,” he said. “Nasty girl.”

He pulled back the switch and examined
it.

“You seem to be very wet.”

Lily blushed hotly.

“Why would that be, Ainsworth?” he asked.

Hiss... thwick!

“Why?”

“I don't know, sir!”

“Perhaps you would care to speculate? Based
upon what I know of the female body, the vagina lubricates when the
female is aroused in order to facilitate the penetration of a man's
penis. Is that your understanding, Ainsworth?”

Was he deliberately trying to humiliate
her?!

“Y-Yes, sir!” she whimpered.

“Now why would you be aroused and expecting
to be penetrated?” he asked wonderingly.

“Why?”

Hiss... thwick!

“I-I don't know, sir!” she gasped.

She felt his fingers between her legs now,
caressing her, rubbing her clitoris. Heat and wild, overpowering
sensation flooded her body and mind.

“Would you like my cock inside you,
Ainsworth?”

Lily shuddered.

Hiss... thwick!

“Would you?”

Hiss... thwick!

“Answer.”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“I thought as much.”

He moved around in front of her and lowered
himself to his knees.

Lily gasped as he seized her dangling hair
and used it to lift her head up so she was staring right into his
cock.

Then, without warning, he thrust himself into
her mouth.

Moaning, she needed no instructions on what
to do. She began to suck and lick as he pumped it slowly in and
out. Her head was pounding even more, and her scalp ached as he
held her tightly by the hair, but she kept her hands on her ankles
as he pumped in and out.

She wasn't even surprised when he thrust deep
into her throat, gurgling weakly as he drove himself into her to
the hilt. He drew back and pushed deep again, drew back and pushed
deep, fucking her mouth and throat as she trembled and shook.

He pulled out completely and she coughed,
saliva spilling over her lip.

“You have a delightful throat, Ainsworth.
Let's see if you're as soft, wet and tight back here, shall we,” he
said, getting to his feet.

Lily moaned as she felt his cock rubbing
against her sex, then pushing into her.

She cried out as he drove himself deep, and
he bent and gathered up her hair before jerking it up and back to
force her head up once more.

“Nasty little girl,” he growled, grinding
himself against her sore buttocks.

Lily's breaths became rough and ragged and
loud as he began to use her. The feel of him thrusting in hard and
fast, his hips slapping against her buttocks, and even the stinging
pain to her scalp all filled her with a dark, helpless, churning
sense of thrilled passion.

His other hand slipped over her face, over
her mouth, quieting her gasping cries as he continued to send his
hips hammering into her buttocks. The shocking thrill of it, of how
nasty and wild and outrageous this was, filled her with a steamy,
churning sense of feverish sexual heat.

This was so insanely slutty of her compared
to anything else she'd ever done in her life!

Her brain felt as if it were wobbling back
and forth in her skull as Ross thrust into her and jerked back on
her hair. She ached inside... ached... gloriously! Every deep hard
thrust sent a rush of exhilaration through her mind, to be met by a
flood of pleasure from her body.

Then the orgasm hit, an eruption of raw,
primal, animal passion and pleasure that shattered her mind and
drove all thought from it. She cried out again and again, her voice
muffled behind the professor's hand as his hips slapped savagely
against her buttocks and his cock speared deep into her belly!

The orgasm felt as if it were breaking
something inside her – not her body, but her mind! The pleasure was
overwhelming! It was... rapture! Intoxicating, drowning her in
feverish passion as the professor yanked on her hair and rammed
himself into her hard and fast.

She couldn't keep to her feet. Her legs
turned to rubber. She would have fallen on her face were it not for
the professor's grip on her hair and face. As it was he came loose
of her, but still followed her down.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom sharply, stingingly,
then forced himself into her again, spreading her legs, then
seizing her hair.

Sobbing, dazed, gulping in air, Lily's eyes
were glassy as his hips beat a rapid tattoo against her bottom once
more. His other hand roughly groped her breast, slapped her bottom,
groped her breast, then slapped her bottom again as he continued to
ram himself into her.

Lily felt her consciousness fading with the
pleasure, leaving her sagging, eyes slitted, gasping and moaning and grunting as Ross
continued. Her breasts felt heavy and swollen as Ross pushed her
head down again and her chest pressed against the floor.

He seized her arms, spreading them out to
either side, then held them in place, leaning over her as he
continued to thrust into her.

Lily felt as if she were wrapped in a dark,
churning void, where nothing existed but the storm of sensation
howling through her body. But her mind was not exactly gone. It was
still there – and reveling in the intensity of the heat and
pleasure, as well as the rough, wild way she was being manhandling
and used.

It was rough, savage, obscene but full of
animal passion!

Another orgasm tore through her, and she
cried out in helpless wonder, her body trembling and shaking as her
muscles spasmed again and again. She felt as though she were
drowning in ecstasy, swept along on the churning white waters of a
scalding flood of sexual passion and pleasure.

And then he cursed, slapping her buttocks as
he gave a final flurry of thrusts, burying his cock inside her
finally as she heard his heavy breathing and his hips stopped
moving.

“I'll give you a one-day extension,” he said, slightly out of breath.
“Anything longer and you'll deserve more punishment.”

He got up and went to his desk, while Lily,
still gasping for breath, knelt where she was, face against the
floor, arms outstretched. He returned and knelt behind her, then,
and Lily's eyes blinked as she felt... something... pressing
against her back opening.

She felt a growing sense of wonderment and
confusion, and began to push herself up.

“P-Professor – !” she gasped.

Crack!

“The next time you come back to me,
Ainsworth, you're going to surrender your beautiful little bottom
to me,” he said. “I want it all ready for entry when I bury myself
inside you. Wear this at all times.”

She gasped as something pushed into her ass,
something that got thicker and thicker, then abruptly narrowed.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Sex was not supposed to be like this.

Sex was supposed to be a soft, tender,
gentle, passionate exchange of love and affection. Or so she had
always thought. She supposed it had been kind of nice, her
experiences, that was. But none of them had held the degree of
incredible heat, the... rush, she'd gotten from sex with Ross. Even
the wild sex with Amanda had been more thrilling.

Why? That was the question Lily pondered. Was
something... abnormal about her? Her other sexual experiences had
been relatively ordinary. They were filled with anxiety,
self-doubt, uncertainty, much as her latest had been. What was
missing, she thought, was that she had so much more invested in
them.

Those sexual experiences were intended to be
a part of growing a relationship. So she'd had to be very, very
careful about what she said or did during them. She also had had
less actual physical interest than she had with Ross and Amanda.
She had not really been very aroused. The sex hadn't been for the
purpose of sating her hunger so much as pleasing the boys she'd
been with and persuading them to continue to develop their
relationship.

None of those boys had excited her the way
Ross did, though. Nor had any of the sex been as sudden,
spontaneous and exciting as sex with Amanda.

She'd also had very little to do when Amanda
and Ross were arousing her, since she, for the most part, wasn't
expected to do anything – or was tied up. That left her mind free
to focus on what was happening. And what had happened had been...
darkly thrilling.

But it was thoughts of Ross which filled her
mind, not Amanda. It was the nasty things Ross did which were
really wild and shocking. Amanda had been hot only because she'd
tied her up like Ross had done. And the idea of being tied up and
'forced to submit' was now a dark, glowing focus of heat in her
mind.

It was so outrageous. It went against
everything society taught, against all the rules of behavior the
college enforced. It went against feminist and liberal doctrine on
equality. It was... humiliating, in s way, and certainly
degrading.

And she wanted more!

Which made her feel like there was something
wrong with her, something weak and pathetic. That didn't stop her
from feeling a desperate sense of arousal and passion at the
fantasies filling her mind, though, or the memories of what Ross
had done to her in his office.

Those memories were kept alive by the
butt-plug inside her. She'd been astonished when he'd made her get
dressed and leave with it inside her. She hadn't been able to pull
it out until she got back to the dorm and went into the
bathroom.

It was shaped somewhat like an egg, with a
very short, slim pedestal and a
round, coin-like base which rested flat against the outside
of her opening. She'd stared at it in consternation, startled at
how thick it was, and how easily it had been pushed into her.

Lily had never gone in for anal sex,
considering it too crude and not the least romantic. Then again,
nothing between her and professor Ross was romantic in nature. It
was just... hot, nasty sex. And this was certainly nasty! The whole
idea behind it was nasty! And degrading...

Degrading!

Why was she starting to get this strange,
breathless sense of excitement every time she imagined something
nasty being done to her!?

Nasty girl! That was what he'd called
her!

Was this some sort of self-hating
psychological thing? Was she becoming a masochist who wanted to be
punished for some subconscious sense of guilt?

Or was it just something... horribly exciting
she wanted to explore?

Would wearing this thing get her bottom used
to the idea of having someone shoving his cock into her there?
Perhaps make it less painful? It had not really hurt going in,
perhaps because the professor had used some sort of slick
lubricant.

But the idea of walking around with this...
thing inside her, for the purpose of getting her ass used to having
objects shoved inside it was just so unspeakably outrageous that...
it aroused her to no end! Imagine wearing a plug in her ass so that
some man she barely knew could thrust his cock up inside her
without difficulty! That was soooo
degrading!

A part of her was indignant, of course. Who
was he to tell her what she had to do or wear, or to presume she
would ever allow him to sodomize her!? Who did he think he was
anyway!?

But she wore it. She could feel the slim base
lodged between her buttocks when she walked, and could feel it
pressing against her when she sat down. It was a constant reminder
of her own... slutty... degrading behavior, and it left her
simmering in a warm, sexual haze she found it difficult to shake
off and focus on her studies.

And Amanda wasn't making it any easier,
either. The blonde girl had been quite smug over their little
encounter, and delighted in saying sly, suggestive things around
others that made her blush and glare at her. It was clear she
intended to have more such encounters in the near future, and Lily
wasn't entirely sure how she felt about that.

It had certainly been exciting, even
thrilling. But letting someone her own age, and a girl at that,
basically push her around and act superior to her was much harder
than submitting to an esteemed teacher twice her age. Plus he was a
man. There was something instinctive in submitting to the hot lusts
of a man. Not so with women.

There was also a degree of rivalry between
the two, a normal jockeying for position, for superiority, for who
decided things around their little suite. She'd already felt like
the loser in that too often, first because Amanda was
strong-willed, second because she was taller, and third because she
was now in a sexual relationship with Quinn.

As for Quinn, well, Lily really didn't try
much to dispute her. She was very much like... well, a boy, as far
as she was concerned. She dressed like one, and often acted like
one. She also sulked when she didn't get her way, so it often
wasn't worth the fight.

“What are you up to?” Amanda asked, wandering
in through the open door of her little bedroom.

“Torts.”

“You ever think of what a weird name that is?
Torts? Sounds like a fruit or vegetable or something.”

“It's French.”

“Well, that figures. Those people have a
lousy grasp of English.”

Lily was laying on her bed reading, and
looked up warily as the blonde approached.

“I have to get this read by tomorrow,” she
said.

“Do you?”

Amanda put a knee on the edge of the bed, and
Lily looked warily past her at the door.

“She's gone out. So now's a good time for you
to compensate me for stealing my people's land.”

Lily felt her chest tighten and her lower
belly start to thrum.

“I don't think so.”

“Well I think so!”

Lily twisted away as the blonde grabbed
her.

“Amanda!”

Amanda laughed and grabbed at her ankle,
trying to yank her out of the bed. Lily kicked at her with her
other foot, breaking free, and crawled back in, but then Amanda
jumped on her and slapped her bottom.

“Ow! Hey!”

“Would you like to be scalped, settler girl?
Of course, you've already removed all your hair... down here!”

She grabbed her thong again, and Lily yelped,
immediately thrusting her hands back behind her to stop her from
giving her another wedgie. Amanda's fingers released her thong and
then instead Lily felt a hand pressing firmly up between her
buttocks.

“And what, may I ask, is this?” Amanda
demanded.

Lily gasped, her face coloring. She was
wearing thin tights below her long, loose blouse, but the blouse
had been hiked up in the struggle.

“Nothing!” she gasped, trying to twist
around.

She squealed as Amanda yanked her tights
down, taking her thong with them. The blonde girl put a knee on her
thighs, pinning them in place as she exposed the small round base
of the butt plug.

“Hmmmm,”
Amanda said in a pleased voice. “What have we here?”

Lily's face was hot and red as she felt a
finger tracing the little round
button.

“It seems like someone here likes to take it
up the ass,” Amanda taunted.

“I do not!” Lily gasped.

“And what, might I ask, are these little pink
lines across your butt?”

Lily felt a finger sliding across her
quivering buttocks, then again, then again.

“Has someone else been punishing you, settler
girl?”

“No! Let me up!” she exclaimed.

“Oh, I don't think so. Your crimes are so
numerous and so terrible that you have to be severely
punished.”

“Amanda!” she gulped. “I-I mean it!”

“Do you?”

Lily gasped as she felt fingers tracing the
line of her sex, then pressing in between them. A finger dipped
into the mouth of her sex, and then came back.

“Hmmm. You're very wet, settler girl.”

“S-stop it!”

Crack!

“Ow!

“Don't talk back to your captor, settler
girl.”

“You're being ridiculous!”

Crack!

“Bad little settler girl.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Amanda slapped her bottom as she pinned her
legs in place, and Lily yelped and twisted, but to no avail.

“Ow! Stop it! Amanda! Ow!”

“Confess your crimes.”

“I haven't done any crimes, you pervert!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh no? Who was supposed to wash the
bathroom?

Lily hesitated.

“I was going to!”

Crack!

“Going to isn't done!”

Crack!

“Ow! Fine! I'll wash the bathroom!”

“But you were supposed to do it
yesterday.”

“I was... distracted. By you!”

Crack!

“No excuses.”

She peeled Lily's tights and thong down her
legs and off, then used her own weight to pin her down, straddling
her and sitting on her upper thighs as she peeled her blouse up and
over her head.

Lily resisted but... not terribly hard. The
truth was that this was starting to inflame her in the same way
Professor Ross had when he had treated her so... outrageously! And
it didn't even hurt that much since Amanda wasn't spanking her
nearly as hard as Ross had.

Still, it was necessary to at least pretend
she wasn't actively going along with this, if only to salve her pride somewhat.

So when Amanda was undoing the clasp of her
bra – which required both hands, she rolled over hard, tossing the
blonde off her. Then she scrambled off the bed – or almost off. As
she had before, Amanda latched onto her ankle, which left Lily
squealing as she fell to her hands and one knee on the floor, the
blonde holding firmly to the other.

“Let me go, you freak! Pervert! Weirdo!”

“I'm not the one with the plug up my ass,
baby,” Amanda replied.

That was a low blow – literally – and Lily
flushed hotly.

Amanda abruptly released her ankle, which
made her lose her balance and tumble on the floor. She quickly
started to rise but the blonde was on her, grabbing her right wrist
and pulling it back to the wooden corner post of the bed.

Then, before Lily knew what she was doing,
she'd abruptly taken taken a scarf
of some kind she'd secreted in her back pocket and wrapped it
around her wrist, tying it tightly.

“Hey! Stop it! Amanda!”

Giggling, Amanda tied her wrist to the post
even as Lily tried to squirm away. Then she grabbed her other
wrist, yanking that out and tying it to the other post.

That left a breathless, bedraggled, and naked
Lily on her knees at the foot of her own bed, her wrists tied to
the two corner posts!

“Ha! Got you now!”

“Untie me! Pervert!”

But Amanda was already scrambling from the
room, leaving Lily staring at first one wrist, then the other,
panting and shaking her head to clear the hair out of her eyes. She
looked up as the blonde returned, holding a pair of belts and the
vibrator.

“Amanda! I have to study!” she gulped.

“I'll teach you more important things,”
Amanda said with a grin.

She dropped to her knees in front of her and
then slid one of the belts around her right leg, then around the
bedpost. Tightening the loop
forced her knee wide to the side, and then bound it in place. The
other belt did the same to her left leg, making her even more
helpless!

Amanda then rolled up a black scarf, folding it and tying a bit
knot in the middle.

“What are you – mmph!”

The big knot was pressed firmly into her open
mouth, and then the scarf was pulled around behind her head and
tied off.

“Now I think it's time to teach you proper
respect for my aboriginal identity, settler girl,” Amanda said with
a scowl.

She turned on the vibrator and then slid it
in between her legs, rubbing the thing up and down against Lily's
sex.

Lily moaned, trying to show no response as
the blonde girl spread the lips of her sex, then worked the
vibrator slowly up into her body.

She was low enough, with her knees spread so
wide, that Amanda could stand the base up on the floor and still
have half the cock-like vibrator up inside Lily's body.

“Such pretty little pink nipples,” she said
as she rolled and tweaked Lily's hard little pink buttons.

Lily moaned and shook her head, but this time
Amanda had other things in mind besides nipple twists. Instead she
had a flexible plastic ruler in
her hand, one of the thin, see-through things that cost a dollar at
the book store.

“The Cherokee were experts at torture,”
Amanda growled, scowling menacingly.

She was rubbing the ruler against Lily's
stiff right nipple, but then lifted it and slapped the tip down,
then again, then again.


Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!

She wasn't slapping very hard, and wasn't
even really using her arm to swing it, just her wrist, smirking as
she brought it down in rapid little slaps against the center of
Lily's breast.

Lily squirmed and moaned as her nipple heated
up, but quickly realized she was totally helpless to do a thing to
defend herself!


Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!

Amanda shifted to her other nipple, then back
to the first one again so that both of them were burning hot and
the skin around them turning red!

“What's the matter, nipples all hot and
bothered?” she asked in amusement.

She left the room and came back with a small
glass and a pair of ice tongs. In the glass were a pair of ice
cubes, and she picked one up, gave a menacing evil laugh, and then
began to slide it slowly up and down across the top of Lily's left
breast.

Lily squealed, trying to twist her body out
of the way, but unable to move far at all, as Amanda tauntingly
slid the ice around and around her nipple, then back and forth
across it. At the same time, she reached down with her other hand,
gripping the vibrator and thrusting it upward, burying it in Lily's
churning belly.

She pulled the ice away and her mouth came
down on the center of Lily's frozen breasts, licking and sucking
hungrily to warm them. She drew back with a grin, pumping the
vibrator in and out and letting her thumb stroke across Lily's
clitoris.

“Are you going to come for me, prisoner? Are
you? Hmm?”

Lily moaned helplessly. The vibrator was
making her clitoris quiver with ever-growing intensity, even as it pumped in and out of
her sopping wet pussy!

“Come for me, slut. Come for your mistress!”
she taunted.

Lily shuddered, her hands jerking feebly, the
pressure binding her wrists and legs a throbbing constant in her
head to remind her of how helpless she was!

“Need more torture first?

Amanda plucked a Bobby pin from her hair,
then opened the tip and slid it slowly over Lily's very stiff,
aching nipple. The further in she pushed it the tighter it became
and the more it squeezed in against the throbbing little
button.

Lily squealed and moaned as the pin pinched
more and more heavily, her nipple stinging and burning. Then she
did it again as Lily slid a second Bobby pin across her other
nipple.

Her nipples burned with hot fire!

But even so it only added to the dark, wicked
thrill of what was happening, sending her mind into a swirling haze
of wild, glittering sensory passion. She arched her back, moaning,
her hips grinding helplessly against Amanda's thumb and the
vibrator thrusting into her.

And then the orgasm hit and she cried out
into the gag, cried out repeatedly, her body thrashing and shaking
and straining against the belts and scarves as her muscles spasmed
violently.

A storm of pleasure filled her body and
swamped her mind, and she wallowed in it, gasping and moaning and
writhing in place, her wrists and legs tearing at the bonds as her
head rolled back and her hips bucked violently.

“That's it. Come for me, little slut!” Amanda
taunted. “Come for your Cherokee mistress!”

She laughed as she pumped the vibrator,
leaning in to chew and suck her way along the nape of Lily's neck
as the other girl's frantic movements began to soften and then go
still.

“Slutty white girl,” she teased.

She stood up and stripped, then undid the gag
and seized control of Lily's hair, jerking her face up and
forward.

“Now please your mistress, slave girl,” she
growled.

This was so absurd, so ridiculous, but so
wild and hot! Lily moaned into the blonde girl's naked sex, then
began to lick. It did not even occur to her to refuse, or that she
could. She was shell-shocked from the power of the orgasm and drunk
on the steamy heat of dark passion the other girl had roused within her.

“That's it, slut. Lick your mistress or
she'll torture you again,” Amanda groaned, pulling Lily's face in
against her and grinding her pussy down. “You've got a lot of years
of privilege to be making up for in your treatment of us poor
natives!”

She reached down and twisted one of the Bobby
pins around, and Lily cried out in pain.

“Please your mistress or else!”

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Lily's nipples throbbed. Even now, as she
woke in the morning. They felt hot, and extra sensitive. After
being slapped repeatedly, frozen, sucked and chewed on, pinched,
and then squeezed in the Bobby pins for the time it took her to
lick the smirking blonde to two orgasms, they were still feeling
the after effects.

Bitch, she thought in annoyance. Amanda was
taking full advantage of her weakness, both physical and emotional.
Had she sensed that weakness, she wondered. Had it become apparent
after her sessions with Ross just what a pervert and masochist she
was all of a sudden? She didn't understand it, and worried others
would see the same thing in her. Like Quinn!

How was anyone supposed to respect her as an
intelligent, capable lawyer if they saw her as a weak slut that
anyone could... could abuse at their leisure!?

And yet something about the thought of
herself AS a weak slut being 'abused' made her lower belly thrum
with energy and tightened her chest.

She'd always been a 'good' girl, after all,
an obedient girl, a respectable girl, a girl who minded her manners
and did as she was told and got good marks. It was strangely
refreshing to think of herself as some sort of perverted slut – as
long as the world at large didn't realize it.

But her throbbing nipples were hard to
ignore. She considered not wearing a bra, but she was really too
big for that, even if she wore a jacket or something. It would be
noticed. She put on her softest silk bra, but she immediately felt
her nipples ache.

Then she had an idea. She fished in the back
of her lingerie drawer, and there it was, a black bra her friend
Emily had given her as something of a joke when she'd gone off the
college. It was made of lace, but nicely underwired for strength,
curving in and cupping her breasts quite nicely, with a pretty
black bow in the middle.

But it was an open cup bra. It cupped her
breasts from the bottom and sides but left them largely naked.
She'd laughed when she'd opened it and tossed it in the back of the
drawer, never intending to wear it. Nor had she. But now... not
only did it seem practical solution to her problem, but the idea of
wearing it to class felt... sexy!

She could wear the butt-plug too!

She wore a green silk blouse over it, and
then her soft, fawn blazer with a long green scarf casually draped
across her shoulders underneath. Yes, that looked decidedly
professional! And it was a delicious secret no one would know what
she had on underneath!

Which included no panties. She wore a black,
pleated, knee-length skirt, but nothing underneath save the
butt-plug. She felt delightfully naughty!

It was a short walk across the common and
down the path to the street, but even before she reached it she
began to sense a minor problem. Her nipples were still hot and
sensitive, and while the bra did a decent job of keeping them in
place it could only do so much given how little of it there
was.

Her breasts had nothing to keep them from
rising up as she moved. So they did. Not a lot, thanks to the bra,
but enough to constantly be gently rubbing against the silk fabric
of her blouse. Given how sensitive they were that instantly made
them hard, which made them more sensitive.

The blazer would keep them from being
noticed, she thought worriedly. But the blazer also added weight
and pressure against her blouse as she moved.

Still, she would soon be at class and no
longer moving, she thought.

It felt very weird, though, and erotic, to be
walking around with no underwear – or at least, none that really
mattered. Her breasts were effectively bare beneath her blouse, and
she felt very, very naked without any panties. Especially with the
little base of the plug feeling quite noticeable between her
buttocks as she moved.

I'm turning into a nympho, she thought
anxiously.

She looked both ways very carefully before
crossing the road.

Imagine winding up in hospital today of all
days, she thought. That would be mortifying.

She walked up the road a couple of blocks,
then made a turn and saw her objective in
sight. Which was a good thing. Her nipples were tingling
madly. She felt such an urge to reach her hands in and caress
them!

Looking around to make sure no one was
looking, she thrust her hand up inside her blazer and cupped her
breast, which felt swollen, then let her fingers rub her stiff
nipples through the silk. She winced at how responsive they were,
feeling an echoing pulse from between her legs.

“Slut,” she whispered to herself.

She was able to settle into class, and mostly
forget about it as she concentrated on the lesson.

Mostly.

She was never able to quite put it from her
mind. Every time she turned to one side or the other she felt the
caress of silk against her nipples, which brought a memory of last
night. That in turn made them tingle again.

The class broke for coffee. She spent it with
a few of the people she knew, standing by the wall sipping coffee
and chatting. She was strangely nervous as they chatted, as if they
could possibly guess what she'd done, what she was wearing, what
she had inside her, and just how hard her nipples were.

What would the two guys think if they knew
she had a butt-plug inside her and no panties? Would they instantly
get erections?

She went back into class with the rest and
tried to focus on what the professor was saying, and forget about
Amanda – and Ross – and the things they did to her!

And that worked somewhat well until class
ended. Then she picked up her things with the others and left. She
decided, since she had a spare class, to go back to the dorm and
change bras. This was simply too distracting, and her nipples were
becoming more sensitive, not less, due to rubbing against the
silk.

And there, out front of the building, was
Professor Ross.

She felt her heart skip a beat when she saw
him, and another when he turned and saw her, giving her his typical
dour scowl. She felt her pulse rate pick up as she nodded to him,
intending to walk by.

“Ms. Ainsworth,” he said.

She gulped and halted, turning to him.

“Yes, professor?” she gulped.

“Are you ready for my class this afternoon,
Ainsworth?”

“Uhm, yes, sir.”

“Good. Now get into the car.”

She looked at him in astonishment. He was
standing next to a parked car, yes, but she hadn't known it was
his.

“Wh-why?!” she exclaimed.

He raised his eyebrows. “Because I said to,”
he replied, as if that was the most obvious thing in the world.

Flushing, looking around guiltily, Amanda
went to the car and got in the passenger side as he walked around
it and got into the drivers said. He didn't look at her as he
started the car, and then accelerated away from the curb.

He didn't say anything either.

“Where are we going?” she asked after some
seconds.

“Wherever I think best,” he replied.

He was so... arrogant! Well, for a boyfriend,
which he was not. For a law professor, he was being quite normal.
Except that what they were doing was certainly not part of a normal
student-teacher relationship!

Princeton was not a large campus, physically;
about two square miles. It took less than a minute to be off its
property. It was surrounded by quiet, leafy suburban streets, and within two minutes
Ross turned into the driveway of one of them. It was a nice house,
though not large, and had high hedges around it. The garage ahead
opened, and he drove inside.

Lily sat quietly, stiffly, heart pounding,
not knowing what she ought to do!

The engine turned off and the garage door
closed. Ross got out of the car and went inside without a word.

Lily stared after him in surprise, then
scowled and got out of the car. She didn't like the idea of being
taken for granted!

She went inside, wary, but still feeling
resentful. This man had turned her life upside down!

Of course, it had been a rather boring
life...

There was a bathroom to her right. She turned
left, walking around a stairway, and found herself in the front
hall. And just ahead was the living room, where Ross was making
himself a drink.

“You are really arrogant,” she said.

He turned and raised his eyebrows.

“Sir,” he replied. “Sir or professor.”

She flushed.

“Strip.”

She gulped at the word, surprised, then
surprised that she was surprised.

“I'm not your... your sex toy!” she said.

“Perish the thought,” he replied. “I'm merely
a teacher instructing you in certain matters of which you have
displayed little awareness. The instruction shall continue. It will
be for your own benefit, of course, in the end. Or do you deny I've
taught you quite a lot already?”

She couldn't really, but still, did he have
to act like such an arrogant, snobby... professor!?

He had made himself a drink, and now sipped
from it and returned to standing over her.

Lily felt herself instantly intimidated by
his size and... the confidence and determination he showed. His
hand, the one not holding the glass, slid casually under the blazer
and cupped her breast, fingers finding her nipple.

“Not wearing a bra?” he said, sounding
disapproving.

“I am too!”

She gulped at his look, feeling a sudden rise
in sexual tension and anticipation down low in her belly. Her
indignation began to fade as her pulse rate quickened. What did she
care how arrogant he was given the shocking, wicked, and thrilling
things he did!?

He unbuttoned her blouse and pushed it open,
gazing at her bare breast.

“Lovely. Did you wear this for me?”

“No!”

“No? You usually wear this to law class?”

“My nipples were sore!” she gulped, blushing
hotly.

“Were they?”

He reached in, rolling her nipple between the
pads of his thumb and forefinger.

“And why was that?”

Lily colored, having no intention of telling
him what she'd done with Amanda!

He put down the drink and finished
unbuttoning her blouse, then pushed it and her blazer back over her
shoulders, letting them fall to the floor. She blushed as her
breasts were bared, then again as he undid her skirt and it fell
around her ankles.

“No panties? Your pussy sore, too, Ainsworth?
Been doing naughty things with people?”

He unhooked her bra and removed it, then
fondled her breasts as she stood there, feeling the wild pressure
building up rapidly inside her.

“Such a bad little girl,” he growled.
“Definitely needs to be punished.”

“I-I... I haven't done anything!” she
gulped.

“I doubt that. I doubt that very much,
Ainsworth.”

He gathered her hair behind her neck and
yanked.

Lily gasped, her hands reaching up and back
to grab at his wrist.

“Put your hands down,” he ordered.

Moaning, she obeyed, and he pushed her
forward. She couldn't see where they were going, since he'd forced
her head so far back she was looking up at the ceiling, but she
moved where he pushed her until she found herself in the hall. He
released her hair and then turned her roughly around before bending
and heaving her up across his left shoulder.

“Oh!” Lily gasped as he carried her up the
stairs!

She was belly down, naked, across the man's
shoulder, and her hair fell below as she felt the tumultuous rush
of emotions and sensations.

Crack!

His hand slapped her bare bottom sharply.

“Bad girls need punishment,” he said.

He carried her into a bedroom and then set
her down before roughly turning her to face a closet door. The door
had a full-length mirror on it,
folded over. He reached out and opened up the two side panels, and
she found herself staring at herself in the three of them one
straight ahead, the other two at angles.

“This definitely looks like a bad girl to
me,” he said.

He picked up a long coil of what looked like
rope – black rope, of all things, and let it unspool. Then he
slipped it around her right and left arm and pulled, forcing them
back behind her. He drew them back slowly, the rope up high, above
her elbows, and she began to moan as her shoulders started to
ache.

He drew them back a bit more, then tied the
ropes off and brought them around her chest from either
direction.

“This will work even better than the bra,” he
said.

He would several loops around the base of her
breasts, tightening them until her breasts throbbed and looked
swollen and taut, then made her kneel, facing the mirror, and
herself.

He pushed her forward, bending her over, and
she moaned as she felt his fingers at her sex, rubbing and
stroking, then penetrating her.

“Nice and wet,” he said.

She flushed hotly.

His fingers pushed into her, pumping slowly,
twisting inside her, then pulled free. Something else pushed into
her, and she moaned at its thickness. It wasn't him, though. She
guessed it to be the vibrator he'd used on her before. Why did
everyone have one of these things but her!?

It slid deep into her body, then he pulled
her upright again on her knees, drawing the rope from behind her
across her hips and down between her legs. The two ropes, one from
either side, pressed in against the base of the vibrator as he
turned it on, then met as they went up between her buttocks to tie
to her wrists.

Lily moaned helplessly, her breathing already
going ragged as the vibrator buzzed inside her

Ross stood back and undressed.

Lily had never seen the professor undressed
before, she realized in some astonishment. Now she stared at
herself – from three angles, and then behind her at the professor
as he removed his jacket and tie, then his shirt and undershirt,
then his trousers and shoes.

Her breasts looked so obscenely swollen by
the ropes! And she could see the base of the vibrator which had
been jammed inside her. It was such a lewd sight!

Ross had a body unlike anyone she had ever
seen. It wasn't so much that it was large and powerfully built.
Although that was certainly part of it. She'd seen more muscular
guys before, though, at the beach.

But Ross was not a guy, he was a man twice
her age. His body was not toned and gym-perfect, not shaved and
smooth. Compared to the guys she'd known, grown up with, gone
swimming with, he was extremely hairy!

Short hairs were sprinkled all across his
powerful chest and down his belly. It wasn't long and it wasn't
heavy, but it was there, and it just accentuated in her mind
how different he was from the boys she'd always been with
before.

Her eyes dropped down to his crotch and she
moaned as she saw his cock. It was semi-hard, and rising even as
she looked at it. She saw him move closer to her, and her heart
beat faster and faster. Then she saw him reach out to grip her
hair, gathering it in as he turned her to the side.

“Get to work, Ainsworth,” he growled.

God, how arrogant, she thought, marveling at
his rudeness.

And yet as he pushed himself into her mouth
she felt a jolt of heat and hunger, and closed her lips around it,
sucking and licking as he pushed deeper.

He had deliberately positioned himself so she
could easily see her face in two of the three mirrors, and couldn't
help looking in shocked, thrilled wonder at the sight of his thick cock hardening and her lips
wrapped around it!

He began to pump in and out, and her eyes
were constantly racing from side to side and up and down, staring
at him as the shaft pushed forward, rolling her eyes up at him as
he stared down, then to the side, staring at the thrilling sight
there.

Her breasts felt hot and swollen as the rope
squeezed them, throbbing with every beat of her heart, and her
nipples felt excruciatingly sensitive!

“If you want good marks, girl, you need to
perform better work,” he said.

He pushed forward, just as her eyes flicked
to the side, and she gurgled as she saw the shaft pushing into her
mouth, sliding forward until her lips were buried against his
groin!

Her arms jerked spastically against the
ropes, unable to move as he drew back and thrust in, drew back and
thrust in, using long strokes, fucking her throat and mouth.

Yet Lily discovered she could breathe, after a fashion, though not easily. She
gurgled and moaned as he pumped, as he thrust himself deep,
grinding her face against him, then pulled back and pumped again.
She could breathe, but not very
well, and was becoming light-headed as he fucked her.

Meanwhile her breasts throbbed and the
vibrator buzzed powerfully. Her body was flooding with sensations,
and it was hard to keep still.

She was surrounded by images of herself and
his cock pumping in and out, as well as seeing it right before her.
It was all... overwhelming, even as her body pulsed and trembled
with heat!

He pulled out, leaving her gasping and
panting, saliva pouring over her lower lip as she gulped in air.
She saw him holding his cock in front of her, squeezing it, pumping
his hand up and down, and then before she understood his intent, he
came, pouring long white strings of come onto her face!

He squeezed every drop out onto her
astonished face, then drew her in closer, using the head of his
cock to rub back and forth, rubbing the cream into her cheeks and
across her lips, over her nose and up along her forehead.

He sighed and drew back, then jerked her to
her feet by the hair.

“Such a naughty girl,” he said, swinging her
around by the hair to face herself in the mirrors.

“Imagine if everyone knew what a bad girl
you'd just been. Don't you think they'd agree you ought to be
punished?” he demanded.

He untied her arms, unwinding the rope from
her body until it dropped free.

“Strongly punished.”

“B-but... but... f-for what!?” she
gasped.

“For what?” he demanded, sounding
indignant.

He swung her around by the hair, away from
the door and into the corner of the room.

“For what? Is this how you were raised, to
come to strange men's homes and suck their cocks?”

The unfairness of that accusation coming from
him was so astonishing Lily found it hard to render a reply.

“Hands above your head! Press yourself into
that corner like the bad girl you are!” he exclaimed.

“Higher. Arms straight above you!”

He pushed on her and, gasping, panting,
confused and still filled with dark heat, Lily complied.

With her legs closed the vibrations from the
thick sex toy jammed inside her felt even more intense!

The professor moved away then returned with
something.

Lily turned her head and gaped, noting the
whip in his hands!

It had a short handle, and a number of thin
black strands dangling from it, like something she'd seen in an old
pirate movie!

“Face to the wall!” the professor barked.

Moaning, she turned away, trying to brace
herself.

The thing struck her bare back, shocking her,
for she'd expected it to hit her bottom. It struck her with
surprisingly little weight to it. The thin strands spread out and
struck her in a mass, and individually they stung only a bit. All
together they stung a bit more, but it was not exactly a fearful
punishment. Slaps on the bottom hurt worse.

She felt a great sense of relief, but also
something of a letdown, as if the lack of pain made it seem like he
was playing a silly game. Which, of course, he was. But she needed
it to feel more real!

“Are you sorry for being so bad?” he
demanded.

“Y-yes, sir!” she gasped.

It struck again, and then again and again, as
the professor shifted his aim downwards. Soon it was striking her
bottom, and stinging more than it had up above.

Meanwhile, the vibrator was thick and hard
and buzzing inside her. With her legs closed it was forcing the
lips of her sex out against her inner thighs.

She cried out as the whip snapped down across
her back, pushing her breasts in harder against the walls, gasping
as the flog came down again and
again – harder now, though it still only stung a bit. Her skin was
becoming more tender, though, becoming pink and hot.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

The thing came down steadily, making her
gasp, turning her back hot all the way down to her bottom, where it
always hit harder and made her yelp. But at the same time, the
outrageousness of the professor's kinky punishment was making her
body burn on the inside.

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?”

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm s-sorry for – ah – for being a bad
girl!”

Crack!

“Sir,” he growled.

“Sir!”

Crack!

“Again.”

“I'm sorry for be – ah – for being a bad
girl, sir!”

Crack!

“Again.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, sir!”

This is so sick! she thought in
awe.

Crack!

“Push your bottom out, Ainsworth.”

Crack!

“Push it out at me.”

Moaning, gasping, Lily shifted her feet
backward, her arms and hands and
body sliding down along the wall.

“Now spread your legs for me.”

Lily trembled and moaned, but obeyed, her
body thrumming with a dark, wicked sense of thrilling excitement.

Crack!

“More.”

She moaned as she shifted her feet to the
walls on either side, aware of him coming closer. She felt his hand
cupping her sex, and also palming the base of the vibrator. She
groaned as he shifted it around inside her, then gasped as his
finger rubbed at her clitoris.

“Bad girls need to be taught their place,”
Ross said.

His fingers moved to the base of the
butt-plug and tugged it outward, which slowly forced the bigger
plug inside to open her rosebud and slide out. He slid it
immediately back in, then out again, then in, then out before
pressing something else against her.

It was warm and soft, yet also hard, and it
slid up into her as she shuddered with the sudden thought it might
be him! Then there was no might as she felt it pushing higher and
higher. She felt a wild shock of sexual electricity run through her
as she realized he was shoving his cock inside her there!

She moaned and gulped in air, gasping as he
yanked her hips back a little more. She was too far from the wall
to have her body pressed against it, though her arms and face still
were, as well as her shoulders. The rest of her was bowed
backward, her breasts almost
hanging free as she focused all her attention on his cock working
its way deeper inside her.

Suddenly he gripped her hair and tugged it
back, causing her scalp to sting sharply.

“Ah!”

“You feel nice and warm inside, Ainsworth,”
he growled.

He drew back and then thrust, tugging her
hair again as she cried out.

“Warm and tight.”

Again he drew back and thrust, tugging her
hair at the same time.

“A very snug sheath for a man to bury every
last inch of himself.”

His hips were starting to work in and out now
in a slow, steady stroke, and his hands slid up her hips and then
around in front of her to cup and fondle her breasts. They felt
swollen and hot, and his fingers kneading them produced a roiling
rush of sensation that flooded her brain.

“And if ever a girl needed a stiff cock up
her ass, it's you, Ainsworth,” he growled, thrusting deeper so that
she let out a startled gasp.

“Such a tight, beautiful round little bottom
you wave around at the world, and never a man allowed to use it,”
he chided.

He abandoned one breast, grasping her hair
again and forcing her head up and back, then leaned in to chew and
suck his way along the nape of her neck.

“Beg for it, Ainsworth,” he breathed, chewing
at her earlobe. “Beg me to fuck you in the ass.”

He jerked on her hair painfully.

“Beg.”

“P-Please fuck my ass, sir!” she gasped.

He jerked again.

“Again.”

“Please fuck my ass, sir!”

“Louder.”

“Please fuck my ass, sir!”

His other hand slid down her trembling body
and his fingers found her clitoris.

Lily cried out as the orgasm tore through
her. It was an incredible explosion of sensation, and tore her mind
to shreds as the professor thrust harder and deeper. She trembled
and shook, crying out again and again as the power of the orgasm
sent an overload of sensation through her nervous system.

Through it all the incredible rush of dark
pleasure and thrilled arousal focused on that big cock pumping in
her ass, the vibrations buzzing away at her from the inside, and
his fingers rubbed skillfully at her clitoris. It was all so
incredible, so wild, so intense!

“Ahhh,” she heard him groan as he shoved
himself even deeper.

Now his bare hips were pressed firmly against
her buttocks as the orgasm began to fade.

“There we go. Every last inch up your
beautiful ass,” he groaned.

He ground himself against her, first one way,
then the other, and she felt the head of his cock twisting high
inside her belly. His fingers slid up to pinch her nipples and
squeeze her breasts, and Lily moaned and trembled dazedly.

Then he started to pump again, pumping
harder, deeper, his hips slapping against her buttocks again and
again so that her entire body began to jerk and shudder. His hands
roamed her body, sending rippling waves of energy and sensation
through a mind sweltering in the heat.

She felt another orgasm coming on, and
gurgled helplessly, heart pounding and pulse racing as his hips
slapped harder, as her hips were slowly forced forward. And then
she was pinned in the corner, upright, squeezed in between the two
walls and his heavy male body grinding and thrusting into her from
behind.

And another orgasm howled through her,
threatening to drive her out of her mind.
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The professor liked to play with rope.

The rope was slender and soft, no thicker
than her little finger. But that didn't make it any weaker. The
professor carefully wrapped it around her breasts, tightening it
enough to make her flesh taut and thrusting forward.

The rope then criss-crossed her body below her breasts, circled her
waist, and plunged down between her buttocks and then through her
thighs. He tied a fat knot in the rope in precisely the spot where
it was pressed against her clitoris, the rope being pulled tightly
enough to pull in between the lips of her sex.

That was after he'd put the butt-plug back
inside her, and placed another, shorter dildo inside her, one which
was no longer visible, but which was a thick, straining ache deep
inside her.

He plucked the strands of the black rope
apart, then, so that he could carefully criss-cross her taut
breasts with thin cord. Two such strands crossed from all four
directions, curving in at the edge of her areola to hold each other
in place and form a narrow circle around her nipples and
areolas.

Which, of course, only made them thrust out
harder.

Over this she wore her skirt, blouse and
blazer as she walked through the corridors of the school, walking
slowly, wincing as the rope dug into the soft pink flesh of her
sex, her nipples throbbing hotly.

She had a small group of friends she ate
lunch with, and went to the cafeteria more than a little nervously,
but also feeling almost giddy. This was so wicked and kinky and
nasty, after all!

And no one would know!

She got her salad and drink and found them at
a large table. They called hello, especially the guys; Brad and
Declan, and she sat down carefully, her buttocks still a bit sore
from the flogging.

“You finished that paper for contracts,
Lily?” Amelia asked.

Lily nodded.

“How many pages?”

“I don't know. Uhm, it's just shy of two
thousand words.”

“Around eight double spaced pages then,”
Declan said.

“I only have six. I hope that's enough.”

“Rollins doesn't care how many words you use
as long as they're the right ones,” Sara said.

The conversation was quite normal, moving
from homework to Declan's crazy roommate to a new video from
Beyonce to the latest thing on Netflix. All the while Lily mostly
kept quiet, and tried not to squirm as the ropes dug into her.

She also hoped no one was particularly
looking at her breasts. They were more squeezed out than usual by
the ropes, and if she ever took her blazer off her stiff nipples
would be poking out like little pencil erasers!

It seemed incredible to her how normal
everyone was acting, given the shocking things she'd just
experienced, and the wild and kinky way she was 'roped' under her
clothes. It was hard to wrap her mind around the fact the world was
going on as before with no hint of anything different.

It was only her that felt
different.

So different it seemed strange no one
noticed!

The professor had fucked her throat and then
whipped her and then fucked her ass!

She was amazed her eyes weren't permanently
held wide open in stunned amazement.

Her face felt mildly sticky, and she again
felt a jolt of anxiety and heat as she remembered – again – that it
was covered in his come! He'd rubbed it into her skin so it didn't
show, but she certainly knew it was there. And it was one other
thing that amazed her – that no one could tell!

That worried her, though. She knew if they
had any idea they would be disgusted and would no longer respect
her. Well, the boys would still want to fuck her, of course – as
they always did, but even they would sneer at her for being a slut
and no longer respect her.

Which made her feel guilty over what she'd
done. After all, if all her friends and people she went to school
with would be disgusted by her actions, shouldn't she?

And then there was Amanda. Everyone would be
shocked if they knew about that, too!

She didn't think Amanda had told others about
it, but Amanda was taking Physical Therapy, and there was no real
overlap between the people Lily went to class with and the courses
they took, and the people Amanda went to class with and the courses
they took.

Right now Amanda was in another building,
halfway across campus, and when she ate lunch it would be at a
different cafeteria. And of course, professor Ross wasn't about to
tell anyone. So she was, for the most part, safe from being exposed
as the slut she had become.

It reminded her, though, of just how wild and
kinky her life had gotten of late, having nasty, kinky, perverted
sex with both her male professor and her female roommate! She
didn't quite understand how they had both happened so close
together.

After lunch she felt her heart and pulse
speed up as she headed for the lecture room where Professor Ross
would be speaking. There wasn't anything he could do or say to her,
of course, unless she waited for him after class. But just him
looking at her would, she knew, making her nipples sparkle and
tingle with excitement!

She found her usual spot and sank down,
opening her laptop and setting it to record the lecture. Most of
the other students were doing the same. It meant the only notes she
had to take were on the topics he covered and the order in which he
covered them. That would make it easy to review later.

He moved quickly into the lower bowl from a
side door, and she felt her chest tighten as he glanced up at her.
He set down his briefcase, took out his laptop and turned it on,
then took out his phone and set it on his desk as he began to
lecture.

Her breasts throbbed, and her nipples
tingled. She ached between the legs, and her clitoris felt sore due
to the occasional rubbing of the knot against it as she moved.

And then the 'dildo' inside her, began to
vibrate.

She jerked sharply, gasping. The girl beside
her turned to look at her curiously, then turned back to watching
Ross.

Lily felt her face flush, and she rolled her
eyes out to the sides, heart pounding, but none of the other people
closest to her seemed to have noticed. And no one gave any sign
they heard a thing as the vibrator buzzed. That eased her sudden
wild fear of discovery, and she turned her eyes down on Ross as he
paced back and forth, continuing to speak.

Had he done something!?

As he passed his desk he idly looked down,
and reached out to touch something on his phone before continuing
on.

At that same moment, the vibrations inside
her, which had been steady, began to pulsate.

Lily gasped, jerking her thighs together,
grinding them helplessly as the pulsations made her clitoris flare
with sensation! She felt her heartbeat grow faster, her pulse
racing as she fought to hold still and not squirm in place!

Her nipples ached!

She was rubbing her thighs together, her
breaths coming faster as the sexual pressure began to build up
inside her. She felt a wild thrill of excitement at how outrageous
this was, and leaned forward across the desk, letting her arms
squeeze in against the sides of her breasts.

The heat was building inside her, and she
leaned forward more, letting her jacket open so that her rock hard
nipples, covered only in the thin silk, rubbed up and down against
the edge of the desk.

She halted, gulping in air, trying to settle
herself down despite the building pressure. She was in a quiet
classroom! She must not show a thing!

The professor casually touched something on
his phone as he passed and the vibrations changed again. Now they
were pulsing more slowly, but in a building thrum of vibrations
that made her want to buck her hips forward.

I'm going to have to get out of here!
she thought, feeling a sudden sense of panic.

But that panic helped to ease the sexual
pressure down. She straightened back up, sitting rigidly as the
vibrations rolled up into her belly. It felt almost as if the thing
was moving, thrusting upward! Or perhaps the vibrations were
rolling up the length of the thing inside her to simulate that!

She slowly forced her thighs apart, hoping to
tone down the sensations, her eyes rolling wildly from side to side
to try to see if those around her could hear anything.

The vibrations shifted every time he touched
the phone. Sometimes they stopped entirely, leaving her panting in
relief, sometimes they buzzed at a high pitch that almost made her
want to scream, and other times it was a low, throbbing, pulsing
vibration that felt as if the thing was thrusting up inside
her.

The temptation to touch herself was
incredible! She was flushed, sweating, and trembling lightly,
hardly hearing him as she focused all her attention on not
exploding into climax! Only her terror at humiliating herself in
front of two hundred people kept her from doing so!

It was the longest class she'd ever had! It
seemed to go on forever! By the
time students began to gather their things and rise she was a
dazed, sweating, bedraggled mess and felt as if her entire body was
melting.

Not all the students were moving up the
stairs and out the doors. A half dozen or so were going in the other direction to ask
Professor Ross questions. Soon the area around her was empty,
though. Trembling, she began to gather her things, gasping as the
pulsations shifted again.

She moaned low in her throat, leaning
forward, her breasts and nipples rubbing back and forth, up and
down against the edge of the desk as she ground her pussy into the
seat. The seat was wood, but with the knot at the top of her sex
her movements ground it against her clitoris in a way which both
ached and made fire run up through her belly.

She couldn't repress her gasps and moans now,
but she kept them low. The nearest people were down at the bottom
with Ross, a dozen rows forward and down.

She forced herself to ease up whenever one
climbed the stairs anywhere near her to exist. Finally, they were
all gone and she finished gathering her things, and stood up. She
hesitated, then went down to where Ross was gathering his
things.

“Yes, Ainsworth?” he asked.

“I-I almost came, you know!”

“Sir,” he said. “or professor.”

“I almost came in the middle of your class,
professor!”

“Almost?”

He casually stroked his finger across the
front of his phone and the pulsations suddenly grew even more
powerful!

“Oh!” she gasped, her thighs jerking
together.

“Self-discipline, Ainsworth,” he said. “I'm teaching you
self-discipline. Now, I understand from your schedule that your
next class is Contract 1, in room 315. As it happens, I'm teaching
Criminal Law 4 in the room next door. I believe the signal from my
phone will have no problem reaching the device inside you so I can
continue your instruction.”

“No!” she gasped, eyes wide. “It's a small
classroom! I'll come for sure!”

“Not if you exercise self-discipline,
Ainsworth,” he said.

“Please, sir!”

He raised his eyebrow, then reached out,
tracing her lower lip with his index finger as she stood trembling
before him.

“Now, Ainsworth, are you suggesting you are
incapable of controlling your own lustful impulses?” he asked.

He added a second finger, then a third, then
slid them into her mouth.

Moaning, Lily sucked and licked at them as he
pumped them in and out along her tongue. They pushed deep into her
mouth and she gurgled weakly as the pulsing vibrations made her
legs shake. The vibrations grew more intense, and her eyes grew
wider as her hips began to grind and buck uncontrollably.

Ross pulled his fingers out and then stepped
forward, pulling up the front of her skirt. His fingers found her
sex, pushed aside the knot, and rubbed hard.

His other hand shot out and closed around her
throat as Lily dropped her briefcase and her body began to shake
violently. Her hips bucked against him as a massive orgasm tore her
mind apart! She would have screamed had his big hand not been
closed around her throat. As it was she arched her back and her
hips bucked violently as the orgasm threatened to consume her.

She dropped to her knees, shuddering,
shaking, and leaning forward against the side of his desk as the
orgasm began to fade.

“Keep them in place. I may see you after your
last class – or perhaps not,” he said. “If you take the vibrator
out you'll see what a strap feels like against your love bottom,
and won't be sitting down easily afterward.”

He wiped his fingers in her hair and walked
out, leaving her leaning against the desk on her knees and gasping
for breath.

The vibrator, at least, had turned off, and
after a minute she got to her feet, picked up her things, and made
her way unsteadily up the stairs and down the hall, heading for the
stairs and her next class.

Dared she miss it!?

The orgasm had relieved much of the sexual
pressure, but she still felt sopping wet, and more than slightly
shaky. If it started up again in
the much smaller, more closed in
classroom other students might hear, or she might be unable to hide
her reactions!

Well, if it got too bad, she thought, she
would simply excuse herself and step out into the hall. It wasn't
as if students needed permission to go to the bathroom or anything.
So no one would take any notice.

The classroom she slipped into was made up of
long, straight tables, with plastic bucket chairs attached. She
pulled one out and sat down, putting her things down and opening
her notebook. She was the last person to come in, and Lucas, the
teaching assistant who handled the class, was already going over
their homework assignment as students passed papers forward.

She began to calm down but was still
overheated, and very much aware of the feel of the dildo inside
her, and her swollen breasts and the feel of the knot against her
aching clitoris.

And then the vibrator started up again!

She almost cursed out loud! This was not a
big lecture hall with a high ceiling and hundreds of students. It
was a small, quiet classroom with two dozen students. Any sound she
made would be much more likely to be noticed here!

She did her best to ignore it, and to ignore
the way her breasts throbbed as the rope squeezed them – and the
way her nipples ached and felt so incredibly sensitive – and the
way the knot dug into her clitoris and ground against it with every
movement!

She tried to focus her mind on the subject at
hand, and what the T.A. was saying and writing on the board, and
what her fellow students were saying, to shut out the sensations
coming from her body. That was surprisingly effective. But it did
nothing to actually lower the sense of sexual pressure and heat
within her.

Nor the growing desire to do something about
it!

Lily felt a deep longing to squeeze and knead
her breasts, to slide her fingers down under her skirt and stroke
them against her clitoris, to feel something hard and thick
thrusting into her! And as it grew more intense she found it harder
to resist.

Thus as she leaned forward over her desk, her
right hand found its way under her blazer, and she lightly kneaded
her breast through the thin silk blouse. Her fingers rolled and
rubbed her stiff nipple, and she ground her hips slowly against the
chair.

Which, of course, only made the desire grow
more powerful.

She felt herself sweating, felt her body
thrumming with intense energy, her chest tightening as her pulse
rate quickened. It became more difficult to act as if nothing was
happening

“Lily, what do you think?” Lucas, the TA
asked.

She gulped and licked her lips.

“Ahm, it's a difficult question in measuring
judicial overreach with the traditional independence of judges,”
she said. “And it would depend on ones view – if one was a
constitutionalist, for example. That means the answer would
ultimately depend on your fundamental view on the purpose of
judges, whether they're merely to strictly interpret what was
written, or to take that as a basis for extrapolating answers to
more modern questions.”

“That's true. Are you feeling all right, by
the way? You look flushed.”

“Ahm, I think I'm coming down with
something,” she said weakly.

He moved on to someone else and she settled
back, trying to push back the pressure inside her, but the desire
to feel something thrusting into her body hard and fast was growing
into something of an obsession.

Then, thankfully, the thing turned off,
allowing her to relax somewhat. For a while. It turned on again a
little later, then off, then on again. She was almost on the edge
of orgasm at one point, but pinching her arm repeatedly forced it
back, and then the vibrator turned off just in time!

She knew she wouldn't be able to dodge the
next one, though, so when the vibrator came on again, and she felt
her pulse race and her lower belly thrumming with energy, she got
up to go to the bathroom!

In between classes, it was thankfully empty!
She rushed into a stall and sat down, spread her legs wide, and
then gripped the tight rope, rapidly jerking it from side to side
so the knot ground across her swollen clitoris.

She felt the orgasm surging up immediately,
and threw her left arm across her face, jamming her mouth into the
inside of her elbow.

Her body exploded, and she cried out again
and again, arching back against the wall, her hips bucking against
her fingers and the knot as she ground it furiously, frantically,
desperately!

She jerked her legs wide, sliding downward on
the seat to bring her knees up and wide. She managed to get a
finger past the ropes by forcing them a little aside, and jammed
her finger again and again into the base of the vibrator lodged
inside her sopping, overheated pussy!

That, in turn, jammed the head up hard, in
harsh little jabs, against what must surely be the very back wall
of her pussy. That ached, but the aching was a burst of fresh
sensations as she twisted and writhed in helpless, wanton
pleasure!

Dazed, she moaned and lay back, chest
heaving, as the orgasm faded. She groaned and fought to control her
breathing, especially as she heard the outer door open and someone
else come in and enter the stall next to her.

She used toilet paper to pat her soaking wet
pussy, as the ropes slipped back into place, then stumbled to her
feet and went back to the class, more than a little stunned.

She sat silently until the end of class,
never so relieved, as the vibrator had started to buzz again. She
gathered her things and left hurriedly, for this was her last
class. She looked around anxiously, but there was no sign of
Professor Ross.

He had suggested he might or might not see
her afterward, but she wasn't sure if that wasn't just designed to
ensure she didn't dare untie the ropes and remove the vibrator! God
knows she'd never be able to tie them properly once again!

She headed for the exit, wondering how far
the thing could get from Ross before it stopped buzzing on command?
Or would it stop at all? Presumably it would simply continue on, if
it didn't receive a signal to stop.
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She walked back to the dorm, stumbling
several times as the vibrator shifted the strength and speed of the
pulsing signals it was delivering to her lower belly. She felt
dripping wet down there!

She squirmed helplessly in the elevator,
squatting and trembling, then lurching to her feet and hurrying
down the hall to her room. Her hands trembled as they fought to get
the key into the lock, then she rushed in and went straight to her
room, shutting the door behind her.

She yanked off her blazer and peeled her
blouse up and off, then undid her skirt and dropped it to her
ankles, stepping out of it.

And then the door opened behind her.

“Are you going to want... oho!”

She gasped and whirled around at the voice,
for it wasn't Amanda's but Quinn's!

“Get out!” she squealed, face red as she
tried to cover herself with her hands and arms.

Quinn just grinned at her.

“I knew you were into bondage and spankings
but didn't realize it was this deep.”

“I am... not!” she gulped feebly. “How did
you know!? Amanda told you!”

“Amanda didn't tell me, het-girl. I told her.”

Lily stared at her in confusion, face
red.

“My computer was busted the other day,
remember? Anyway, I used yours since you were out and Book of Kells
the autocomplete text changed my 'Bo' to Bondage and Spanking after
I entered the letters.”

She laughed.

“Then I checked the search history and saw
all those sites you'd been visiting. Hey, nothing to be ashamed of.
We all have our kinks.”

“Get out!” Lily said desperately.

Quinn grinned.

“Nice rope work. Yours or someone else?”

She withdrew and Lily moaned, humiliated,
then sat down on the edge of her bed and tried to undo the knots
between her breasts.

But within thirty seconds Quinn was back, and
this time she had rope with her!

“What are you doing!?” she gasped.

“I just thought I'd complete the rope work,
since what you've got there doesn't really do the bondage thing
justice.”

“Don't! Go away!” she gasped, twisting away
from the grinning girl as she came up to the bed.

That was the wrong move, because turning away
let Quinn lean over and easily swing the rope around her ankles,
then, before she understood her intent, she was jerking them tight
and lifting them up and back behind her!

“Quinn!”

“You can call me Mistress Quinn, slave girl,”
Quinn taunted.

She grabbed one of Lily's wrists and jerked
it back behind her, then wrapped rope around it, and before the
floundering girl could figure out what to do she had her other
wrist back behind her too! She tied them together, then slowly
tightened a rope binding her ankles and wrists until her body bowed
back tighter and tighter!

“There you go. Nicely hog-tied,” Quinn said.
“Now you can really enjoy the experience.”

She then left the room, leaving Lily relieved
she had gone, at first, but then twisting and rolling helplessly,
unable to do anything to get herself out of the ropes Quinn had
tied to her!

Yet she wasn't about to call out to get the
girl to come back!

She lay on her side, naked, hog-tied, moaning
softly as the vibrator continued to buzz inside her. With her body
bowed back the ropes were digging up even harder between her legs,
and were even tighter around her breasts!

What was worse, moving made the knot grind up
and down against her clitoris! It wasn't much movement, but it was
enough, given how incredibly hypersensitive she was, to almost make
her cry out!

Her stiff nipples sparkled like live
electrical wires, and her breasts throbbed powerfully!

She moaned as she wriggled, still trying to
pull her wrists or ankles free, but rapidly losing hope she would
be able to do so.

Then the door opened and she gasped, twisting
her head around as Amanda came in, grinning.

“Amanda! Untie me!”

Amanda sat down on the edge of the bed,
clearly amused.

“Well, well, the little slave girl looks very
sexy all tied up like that.”

“Th-this isn't funny!” Lily gasped.

“Seems funny to me. And hot.”

Her hand cupped and kneaded Lily's breasts,
and then rolled the nipples.

“You seem pretty flushed, and I doubt that's
embarrassment.”

Her hand slid down between Lily's legs.

“Oho!” she cried. “Got a vibrator down here,
do you?”

“D-Don't!” she gasped.

Amanda's finger tried to force the ropes to
one side, but with Lily's body bowed they were too tight against
her. She snorted, then, and reached for the knots. Lily felt the
rope binding her ankles back to her wrists loosening, and gasped in
relief as it came free.

That allowed her to straighten her legs, but
her wrists remained bound firmly behind her back as Amanda untied
her ankles. Then she heard Quinn's voice

“You're undoing my careful rope work?”

“Not all of it,” Amanda said absently. “Bring
that big dildo. I think she could use it.”

Lily blushed hotly as she heard Quinn
chuckle.

“Amanda!” she hissed.

“You are sopping wet, girl,” Amanda said as
she ran her fingers along the rope between her legs. “I don't think
I've ever felt a girl this wet before.”

She rolled her onto her belly, and Lily tried
to rise up, drawing her knees in. That just let Amanda push her
face back down.

“Raise your ass.”

Crack!

“Ow! Amanda!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Obey me, slave girl.”

“Ow! Oh!”

Crack! Crack!

She squirmed and rose on her knees, but
Amanda kept her face pinned down against the bed as she gripped her
hair.

“Think it will fit?” she heard Quinn say.

“Right now I think she'd take a fence
post.”

Lily flushed hotly from shame, but moaned as
she felt fingers undoing the knot that locked the ropes between her
legs in place. Then the tension left the rope and it was peeled up
out from between her pussy lips. She felt an incredible wave of
physical relief at that and shuddered helplessly.

Fingers spread her lips wider, and then eased
the vibrator out of her.

“She's ready for a bull to come ride her,”
Amanda said.

“Well, this is the next best thing.

Lily couldn't even see what they were doing!
Her face was to the wall, her chin jammed against the bed even as
the two girls spread her legs. But she felt the vibrator, still
buzzing, being rubbed against hr
clitoris even as something thick pushed against her opening and
began to twist and turn and slide into her body!

It felt enormous! It stretched her out so
that she ached – but ached wonderfully! Then, as the vibrator began
to grind against her the thing pushed deeper and she exploded into
a massive orgasm!

A hand clamped over her mouth as she began to
scream, and she heard the two girls laugh. Her hips bucked wildly
as the thing slid deeper and deeper into the exploding volcano
between her legs! And Lily thrust her hips back frantically against
it, crying out again and again and again!

It ached! But it felt so incredible! So
wonderful!

She couldn't seem to stop climaxing! The
vibrator ground against her clitoris and the... dildo, pushed
deeper inside her, then began to pump in and out.

She was drowning in the heat and the wild,
frenzied sexual energy pouring through her nervous system and
swamping her mind!

Then hips began to slap against her upraised
buttocks, just like when Amanda had worn the strap-on before. She
shuddered and moaned, the breath sobbing into her open mouth only
to be cried out again as the big dildo stroked hard and fast inside
her!

The vibrator pulled away from her clitoris,
to be replaced by fingers rubbing expertly, even as her hair was
yanked back and her bottom slapped repeatedly.

“Sex slave!” Amanda crowed.

“We're going to make you our bitch, slave
girl!” Quinn added.

Another orgasm tore through Lily's dazed
mind, then another, as the two took turns donning the strap-on and
riding her hard and fast. She was drooling, eyes slitted, hardly aware of anything but the
feverish heat and the wildly pulsing sexual pleasure.

Finally, she was rolled onto her back. She
moaned dazedly as the two girls spread her legs wide, and she
looked up at Amanda. The blonde was still fully clothed,but had the
strap-on attached. Lily's glazed eyes dropped to the thing as the
blonde girl rubbed it against her overheated opening.

She blinked in disbelief. The dildo was
absurdly thick! It was thicker than Professor Ross!

She moaned as she watched it being pushed
into her body, gaping, heat rolling over her at just the sight,
never mind the feel of the realistic looking dildo sliding deep
into her pussy!

Another orgasm tore through her, and Amanda
clamped her hand over her mouth as she thrust.

Quinn laughed and left the room, returning
with a long, double headed dildo.

“This should shut her up,” she said.

She jerked back on Lily's hair, though her
mouth was already wide, and then thrust the dildo into her mouth –
and down her throat. She pushed about ten inches inside her, then
left it like that as she and Amanda traded the straps. Then it was
her turn to thrust the dildo into the helpless, dazed girl's pussy
as Amanda began to use the vibrator again.

Amanda idly pumped the double-headed dildo in her mouth and throat, at
times thrusting all twenty inches into the quivering girl and
holding the tip by two fingers just inside her lips.

Then Quinn buried the vibrator inside her,
stripped, and straddled her face, pulling the dildo free of her
mouth.

“Lick your mistress, Slave girl,” she
ordered.

Dazed, Lily obeyed, even as she felt Amanda
beginning to lick her pussy.

*

Lily was exhausted by the time they finished
with her. She felt completely drained of energy, and her body ached
inside and out. She'd lost track of how many orgasms she'd had, her
mind unable to cope with the sexual fever and the incredible
explosions of pleasure.

She felt simultaneously giddy with the echo
of pleasure, and indignant that they had used her computer against
her, and figured out she was into kinky things by checking her
history. She was going to have to erase that, and fast!

She was not entirely happy about being
treated like their sex slave, no matter how hot it was. Well, it
wasn't too bad with Amanda, but she really wasn't that fond of
Quinn, who she didn't think was very fond of her either.

The problem was that despite her
reservations, and the damage to her pride and dignity, their nasty
little games were just too deliciously exciting and breathless –
much like with Ross – for her to refuse. Especially with the two of
them pushing her into obeying.

Which was why, when the three of them went
down to breakfast, she was wearing a leather collar, and leather
restraints around her wrists, as well as a tight leather harness under her skirt and turtleneck
sweater.

The harness was a thing of leather straps and
stainless steel rings. Two straps went over her shoulders, much
like a bra, and the straps formed a sort of bra, four of them
circling each breast, held together by four rings. They squeezed in
firmly enough on all sides to make her breasts taut, which kept
them from wobbling too much, considering they were actually
completely bare.

Two straps came down from the rings at the
bottom of her breasts, then joined another strap that went around
her waist, low on her hips. Another strap descended from that one,
down between her buttocks, between her thighs, then up the front of
her – squeezing tightly enough against her pussy to spread the lips
of her sex and pull up between them.

Quinn found the equivalent of the vibrator
Professor Ross had shoved up inside her, and then she and Amanda
took considerable pleasure in tormenting her over breakfast,
giggling and whispering as she fought desperately to avoid showing
the reaction she felt every time the vibrator went off.

She was flushed, and helplessly aroused, but
the cafeteria was crowded and she was fearful of drawing everyone's
attention. The harness was invisible, and the leather restraints
around her wrists were covered by the sleeves of the sweater and
could be... watches, or bracelets, to the eyes of casual
bystanders.

But her nipples were rock-hard and
quite noticeable to anyone who
might care to look, especially since the harness squeezed her
breasts out rather more than a bra usually did. Her sweater was
quite tight across her chest. And while the turtleneck covered the
collar, well, the collar underneath made it seem unusually –
thick.

As long as no one paid a lot of attention to
her nothing would likely be noticed. But if she started to twist
and shake and make noises anything was possible! Fortunately, they
didn't seem interested in having her screaming in orgasm in the
midst of their classmates either, so they turned the vibrator off
several times when she got too overheated.

Only when she begged and groveled, though.

It was Saturday. She knew Amanda had a
volleyball game this morning, but she herself intended to study.
Instead, after breakfast, the girls led her to a parking lot, and a
small SUV parked there.

“What's this? Where are we going?” she asked
anxiously.

The vibrator had started buzzing as soon as
they had left the building.

“You'll find out, slave girl,” Quinn
sniffed.

Amanda got in the rear, and pulled a
reluctant Lily in after her. But to her surprise, Quinn then got in
on her other side, which left no one to drive!

She was just about to ask about that when
Amanda gripped her hair and pulled her head sharply around to kiss
her hard. Then Quinn took her hair and jerked her head around to
the other side to kiss her!

Amanda undid her skirt and slipped it down
her legs and off as Lily moaned helplessly, the heat from the
vibrator and the excitement of wearing such kinky things in public
filling her with a dark rush of desire and passion that overrode
her anxieties.

At least the rear windows were tinted!

The two girls stripped her naked except for
her knee-length leather boots, and then locked her wrist restraints together behind her back. Then
came a big surprise, as they jerked back sharply on her hair and
Quinn pushed a ball-gag into her mouth!

She desperately wanted to ask them what they
were doing, but that was no longer possible!

Quinn got out and then got in behind the
wheel, started the car, and pulled out of the parking lot, while
Amanda ran her hands over her body and bent to suck and lick at her
rigid pink nipples.

“If you wonder where we're going,” Quinn said
from the front seat, “We're delivering you to the football team.
You're going to be gang-banged by forty guys!”

Lily gasped, her eyes going wide as Quinn
laughed sadistically. Amanda, meanwhile, just continued to lick and
suck on her breasts and nipples as the SUV headed off campus.

“I know how you het girls love cock, and lots of it,” Quinn taunted from
the front seat.

Lily shook her head frantically.

“You know you want it, slut!”

The car didn't go far. It turned into a
driveway. And it was a familiar driveway. In fact, it was the
driveway to Professor Ross's house!

Lily's eyes widened. They'd made her tell
them who had tied the ropes around her the other day, and put the
vibrator inside. But they had promised not to tell anyone!

Nor had they, perhaps. But the SUV pulled to
a stop and Quinn got out, then she and Amanda, both giggling,
dragged the helpless Lily from the SUV, got back into the car, and
drove off!

Lily looked after them, her eyes enormous,
her head rapidly swiveling from side to side, terrified someone
would see her! She was invisible from the neighbors here due to the
tall hedges, but if anyone drove down the quiet street they'd
certainly see her here at the door!

She scurried around to the side and then the
rear, her head still swiveling around wildly, afraid one of the
neighbors might be able to see. The hedges were even taller back
here, though, and she couldn't see any of the neighbors – which
meant they couldn't see her.

And now she felt a new fear. What would
happen if Professor Ross wasn't even home!?

She was dressed – if you could call it that –
like some kind of bondage slut! And she was completely helpless!
Anyone could do anything to her!

She tried to control her panicky breathing,
and then kicked lightly on the back door. Then she kicked harder,
getting more anxious the more noise she made and the more time
passed without any response.

She was both relieved, and mortified when the
Professor looked out the window, scowling, then blinking at her in
astonishment.

He opened the door and stared at her.

Lily dropped her eyes, horribly
embarrassed.

“I'd ask you to explain what you're doing
here like that but evidently that would be a waste of time,” he
said.

He caught her arm and jerked her inside, and
she gasped, stumbling, as he closed the door behind her.

“So, someone brought you,” he said
angrily.

He undid the strap behind her head and
removed the ball-gag.

“Explain!” he demanded.

Red-faced, Lily was forced to explain about
Amanda and Quinn, and her web browser history, and how they had
forced her to say who had tied the ropes around her and shoved the
vibrator inside.

“It's your fault!” she exclaimed. “You're the
one who sent me home like that!”

He snorted. “I had no way of guessing someone
else would be undressing you,” he snapped.

He gripped her by the hair and marched her
into the living room.

“You've been a very naughty girl,” he
said.

“But I wasn't – Mmghhh!”

He jerked back on her hair and then pushed
the ball gag back into her open mouth before she could protest.

“I don't need to hear your excuses.”

He undid the straps and removed them. Though
he left her restraints and collar in place and bent her over the
back of a chair.

Crack!

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Moaning, she obeyed, and his fingers ran up
and down along her sex, then pushed into her. He encountered the
vibrator, snorted, and slowly drew it out.

“Cheap thing,” he said dismissively.

He left the room, and Lily anxiously remained
in place, wondering what he intended to do to her!

He returned, but she couldn't see behind her
as he spread her legs further. She felt pressure against her sex,
though, and it wasn't his cock!

She moaned as he twisted and turned something
hard, something slippery, slowly forcing it into her. It was huge!
It made her ache as it stretched her out, and he pushed it deeper
and deeper!

Then he plucked the butt-plug out of her
bottom and pushed another big dildo into her back there!

With those in place, he led her downstairs to
the basement. He pushed her through the finished part, where there
was a pool table and bar, and then into the unfinished part, which was a long dark room with concrete
walls and floors lit by bare bulbs.

He went to a corner and brought over a chain,
then brought out a step stool and set it up in the middle of the
room. He stood on it and worked the chain over a ceiling beam, then
moved the stool, stood up again, and pushed the chain over another
beam before dropping it.

Lily looked on nervously, moaning into the
gag. The Professor gestured impatiently and she shuffled forward,
only to be grabbed and yanked in closer so she was right under one
of the dangling chains. He undid whatever it was that locked the
wrist restraints together behind her back, and jerked her right
wrist upward, then clipped the end of the chain to the ring in the
side of the restraint.

He took her left wrist and pulled it out and
up, but it was evident that stretch as she might, the other chain
was slightly out of reach.

Lily expected him to curse and then adjust
the chain, putting it over another beam. Instead he drew the stool
over and stood on it, then tightened his grip on her wrist and
lifted her right off her feet! She gasped as he attached the chain
to the ring, and then released her, letting her dangle there,
suspended by the wrists!

Lily moaned and gulped in air, staring wildly
at him, then up at her wrists, then down at the floor, then up at
him again!

“Naughty girls must be punished,” he
said.

He pushed against the base of the dildo in
her pussy, which had started to slide out, despite how tight it
was, then turned it on. It began to vibrate, and he moved away,
relying on her closed thighs to keep it in place.

He started with the same flog he'd used on
her the other day, which didn't really hurt at first, but made her
skin feel pink and raw and hot after multiple blows! This time he
had free range, bringing it down across her back and buttocks, then
moving in front of her and turning her breasts a bright pink!

He went away for a little while, then,
turning out the lights, leaving her to hang, suspended, in the near
dark, moaning and panting, her body pink and sore as the wrist
restraints dug into her soft flesh!

The vibrator buzzed between her thighs, and
she shuddered, rubbing them together, feeling continuous waves of
dark excitement and heat, despite her soreness and aching
wrists.

This was, after all, like some kind of dark
fantasy! And both her mind and body buzzed and thrummed with sexual
pressure.

He returned about ten minutes later, with
rope in hands. He didn't tie any complicated knots over her body,
though. Instead he simply tied a rope around each ankle, then
pulled them apart, so that Lily now hung spreadeagled!

“Nasty, naughty girl,” he breathed into her
ear, jerking on her hair to pull her hair back. “What did your
friends say, that you were a sex slave? How appropriate for a sex
slave to hang by her wrists being whipped.”

Lily moaned helplessly.

The professor moved in front of her and
pushed on the base of the dildo, jerking her hair back again at the
same time. He began to lick and kiss and chew and suck on the flesh
of her exposed throat as his other hand pressed up rhythmically
against the vibrator already jammed achingly deep inside her and
his thumb rubbed skillfully across her clitoris.

Lily came, screaming into the gag, writhing
and twisting and straining against the restraints binding her in
place, her body flooded with such intense starbursts of pleasure
they overwhelmed her mind!

The professor let the vibrator slide out of
her, then, and picked up another whip. This one only had one long,
thin tail, and it stung a lot more than the thin strands attached
to the other one! On the other hand, there was only one, not
dozens..

It hurt, in fact, less than a hard slap to
her bottom, though perhaps that was because the professor wasn't
swinging it as hard as he might. But it did hurt! And the first
blow had it cutting diagonally across her back from hip to
shoulder!

Lily squealed, and then squealed again as the
second blow wrapped the thing around her middle, snapping at her
belly. The third sent her hips jerking forward as it cut across her
buttocks, and the fourth curled around her body again, but higher,
the tip slicing into the soft flesh of her breast!

Lily began to feel panicky as the pain
mounted, as the whip sliced into her breasts again and again, but
she could neither stop him nor even protest! Her entire body was
pulsing with heat now, inside and out.

The professor chewed his way along her nape
of her neck.

“Sex slave,” he whispered.

Lily moaned, and then gasped as his right
hand slid around her and his fingers found her pussy.

“Sex slaves have only one purpose in life,”
he whispered, rubbing her. “Can you guess what that purpose
is?”

She heard a zipper, then gasped as his cock
slid between her thighs. There was no question what it was,
especially when the head pushed out from beneath her pussy.

His hand reached down and gripped it, then
rubbed the head up and down against the slick, warm flesh of her
sex.

“Guess,” he whispered.

Lily could only moan.

He rubbed the soft, helmet head back and
forth against her again and again, pressing harder, forcing it up
between the lips of her sex to stroke against her.

Lily shuddered, feeling a deep swell of
relief that he wasn't whipping her anymore, combined with a dark rush of heat and hunger at
the sheer tactile pleasure as his warm cock rubbed against her
clitoris.

He steepened the angle, she felt the head
pushing up through the mouth of her sex, then sliding up deeper and
deeper. His hands seized her hips and pulled backward, and his cock
began to pump into her with slow, measured strokes as she hung
helplessly in place.

He jerked back on her hips to meet his
thrusts now as his pace quickened, and Lily trembled and moaned,
feeling a dark, hazy rush of heat swirling around her as another
orgasm swept through her. She exulted in it, wallowed in it, and
gave herself fully to the throes of passion and heat.

*

It was odd to her, how wild and nasty her
life had gotten since allowing Ross to spank her. Everything flowed
from that decision, after all. And she was now acting the role of
the sex slave in her dorm, with Amanda and Quinn, as well as with
Professor Ross.

They seemed to take turns trying to lead her
into darker and deeper waters of submission and scalding heat,
experimenting to see what aroused her the most, and how helplessly
responsive she was to different
schemes and sensations.

It was very hard to keep her mind straight
with all that going on, very hard to find time to study, and remind
herself that she had to at least put on the persona of the
self-confident law student each morning when she left the dorm.

Even if it was, more and more, a facade to
hide the dark, breathless creature of kinky sex and wild, wanton
heat she had become. Lily knew she ought to put a stop to things,
ought to reign them in, but the passion and excitement were too
thrilling and too hot for her to control herself, much less the
others!

Whether she would emerge from it all as a
confident lawyer who looked back on her kinky days of college or a
nymphomaniac who looked back on her aborted effort at an education,
she couldn't yet say. That would require more... experiments.

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*
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The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!



cover.jpeg
Lily & the Professor






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













