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About My Dominant Professor:

“I've wanted you since the first day of class,” she said. “I've wanted you so badly, pictured it so many times. And to find out that we have that particular interest in common? I'm done waiting, professor. I want you. I want you inside me, I want you to make me helpless, I want to be bound and broken by you, you and nobody else.”

Jamie's lusting hard after her professor, Mr. Croft. He's the focus of all her fantasies, the only thing running through her head when she goes to bed at night. Older, experienced, and incredibly attractive — what else could she want?

Except she's about to find something else out about professor Croft. He's got another life. A secret life. A kinky life, wherein he's a dominant practitioner of BDSM. Jamie's curiosity, in response, hits brand new heights.

So she confronts him — but will it go as she hoped? Or … better?

This erotic short features bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, hot professor/student relations, young adult antics, and much, much more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

Her hand had advanced under her shorts and was now rubbing her moist pussy, playing with her clit, enjoying every aspect of her folds. She was breathing heavily, scrolling through images and — when a particularly hot image came around — using her other hand to grab at her breasts and pinch her nipples. They fired little electric jolts of pleasure through her as she squeezed and prodded.

And right then, just as she was getting ready to shut her laptop and retire to bed for the release of one long masturbatory session, she saw it:

Professor Croft. Unmistakable, unmasked, unabashed. He was clad in black jeans and a tight black t-shirt, standing proudly with what looked like a flogger in his hand, swinging it at the bare back of a woman secured tightly to the St. Andrew's cross against the wall.

Jamie's heart skipped. Her stomach leapt into her throat. But those immediate feelings were supplanted quickly by incredible arousal and curiosity.

What the hell is he doing there? When did he get involved with it? Is he still involved with it? Is that something he's really into? How can I tell him I know?

It added another, somehow even sexier layer to this man, and she was desperate to pry into it as soon as possible.

She never even made it to bed that night.


~1~

It wasn't professor Croft's build that first got Jamie's attention during her journalism class, though that certainly didn't hurt. He was tall and tan, thin but not skinny — the kind of build you'd expect on a man who biked regularly, or was a regular at the pool.

It wasn't his voice, either, but again — Jamie couldn't complain. It was deep and rugged, coarse like aged leather. Whenever he'd raise his voice, either to make a point particularly clear or reach the sleepy back row of the auditorium, it evolved into something rich and booming. It would flow through the floor, vibrating the desk under her, pleasing her from below.

She'd blush and look down toward her notes, scared of catching his attention and having him think her a fool, but internally she'd cherish and revel in the warmth that voice would generate. She'd found herself getting distractingly wet in class, unable to let the visions in her head dissipate.

He could bend me over the desk, hike up my skirt and take me from behind, she'd think to herself. He could lay me down on the floor and give me rugburn that'd last a week. Every time I moved, I'd be reminded of him and what we did in this very room. He could do whatever he wanted. Anytime, anywhere.

No, it wasn't his build or his voice, incredible as those may have been. What got Jamie's attention was definitely professor Croft's eyes.

In spite of his tan face and chiseled features, those eyes found a way to stand out. They were a deep, strong brown that penetrated and pierced whatever he happened to be looking at. Jamie would go out of her way sometimes to make sure it was her.

She'd ask a question, and when he looked at her she'd feel as if he was trying to look into her, to read her thoughts, get inside of her.

There were times — growing more and more frequent as of late — that, despite her best efforts to hide her arousal, she would swear professor Croft could sense it from across the room. He'd latch onto it, focus on her, make her feel as if she were the only person in the entire class.

In those instances, she'd find it impossible that her red face and heavy breathing weren't giving her away.

Even if they are, would that be so bad? Would it be terrible for this man to know how much I want to fuck him? How much I want him to fuck me?

Ultimately, though, what made Jamie notice professor Croft wasn't as important as the fact that she had noticed him in the first place. Every Tuesday and Thursday night, she'd get back to her dorm room — a single, mercifully — after class and spend some quality time with herself.

She'd move her hand around herself, feeling every crevice and fold, her eyes clenched shut, brain working overtime to imagine it was professor Croft's hand and not her own that was exploring her folds and getting slick from her juices.

She'd picture his tongue running pointed and confident circles around the more delicate features of her body — like her hardened, sensitive nipples, standing swollen and pink on top of her perky, bountiful breasts.

Or maybe up and down her flat abdomen. She wondered if he'd stop to admire her bellybutton piercing before moving further downward, tugging her panties down, running his tongue further and further south until he came to her mound and finally her clit, teasing her, making her want so, so much more.

She'd grow wetter and wetter at the thought of him climbing on top of her, working his way down her body inch by inch over the course of minutes or even hours, his touch advancing at an agonizingly slow pace until it finally reached the glistening folds of her moist pussy, the lips red from the rush of blood, the candlelight of her dimly lit room a perfect backdrop to their taboo tryst.

There weren't many nights wherein professor Croft didn't take up considerable room in her imagination, his lithe frame casting all the right shadows in the flicker of the candles, his fingers walking up and down her spine, his thick, hard cock sliding effortlessly in and out of her as she gripped the headboard and moaned ecstatically.

She imagined the flood of pleasure, the rapture on her face as she arched her back and gripped the sheets, her mouth agape, gasping for air as the jolts of ecstasy shot through her over and over with every thrust.

He would fuck her not as one of these college boys might; he fucked her as a grown and experienced man who knew what he was doing, who understood the depth and complexity behind getting a woman not just to come but to scream his name, to put her nail marks into his back, to settle into the mattress and melt right through it with a seemingly impossible warmth.

These were the thoughts that ran through her mind as she manipulated herself under her panties, sweat beading on her forehead, her chest rising and falling quickly as the orgasms rolled through her. Sometimes, she'd bring herself to it in just a few minutes. Sometimes it was hours before she was done, and on those nights she'd barely be able to drag herself out of bed in the morning to get to communications theory on time.


~2~

“We're talking about ethics today,” professor Croft said one class early in the semester. “We'll be talking about ethics most days, actually, but today's the jumping off point. One of the most important things any journalist can have is credibility. Do people trust you? Do they believe the story you're telling? Without those two things, you're sunk.”

Jamie was paying close attention. She'd always been fascinated by the ethical side of things as a journalism student, but right now she couldn't help thinking about how a conversation on ethics might relate to her and her crush.

“It's critical for you, as a journalist, to avoid personal relationships with those you cover,” Croft said. “Even if you're somehow able to be objective — which you won't be — nobody will believe it. The illusion of impropriety is just as bad as actual impropriety, especially in the field of journalism. For the sake of comparison, can anybody point out another field where personal relationships with those you work with are frowned upon?”

Later, Jamie would think about what exactly made her raise her hand, and she'd realize it was up before she'd even thought about her answer.

“Yes, Jamie?” Croft said, a warm smile on his face.

Those beautiful eyes of his were now focused on her and her alone — as were the eyes of at least half of the class — which only made it more difficult to answer when she couldn't control her blushing. She just had to hope she was doing an okay job hiding it.

“Academia,” she said.

“Interesting,” professor Croft said, his eyebrow slightly arched. “Explain.”

Well, for example, I think it'd be wonderful if I got on my hands and knees on your desk while you whipped it out and went to town on me in front of this entire class. But some people would probably find that inappropriate. And it may create an “illusion of impropriety” when I get a good grade.

“Well,” Jamie said, stammering at first, “in a bunch of institutions it's frowned upon or outright against the rules for a professor to be involved with any of his or her students.”

“Very good. Please, elaborate.”

Jamie knew for a fact her blushing was very, very visible now. No way it wasn't. Her skin felt hot to the touch, her heart was racing. Still, she continued.

“It creates the, uh, illusion of impropriety,” she said. “A professor in a relationship with one of his students, even if he or she could grade that student fairly, wouldn't be trusted to be objective. Even though the students are all of legal age and can consent to, you know, whatever might happen, the relationship itself is considered taboo.”

A small murmur went through the class. Some people giggled. Jamie was pleased at the way she'd answered the question, but worried she'd laid it on a little thick at the end — and given herself away.

“Very, very good, Jamie,” professor Croft said with a smile and nod.

The rest of the class that day was just more ethics discussion, and as much as Jamie wanted to pay attention to it, she just couldn't. She was too busy thinking about that word: taboo. Society would almost certainly frown upon her getting with her professor. The university would absolutely, without question frown upon it.

Yet somehow, that just made it even hotter. The notion that this man would have to take her surreptitiously, to hide away with her when he wanted to fuck, made it all the more arousing. She was wet at the prospect of it, breathing hard and fiddling with her pencil while thinking about all the sneaking around they'd have to do: the heated and silent trysts in his office, the very late nights in her dorm when she could be sure nobody would spot them.

When class finally ended, Jamie just wanted to get back to her dorm room and explore some of those fantasies a little more.

She wasn't expecting Croft to call her to his desk while the rest of the class filtered out.

“Jamie,” he said, that booming voice of his coming up through her boots and hitting her directly at the warm apex of her thighs, “would you mind staying after for a second?”

I'll stay after for so, so much longer than that if you want me to. “Sure, Mr. Croft, what's up?”

Croft pointedly waited until the last of the students had left before speaking.

“I just wanted to—”

“Is this about that answer I gave?” Jamie blurted. “At the time it made a lot of sense to me, but I thought a lot about it afterward and I wondered if maybe it had been inappropriate, I'm really sorry if—”

Croft raised a hand, gesturing for Jamie to calm down. She did, immediately, and was struck by just how commanding he'd been with one simple movement.

“I don't think it was inappropriate at all,” he said firmly. “I think you made a great point, and tied it directly to the larger point we were discussing. That's exactly the kind of response I was looking for, and I just wanted to point it out and tell you it was great work.”

“Thank you,” she said with a smile. More blushing. Heart racing. She could feel her nipples harden, and internally she thanked herself for not going braless this morning.

Without any kind of warning, Croft reached out and gripped her upper arm with one of his massive hands. It was so warm, so firm but still so gentle. Such a towering man, such a supple grip, but … so commanding. What was it about him? What was she reading in his face? Her eyes widened. Her heart skipped a beat.

“Anyway,” he said, his eyes pointed and thoughtful, “you probably have somewhere to be. Don't you, Jamie?”

In your arms? Under you? On the business end of your cock? Yeah, sure, I can pencil that in.

“Y-yes, I do,” she said, and smiled weakly.

As she made the seemingly eternal trek back to her dorm, she cursed herself for being so silly.


~3~

Back at her dorm and hornier than she could ever remember being, Jamie made it a point to avoid pleasuring herself while she tried to find out more about professor Croft. For her, it was a form of foreplay: She knew what she wanted, of course, but she was going to make herself wait for it.

Basic searches brought up nothing she didn't already know, really: Croft was a well respected journalist who'd moved into the field of academia after a twenty-year career at a large local paper. He'd started there just after graduating college, and was quickly renowned for his savvy reporting on local politics.

As successful a career as that was, however, his departure from it seemed sudden. He was certainly too young to have realistically considered retirement, and he was widely considered the best reporter the paper had, so they must have thrown a lot at him to get him to stay. Why give up all of that for a professorship at the local university?

Her curiosity was starting to match the fire in her thighs, both growing as she decided to hold off on her plans for self pleasure and instead look into some of Croft's final articles at the paper.

There were all the usual city beat pieces — town council meetings, some community events, things like that — but one of the very last bits caught her eye far more than anything else. 

“Fetish Club to Open in Arbor Forest,” the headline read. Jamie's eyes widened. She had no idea there was any sort of club like that in this tiny college town.

If I'd known about that sooner, I probably wouldn't have had so many boring weekends. 

BDSM was one of those things Jamie had always been interested in but never had the courage to actually try. She'd been with plenty of guys, but none of them sported the same confidence as professor Croft, so she couldn't see herself submitting to them. So she'd never asked. 

Professor Croft, though — now there was a man she could see herself giving control, a man she could see dominating her and making it real. A man she'd be proud and excited to submit to. 

Unfortunately, that was neither here nor there. Jamie read through the article and found it to be a very professional piece. Maybe a tongue in cheek line here or there, but for the most part it was just a respected journalist reporting respectfully.

With nothing else of interest in the articles that turned up, Jamie turned her attention to the BDSM club. It was known as La Pomme, French for “The Apple,” which struck her as cute. More importantly, however, it was entirely within a short drive or bus ride of the university campus. 

Jamie's head swam with all of the possibilities. All of the trouble she could get into. She found herself rubbing the crotch of her shorts instinctively as she looked up details on the club and what kind of activities could be found there.

The gallery told her an awful lot.

They had a fully stocked dungeon in their basement, apparently, with a St. Andrew's cross and a spanking bench. Suspension equipment was everywhere, and the walls in some spots were lined with shelves of sex toys for various purposes.

Jamie thought about being up on that cross, on being secured to it so tightly she could barely move, naked and vulnerable, waiting for anybody to just come by and treat her nicely or poorly or however they felt like treating her. The idea of not having any control over it seemed incredible to her, the feeling of helplessness something she could get behind in a major way.

She needed to know more.

There were all sorts of links to like-minded sites to be found on the club's page, but the one that stuck out to her the most was FetBook, a social media page geared toward people deeply into fetishism who wanted to meet others with the same kinks.

You really can find anything on the Internet now, can't you?

Jamie was relieved to find she didn't have to create a profile just to browse around, and when she came across La Pomme's page on FetBook she started browsing around the image galleries.

On the club's actual website, they weren't able to show any pictures from parties and events — an understandable privacy measure for the sake of their patrons. On the FetBook page, however, there were plenty of shots to be found from various play parties.

The activities ranged from the mild to the intense, and Jamie found all of it exhilarating. She wanted to be there, to be among them, some in masks and some happily baring their faces — and a whole lot more. The crowd appeared to be younger, which made sense, given it was in a relatively conservative college town with not many outlets for this sort of thing within driving distance.

I want someone to take those thick leather cuffs I always see and using them to hang me from the ceiling. I don't even need them to do anything to me after that, I just want to feel that helplessness and know what it's like.

Her hand had advanced under her shorts and was now rubbing her moist pussy, playing with her clit, enjoying every aspect of her folds. She was breathing heavily, scrolling through images and — when a particularly hot image came around — using her other hand to grab at her breasts and pinch her nipples. They fired little electric jolts of pleasure through her as she squeezed and prodded.

And right then, just as she was getting ready to shut her laptop and retire to bed for the release of one long masturbatory session, she saw it:

Professor Croft. Unmistakable, unmasked, unabashed. He was clad in black jeans and a tight black t-shirt, standing proudly with what looked like a flogger in his hand, swinging it at the bare back of a woman secured tightly to the St. Andrew's cross against the wall.

Jamie's heart skipped. Her stomach leapt into her throat. But those immediate feelings were supplanted quickly by incredible arousal and curiosity.

What the hell is he doing there? When did he get involved with it? Is he still involved with it? Is that something he's really into? How can I tell him I know?

It added another, somehow even sexier layer to this man, and she was desperate to pry into it as soon as possible.

She never even made it to bed that night.


~4~

The brutally long wait until Thursday was almost more than Jamie could bear. She made it a point to avoid pleasuring herself, knowing she was going to be approaching professor Croft about his involvement with the club and wanting to feel each and every sensation as it rushed through her during their conversation.

Thus, by the time Thursday afternoon came along and she sat in the auditorium listening to him talk, she was a bundle of sexual tension. Every nerve screamed. Her wet pussy yearned for any kind of touch, her nipples were rock hard and demanded a kind hand. She'd worn a short skirt without underwear, knowing it would only tease her further to know she could slip a hand down at any time.

The content of the class was completely lost on her. She couldn't have cared less. When professor Croft dismissed the class, she stayed glued to her seat as everybody else filtered out.

Croft was organizing and gathering his things at the desk in the front of the room, and had no idea Jamie was still there. When he looked up, he flinched with surprise.

“Jamie!” he said. “I'm sorry, I didn't realize you were still here. Can I help you with something? Or were you waiting for someone?”

Her face had to be so, so red. She didn't care about that, either. It was time to not worry about such things, because the next few minutes were going to put a blushing face to shame if they went the way she wanted them to go.

“Both, actually,” she said. “Can I talk to you for a bit? Do you have time?”

Croft gave a shrug. “Absolutely,” he said. “This is my last class of the day, and this room won't have another class in it until the evening.”

Oh man, that's pretty convenient.

“Great,” she said, barely able to contain herself. She stood up, walked over to the door, shut it, and locked it. When she turned around to look at professor Croft — who'd been asking her the entire way what she was doing — he just stared at her, confused.

“Jamie, what are y—”

“La Pomme,” she said.

Professor Croft froze.

The next few seconds stretched for what felt like an eternity. For Jamie, it was everything. She was going to lay her cards on the table, and this man was either going to take her up on her offer or leave her embarrassed and desperate.

After searching for the right words, professor Croft simply said, “What about it?”

“Let's start with that,” she said, walking toward him. “You know what it is?”

“Yes, I know what it is,” he said, obviously flustered. “I reported on it when I was with the Gazette. They opened just before I left the paper.”

“Are you ... familiar with it, then?” Jamie said, now only a few feet away from professor Croft. He had backed up slightly, and was now leaning a bit on the desk behind him.

“Beyond having reported for it?” he said. “No, no I can't say I—”

“I've seen the pictures,” she said, unable to keep it from dropping for any longer. She wasn't wearing the smile of someone who'd just won a conversation. She was wearing the knowing, fuck-me-now look of someone whose interest had gone well beyond curiosity.

Croft froze yet again. He eyed Jamie with curiosity of his own. She knew he was experienced enough to realize where this seemed to be going, but he seemed unwilling to acknowledge it as reality.

“I see,” he finally said. “And what are you telling me this for?”

She moved forward again. He had no more backing up to do. She pushed up against him, her body against his. She had to look up to meet his eyes. Against her stomach, she felt the heat and hardness of his cock bulging in his pants, growing more and more with every second.

“I want in,” she said. “I want to know everything about that world, and I want you to teach me.”

He put those large hands on her shoulders.

“Jamie, I—”

“I've wanted to fuck you since the first day of class,” she said. “I've wanted you so badly, pictured it so many times. And to find out that we have that particular interest in common? I'm done waiting, professor. I want you. I want you inside me, I want you to make me helpless, I want to be bound and broken by you, you and nobody else.”

Croft stammered. The bulge in his pants was now huge and rock hard. Jamie made sure to keep pressure on it, squeezing her body against his.

Before he could say anything else, she stood on her toes and kissed him hard, deeply, right on the lips.

He didn't push her away. In fact, he pulled her in tighter. Jamie could barely stand, her nerves were firing so rapidly and legs shaking so profusely. She was as wet as she could be for him, practically dripping down her own leg. Her shaven pussy demanded his attention, and she was determined to get it.

Thankfully, she didn't have to try too hard.

His hands were all over her, clawing at her clothing, reaching for the bottom of her shirt to pull it up over her head. It came off quickly. She set about unbuttoning his shirt as he unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the ground. Her ample breasts hung in the air, swaying gently with every hurried movement of her arms.

He grabbed them in his hands, and the warmth and pressure of his grasp on her nipples rocked her to the point where she had trouble standing. She shut her eyes and moaned. Croft played with her breasts for a few more seconds before sliding his hands down to her perfectly formed ass.

He grabbed her there, pulling her upward into him so she could yet again feel his meaty, powerful cock throbbing hard against her abdomen. It struggled against the fabric of his pants.

She bit her lower lip and sucked air through her teeth as she felt it, then reached a hand down to grasp him on his hard length. He gasped as well.

“Take control,” she said, looking up at him, her eyes ringing with certainty. “Dominate me. Make me yours. I know you know how.”

He looked down at her and, without acknowledging her request, again grabbed her by the shoulders. This time, though, he stepped aside and pulled her toward the desk, twirling around her as she collided with it pelvis-first. She bent over it as he got behind her and began to work his belt.

“Put your hands behind your back,” he commanded. She let out a small moan and did as she was told.

Jamie heard Croft's belt slip through its loops, then felt the leather wrap tightly around her wrists, cinching them together. He was done in a matter of seconds, and when she tested the bindings, she was pleased to find them extraordinarily strict. She wasn't getting out of this unless he wanted her to.

The professor grabbed her hair and pulled it hard. She arched her back and yelped with surprise, arousal, and pain as he brought his face up next to her ear and began kissing along the back of her jawline. She gasped sharply, the sensations firing through her like a runaway freight train.

He traced a path with small kisses along her shoulder, then down to her shoulderblades, and finally down her spine. She shivered with anticipation, unable to contain herself.

She wouldn't have to wait much longer, anyway: Jamie felt one of the professor's hands reach down and grip the zipper of her skirt, undoing it. As it fell away, she found herself completely naked — and completely defenseless.

He grabbed Jamie again by the shoulders and spun her around on the desk, so she was facing him, propping herself up with her bound arms. He leaned her back slightly and spread her legs. Her shaven, glistening cunt told him everything he needed to know about how much she wanted him.

He traced a path down her body with his tongue, starting at her collarbone. Jamie writhed and inhaled sharply, struggling to come to grips with the amount of arousal she was experiencing. As Croft went further and further down her flat stomach and approached her pussy

She wanted him inside of her. She wanted him now, she wanted him hard. He, on the other hand, seemed more than happy to keep her waiting just a little bit longer. She groaned, the anticipation killing her.

When he finally jammed his face into her waiting cunt, her scream of arousal was barely stifled by how tightly she was gritting her teeth.

He caressed her folds with his tongue, going down to his knees and wrapping her legs with his arms. Jamie's thighs felt, to her, as if they were burning hot, and she wondered how they felt on professor Croft's ears.

His lips nibbled carefully. His tongue did frantic dances in and out of her, traveling up and down the length of her pussy, lifting the hood of her clit and playing what lay underneath like a fine instrument. He lapped at it, and her moans grew more and more prolonged.

Jamie had fantasized about this meeting so many times, with so many different scenarios, but at no point did she suspect the professor would be quite this good at eating her out. She pulled at the belt around her wrists. She wanted to grab his hair and pull him into her cunt even harder, but her wrists were still locked in place.

The pleasure shot through her like rolling thunder, shaking her to the core and making her legs quake with ecstasy. Croft no doubt felt all of it and was apparently feeding off of it, continuing his rapturous onslaught, diving deeper and deeper into her wet folds, pushing his tongue further and further inside of her.

She gyrated her hips on the desk, moving in tune with him, dedicating herself to his every change of tempo and direction.

It was, in a word, perfection. She was closer now than she'd been in the past two days, the pent-up tension of her masturbatory abstinence only now paying massive dividends. She was well beyond the point of what she thought she could take, and each new second struck her like a bolt of lightning.

Which meant she had no idea he'd managed to undo his pants and expose his huge, throbbing cock.


~5~

He pulled his face out from between her thighs, and just when she was about to express her disappointment and desire for him to keep going, she noticed he'd exposed himself and was standing up to deliver something much larger and more powerful than his tongue.

Holy shit, look at the size of it, she thought to herself. How am I supposed to take all of that?

The professor didn't seem keen to stand around and worry about that sort of thing. Jamie wanted this, and unless she outright told him otherwise, he was going to continue.

“Stand up,” he commanded, and she did. He then spun her around and pushed her forward again, bending her once more over the desk.

She gasped hard, again in surprise and arousal. She'd felt his cock brush against her abdomen as she spun around, and wanted nothing more than to be able to reach out and grab it, stroke it, place her mouth over it and take him in his entirety.

But she knew this would be just as wonderful.

“Spread your legs,” he told her, demanding full access to her dripping pussy.

“Yes, sir,” she said, and again did as she was told.

Without warning — without hesitation or buildup — he plunged his entire hot length directly into her.

His torso smashed against her backside as he sank entirely into her cunt, and the scream of ecstasy she released was enough to shake the desk. She clawed at him as best she could with her bound hands, and he gripped them tightly with one of his, using the belt for leverage as he pulled them up high over her back, forcing her into an arch and making her bend even more to match the angle of his powerful cock.

The mix of pain and pleasure put stars in Jamie's eyes as Croft drilled her over and over, his hard rod moving in and out of her with precision, as if he were some kind of tremendous machine, smoothly lubricated and functioning as intended.

The desk shook under them, items sprawling this way and that with the momentum of their fucking.

She pulled hard at the bindings around her wrists, bending her elbows as best she could arching her back even further to somehow bring him deeper inside of her — but there was no going deeper. He was as far inside as he could be, and when his torso slammed against her backside it was with full force.

He had kept her on edge for as long as any man could be expected. For Jamie, there was simply no more holding it back. She had to let go, to let the orgasm overtake her, to feel its power and fury rage through her from the apex of her thighs — where Croft's cock was planting itself deeply and repeatedly — all the way up her spine and down her bound arms, through her legs, making them shiver under the strain, into her nipples, giving them an even redder color, making them somehow even more stiff and sensitive.

When it hit her, it hit as hard as any orgasm she'd ever had before. She couldn't believe the intensity of it, the sheer force behind it. The muscles in her pelvis tightened reflexively as she craned her neck and began to moan louder, louder, louder still until she was screaming, the force of it simply too much for her body to handle.

Croft kept pounding away as the orgasm rolled up and out of her, leaving a husk behind. She took several seconds to regain her composure, get her feet back under her. For the intermission, Croft alone was the only reason she didn't collapse to the ground.

Suddenly, with what little energy she had left, Jamie had an idea. She turned her head as best she could, trying to get Croft's attention.

“Let — me — ride — you,” she gasped between thrusts.

“Being dominated doesn't work that way,” he responded, continuing his thrusts.

“Then leave my hands tied, I don't give a shit,” she hissed at him. “But I want to ride you, right here, on this desk. Now.”

He thought about it, pausing with his cock pushed deep inside of her. She wriggled her hips slightly, trying to entice him.

He finally obliged, pulling out of her and sweeping a long, powerful arm over the desk. The belongings on top of it clattered to the floor.

Croft laid down on top of the desk, his huge, erect cock sticking high into the air.

Jamie used what little strength her legs had left to climb up onto the desk, hover above that cock, and lower herself down onto it.

Croft's head went back and his eyes shut as she writhed on top of him.

She ground herself into him, feeling the powerful muscles of his abdomen offer little give as she used them to stimulate her clit.

This was something she hadn't even considered: this mix of domination and submission, knowing she was bound and helpless but still riding this powerful man on top of his desk ... it was something she didn't realize she wanted until this very moment. The understanding that she was less a submissive and more of a switch, someone who would love to take or be taken, someone who would gladly trade her bindings for a flogger.

But — for now — he was still very much in control, and he was sure to remind her of that by grabbing her hair in one hand and one of her breasts in the other. The former got pulled, the latter got squeezed — both with considerable force. She gasped in response.

She closed her eyes and imagined what it would be like if every desk in the room were filled with students, all watching, all analyzing, all studying each movement as if it were something they'd be required to know for later.

“Today, class,” she'd say, bobbing up and down on professor Croft's huge cock, feeling him writhe underneath her, her eyes never leaving those of the students, “I'm going to teach you how to fuck.”

She rode him harder and harder, her knees on fire from the wood of the desk and the strain on her legs. The pain and exertion of it, the domination, the fantasy of doing this in front of all the other students — it was enough to push her over the edge again.

It spread through her like a warm oil, a thick but quickly flowing glue of pleasure that soaked into her every muscle and tendon, lubricating every joint, making every movement that much easier. She felt flooded with a calm, even in the face of the tremendous physical strain of what she was doing.

She slowed her gyrations, then leaned down — slowly, so as not to upset her balance, as her arms were still tied — and whispered, only inches from his face, “I'm not done with you. Not yet.”

Slowly, deliberately, Jamie dismounted herself from Croft's cock, even as he was still trying to thrust. She backed off enough to slip off the desk, getting her feet under her so at last she was standing between his spread legs while he reclined.

Thanking herself internally for taking plenty of yoga classes, she then bent over and lowered her mouth onto professor Croft's throbbing meat.

She tasted him. His sweat, his precome, all of it. She also tasted herself. Her pussy, her own sweat, everything that she was.

His hips bucked and his legs shook as he grabbed at the sides of the desk for leverage, his every muscle flexing with pleasure almost immediately. He was close, so close, and she knew it.

She looked up at him, her mouth wrapped firmly around his cock, her eyes huge. She rolled her tongue along the bottom of his shaft, wishing like hell that she could be using her hands right now but knowing this is what he wanted.

She felt every detail of him. The pulse, the heat, the tastes, the rush of the moment — it all culminated in this, this one beautiful moment for these two people who, it turned out, were spectacular at fucking one another.

She was ready for him, ready for his load. She was prepared to accept it gracefully, the cock jammed deep into her mouth so she could make sure to swallow whatever he gave her.

He gripped her hair and head in his hands, pulling Jamie down further onto his cock. She gagged lightly, and he let up a little bit, but he was determined not to let her go.

She moaned with pleasure, knowing he was only a second or two away. He moaned with pleasure, that second or two stretching for what must have seemed like forever.

Finally, he was over the edge. His hot, salty load fired directly into the back of her waiting throat, his groans acting as punctuation marks for every strong throb that rocked through his erect rod.

She swallowed everything, without hesitation. When she finally pulled her head away, her pursed lips were the very last thing to leave the tip of his cock. He shuddered as they departed.

When at last it was over, and she stood over him, both of them gasping and sweaty — spent beyond the telling of it — she spun and presented her wrists for him to untie.

She turned her head to see his reaction, but it was a simple shaking of his head. “You're keeping that on for a little while longer, Jamie,” Croft said.

She pouted, but internally she was loving it.

“And how long will that be?”

“However long I think is necessary,” he said, sitting up and grabbing for his shirt. “Have you learned nothing?”

Jamie smiled. She was gorgeous, even in as tossed a state as she was.

“I'm sorry, professor,” she said, and bowed her head.

“That's much better,” he said. “Now, if I tell you you're keeping that belt on your wrists, what do you say?”

“Yes, sir,” Jamie said.

“Always my best student,” professor Croft said, and they both smiled.
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