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CHAPTER 1

Before I met Cassie, my life used to be tragically boring.

I’d been teaching Literature at a fairly prestigious university for twenty years. Nothing terribly exciting ever happened to me. My daily routine consisted of waking up, getting ready, going to work, and coming home. Lather, rinse, repeat. I wore the same gray suits, always perfectly dry cleaned, spot treated, and ironed. They matched the gray in my hair and—though I didn’t know it then—the gray in my soul. Days that slightly edged towards dramatic consisted of faculty dinners where the most scandalous topic was the latest budget cuts. Dull, I know, but it was the life I led for many years and I was fine with it. It suited me, I suppose.

But then, of course, I met her.

And everything changed.

Dramatically.

Scandalously.

Irrevocably.

I always looked forward to the start of a new semester because it meant a fresh group of students. Every now and then, a student would catch my attention…and in all honesty, they were usually female. It came with the territory of teaching English Literature. I taught everything from Shakespeare and the Romantics to British literature and poetry, so the bulk of my classes consisted of young women.

Whenever a student would pique my interest, I’d make my ‘observations’ but I’d strictly keep them to myself. Professors taught inside a box; and with the way the world was turning these days, I made every attempt to make sure both my legs and arms were within its boundaries. I was scared about making a remark or giving off a look that could be taken as—and reported as—inappropriate.

But as I said, I did like to make my ‘observations’. Like the student who was always attentive and came to each class with a different hairstyle, the one who made it a point to sit in the front wearing low-cut tops…the shy girl with a pretty face who kept her head down and never talked during lectures. There are many things you can pick up on when they think you’re not watching them. I admit that sometimes these girls showed up in my daydreams and sometimes even made an appearance in my sexual fantasies. I’d never acted on any of those urges, of course, but couldn’t a man dream?

When Cassandra Galanis enrolled in my course, I took a note of her instantly.

My classes were always fairly large and I typically posted the class rosters prior to the start of the semester, so it wasn’t unusual for me to learn my students’ names prior to meeting them face-to-face. When I saw ‘Cassandra Galanis’ on the roster, something about her name rang a bell. It didn’t take too long for me to remember a certain Yanis Galanis—a wealthy private donor to the school. Well-known to the university staff. A quick Google search confirmed their relationship.

I wondered what kind of young woman Yanis’s daughter would be.

During the first few lectures, Cassandra sat towards the front, but not so close that I felt like she was trying to grab my attention. She sat and wrote pages and pages in her binder while she listened intently to the subjects I rattled off during each lecture. While she was taking notes of what I said, I was taking notes too—of her simple yet confident style, and how pretty her shoulders looked when she was generous enough to expose them.

Usually that was as far as things went. Just silent exchanges, private thoughts, a few seconds of eye contact. My conscience told me I was too old for her, she was too young for me, and I valued my job way too much to put any of it at risk.

But during my second week of teaching, Cassandra became the first person to come to class. She sat at the very front this time, setting out her laptop, pen, and binder, and would often flip through her notes before the start of the lecture. She never spoke to me, but she did smile. It made me a little nervous, that smile. Then, as time went on, I’d catch her staring at me in a strange way, her eyes roaming from the top of my gray-speckled head to the chapped leather soles of my loafers. It was like she wasn’t just interested in studying Literature, she was interested in studying me.  

I was a little confused at that point. Why would a young, wealthy girl like her be interested in a man like me? She was in her prime and probably cycled through boyfriends as often as she cycled through clothing. In any case, a girl as pretty as her had no time for an old professor. A younger one, maybe, but not someone like me.

Then on a blustery fall day, Cassandra came up to me after class. I was packing up my bag, and when I looked up at her, I was instantly struck by how stunning she was up close. Her long, wavy hair and hoop earrings framed her face perfectly, and her lips were full and inviting. Like they’d taste sweet if you kissed them. Her crop top highlighted her ample breasts and toned stomach.

“Professor Mallory?” she asked in a voice softer than I’d expected.

“Yes?” I answered, smiling politely.

“I have a question about the assignment for the paper?”

“Of course,” I said. “What can I help you with, Miss Galanis?”

Her eyes met mine. “Cassie. Please call me Cassie.”

“Cassie,” I said, giving a curt nod. “How can I help you, Cassie?”

“I’d actually like to book a one-on-one meeting with you to discuss some questions I have about our assignment.”

“Okay,” I said, nodding again. I stroked my laptop keypad, but the screen had become a haze. “When would be a good time for you?”

She smiled. “When would be convenient for you, Professor?”

Nice. Polite. Focused. I made these silent observations as I clicked open my calendar and scrolled through my schedule. “How about tomorrow afternoon at two p.m.? Would that work?”

Cassie nodded. “That would work perfectly. Thank you.”

I closed my calendar. “Perfect. I’ll see you tomorrow then.”

She gave me a little wave and turned and walked away, and I found myself watching her leave the lecture hall. I suddenly felt a little unsteady on my feet. I felt flushed, too, and as I zipped up my bag and started walking my way towards the exit, it hit me that I was going to get an uninterrupted hour with Cassandra Galanis all to myself. I was jittery at the thought, but I couldn’t be sure if that was down to excitement or nerves.


CHAPTER 2

I spent the whole of the next morning thinking about that upcoming meeting. I was annoyed at myself for being so jittery about it. I’d held meetings with hundreds of students—including the flirty ones who were intent on dressing provocatively whenever they needed something from me—so what was so different about Cassie? I was an experienced and respected forty-eight-year-old professor—I shouldn’t have been anxious about meeting with a nineteen-year-old girl.

But…I was.

As two p.m. ticked closer, I packed up my things and left my office. I walked across the campus to one of the meeting rooms in the library, grateful for the brisk autumn air. I stepped through the glass double doors and found the meeting room I’d reserved, relieved to see that no one else had unintentionally claimed it. I sat down and placed my bag on the floor and began to set up my laptop. As soon as I was done, the door opened and Cassie Galanis walked into the room.

I smiled and greeted her. She was wearing a fitted knit dress the color of a sunset. The dress was short—it ended just above her knees, and it had a rounded neckline that showed off her collarbone and those slim, tanned shoulders I’d secretly grown to admire so much.

Beautiful.

I’d expected her to sit on the chair across from me, but Cassie slid into the one right next to me instead. For a brief second, my mind went blank, but then I quickly recovered and opened up my laptop.

“I hope I’m not late,” she said, flashing me a smile.

“Not at all,” I said. “You’re right on time, Miss—uh, Cassie.”

“Great. I’ve been looking forward to this meeting all day.”

Oh, really? Why’s that? “I’m glad to hear that. What would you like to talk about?”

Cassie was silent for a moment and looked down at her lap. At that point I became foolishly distracted by her breasts, noticing how her nipples had gone stiff, creating two pointed tips against the soft fabric of her dress. My breath caught in my throat as I felt a stirring in my groin.

I had to look away.

“I started working on the assignment,” she said finally.

“Already?” I smiled lightly. “We only assigned it yesterday.”

She shrugged. “I thought I’d get a head start.”

I nodded. “Alright. Then tell me what you have so far.”

Before she spoke, I realized suddenly that the subject matter for the assignment in question—one that I’d planned to spend several weeks on—was more intimate than I would’ve liked it to be. I’d picked an 1872 Gothic novella—Carmilla by Sheridan Le Fanu—that happened to involve a young woman getting seduced by a lesbian vampire. It was a fascinatingly haunting tale that dealt with both female sexuality and vampirism in a way that no writer did during that time, published before Bram Stoker penned Dracula by a good thirty years.

Cassie gave me a sexy, sideward smile. “I’ve already read Carmilla,” she said.

“You have?” I was a little surprised.

Cassie nodded. “I’ve read it twice. Actually, it’s one of my favorite books.” She paused. “And one of the first to use female homosexuality as part of the plot, right? I think some consider Carmilla to be one of the earliest works of lesbian pulp fiction.”

“That’s right,” I said, then cleared my throat. “So. I assume you already have a thesis for the paper.”

Cassie placed her binder on the table and opened up to a page scribbled with her writing. “Yes. I’d like to explore the importance of seduction in sexuality. Female seduction, to be more specific. In the novella, we witness Carmilla using techniques of seduction to gain Laura’s trust, flattering her, and even going as far as to suggest she’d like to have a sister like her.” A brief, mischievous smile. “But the whole time, Carmilla’s goal is purely to use Laura sexually.”

I shifted in my chair, tickled slightly by how intelligent Cassie sounded. “Why do you say Carmilla is your favorite book? It’s an interesting choice.”

“Because it’s about the power a woman has at the end of the day.” Cassie’s smile grew. “But also, Professor...I think I have a fixation.”

A fixation on what?

I never got the answer to that question, because then she slid her chair very slowly towards me, and before I could let in another breath, her hand was right on my thigh. “I feel like I can relate to Carmilla a lot.”

My breathing stopped. A part of me was impressed by how bold she was. Another part was raising alarm bells.

“Cassie...” I found myself saying. “I don’t know what you’re playing at, but this is inappropriate.”

Her hand remained on my thigh. “Professor Mallory...” Her fingers drew lines on my trousers. “Do you know who my father is?”

Yanis Galanis. Of course I did. I’d even met him a handful of times at various events, but we only spoke enough for me to have gotten a gotten a vague impression of him. He was as pleasant as any other wealthy, popular businessman—which is to say he was arrogant and demanding. 

“I know who your father is,” I said numbly.

Cassie licked her full, peach-colored lips. “Then you know that Daddy’s a very important man. He doesn’t fool around.”

I looked around again, worried that people could see her touching me through the transparent walls of our meeting room. There was no one sitting at the desks nearby, and I spotted a lone figure out at the far end of one of the bookshelves. Still, our relative privacy didn’t make me feel any better. I looked at her again, and she was still smiling at me with those pretty green eyes, and I felt my heart sinking.

“I’d like to go somewhere else, Professor,” Cassie said, rising up and collecting her books and binder. “Will you come with me?”

Still so polite. Charming. I knew I should’ve gotten out. I should’ve just packed my things and left the room right then. But my body was rooted to the ground and it was buzzing with a nervous electricity I hadn’t felt in a long, long time.

My hand reached for my laptop. I shut it close and began to pack my bag. “I’m finished here, so I’ll be leaving.” It took every ounce of strength in me to walk to the door and pull it open.

But just as I was about to step out, I felt a soft hand curl around my wrist. The hand tightened, and I turned to see Cassie holding on to me, her eyes fluttering playfully. “I thought you’d be good to me, Professor.” Her voice was almost a whisper.

Expletives rang through my head. Twenty years. Twenty years I’d taught at the university, and I’d been the perfect professor. I didn’t have even a smidge of black to my name. But now, with one simple touch from my bombshell of a student—who was truly a walking wet dream, to be fair—all of that was about to be thrown out the window.

“Cassie, I can’t do this.” I wobbled my head from side to side. “It’s completely against our code of ethics. You know it could get me into trouble.”

But even as the words came out of my mouth, my face was telling her a different story. My heart sank. Cassie had a pull over me that I couldn’t seem to shake.

“You won’t get in any trouble, Professor.” She placed her palm flat on my back and pushed me out of the door. “No one has to know.”

She took me through to the corridor where the library restrooms were located, and we walked into the ladies’ room. It was empty—thank goodness. But I was taken aback by how dirty it was—there was soap scum all over the sinks, the hand dryers were covered with streaks of dirt or makeup, and the floor was littered with toilet paper and…was that a used tampon I saw that had rolled out from under one of the stall doors? It wasn’t exactly an inviting place to be, let alone a place to do anything sexual.

Cassie guided me into the last stall and locked the door. This time I noticed her legs, which were nice and long. She placed her bag on top of the cistern, perched herself on top of the closed toilet seat and turned to me.

“Take my panties off, Professor.”

The words passed through me like a ray of lightning. I froze for a second, but Cassie took my hands and placed them on her thighs, and she slid them upward, towards her hips. She was impatient.

I should’ve stopped at least then. I should’ve come to my senses and just left and gone back to my office. But that look on her face had me hypnotized. A flutter of excitement traveled down my spine. I’d never done this before. I’d never done anything remotely close to this.

What would it take for you to just live a little, Bob, you old fart?

One small step into a world of risk and pleasure. Could it hurt?

Not if we keep it between us.

I reached over and slid the hem of Cassie’s dress up. I was trembling—the last time I’d done anything with a woman had been more than two years ago. But before I knew it, my fingers seemed to move on their own. They hooked around the elastic of her silky red panties and I pulled them down her legs. Cassie kicked them off her feet and slid further back on the toilet, her dress kept hiked up around her thighs.

There was a sudden silence that floated into the space between us. My cock leapt inside my trousers in anticipation of seeing her young, fertile cunt. I started to drop to my knees, but then, seeing the brown stains from muddy shoes and heels on the floor (at least, I hoped it was mud), I squatted in front of her instead, my calves straining.

“No.” Cassie’s voice was curt. Bossy, even. “Get down on the floor.”

I found my body shifting, limbs moving like I was nothing but a doll being positioned by her owner. My knees landed on the dirty tiles, my feet slid out behind me, and I could feel the wet filth of the bathroom floor seeping through the woolen weave of my pants.

In less than a minute, my sexy student had stripped me from my status as a respected professor and turned me into a disgraced man kneeling before her inside a filthy toilet stall. Shame rose inside me when the thought had my erection pressing painfully against the seam of my pants.


CHAPTER 3

I looked up at my student, my gaze on the same level as her pretty face. When Cassie stared right back at me, I had this uncanny feeling she was looking straight into my soul. Like she knew all my secrets and she knew who I was…not Robert Mallory but the side of myself I hid from everyone in the name of decency and propriety.

She motioned me closer toward the sumptuous space between her legs. When I did, she pointed to her panties, now shrunken and dangling on the lid of the toilet. I reached over, hooked its waistband with the tip of my index finger, and reluctantly dropped the scrap of fabric into her waiting hand.

Cassie smiled approvingly. “Close your eyes.” And then her panties were pulled tight around my eyes, her sweet scent surrounding me.

The fact she wasn’t letting me see her cunt during what might have been the only time I would let myself do something like this made me furious.

But I bit my tongue and said nothing.

In the darkness, I felt Cassie tug at my hair, and suddenly I smelled more than her panties. I smelled her, that warm scent of fresh cunt and lust, and I was trembling like a teenager about to lose his virginity. My tongue itched to be pressed up against her folds. All my uncertainty disappeared as I followed that instinct, and then it felt like my soul took over, giving her what she desperately needed from me. As her breathing became heavier, so did mine, and I wanted to savor every last drop of her wetness. After a while, I didn’t even feel my erection anymore. I didn’t even remember who I was.

When Cassie came, the room faded around me, and that same buzzing spread through my whole body. I didn’t hear her moan or scream or shout…I only felt her pussy throb against my mouth and her thighs shake around me. Then my heart started to pound. The fact that I’d actually brought a student of mine to orgasm shocked me.

What had I done?

Cassie removed her panties from around my head and the bathroom materialized around me again. I blinked and squinted at the fluorescent lights overhead, my vision adjusting to the brightness. Her face was pink and her lips were parted, and I could still see her chest heaving up and down with each breath. She looked beautiful.

I stood up awkwardly and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

“Cassie, this was highly risky,” I said, putting on my stern professor voice. “I think it would be best if we forgot this ever happened. If someone had seen us, and the university found out, they could have fired me on the spot. Please understand, you’re a beautiful girl, but this—”

“It’s fine, Professor Mallory.” She was smiling again. “No one will find out.”

I adjusted my pants, and winced when I saw the brown stain on my knees. The comeback to reality had me twisting in shame about what I’d just done, and all I wanted to do now was just get out of the library. I didn’t want to see her again.

“I...I have another class starting soon, so I really have to go,” I lied. I looked at her again. “And you should, too.”

Cassie slid her bag over her shoulder and picked up her panties from the floor. She tossed them at me, her lips curling into a soft, teasing smile. “I’ll see you in class, Professor.” She unlocked the stall door and then stopped abruptly. “One more thing. I need you to tutor me once a week. Starting this week. I could use some help with my grades.”

I froze. “Tutor you? Cassie, you’re smart. I don’t think—”

“Friday night. At my place. Six o’clock.”

Cassie didn’t wait for me to answer. She simply walked out and disappeared through the bathroom door, leaving it swinging back and forth. My chest pounded as I took her panties in my hand and brought them up to my nose. Her scent filled my head, and I closed my eyes and breathed in deeply. It had been generous of her to give me this parting gift, but that was exactly what it was going to be. A parting gift. There was going to be nothing more between me and Cassie, and I was going to make sure of that.

I opened up my laptop satchel and slid the red silk inside. As I walked out of the ladies’ room, I tried to compose myself, praying that nobody saw me. I left the library and hurried back to my office, where I spent the next hour doing everything I could to get rid of the stains on my pants before I had to teach again.


CHAPTER 4

I was in one of the coffee shops at the university’s student center later on in the day when Pasha Asner sat down next to me, holding a steaming cup of tea. She’d been teaching Russian Literature at the university for the past five years and was one of the only colleagues I was on genuinely friendly terms with.

“Slow day?” she asked.

I smiled. “Yes. I thought I’d sit here and work on some notes.” I took a sip from my latte.

Pasha nodded and took a long, drawn-out sip of her tea. When she glanced up at me again, she was frowning. “Robert, I saw you in the library today. With that student.”

“Oh? Who?” I said as if I was clueless.

Pasha didn’t say her name. She just ran a hand through her loose silver-gray hair and gave me a concerned look. She was in her mid-50s, so a couple of years older than I was, but I knew her gray hair was down to a professional dye job than anything to do with aging. I knew this because we’d have a very brief relationship—and fucked a few times—when she’d first joined. She still insisted on calling me Robert, though, because she hated the name Bob.

“What—what did you see?” I asked lamely. My feet were instinctively moving towards my laptop bag on the floor, where one of the compartments held my guilty secret.

Pasha arched a silver-tinted eyebrow. “Some kind of assignment discussion, right? And let me guess. There was flirting?”

I whooshed out a sigh of relief. At least she hadn’t witnessed us going into the ladies’ room together.

“Maybe a little flirting.” I shrugged. “You know how students can be sometimes. But nothing that could be taken out of context.”

Pasha’s intense gaze stuck to my face like glue. “That girl is trouble.” She leaned forward and dropped her voice to a whisper. “Do you even know her history? She was previously enrolled at another university, but left soon after a sexual harassment case.”

I stared at her. “What?”

Pasha nodded. “She got together with a faculty member and then filed a case against him for stalking and harassment. The university settled out of court to avoid any public scandal, so there was never any official report. The faculty member in question was fired, though. Or…that’s what I heard.”

I leaned back in my chair, suddenly feeling ill. “Pasha, how do you even know all this?”

“I’m Russian,” she said dryly. “You won’t believe the things we can find out.” Pasha took another sip of tea, and her gaze traveled over to the entrance of the coffee shop. She stared at a group of female students and shook her head. “I heard her father is well-known. Yanis Galanis?”

I nodded.

“So she’s got Rich Daddy wrapped around her little finger,” Pasha said, frowning. “Of course, I’ll admit I don’t know the full story. No one does. But it doesn’t take a genius to figure out she’s far more dangerous than she looks. You’d do well to stay away.” Lines appeared around her mouth as she sighed and looked at me kindly, and our shared history flickered between us like a slow-burning flame.

“Pasha...” I started to say, but she was already getting up from the table.

She stopped and touched my arm gently. “Just know I care about you, Robert. If you need anything, I’m here.”

I stared at the posters hung on the wall before me, feeling overwhelmed by everything she’d just said. My mind was still glued to the way Cassie’s dress had clung to her hips and the way she’d looked at me when I’d knelt down on the filth of the ladies’ room floor and pleasured her. Even through all the questions burning in me, one stood out the most: What had I done to attract the attention of a student like Cassie? What the hell did she want from me?

Over the next two days, I focused all my time on doing what I was good at: teaching. With a teaching job there’s always things you have to catch up on, and that kept me busy. I graded papers, met with students, and even took a trip to the bookstore to check out new titles for my courses. I avoided Cassie whenever I saw her, though she sat in the front row wearing sexy little outfits that made me sweat if I lingered on them too long. When my classes ended, I expected her to come up and talk to me, but all she did was gather up her things and leave the room. Each time that happened I’d mentally sigh with relief. Hopefully she’d gotten the hint that whatever had happened was a mistake and that it was over between us.

On Friday afternoon, as soon as office hours were over, I packed up my things and prepared to leave. I had my head spinning with ideas for a potentially interesting lecture topic, and I wanted to pick my brain a little at home and over the weekend.

Just before I shut down my desktop, I hit refresh on my email inbox. There was a new email, and when I clicked on it, my heart stopped. It was from Yanis Galanis. Cassie’s father.

I speed-read the email. Mr. Galanis was thanking me for taking up a tutoring position for his daughter, citing a pay of no less than $200 an hour that would be deposited weekly to my bank account if I’d be so kind as to send him the details. A paid Uber would be sent to me right after Friday work hours so I could leave straight from the university. The email ended with a confirmation of their home address and a reminder that Cassie would need me to tutor her every week on Friday evenings.

Dread settled over me like a rain-drenched cloud. University policy stated that faculty members could not accept monetary payments for any kind of one-to-one teaching or mentoring roles, and even if Cassie’s father was one of the school’s most generous donors, I knew I shouldn’t be tutoring her.

I stared at the screen again, and that was when I caught the small statement at the end of the email that I’d missed the first time around: “I’m sure you know, Professor Mallory, about the importance of confidentiality. It would be best for everyone involved if we kept the details of this arrangement between the three of us.”

I sat back down on my chair and rested my head in my hands. My brain felt like a balloon being blown up and popped repeatedly. I knew what the right thing to do was. Mr. Galanis could’ve been a multi-billionaire and he wouldn’t have been able to do a single thing about me rejecting his offer. He’d left a digital footprint by contacting me on my professional email which I could easily show the department if I was questioned about anything. I considered calling up Pasha and showing her the email to get her advice. She’d tell me exactly what I needed to do, maybe even screenshot the email as evidence just in case one day this all came to bite me on the backside.

But after several minutes of mulling over it all, I knew I was no longer the person I was. I’d had a taste of Cassie and now I needed more. I clicked on ‘reply’ and started typing with shaky fingers. I told Yanis Galanis that I would tutor his daughter, and I even thanked him for the offer and the promise of confidentiality.

No one needed to know about this. Besides, turning down pay like that seemed like a crime.

Maybe Cassie really did need tutoring, and her father wanted to pay me handsomely for it.

But who was I fooling?

Was I crazy for risking my career and reputation—my whole life—for a pretty girl and a load of cash?

I had no answers. I was just thinking—and dreaming—with my dick.


CHAPTER 5

My phone rang. It was a guy called Barry, and he said he was right outside the building waiting to pick me up. I rushed into the bathroom and examined the creases around my eyes and sucked my stomach in a little. I licked the pad of my thumb and slicked it over the peppered gray of my brows so they wouldn’t look so wiry. I’d never thought of myself as a horndog, but now I wished I’d taken better care of myself. Fit or not, though, now I was playing with the biggest trophy a man like me could win. What a stroke of luck. I wanted to be with her. I wanted to see that cunt of hers she so cruelly hid away from me the first time I pleased her. I wanted to shove my dirty paws inside her tempting little cookie jar and do even filthier things, even if it meant taking a giant leap that could have me falling into hell if I wasn’t careful.

When I climbed into the car, Barry greeted me politely and told me we’d be there in about twenty minutes. I nodded and sat back on the soft leather and tried to relax. I wondered if I would be meeting Mr. Galanis today. That would put a spike in my plan—whatever this plan was—and I wasn’t sure I was ready to meet the wealthy father of the girl I was secretly hoping to fuck.

But to my surprise, it was just Cassie who answered the door when I rang the doorbell. She was wearing a short skirt and a silky blouse that hugged her upper curves beautifully. Her face lit up with a gorgeous smile as she asked me to step in.

“We have a no-shoes policy,” she said, pointing at a closet right by the door.

“Oh. Of course,” I muttered.

I slid off my shoes and placed them in the closet next to a dozen other pairs. But as soon as I went to close the closet door, Cassie piped up again.

“You’ll have to put your bag in there too,” she said, an apologetic tone entering into her voice. “Daddy’s very strict about security, especially for first-time visitors. Do you have anything in your pockets? Your phone and wallet? Could you put those away in there too, please? Daddy doesn’t want anyone recording or photographing anything in the house.”

I didn’t question her, but that didn’t mean it didn’t feel awkward. I could only imagine what a man like Yanis Galanis did for a living, and I had no doubt he’d take the proper precautions to safeguard his family’s privacy.

I hesitated putting away my wallet, but Cassie’s stare was strong, and I finally gave in.

Once the closet door was closed, Cassie escorted me upstairs to what she called her ‘study room’. It was a room that was much smaller than I’d imagined, with a small table and two chairs and a low chaise lounge. I spotted a copy of Carmilla on the table beside an open laptop, with several bookmark ends sprouting out of one end.

“How’s the assignment going?” I asked.

“Fine. I’m nearly done,” Cassie said.

“Done?”

Cassie nodded. “Do you want to have a look?”

“Sure. Of course.”

Cassie handed me her laptop, and I scrolled through the assignment she had typed up. It was easily more than 5,000 words, and even had an elaborate bibliography. I was more than impressed—it was thoughtful work with a convincing thesis that had clearly been thought out. Finally, I looked up at Cassie, who was smiling at me.

“Cassie, this isn’t really about tutoring, is it?” I found myself saying. “This is excellent work. You clearly don’t need my help.”

“Of course it’s about tutoring,” Cassie said. She strode over to the chaise lounge and sat down, her legs crossed. “I never said I’m the one getting tutored, did I?”

A cold sweat broke out on my back as the words soaked in. “What?”

Cassie leaned forward, her full breasts pushing against her blouse, making two lovely curve lines that tempted my eyes. “I think you can figure out what I mean, Professor Mallory. But let me say this. I really like you. I like how you’re so passionate about books and teaching. I like smart people, and you’re really smart. But every class I see you, I feel like you’re hiding something. There’s a side of you you’re not showing anyone. So, I’d like to help you, Professor Mallory. Help you be the best version of yourself, if you’ll let me.”

Cassie uncrossed her legs and spread them apart, and a gush of warmth washed through me when I saw the thin slip of fabric encasing her cunt. It took me several moments to register what she was even saying. But she was right, of course. She was bang on. I wasn’t the man everyone thought I was. I wasn’t the good, respectable professor I’d kept up with for most of my life. Cassie saw that. And she was going to peel away the mask I’d built for myself, layer by layer.

“But how?” I whispered.

“It takes a special kind of girl to recognize a man like you,” Cassie said softly. She motioned to me with a finger, and my legs moved on their own. I walked over to her, and when she pointed to the carpeted floor between her feet, I dropped down to my knees. She ran her fingers through my hair, and it felt like heaven. “I like to call it a sixth sense.”

You are special. You have it all.

This wasn’t what I’d imagined at all, coming here. I thought Cassie would be offering herself to me, and maybe we’d fuck like a pair of animals in heat and that would be it. But Cassie was expecting me to offer myself to her. Maybe to someone else the difference was just semantics, but to me, it completely morphed our dynamic. It was a role reversal—a power swap—that left my mind and heart racing.

“What do you say, Professor?” Cassie asked, her hand still stroking my hair. “ Do you agree to let me teach you?”

I looked up at her and suddenly Pasha’s words rang through my head. The girl is trouble...stalking...harassment...public scandal. They weren’t words you wanted to hear before accepting one of the strangest proposals I’d ever received.

I really like you. Note the emphasis. Not just like, she really likes me. When was the last time someone had ever said that to me?

I placed my hands on her lap, one palm flat on each thigh. She didn’t stop me. The truth was that I was starving for touch. The past few years had been the loneliest I’d ever been...and I’d never met a woman like Cassie who seemed to understand who I really was...

“What about your father?” I asked hoarsely. “Would he—”

Cassie touched a finger to my lips, silencing me. “Daddy won’t have a clue. No one has to know about what we do, Professor. It’ll only be between us. A secret.” Her lips stretched into a smile.

I slid my hands upward, inch by inch. I wanted to rip that thin fabric away from her body and bury my face in her cunt, but I reminded myself that she was the teacher now, and I had to do what she told me.

“In that case…” I said slowly. “ I accept.”


CHAPTER 6

Cassie and I sat in silence for a few moments, her fingernails stroking my hair like she was petting a cat. Her eyes never left mine and I found myself unable to look away from her. I still hadn’t processed what I’d done. Not fully. I didn’t want to think about the consequences, either. Not right then. Not with my hands on her thighs and her fingers all over me.

Cassie slipped a finger under my chin and lifted my face upwards. She leaned over and pressed her lips to mine. The kiss was soft, and gentle, and I found myself kissing her back. But she broke it off a tad abruptly and said, “There’s a closet through there. Pick an outfit and dress yourself up for me. I’ll be right here.”

My first instructions. Obediently, I rose to my feet and found the door to a closet at the corner of the room. I stepped in, and when I switched on the light, I was stunned to see what was inside. Cassie’s closet was larger than her study room, with rows of clothes hung up and shoes and handbags stacked on shelves. There was everything from dresses to skirts to pants to lingerie, and the choices left me nervous. For most of my life, all I’d ever worn were suits and slacks. I didn’t have a clue how to dress up in anything else.

“Cassie?” I called out quietly, feeling dumber than a post.

“Yes, Professor?”

“I’m sorry, but I’m not sure what to wear,” I said, swallowing a lump in my throat.

“Well, first off...” she said, making no attempt to enter the closet with me. “I’m not happy with you calling me Cassie anymore. I want you to call me something more fitting. Like...Goddess. Or Queen.”

Queen. I liked that. “Yes, Queen Cassie,” I said. “I’m so sorry for disrespecting you earlier. I didn’t mean to.”

“That’s okay. You’ll learn quickly enough. Now, there are two outfits on the right-hand side of the closet. Do you see them?”

I scanned the right side of the closet and spotted two sets of garments hanging from a wire rack, both wrapped in a layer of protective plastic. “I see them, Queen Cassie.”

“Good. Choose one you like. You’ve got everything you need in each set.”

I shuffled through both of the plastic casings, squinting to see the clothing inside them. Then I took them out and pulled up the plastic. The first set contained a short tartan pleated skirt and a white button-up shirt. It reminded me of a schoolgirl outfit. The other set was a short black dress and a frilly white apron stitched onto the front—a uniform fit for a maid or waitress. Clipped onto each hanger were also matching lingerie sets.

My eyes were drawn to the schoolgirl outfit for some reason. It just seemed fitting, considering I was about to be schooled. A nervous twinge muscled into my chest as I stripped off my gray slacks and blazer. I hung them up on the rack before sliding off my briefs and shirt. I was now naked. The air conditioning pressed against bare skin, making the hairs on my arms prick up.

What are the chances? I thought as I started dressing myself up. I’d always had these taboo fantasies—about being submissive to a woman and made to do things that were emasculating and humiliating—but I’d never acted on them. Those thoughts had been kept locked away, gathering dust in the dark recesses of my mind.

What were the chances I’d met someone who understood who I really was? And one of my own students, of all people?

The black cotton panties were small and tight, but they fit snugly around my balls and the base of my cock. I picked up the bra next and slipped my arms through the straps. It was a little unsettling to feel that the cups were so obviously padded, and I found myself pushing up my chest to fill them out. I was blushing like a teenage girl as I slipped on the rest of the outfit—black thigh-high stockings, the blouse, and finally the skirt, which was impossibly short and barely covered my pantied crotch.

“Are you done yet, Professor?” Cassie asked, her voice floating into the closet.

“Almost, Queen Cassie,” I said. “Just putting on my shoes.”

There were two pairs of shoes sitting on a shelf right below the wire rack and I reached for the plain black heels that were only an inch or two off the ground. They fit perfectly, and as I clicked out of the closet in them, a wave of humiliation rushed through me.

“Come closer, Professor. Let me see you.”

I felt myself crumble under her intense stare. Who did I think I was? I was a 48-year-old guy dressed up in a silly schoolgirl for the amusement of my 19-year-old student. What the fuck was I doing? Had I lost it?

“Turn around for me,” Cassie ordered.

Reluctantly, I obeyed and turned around. The hem of my skirt swished up, revealing the black panties clinging tightly to my ass. My heart thumped wildly, making me feel a little lightheaded. After several excruciatingly long seconds of being observed like that, I couldn’t bear it any longer. I moved to pull down the skirt to cover myself, but Cassie’s hand leapt out and tightened around my wrist.

“Pull down your panties,” she said quietly.

Shivers shot down my spine. “I’m sorry, Queen Cassie. I can’t—”

She whipped me around and yanked down on the cotton herself, so hard her nails scraped against my thighs. I gasped as she took hold of my penis.

“I thought you agreed, Professor. To let me help you be the best version of yourself?” Her tone wasn’t harsh, but it was firm enough to make my heart skip a few beats. “Or are you backing out now? Maybe I was wrong about you. You’re always preaching about courage and integrity in class. About being willing to put yourself outside of your comfort zone. Because real learning and growth requires discomfort. Where did all of that go?”

She’s good, I observed quietly. Oh, so good. “No, Queen Cassie.” I was panting. “I’m not backing out. Please, I’ll do whatever you want.”

“I’m glad to hear that, Professor.”

Cassie let go of my penis, leaving my cock hanging down between my legs. She reached for something on the cushioned seat next to her. When I recognized what it was, my stomach did a backflip. It was a cock cage made of shiny metal. Cassie snapped it open and slid it over my cock, then closed the lock with a click.

A hot flush crawled up my neck when I looked down to see what she’d done to me. 

“Oh god,” I whispered.

Cassie smiled, running her fingers over the metal. “This is a punishment for not following my instructions. You’ll need to earn your freedom now.”

My erection was still half-formed, and the sudden restriction on my cock felt strange. It was uncomfortable, but not painful, and I knew it wasn’t going to budge much with the cage on.

“Queen Cassie, I—”

She touched a finger to my lips. Why was I protesting so much? Was it because I was coming to realize that living out my secret fantasies was actually so much scarier than I thought? That even though I’d been preaching about authenticity and courage to hundreds of students, I didn’t have the strength to do any of it myself?

“We’re running out of time, Professor,” she said, pointing to a clock on the wall. It was 6:15 pm. “Daddy will be home soon and now that you look the part, we better make the most of it.”

She took my hand and led me out of the study room and down the hallway to another room. It was a bedroom. Her bedroom, judging by the pink sheets and pink pillows and the array of stuffed animals on her bed.

“I want to start things slow,” Cassie said. “Since it’s our first lesson and all. I don’t want to scare you away.”

I smiled at her, the tension in my neck easing up a little. I don’t know how she did it, but Cassie’s confidence and poise made me feel like I wasn’t just a joke in this outfit. That I was really going to be able to explore my secret side, with her help. Feelings I’d never felt for any other woman surfaced like bubbles in my chest, and my heart seemed to flip-flop with excitement. Cassie, my sexy student, wanted to be my guide and my teacher. My savior. She’d help me understand myself better than I ever could on my own.

I followed Cassie into her bathroom, which was large and tastefully decorated with a marble counter and pink accents with a standing shower. There was also a separate tub that sat in front of a bay window with a view of the lush greenery outside. We stood in front of the window and Cassie instructed me to help her remove her clothes.

My hands shook as I unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her bra. Her breasts were high and round, and I couldn’t help but stare at them as I pulled her skirt down her legs. I could feel my cock stirring inside the metal cage, and it already felt like torture.

When she was naked, Cassie asked me to run a bath for her. My heels knocked on the floor as I stepped over to the tub and turned on the faucets, painfully aware of the great view Cassie had of my ass again. The water rushed out of the taps and I tried not to think about how uncomfortable I felt in the cage.

“I want you to bathe me today,” Cassie said, handing me a fluffy pink loofah before stepping into the tub. “A nice and simple task, don’t you think? Let’s see how you do.”

“I’ll do my best, Queen Cassie.”

“Good girl.”

She lowered herself into the water and splashed some of it over her shoulders. I knelt beside the tub and lathered the loofah with shower gel until it was covered in thick, soapy foam. Cassie leaned back against the tub, her eyes closed serenely. I could see her nipples poking up above the water, and a sudden desire to suck on them made me shiver. But I knew I had to focus. I took the loofah and ran it gently over her neck and shoulders, then down her arms. I dipped it in the water and then moved to her chest, running the soap-coated sponge over the curves of her breasts. I couldn’t believe she was offering her beautiful nubile body to me like this. When I dunked the loofah underneath the water to swim between her legs, Cassie’s eyes popped open. “No. Not with the loofah. It’s unhygienic. Use your hands to wash my pussy, please.”

Her words sent a rush of heat to my groin. I dropped the loofah, soaped up my hands, and then placed my one palm flat on her mound, washing her pussy with my bare fingers. The water was warm, and she was so wet—maybe it was just the water, but maybe it was her getting as aroused as she was making me. All I wanted to do was slide a finger between her swollen cunt folds and jab it inside her, but the sudden painful strain of my cock served as a reminder to put all my animalistic desires to one side. I had to listen to what Cassie said. I had to obey her, or she wouldn’t invite me back for another lesson.

And I did want to come back.

No one could convince me not to.

“That’s good, Professor,” Cassie murmured. She lifted herself up and leaned over the tub rim, facing the bay window. “Now please wash my backside too. I’ve been so busy I haven’t been able to wash it in a couple of days, so you’ll scrub it extra hard, won’t you?”

I stared at her wet ass and I was sure I was drooling. “Of course, Queen Cassie.”

I squirted more shower gel into my hands and lathered them up again. Then I ran them over her ass, my fingers gliding over the soft skin of her buttocks. I was mesmerized by how much fat she was holding in each cheek, making them jiggle noticeably with each movement I made.

I parted my lips and let out the quietest moan I could as I allowed my fingers to run in between her crack, and then, very slowly, slipped one soapy finger into her asshole. Cassie’s body tensed, but she didn’t tell me to stop. So I pumped it in and out a few times, and the way she clenched around my finger made me wish my cock wasn’t locked away in that cage. I scooted forward on my knees so I could dive deeper into her recesses. My balls ached and my erection felt like I was going to burst.

It was only when Cassie let out a stuttering moan that I realized she’d been pleasuring herself while I’d been busy washing her beautiful ass. She turned around abruptly, the red on her face giving away the orgasm she’d just had.

“We’re done here, Professor,” she said softly. “You can leave.”

Taking a clean towel from the rack, I helped Cassie out of the tub. The water dripping from her breasts and stomach made my mouth water. While I carefully patted her dry, I found the courage to ask her something that had been nagging at me since we had started our lesson.

“Queen Cassie, could I ask you something?”

She nodded.

“Is there a reason why you’re still calling me Professor? I certainly don’t feel like one when I’m with you.”

She wrapped the towel around herself and smirked. “I’ve been waiting for you to ask me. I have a special name for you, Professor, but you’ll have to wait until next week to find out what it is.”

My stomach flip-flopped. “I’m excited to find out. I won’t let you down, Queen Cassie.”

Cassie’s eyes filled with both pride and amusement. “I have a few things I want you to do before then. Shave off your armpits and all of your pubic hair. Front and back. And...what did you do with the panties I gave you at the library?”

My heart leapt into my throat. “I kept them. And I...well, I...”

She smiled. “Did you masturbate smelling them? Thinking of me?”

I blushed and nodded.

“Good. The next time you jerk off, I want you to wear my panties. Put your hands inside them and rub your cock nice and hard while you think about how sexy you feel while wearing Queen Cassie’s lingerie. And I want you to bring those panties along with you for the next lesson. Don’t wash them. I want to see all your pretty stains.” She motioned at me to scoot closer. She quickly unlocked my chastity cage and set it aside on the counter. “That wasn’t so hard, was it? Now let’s get you home. Barry’s going to be here any minute.”

I left Cassie’s bathroom, my mind reeling and my heart soaring at her instructions. I walked back to the study room, where I changed back into my boring gray slacks, shirt, and blazer.

Back on the ground floor, Cassie handed me back my belongings.

I exited the house looking every bit the professor I used to be, but inside, I knew I’d already become someone else. Someone who wasn’t a man anymore…but a plaything for a sexy, intelligent student who was determined to make me the best version of myself...even if it meant the person who called himself Robert Mallory was going to be destroyed in the process.


CHAPTER 7

I was on a high.

The whole of next week passed by in a blur, like I’d been drugged with a substance that was looping me through a permanent state of euphoria. I worked like a robot—teaching, meeting students, grading papers, reading, but inside I couldn’t stop thinking about Cassie. My brain kept replaying how she’d touched herself in the bathtub while I washed her ass…the way her breasts had felt in my hands…her skin slick with soapy water. Whenever she sat on the front bench of my class, it took everything I had in me to keep my teaching coherent.

Who would’ve thought a student would one day make me feel so alive?

But a different part of me couldn’t stop thinking about what Pasha said. About Cassie filing a case against a faculty member at a different college. Could it really have been out of malice? Did she—and her father—really set out to destroy this man’s life and career? As the questions came up, I quickly shoved them away. I didn’t want to think about things like that, not when I was feeling this good.

When Friday evening rolled around, I found myself practically skipping through the campus on the way to the parking lot. I waved to Pasha, who was in her car, and she waved back, looking at me curiously. I couldn’t stop grinning like a fool, and I wondered what she’d think of me if she found out my plans for tonight...

At Cassie’s house, I rang the doorbell, but this time no one answered. I tried the knob. Thankfully, the door opened. I stepped inside and slipped off my shoes and opened the closet door, taking the special ‘item’ I had for Cassie out from my bag. That’s when I saw the note—or rather, the envelope sealed with a heart sticker with my name on it.

“Professor, I have an outfit ready for you in the study room. Please wear it and meet me in my bedroom.

-Queen Cassie”

My belly was a bundle of butterflies as I made my way upstairs to the study room and closed the door behind me. The door to the closet was already opened, and my cock hardened when I saw the outfit Cassie had chosen for me.

A red lace bodysuit. It had so many cutouts it had more air weaved into it than fabric. Beside it sat a collection of items. A small makeup kit, along with a handout titled ‘Makeup Instructions’. A crystal choker. A pair of heels. A coppery red wig sitting on top of a mannequin head. I gulped. After my simple schoolgirl’s uniform from my first lesson, this was like going from 0 to 100 on the sluttiness scale.

I stripped off my clothes and folded them up neatly before setting them down on one of the shelves. My naked body didn’t embarrass me as much anymore, though there was still a lot I’d like to do with it. I smiled when I looked at myself in the mirror and saw how cleanly I’d shaved every last strand of my pubes and armpit hair like Cassie had instructed. I slid into the bodysuit. The lace was fairly snug, and it didn’t take long for my erection to start pushing out the skimpy little crotch area.

I did the rest of my makeover as quickly as possible. The only time I deviated from my instructions was to apply a little bit of the brown eyeshadow over my brows to mask the gray. The final look wasn’t perfect, but I didn’t want to keep my Queen waiting for much longer.

When I exited the study room and passed through the adjoining hallway, I felt like I’d transformed into someone else. It was hard not to feel nervous dressed like this. I was self-conscious about a lot of things—my paunchy stomach, my thick pale arms, whether I’d put on the makeup and wig right, the fact that my cock was most definitely visible—but I reminded myself I was here to learn. Not to be perfect.

Cassie’s bedroom door was open. I wanted to clear my throat to signal my presence, but decided against it, choosing instead to knock on the door demurely like a lady. Cassie, who was sitting at her vanity, turned around. A hot little thrill jolted through me as I saw her eyes travel down my body, lingering on my bulge and chest before settling on my made-up face.

Did she like what she saw?

“Professor, you look beautiful,” she said softly. “Come here. I have a surprise for you.”

I strutted over to her on my heels, my cheeks flushed. That was when I noticed her bedroom looked different. The curtains were drawn and there was a camera set up on a tripod before the bed, with a large softbox positioned next to it, lighting up the space with a warm glow. Cassie’s laptop was open on her pink bed, and I could see an image of her pillows and soft toys projected onto the screen.

“What do you think, Professor?”

“I...” I glanced at the camera then back at Cassie, whose smirk reached her eyes.

The truth was I didn’t have half the self-confidence I needed to do something like this. Trying to distract her, I showed her what I held inside my palm.

Cassie looked down, recognized what it was, and laughed.

“Throw that away, please,” she said, pointing to the bin under her vanity.

I was mortified. I thought she’d be happy, or at least tell me ‘good job’ and give me a pat on the head for doing my homework. Had I done something wrong? I dropped her old panties into the bin, which had been stained lovingly with my essence.

“Please get on the bed, Professor.”

I turned around, heart thudding. “Queen Cassie, I don’t know. I don’t feel...”

“Feel what?” She stepped towards me and ran a hand over the exposed skin of my stomach, and I quivered. “Pretty? Sexy? Slutty enough for a camera?”

I stared at her. She looked like she was wearing her dad’s clothes: an oversized T-shirt with faded jeans rolled up at the bottom. Plus she was barefoot. I couldn’t help but think it was her way of conditioning me to believe she was much more manly than I was. A form of manipulation, I realized…and it made me feel even more submissive and powerless in her presence.

“Yes, Queen Cassie. All of that,” I finally replied.

I knew I wasn’t ready for a goddamn photoshoot, looking like this, with all my goods on display. If I was fifty pounds lighter, maybe. And had a full-body spray tan, or whatever it was young women did these days. Maybe I’d be ready if I was a real woman, with big breasts and long hair and a real cunt...but I wasn’t. I was a man. A man wearing lingerie.

What in the world was I doing?

Cassie touched my chin and tilted my head up, her fingers grazing my choker for a split-second. I looked into her eyes and tried to swallow back the doubts I had. But they were hard to ignore.

“Professor, I chose you. You’re exactly how I want you to be,” Cassie whispered. “Don’t be nervous. I’m here to guide you.” Then her hand slipped inside the crotch of my bodysuit, and I felt cold metal snap around the back of my balls. I let out a shaky breath. The cock cage. Her gaze burned into me as she locked it up and placed the key on her dresser. Then I was being dragged to the bed, the lights from the camera shining on my face as Cassie sat me down on the mattress.

“Lie down, Professor. Put your head on the pillows.”

I obeyed, feeling my heart thundering inside my chest. My mouth was dry and the lights felt too hot on my face. I watched as Cassie clicked a few buttons on her laptop. The screen flashed on, and there I was. Nervous and insecure and in red lingerie. She’d put herself on the video as well, sitting next to me.

“You’re so beautiful, Professor,” she murmured.

Somehow, her words were making me even more nervous. How could I be beautiful? I watched as Cassie walked over to her drawer and opened it. When she came back to the bed, she was holding a silicone butt plug. It was a shaded purple, with the tip flared and rounded.

“Spread your legs,” she said. “Show Queen Cassie your pretty pussy.”

Her tone wasn’t as soft anymore, and I sensed a whiff of impatience. Almost like she was getting too turned on to care about easing me into this. I parted my knees and let them fall to either side, my heels sticking deep into the mattress. From the corner of my eyes, I saw the laptop screen, recording me in this slutty, sexual position, and suddenly everything felt tight and painfully throbby down there.

“You’ve done a good job shaving,” Cassie said. “Did you enjoy doing it for me?”

I tried to meet her eyes but failed. “Yes,” I whispered.

“Nice. Now lift up your hips.”

She eased the thong of my bodysuit to the side, stretching it under one of my ass cheeks. Her eyes never left my imprisoned cock and my pink, hairless asshole as she casually unbuttoned her jeans and pushed the plug inside her. She stimulated herself for a minute using drawn-out circular motions.

When she pulled the plug out, it was shiny with her wetness. She brought it closer to me.

“Deep breath,” she whispered.

I braced myself.


CHAPTER 8

“Isn’t my slut gorgeous? Look at her.”

I looked at the laptop screen. I was spread eagle with the laced crotch to one side, my cock locked and restrained, and a plug shoved up my asshole. I almost didn’t recognize myself.

“Professor...” Cassie’s voice was a whisper, but I wasn’t sure if it was because I was dazed or because she was really whispering. “I have a new name for you. Are you ready to hear it?”

I looked at her and nodded, still trying to adjust to the fullness inside me.

Cassie ran her fingers through my wig, tucking strands of hair behind my ear. She rubbed away something from the corner of my bottom lip. Probably lipstick I’d gotten smeared up. “I’m going to call you pussy. You like that?”

My lips quivered. From Professor to pussy. Cassie wanted to call me pussy. It was so emasculating—so humiliating—and yet it was perfect. I felt a sudden rush of excitement. “I love it, Queen Cassie.”

“I can see how much you do,” she said, smiling as she glanced at the cage beneath the lace. “Now, I want you to keep pressing onto the plug and simply enjoy the sensations of pressure and pleasure it gives you. I’ll be right back. You’ll be a good girl for me, won’t you...pussy?”

My blush felt like it was torching my face. Where was she going? What was she going to do? But I forced myself to nod. I wanted to be good for her. I needed to be. “Yes, Queen Cassie.”

With a satisfied smile, she left the bedroom. I was left alone on the bed with the camera recording me. I wondered how much time we had left in our lesson. An hour? Two? Surprisingly, the thought of leaving Cassie at the end of our session today was making me emotional.

I quickly wiped my eyes. I couldn’t afford to ruin my mascara. I looked back at the laptop screen, and my insides squeezed around the plug violating my passage. My cock strained against the metal bars, and I let out a quiet whimper. I moved my hips up and down, feeling the plug stir inside me, the movement shooting little zings of pleasure up my core. I tried to consciously clench and unclench my hole while I pressed the plug deeper inside me, and I let out a stuttering moan as I felt the rounded tip massaging me.

I glanced at the door. No sign of Cassie.

I wanted her to come back, but at the same time I knew I had to be patient. I was guessing this was another lesson—learning how to wait for her.

I pumped the plug into me harder. I felt my cock squeeze out a tiny bit of liquid and I let out a moan. I was so dangerously aroused now. I wanted to do more. I was prepared to do anything that Cassie told me to. I furtively glanced up at the camera, wondering if I was really being recorded. Cassie didn’t say she’d started recording us, did she? Surely she’d tell me if she was.

In my rising excitement, my defenses were disappearing into thin air. The walls I’d laid down brick by brick over the years breaking down in a matter of seconds. Leaving me free. Open. Hungry. I imagined I was someone else. A woman. A sexy, confident, vivacious woman. Sliding my hands over my laced breasts, I pinched each of my nipples hard, then slapped them until they swelled and started to hurt. My eyes flitted to the door again. All I could see was the empty hallway. The entire house seemed silent.

Where was she?

I was getting so worked up now, I was about to start making some very bad decisions...

I clenched hard, and the plug pushed itself out of my asshole, making a lewd squelching sound as it did. It left my hole gaping, my rectum sucking on air, begging for something to fill it up. But I needed something bigger, better, dirtier...

In a haze, my eyes circled the room. They fell on the hairbrush sitting innocently on Cassie’s nightstand. I pulled out the few fine strands of hair tangled in its bristles while I felt my hole winking.

I was so out of my mind with lust, I let myself forget about the camera. I was a horny lady who needed her pussy filled. I shifted my hips a little, enjoying the way the lace bodysuit subtly rubbed against my skin as I did, and then I wet the handle of Cassie’s brush with a glob of spit before running it deep between my ass cheeks. Then, in a daring move, I shoved the handle into me in one motion. The handle was leather and had ridges in it, and good god if it didn’t feel like a cock. I couldn’t believe I was using Cassie’s hairbrush as a dildo. I was a mess. Pleasure jolted through my body like a slithery snake. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as I started pumping it in and out...in and out...

“Disgusting whore.”

I froze. Cassie’s brush was still lodged up my ass and I was panting like a bitch when she burst into the room with a cardboard box in her hands. She was angry...no, furious...because she threw the box several feet away on the floor. The contents—anal plugs of every style, color, and size you could think of—scattered everywhere.

“Queen Cassie,” I whispered as she strode towards me.

Shame made me cross and squeeze my legs together, not wanting her to see my intimate parts and what I’d done with it. But I felt as weak as a kitten when she forced my thighs apart and yanked the brush out of me.

“Who the fuck said you could touch yourself like that without my permission? I gave you very specific instructions, didn’t I? I thought you’d be a good girl,” she said, looking straight into my eyes. Her expression was steely, and her pupils were dilated. “But you’re just a fucking filthy slut after all. Look at you, pussy.”

When she slapped me hard across my face I invited the pain. I wasn’t sure how much of her anger was real or feigned, but I welcomed the humiliation. And when she shoved the brush handle into my mouth and asked me to lick it clean, I did it like a good little girl, even though it had just been inside my slut-hole. When I was done she stomped out of the room, taking the brush with her.

I couldn’t help but think there’d been a change in her lesson plan.

When Cassie came back, I could feel her presence at the foot of the bed and I knew she was staring at me, even though I had my eyes clenched shut in fear. I wasn’t sure what would happen next. Was she going to punish me? Make me leave? Oh, please no.

“Be brave and open your eyes, pussy.”

I opened my eyes. What I saw made me go still with shock and awe. Cassie had always looked sexy, but this was...overwhelming. She was topless but still had her jeans on, and winding out between her legs was a dildo that looked perfectly color-matched to her complexion. She had her thumbs hooked around the sides of her strap-on harness while she stared down at me. She headed over to the camera, fiddled with some of the settings, then came back and climbed onto the bed.

What she said next made me throb in all the right places.

“If you wanted to be fucked so bad, all you had to do was ask for it.”

She was going to fuck me. She was going to fuck my slut-hole with her big dick. Did I really want this? Was I even ready? I parted my legs wider and pulled my knees up higher, feeling the lace bodysuit strain against my crotch. My insides clenched and a warm ache filled the hollow of my ass. I was a brainless mess. And Cassie knew it.

“Open your mouth for the camera, pussy.”

I opened my mouth so wide the corners of my lips were crinkled. Cassie slipped a finger into my mouth and pushed my tongue down until my mouth was nice and gaping, and then she slid the head of her silicone penis in. I gagged around it, my throat convulsing as tears moistened my eyes. She pulled the penis out, strings of saliva stretching between my mouth and its shaft. She wiped off the spit by smearing it over my nose and lips. Then she did it again, thrusting her dildo down my throat so hard my head was pressed up against the headboard. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t swallow. All I could do was gag and squirm, loving it. Loving it too much for my own good.

“I’ll teach you what happens to bad girls.”

Cassie’s thighs closed in on my head, her jeans brushing against my ears as she held me down. The cock went deeper this time, and I was choking, tears spilling.

“Please,” I gurgled.

Cassie let go.

I coughed, spittle flying everywhere. No time to recover. She was pressing the dildo’s tip to my mouth again. This time she told me to suck it like the slut I was. So I did. Her hips bucked like she was trying to prove a point. That her words were godly…that if I didn’t listen she wasn’t scared to hurt me. I didn’t resist her. I let her take whatever she wanted, even when my throat cramped up and the sourness of bile seeped into my mouth.

I’d never felt so desired. I wanted her to use me. I wanted her to make me hers. I didn’t know why I liked this so much. Was I that broken?

When she finally released me, I was drenched in my own spit and I was so turned on my caged cock was leaking profusely. I gasped as she pushed me over the side of the bed and told me to arch my back and show my cunt to the camera. Breathless, I spread my cheeks wide open, feeling cool air waft over my hole. I could see it winking on the laptop screen, and I blushed like a fool. Cassie touched me, running her fingers along the crease of my ass. I knew she was going to be rough with me so my body tensed. Expecting the pain. The terror. The humiliation.

“What a loose pussy,” she murmured. “That’s what you get for fucking yourself with my brush.”

I’m sorry, Queen Cassie. I couldn’t help myself. I could only mouth the words.

“You’re disgusting.”

Yes, Queen Cassie. I’m disgusting. I’m so sorry.

“You’re filthy. And dirty. And worthless. I wonder what your students would think if they all knew their professor was a needy slut begging to have her hole fucked?”

No one can know, Queen Cassie. Please.

She pulled her hand away, and then something big and hard was pressing against my rear-end. I groaned as it rammed itself past my sensitive opening, stretching my walls. Cassie held the cup of my right shoulder and told me to relax. I tried to breathe evenly. She pumped me gently at first, but the pressure hurt. The strap-on felt twice the size of her hairbrush handle, and I wasn’t sure if my body could handle it. I clutched onto the mattress with slippery fingers.

“Bounce your ass on my cock. Do it.”

She guided my hips with her hands. I pushed my ass back just as Cassie thrusted forward. Then I tried to jiggle my cheeks against her front. She started to thrust again. The feeling was surreal, as if my hole was being massaged by a vibrator.

“Bounce harder. You can do it.”

I was starting to enjoy it. The fullness. The way her cock was dragged back and forth through the rim of my asshole, sending off currents of pleasure. The sound of hips slapping against skin began to echo in my ears.

“What would your students think?” Cassie’s sexy whisper sent a chill down my spine. “If they found out about us? Hmm?”

The threat loomed over me like a dark shadow. Was it a real threat? It was hard to know…hard to figure out when it felt like my brain itself was being fucked by her. Maybe I should’ve listened to Pasha.

Suddenly, in the middle of it all, Cassie felt like a total stranger. What did I really know about her? Who was I really getting myself entangled with? Risking my career and life for?

Maybe I never should’ve accepted this arrangement...

Harder, Queen Cassie. Harder. Make me forget.

“I’m going to fuck you till you cum,” she growled, leaning over me and breathing hard in my ear. “And I’m going to catch every second of it on camera so I can look back and see what how I made you a pussy.”

Her words sent a jolt of fear straight to my heart.

Could I really climax like a woman? Just from getting my ass fucked?

What if I couldn’t?

Cassie’s laptop slid down the mattress, hovering dangerously on the edge. She began thrusting harder and faster. I was crying out as my fingers fluttered down my body and started to circle around the tip of my penis. It exerted uselessly against its restraints. That wasn’t going to work.

“Do it,” she hissed. “Do it, pussy. Or I’ll never see you again.”

Think like a woman. You are a woman. With a real pussy and pretty breasts. 

Cassie’s thumb was rubbing something in my crack, and then she was driving into me harder than before. I let out a cry, and just as her thrusting slowed down, an orgasm exploded inside me. My toes curled, and my body writhed under her. I heard a woman screaming…and then realized it was me.

It wasn’t just an orgasm.

It was like I was having multiple orgasms. Each one more powerful and intense than the previous one. I was sobbing when Cassie pulled out, took the camera off the tripod, and snapped several shots of my freshly used hole, which was twitching and raw and swollen and gaping. When she climbed back onto the bed, I felt her arms around me, her fingers stroking my hair and comforting me.

“I’m so proud of you,” she said, planting a soft kiss on my forehead.

She wrapped me in her soft warmth, and I buried my head into her shoulder, wondering how it was that she made me feel so safe. I sobbed harder, confused by what was happening to me. I’d heard some women cried as they orgasmed, but could men do it too? I’d definitely never done it before.

A part of me wished Cassie hadn’t seen me be so vulnerable, but the other part was glad she was here to comfort me. I let it all out, even though I didn’t really have a choice because the tears kept coming.

No one said a word. 

Then I felt Cassie’s hand running up and down my spine. Her lips grazed my earlobes as she whispered sweet nothings. I knew she was happy she’d reduced me to this…but was I happy? I thought about the footage and pictures she had of me and hoped I wouldn’t regret this.

When Cassie finally rested her head back against the pillows I fell into her breasts and shuddered and shuddered and shuddered, until I felt like there was nothing left inside me anymore.


CHAPTER 9

Four days later

Something had gone wrong.

Terribly wrong.

I stared at the printed words on the paper for the tenth time. My palms were sweaty, the note crumpled. My mind was reeling.

“You need to shut it down.”

I looked up and found Pasha’s eyes boring into mine. We were sitting in her car outside the university cafeteria. It was Tuesday morning, and the parking lot was packed with students coming in and out of the building. I didn’t want to face any of them.

“Robert.”

Pasha’s voice was firm. She snatched the note out of my trembling fingers. “Please, Robert. I know you, and this isn’t you. If this is telling the truth, you have to stop yourself before you put yourself under.”

“It’s not true,” I said, but my throat hurt. I’d lost my voice and I had no idea how I was going to teach that day. “None of it’s true. Someone’s trying to spread rumors.”

“We’ll figure out who it is,” Pasha said. “But for now, please. Promise me you won’t go to her again. For your sake. You know she’s not what she seems. She’s really good at manipulating people.”

“She’s not. She’s...” My mind went blank, and I didn’t even realize I’d given myself away. I shrank back into the car seat. I had no words. No defenses. Cassie. My Queen. Her gorgeous face flashed into my mind, and I remembered every word she’d ever spoken to me, every way she’d touched me, and all the terrible and beautiful ways she had made me feel.

She was...perfect.

Pasha sighed, and her hand held onto mine. “I don’t know what’s going on, but you know I’m here for you, right?”

I nodded weakly.

“So promise me you won’t go see her again. Okay, okay…I know you’re not going to, but hypothetically speaking. Promise me, please. If you nip it in the bud now, that note won’t mean anything.”

I stayed silent.

“Look. There’s at least one faculty member who has an awful rumor swimming around each year. This year, you get to be the lucky one. You’re just going to have to deal with the bullshit and ride it out, okay? Do you want me to talk to the dean?”

“No,” I whispered. “I’ll handle it.”

“Okay. Then promise me.”

I uttered the words she wanted me to hear.

“Okay.” Pasha looked relieved. “Now go. You have a class to teach. You need to be there on time. Just call me if you need anything.”

Back in my office, I rushed to get ready for my lecture. I grabbed my notes, books, and laptop, then dropped everything back on my desk and scrambled into my bathroom. I splashed cold water on my face. I was looking more haggard than I’d ever looked before. Did I really believe I could molt my way out of being Robert Mallory, the boring old college professor?

I took the note out of my pocket and read it one last time. “Professor Mallory fucked his student. And he let her film him in lingerie. Receipts coming soon!” Printed on a ripped sheet of A4 in Times New Roman font, 12 pt, the note had been taped to my office door when I’d come in that morning. I wasn’t sure when it had been put up, or how many people had seen it, but the prospect of facing an auditorium full of students who might have heard about this made my knees weak.

I tore the note up into tiny pieces and flushed it down the toilet.

The nagging thing I’d been trying to ignore boiled up inside my head. Only Cassie and I knew what we’d done together. And if I hadn’t told anyone, then that could only mean...

Either it was her or a friend of hers.

My insides coiled up into a ball of dread.

This was exactly what I’d been afraid of.

She had gotten what she wanted.

She was now out to ruin me.

***

With less than a minute left for my class to start, I entered the lecture hall and set up my presentation. The loud voices of my students faded out as my slides filled the screen and I cleared my throat. I put on my professional mask, faced them head-on, and started to teach.

“Good morning, folks. Today’s lecture centers around an intriguing theme you’ll often come across in Gothic narratives…power dynamics. The invisible forces that create a tug-of-war between two characters, often serving as a mirror that reflect our deepest—and almost always hidden—desires.” I paused, letting both my breath and voice recover before I powered on. “Let’s take, for instance...Mary Shelley’s masterpiece. Frankenstein. The power dynamics between the creator and the created. Think of how that impacted the monster’s own identity. And let’s consider how power dynamics manifest in Carmilla. How does Le Fanu craft a vampire seductress that’s able to hold so much power over Laura’s emotions? And to what extent does Laura allow herself to be seduced?”

I clicked through several slides, pointing out more examples. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Cassie sitting in the front row, her green eyes glued to me. I wasn’t sure how I kept going, but I somehow managed to get myself in the zone. I always did when I was teaching—the one place where I felt completely in control of myself and my thoughts.

As my students listened intently, my voice came out strong and my words rang clear. Even though my heart was still heavy from the morning’s events, I felt somewhat good—maybe even grateful for the distraction.

And then someone in the back giggled.

The giggle was loud, and it broke my concentration. I paused to look up. My heart sank when I saw a girl at the back winking at me. Her behavior started a domino effect, and soon several girls were turning to look at each other and grin. There was laughter, and a male student sitting next to Cassie said something and laughed out loud. Cassie shook her head, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Hey, Professor?” someone shouted from the back.

All eyes turned to him, including mine. He was one of the only other male students in my course, and his muscular body dwarfed the bench. He cupped two beefy hands around his mouth before he hollered out his next words. “Got any hot videos you’d like to show us?”

“Any in panties, Professor?” a girl in glasses scrambled to join in. “ I heard you like to wear lace ones...”

The class rang with laughter.

“Holy shit! I just thought of something!” someone else said, sounding shocked. “Do y’all think he’s wearing panties right now?”

“I don’t know but I think I want to find out!”

“Will you strip for us, Professor?”

My throat had closed up. My face was on fire.

Cassie’s expression darkened into a frown.

“Cut it out!” she yelled, banging one fist on the table. “He’s a human being too!”

“Cassie,” I whispered. She’d come to my rescue. I couldn’t help but feel a rush of affection for her, even though this had all been her doing.

It didn’t matter what I felt. I had to get back control of my class.

I slammed my textbook down on the desk and glared at the faces before me. The class fell silent.

“That’s enough,” I said. “Rumors are fun, but you’re now crossing a line and I won’t tolerate it. If you can’t treat me with respect, then please leave. Now.”

No one did. Cassie was glaring at the guy who’d spoken up earlier. Several students were whispering and I was sure they were all talking about me. I tried to calm my breathing, but it was difficult. My hands were shaking.

I needed to get out of here.

Even though every instinct was telling me to run, I stayed and tried my best to remain focused. But I’d lost my confidence and it was showing. My voice faltered. My words were jumbled. I kept messing up my slides, and I was reading out wrong parts of my lecture. I’d never been so humiliated and angry at myself.

Finally, when I dismissed the class, I felt like collapsing on the floor. I held onto the edge of the podium until everyone shuffled out of the room. And everyone did. Except for Cassie.

“Professor? Are you alright?”

She was at my side, and I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to feel anger, but all I felt was hurt and betrayal. I’d trusted this girl with my most intimate desires, and all she did was take advantage of me.

Cassie, how could you?

I’d lost my voice again. When she touched my arm, I flinched. I looked at her, pleading with my eyes. But all I saw was this startling coldness. Our times together pulsed through me all over again. Her fucking me...taking pictures of me...filming me...my ass out, my face and body raw after experiencing my first orgasm as a woman...after losing my anal virginity to her...

“I just want to know what happened,” she said softly.

“Please,” I finally managed to muster. “Please leave.”

A flash of surprise. What was she expecting? I half-expected her to hit me and put me in my place, but she didn’t. She withdrew her hand from my arm and then headed towards the hall exit, her skirt swishing from side to side. As soon as I was alone, I sank into my chair, covered my face with my hands, and let myself breathe.


CHAPTER 10

Pasha visited me the following afternoon to check up on me. I forced a smile when she sat on the edge of my desk and asked me how I was doing. I just said I was fine.

Pasha frowned, her thin silvery eyebrows crinkling. “Robert, are you sure you’re okay? You don’t look well. Maybe you should take the rest of the day off? Tell you what. I’ll email the head and tell him you’re sick. I know you don’t want to skip today’s classes, but you’re not yourself.”

I shook my head. “Nope. Not giving in. I have a class in ten minutes.”

She rested her hand on my shoulder. “Now that’s more like you.”

I forced another smile.

“Fine. Just text me if you need anything. Okay? I mean it.”

I looked up at her and out of nowhere, a wave of shame washed over me. It was clear Pasha cared about me, and I wondered what kind of terrible things she thought I’d done with Cassie. She probably thought I was disgusting. How could she not? I had my cock locked up and was dressing up in racy lingerie for a much younger woman.

I cleared my throat. “Pasha, I just want to tell it to you straight. In case you have the wrong impression of me. I don’t wear lingerie. No bras or panties, and definitely not lace. And I’m not into filming myself and I’d never let a student record me. Nothing of the sort. I’m not a part of that world, okay? I’m not that kind of man.”

Pasha grinned. “I think I already know what you’re like in bed.”

A blush crept up my cheeks. I didn’t know why I was lying to her when she deserved the truth. I was too much of a coward to reveal myself, especially when I had enough people judging me.

“You’re a good man, Robert. Don’t let anyone else tell you otherwise. And don’t you dare blame yourself for this.” Her voice quietened into a whisper as she leaned in. “You know...I was thinking. After all this blows over, we could get back together. I miss you.” Her lips brushed against my face, and then she kissed me on the cheek.

My muscles froze up, but I was genuinely surprised by the affection. I thought we’d been done and dusted. When my mouth parted but I didn’t say anything, she leaned in again and slowly did the same thing on my lips. The moment was strangely tender, and I didn’t pull away. It was the only time that day I hadn’t been thinking about Cassie.

“Yes. I’d like that,” I murmured.

Maybe that was exactly what I needed. To cut off ties with Cassie and go back to living a normal, boring, safe life. Back to normal, boring, vanilla fucking.

Pasha smiled, her eyes brightening. “Great. We should catch up later. How about Thursday? I’m cooking you dinner.” She gave me a squeeze on the arm.

I was about to respond when there was a knock on the door. Pasha quickly got off my desk and smoothed her blouse when the door swung open. Standing there, in a dark fitted dress better suited for clubbing than for college, was Cassie.

For a long tense second, there was nothing but silence.

The two women glared at each other, and I wondered if they were going to tear into each other like cats. It was the last thing I wanted. I found myself on my feet, the back of my legs knocking into my chair. It rolled noisily away from me.

“Professor,” Cassie said. Her green eyes were trained on Pasha. “I wanted to hand in my assignment?”

She placed her paper on my desk. There was something about her tone I didn’t like. It was as if she wanted to hint that Pasha was inferior. Inferior to her. It was the first time I found something I genuinely disliked about Cassie. But I strained it all in because I had to keep my professionalism. She was still my student, after all.

“Thank you,” I said, then bit my tongue as the words ‘Queen Cassie’ popped into my head.

Cassie nodded but didn’t leave. Her eyes were fixed on Pasha again. My colleague had her arms folded across her chest, her expression blank. The atmosphere felt thick and heavy, and it made me nervous.

Then Pasha did the mature thing and muttered ‘excuse me,’ then she left my office, closing the door gently behind her.

Cassie stepped back to twist the lock on the door.

“W-what are you doing?” I stammered, watching her lean back against the door.

“Relax, Professor.”

Her voice was still calm and steady, but her expression had changed. It was dark and mischievous, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

“I don’t know who did it, but it wasn’t me,” she said.

My pulse raced. She was lying, and we both knew it. I wanted to call her out, but the truth was I wasn’t sure I could trust myself around her. Especially if her temper flared up.

“I wasn’t lying when I told you I really like you,” she continued. “ And I’m not lying now. I’m not sure what’s wrong with you, but your behavior is kind of pissing me right now.”

Too late, Bob.

She slammed her handbag on my desk, making some of my pens roll to the floor.

“Remove your pants.”

“What? Cassie, please...”

“I said remove your pants.”

“We’re not in your bedroom, Cassie...”

“Now.”

I should have stood up for myself and told her to leave. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. I couldn’t tell her no. Not when my soul craved to know what she wanted to do to me now that I was at my lowest point. Not when she was wearing that sexy dress with her beautiful legs on show. Not when her need to humiliate me and take me like an animal was written all over her face.

As soon as my pants were on the floor, she ordered me to remove my boxers. She reached inside her handbag and took out a pair of panties, throwing it at my face. I wore it clumsily, tugging my cock and balls into the tight fabric, and then she grabbed me by my shirt collar and forced me to the floor. I looked up and saw she’d spread her legs wide open. Her dark pubic hair was on show and she was rubbing herself with one hand, the other fiddling inside her handbag once more. Oh, fuck. Was she that turned on by the thought of degrading me?

She took out a tube of lipstick and smeared my lips with the red tint. I felt myself start to change, to morph into the obedient slave girl she wanted me to be. When she finally produced her cock—a perfectly pink one with a rounded probe on one end—I was already breathing hard, my lungs flexing, my tongue salivating, ready for her.

Cassie seated herself on my chair and brought her arms up behind her head, relaxing them against the wall. She inserted the probe into herself and glared at me.

“You think I’m just some spoiled brat who got bored and decided to make a nasty rumor about my professor?” she said from her position of total dominance. “If that’s what you think, then you’ve got another thing coming, slut. You fucking pussy. Now get on the floor. Hands behind your back. Open your mouth.”

I did as she said. I knelt with my lipsticked mouth gaping. I had another class to teach in under five minutes. I was supposed to be reviewing my slides and doing a final check on my notes, but instead, I was going to be sucking the dick of a girl who seemed to take perverse pleasure in torturing her professor.

When I closed my lips around her shaft so tightly they felt airlocked, somewhere in me, Robert Mallory screamed.

Cassie moaned when I started to jerk my head back and forth. Her hips pushed deeper into me until I was close to gagging. She liked it when I gagged, so I took a shortcut and acted like I was gagging and choking. I wanted her to cum, but I didn’t want to be late to my class and have my students speculate about what I was doing behind closed doors.

Cassie’s eyes were wide open while she watched me serve her. Her thrusts soon became violent and uncoordinated. She was close. I realized with a sinking heart that I was hungry for her cock in other ways too. I needed it inside me. I needed it to fill me and fuck me until I was sore and leaking.

My panties tented and my balls pulsed. The back of my throat throbbed and hurt. I wished I could touch myself while I pleasured her, but I knew I had to keep my hands behind my back.

At last, she orgasmed. She pulled the contraption out of her and made me lick her creamy, salty wetness until she was clean. When I was done, I wiped my lips and looked at her pleadingly, but I didn’t even know what I wanted.

Cassie pulled down her dress and stretched, casting a lazy glance at my desktop screen, where I had my schedule pulled up. “Oops. Looks like you’re late for your lecture, Professor. I’d stop fucking around and get back to work if I were you.”

She left me there, on my knees, pained and frustrated. With red lipstick smeared all over my face. Precum dripping in my pretty panties. I made a split-second decision and dashed into my bathroom.

Five minutes. That’s all I need. I’m already late. Five more minutes won’t hurt, will it?

I sat myself down on the toilet and fisted my cock while letting the tip of it rub underneath the panty waistband. I thought of Cassie’s penis in my mouth, her nails in my hair, and her cum down my throat and started to stimulate myself. Jerking off exactly like she had trained me to do.

“Cum, goddammit!” I shouted. “Cum! Fuck you! Pussy! Whore! Bitch!”

The seconds ticked by and I grew more and more frustrated with myself. I couldn’t do this. My hand felt weak, and suddenly I just knew this would get exposed too, like all the other shameful things I’d done. Every student on campus—and Pasha and all the other faculty members—would know I’d tried masturbating in my bathroom wearing panties. That I sucked dick. That my fetish was being dominated by cruel, heartless women.

Inexplicably, it was that dark and humiliating thought that made my body finally jerk and spill onto soft pink cotton, rapidly soaking the front of it with my white milk.


CHAPTER 11

“Robert, what the hell is this?” Pasha’s lower lip quivered as she peered down at her phone screen.

I put down my knife and fork and stared at her. She looked upset. “Why? What’s wrong?”

“Are these real? Please tell me they aren’t.”

I pushed my chair back and got up from the dining table. Pasha’s apartment was lit with dim floor lamps, and it took a while for me to get to the end of the table. I reached for her phone, and Pasha let me take it from her. She was visibly shaking.

I pinched at the screen. It was a text message—or messages, rather—from a number I didn’t recognize. The message was linked to an online folder filled with pictures. The images were blurry at first, but then the thumbnails expanded to fill the screen. My insides constricted when I recognized myself in the red-headed woman posing for the photos. Wearing that lacy red bodysuit, my ass out, my gaping hole exposed.

I thumbed through the folder, my chest constricting so tightly I couldn’t breathe. It had been less than a week since I’d last seen Cassie, and I couldn’t believe the lengths she’d gone to get back at me.

And then there were the videos.

No moment of my humiliation had been spared. There was a clip of me being led to Cassie’s bed and trying to relax in a sea of pillows, clearly uncomfortable with my feminized body. Another of me straining to push my plug out, followed by me moaning while I fucked myself rapidly with a hairbrush. Me sobbing into Cassie’s breasts after I’d just cum while she consoled me.

“Robert...” Pasha whispered from behind me.

My face was ghost-white when I turned to her, taking in her neatly combed silver hair and her sharp, intelligent eyes framed by her penciled-in brows. How could Pasha and I even move past this? After she’d seen me like this? She knew I’d lied to her. She could never accept the real me.

“We’ll work our way through this,” she murmured, though she made no move to touch me. “This is so wrong. I’ll file a complaint against this student. We’ll get the police involved. We’ll press charges.”

I shook my head. “I can’t,” I croaked.

Pasha looked at me in disbelief. “Robert, you’re the victim. You can’t possibly think we should let this go? We should get her expelled!”

“I’m hardly a victim. I...I agreed to this. It’s my fault. And...Yanis Galanis. Her father. He’ll destroy me.”

Pasha paled as she considered what I said. We both knew the university wouldn’t dare piss him off and Yanis would draw blood to protect his daughter, no matter what she’d done.

“I wonder who else she’s shared the link with,” I whispered.

Pasha looked down at her phone again, then tossed it onto the table. “I’m so sorry, Robert.” She stood and cradled my waist. “You’ve been through enough. Why don’t you stay the night?”

“No,” I said, grabbing my tweed jacket off the back of a chair and putting it on. “I need you to do me a favor. Could you drive me to her house?”

***

As the chateau-style mansion materialized in front of us and Pasha curved into the stone driveway and stopped, my throat clenched, my knees trembling.

“Thank you,” I said hoarsely. “I’ll call you as soon as I can.”

“I’m coming in,” Pasha said.

“No,” I insisted. “I need to do this myself.”

But Pasha stubbornly unplugged her seatbelt and climbed out of her car. I followed her up to the house and knocked on the door, knowing Cassie was home because her silver Mercedes was parked out in front. My stomach churned as I wondered if her father was home. I’d never seen him around the house—either he was really busy or an absentee parent—but not where it really counted, of course. I was suddenly glad Pasha was here to stand by me.

We waited. When Cassie opened the door, her eyes were red-rimmed. Had she been crying?

“What?” she asked, not looking too surprised that both me and Pasha were on her front doorstep unannounced.

Pasha spoke in a low, dangerous tone. “You know exactly what’s up, Cassie.”

Cassie blinked. Her expression was blank. “I’m not sure what you’re talking about, Professor Asner.” She wiped something off her dress, and that’s when I noticed she was actually wearing a purple sequin minidress. “I’m too fucked up for this, guys. Can we talk about this later?”

It hurt me to know she’d been partying and drinking and smoking and god knows what else when I’d been miserable for the past week.

“Sorry, but we’re not leaving until you promise to leave Robert alone,” Pasha hissed.

Cassie’s eyes hardened. “Whatever.” She grabbed the door and tried to slam it in our faces, but Pasha grabbed the brass doorknob and pushed the door back.

“You’re a big girl, Cassie. We’re not leaving. Not until we’ve had a proper talk.”

I watched Pasha, my colleague and ex-girlfriend, barge into Cassie’s home. I’d never seen this side of her before, and I wasn’t sure if I was impressed or scared. We followed her to the living room. My gaze lingered on Cassie’s slinky, glittery dress as it moved across her body in tempting ways. A rush of adrenaline surged through me. I still couldn’t trust myself to do the right thing around her.

“Why did you do it, Cassie?” I asked when she flopped onto a giant couch and picked up a can of beer. It was the only question I could think to ask.

Cassie stared at me through eyeliner and mascara-smudged eyes. “Do what, Professor?”

I swallowed hard. “Upload those...pictures and videos of me online. Send them off to people at the university? Why did you do it? After everything we did together, was it that hard to keep it to yourself? To spare my dignity? I don’t understand you at all!” I was shouting and I knew I’d lost. Pasha took my arm.

Cassie didn’t flinch, but her eyes narrowed when Pasha touched me.

“You’re mad,” she said flatly. “I haven’t done anything like that. I got the hint last time, Professor. If you don’t want me, then I sure as hell don’t want you. I’ve got plenty of fuckboys lining up for me. So I think it’s time for you to leave and see a shrink, Professor. Both of you.”

A cold silence followed. It took me a good while to register what Cassie had said. I frowned. Pasha was shaking, and something was wrong. It was a little kernel of doubt that had sprung off of Pasha’s body language and had implanted itself in my mind. None of it made sense—it was all stupidly irrational, but really, when had my life recently made any sort of sense? I was a man on the verge of losing his grip on reality.

I looked at Cassie. Caught the bitter defiance in her face. But underneath it all I could sense something else: she was hurt.

My god.

The realization made my blood thicken.

“Oh my god,” I whispered shakily. “It was you all along.”

Pasha gripped tightly onto her own arms as her face harshened. “So you believe her? Robert, really?”

I ignored the storm brewing inside me and steeled myself to face Pasha. “How did you do it?”


CHAPTER 12

Pasha’s lips pursed. Her eyes stared off into the distance and she was quiet for a long moment before she spoke. “I only did it to protect you,” she whispered, swinging her knees to turn away from me. “You were acting like a stupid teenager. You could’ve lost everything. I wanted to make you see that.”

“But—”

“You’re a respected professor, Robert! A fucking adult man.” Pasha’s eyes had shrunk into slits and every word shook with anger. “You shouldn’t be fooling around with a student. What were you thinking? Wearing women’s underwear and getting your bottom fucked, and letting her—this…this rotten whore—record it without a care for the world!”

“How exactly did you protect me, Pasha? You made a fool of me in front of my students!” I felt my voice rise, my face redden.

Pasha glared at me, her shoulders trembling. “I saved you from yourself. You were so blind, Robert. You never knew what you wanted. I was right there. Ready to get back with you. Waiting for you to make a move. Couldn’t you see that?”

Cassie stood up. “I always had a bad feeling about you, Professor Asner. How the hell did you know what we did? Did you hack into my email, or worse?”

“The first day I saw your professor...” Pasha spat out the word like it was a dirty swear. “...get into that strange car I knew he was heading straight into trouble. I followed him, Cassie. That’s what I did. It didn’t take me long to figure out who this place belonged to.”

“That still doesn’t explain hacking into my files, Professor,” Cassie said through gritted teeth.

Pasha laughed. “That was easy. You silly girl, don’t you know how to protect your data?” She inhaled sharply, her chest rising. “You’re always at the library, Cassie. I see you in there, and then you get up and walk out and leave your belongings behind like you’ve never experienced bad people in your life. Sometimes for up to an hour! Two! It was easy enough to watch you enter your passcode and gain access to your laptop files when you weren’t there. I couldn’t believe it when I found it. The sex tape.” Pasha turned to me, her expression dazed and broken. “How could you let yourself be used like that?”

I knew Pasha was waiting for an answer, but I couldn’t bring myself to say anything.

“I want you to leave,” Cassie ground out. She was staring at Pasha in disgust. “Now.”

Pasha’s gaze fixed on me, as if she was waiting for me to come to her defense. When I didn’t say a word, her mouth curled up, and her face twisted sourly into a grimace. “One last thing, Robert,” she said. “I just want you to know I never shared those pictures and clips with anyone else. I just sent the link—a private link—to myself. I know what I did was wrong, but I did it because I cared about you. I’m not some sadist. I hope you understand that one day.”

Then she turned her back to us and strode to the front door. I watched her go, her slender back ramrod straight, her straight hair curled only slightly at the ends, and my insides broke a little. Pasha and I had a history that Cassie knew nothing about.

Pasha did it.

Pasha, the woman I wanted to get back together with.

I was still trying to understand her motives. How she could pin that note on my door to start such a hurtful rumor. How she thought manipulating me like that was a good idea. A new sense of loss—foreign yet so familiar to me at the same time, enveloped me. I couldn’t help but think this was all my fault, and that I was never going to be good with women, not if I lived to be a hundred years old. Never.

Tires screeched as Pasha sped down Cassie’s driveway. Cassie walked to the entryway and I heard a click as she locked the front door. When she returned, I was met with a pair of hostile eyes, piercing green and beautiful.

I coughed. “I...I think I owe you an apology.”

What she said next made my world spin.

“Oh, you owe me more than an apology, pussy.”

Cassie led me upstairs.

And I followed.

Like a good girl.

***

The chastity cage closed around my balls and Cassie locked the padlock, giving the cage a pat. “Does that feel tight?”

“Only a little bit, Queen Cassie,” I replied, my breath catching in my throat.

“Good.”

Her hands trailed across my ass, over the white satin that covered my bottom. Over the little bows that held the undergarment tight around my hips. I couldn’t help but close my eyes as her fingers ran up my bare spine and over the closed hooks on my bra, stopping to pull on them, reminding me of my femininity.

“Get on the bed.”

I did as I was told and climbed onto the mattress, resting my weight on my knees and elbows, and sticking my butt out towards Cassie. I was so ready to be punished. So ready to be used.

Cassie grabbed a pillow and put it underneath my belly and rubbed the satin crotch of my panties against my imprisoned cock. Her fingertips roamed down and pressed against my perineum until I whimpered faintly.

“Count, pussy. I’m going to give you twenty.”

Her whip cracked against my bottom, making me twitch. “One, Queen Cassie.”

Crack.

“Two, Queen Cassie.”

Crack.

“Three, Queen Cassie.”

On ten, Cassie paused to give me a moment to recover. I was crying into the sheets, and Cassie leaned over and gave me a kiss on the back of my neck.

Crack!

“Eleven, Queen Cassie.”

By the time she reached twenty, I was a sobbing mess, but I tried to steady myself. “Thank you for beating me, Queen Cassie.”

Cassie placed her whip on her bedside table and rubbed my sore bottom. “You’re welcome.” She wrapped her arms around me and held me close.

I tensed, trying not to leak. But it was impossible. I’d never been part of something so erotic. “Will you ever forgive me?” I asked, my voice shrill.

She brushed my tears away and smiled. “Of course, pet.” Her hand rested on my thigh, and she cupped my balls through the cage. “It’s okay.”

I grimaced. “But it’s not. Pasha has all our videos and pictures. What’s going to prevent her from circulating them?”

“Leave Pasha to me,” Cassie said. “I don’t want you to worry about her. I’ll let Daddy know in case she tries to stir up any trouble. Now roll over, pussy. I want to show you how much I like you.”

I rolled over onto my back, and Cassie straddled me, taking my hand and winding it around her lubed cock. She looked amazing like that, with her long hair cascading around her face and her lips parted, wearing nothing but a Tommy Hilfiger thong and her strap-on. Her breasts rose and fell in tune with my strokes as I spread the lube around.

“Spread your legs.”

I opened and raised my legs in the air, then closed my eyes and surrendered.

Her cock entered me, and all my problems faded away into the background. She made love to me, and I wished I could do this forever. I curled my arms around one of Cassie’s biggest teddy bears and clung onto it tightly.

“Tell me you’re mine,” Cassie whispered in my ear, her lips and tongue drawing close. “Tell me you’ll always be my pussy.”

“I’m yours, Queen Cassie,” I whimpered. “Always. Forever.”

Her tongue traced around the border of my mouth until I was mentally begging for her to kiss me. When it slid inside, I started to suck it gently. I let myself weaken under her control, allowing myself to act and sound as girly as I liked. I was hovering so close to a release but Cassie had refused to give me permission to cum. And if I failed, I was going to spend ten more days locked in this cage, and that right now felt like a fate worse than death.

Please fuck me harder, Queen Cassie. Make me forget about Pasha.

When she came, Cassie eased the double-ended dildo out and ordered me to suck on her cunt to clean her up. Her wetness was warm and comforting, and I held her close, my arms and legs wrapped around her tanned body.

Afterwards, we lay in bed, her head resting against my chest.

“Daddy went away for business,” Cassie said. “He’ll be back tomorrow afternoon. Do you want to stay the night?”

“I’d love to,” I whispered.

She reached over and brushed her lips against mine. My cock ached with need, but I was happy knowing she was in control of my pleasure.

“It’s okay,” she whispered, stroking my hair. She planted a gentle kiss on my head. “You’re safe with me.”

And for the first time in a long time, I did feel safe.

She fell asleep with my head resting on her now inverted nipples. I let my breathing slow down to the rhythm of her heartbeat and wound one of my legs between hers so my crotch could relax on her thigh.

She really cares about me.

Cassie, my student, my Queen, had chosen me.

It was the last thing I thought of before I drifted off to sleep.


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love,

Rae
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