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Chapter 1

Office Hours

	

	She sat behind her desk in her private office, looking great, as always. Dr. Cardiff was my prof for my existentialism course, and I had missed turning in a paper on time and so my grade took a serious hit. If it were just that, I could still ace the final and earn a decent grade. But I got a C the mid-term, too. It all added up to me failing. Both instances were the result of my job. I needed the money. So, I made an appointment with her during her office hours. Her last slot for the day, fifteen minutes before her hours were done for the week. I hoped there was a path to rectify things and salvage a passing grade.

Without looking up from her laptop, she motioned for me to take the seat before her desk. Nervous, I sat my backpack on the floor and my butt on the chair.

	She kept typing on her laptop. I stole a glance. Dr. Cardiff was pretty hot. Maybe fortyish, MILFy as hell. Me and other students joked about it. And she didn’t dress like most profs. Everyone was pretty casual, but not her. Today was apparently Tight Red Sweaterdress Day. Her sizeable boobs were perfectly accentuated. The dress was a turtleneck and hugged her bod from neck to calves. She really cut a voluptuous figure. Her deep brown hair cascaded down over her shoulders as she typed. I had sat in the front of the class a few times and noted her large, emerald eyes. Damned distracting she was, her full lips moving sometimes without sound as she lectured and I faded into fantasyland with her at the sexy center. She certainly knew her stuff and had published a fair amount of papers in her career at the university. So, physically and intellectually, she intimidated me.

	Her typing stopped. She looked up to me. “What brings you in, Blake?”

	As if she didn’t know. Or at least seriously suspect. “Um, I was hoping there were options to bring my grade up. I’m really sorry I missed turning in the paper and—”

	“No.”

	My shoulders slumped in immediate defeat. But I pushed on, “I can do double the work. The material is fascinating, but work—”

	“This isn’t high school,” she cut me off. Again. “I can’t be doing extra work looking at extra papers. You’re an adult. You have to handle the class as spelled out in the syllabus.”

	I didn’t know how to answer. I reached into the depths of my brain, scrambling for a convincing argument.

	“I’m surprised you came in. That you care about your grade. I figured you were on a wrestling scholarship.”

	“Um, no. I barely made the team. But I’m doing well.” I almost rattled off my recent wins, but decided that would be pointless. She didn’t care.

	“Well, notice that your performance is related to your effort?”

	Ow. She had me there. But there were circumstances. Everyone has circumstances, right? “I see your point, but I have to generate money to stay here.” I was going for the pity angle. “To pay for classes and everything. Sometimes my job overlaps a class, or takes up time I should have spent studying or writing a paper.”

	Her green eyes bored into me without pity. “I don’t know what to tell you. You’re not the only student struggling to finance their tuition. Some get scholarships or loans, others struggle with outside employment.”

	I drew in a breath. “I understand you don’t have time to do the extra work it would take to allow me to do extra papers or whatever. Is there anything else I can do? Maybe promote the philosophy department with social media?” I spread my hands in hands. “I don’t know. Paint a room in your house? Redo a floor? I know I’m acting pathetic and these are out-of-bound questions…” It was hopeless. I stopped talking. But I didn’t get up, either. I felt like finding a cave and just moving in. Forever. In the dark. I just walked in here and embarrassed myself further. I stared at the brown berber carpet beneath my feet.

	At last I looked up. Dr. Cardiff’s eyes were back to her laptop screen. I sighed. I may as well leave. I paid for this class and it would count for nothing. Over three grand. Poof. Gone. “Thank you for your time, professor,” I mumbled as I reached down for my backpack.

	As I stood, she turned her laptop around to show me the screen. I plopped back into the seat as my mouth hung open. There I was, wearing my black leather jacket, roping a blonde model’s hands behind her. I acted as a dom in some bondage clips for a local outfit. “Now you want to have me booted from the university?” I blurted. How could this get any worse?

	She smirked, flipped the laptop back, then spun it to me again. Now I was nude, teeth gritted in passion, thrusting into the same model, who was now bound and ballgagged and bent over a dinner table. Heat rose from my neck. Anger and embarrassment. “Yeah, that’s the job that pays my tuition. Gonna get me kicked out?”

	She turned the laptop to face her again and clicked on the keys. “As far as I know, Blake, the university has no policy regarding a student involved in pornography. You’re all adults, and this is legal. So, no, this wouldn’t earn you an expulsion. I’m sure there’s plenty of students here on OnlyFans or other platforms.”

	I glared at her. What was this about? What was she up to? Why was she waving my job in my face? And how did she find this? My real name wasn’t associated with the business in any fashion.

	“I can see why this off-campus profession is more interesting than my classes or writing papers,” she said dryly.

	So, I wasn’t getting kicked to the curb. A small relief. I needed to go. I had enough of this implacable woman.

	“You misunderstand me,” she said. “I didn’t show you my discovery out of ill will. Please relax. A job is a job, Blake. Sex work is work. And it looks like this pays well for you to afford the tuition here.”

	I sat my backpack on the floor again. I listened. But I knew this couldn’t be good, despite her softening tone and words.

	She rose, her office chair squawking, and went to the door. I figured she was opening it for me. No. She locked it. “My office hours are done and I don’t like to be interrupted,” she explained and sat back down.

	What was left to discuss? Was she changing her mind on offering any assistance to give me a chance at passing?

	“I suppose you’re wondering how I discovered the clips you star in. I wasn’t looking for you or any student. I found it browsing the things I enjoy. This is my kink. This is what I like. Bondage may be niche, but it’s consumed by thousands and if I were you I would expect to be recognized more than this once.”

	This was shocking, but her confession calmed me. She wasn’t being a hard-ass or trying to kick me out. A modicum of relief relaxed me. A little. This was all strange. I was more uncomfortable than when I had first walked in. Just a very different uncomfortable.

	“Let me place this offer on the table,” she said. “You need a path to a passing grade, and I need a bondage playmate. I haven’t had a kink friend for a year. You won’t pass this class without my say-so. Are you interested in coming to a mutually beneficial agreement?”

	Now my head spun. The beautiful Dr. Cardiff wanted me to tie her up? And this was a bridge to pass the class? This was a win-win situation. I couldn’t help but picture her gagged as she sat behind her desk. Someone within my pants awoke at the thought. Her full lips parted by a thick cleave gag. I would have been up for this even if she still wanted to fail me. But then I’d give her round ass a brutal spanking. But I composed myself and ignored my arousal. “Yes. But, as everyone says, the devil resides in the details.”

	“That’s a well-placed cliché, Blake. Indeed. I need you to tie me up, right here in the office, to this chair, take some liberties with me, which I will detail. You will turn in that paper you didn’t, and I will grade it as if it were turned in on time. Your previous papers were good, don’t slack now. I have to defend my grading and you have demonstrated a clear understanding of the material and you’re a decent essayist to boot. That shouldn’t be a problem. Be there at the final exam and do well.”

	I expected more. I don’t know why. But she waited for my answer, her eyes into mine. My mouth was dry. This was a lot. “Yeah. I can do all that.”

	“Ultimately, your grade still rests upon your effort.”

	“Does my ropework count for something?” I thought I was being funny.

	She smiled for the first time since I had entered. “All agreements are off if I get loose before you’re done with me. Or if my hands or feet turn purple. The video clips tell me you know what you’re doing, so I should have no worries. And neither should you.”

	That was easy. I did have experience. “Okay. Um, liberties?”

	“Ground rules. You can touch me anywhere except what my panties cover. If I say ‘John Paul Sarte’ stop everything. That’s my safe word. And snapping my fingers after I’m gagged.”

	“All that’s fine,” I said. I really wanted water. Mouth so damn dry.

	“Excellent,” she said.

	I was about to ask about the time we’d meet up and she opened up a desk drawer and pulled out coils of rope and dumped them on her desk. “As long as you bind my legs together—not apart—you can tie me to this chair however you like.”

	Oh. My. God. She wanted to do this right now. 

	Several cloths were placed beside the ropes. Bandannas, scarves. Damn. No ballgag. That was okay. Just tying her up would be a big highlight of my life. My professor. My hot professor. I’d rather tie her up bent over her desk and drill her like I was mining for gold, but this would be plenty fun.

	Dr. Cardiff scooted her chair back from the desk and looked to me expectantly, eyebrows raised.

	Time to get to work. I stood, looked over the coils of white, cotton rope. This was a bit like work, but no camera. No one to stop the action with a “Cut!” Also, I was working on passing this class, which was compensation. Similarities, for sure. I plucked a small coil. “Hands behind the chair.”

	She nodded and crossed her hands behind. The chair had arms that would have been useful for attaching her wrists to, but I preferred the look of a damsel with her hands at her back. I stepped behind her and slipped the rope around her offered, crossed wrists. The sleeves of this sweaterdress were long. My rope encircled over the materiel. The dress was also a turtleneck. This was disappointing. How was I to get her tits out? Ever since the first day of class I really wanted to see her tits. And feel them. Like every other straight dude in class, for sure.

	I cinched it up tight and straightened up, taking in the sight of my hot professor at my mercy. Almost at my mercy. It was a real charge just tying her hands. This was just beginning. I grabbed a longer rope. She wanted to be placed in inescapable rope bondage, and I was delighted to grant that wish. I fashioned a lark’s head, splitting the long rope, and brought her elbows within a whisper of touching. She inhaled sharply. I didn’t know if that was surprise or a reaction to having her elbows strictly drawn together. Or maybe both.

	The next rope was of the longer variety. Time to get her ankles. I kneeled down and got to looping as I admired her taupe pantyhose and black three-inch heels. Always dressed to impress, and I had always appreciated it. I left extra room to pull her ankles beneath the chair seat and affix them to the center post of the office chair.

	I looked over the gagging cloths on the desk. A white cloth napkin stood out against the pile of colored bandannas and scarves. Perfect for packing. I picked that up along with a long, thin dark blue accessory scarf. I folded the napkin. Thicker than I thought, but it looked like it would fit. Dr. Cardiff had plump lips, but not a big mouth. I slipped the center of the scarf into the fold of the white wad. She eyed the gag skeptically, but parted her lips without being prompted. I worked it past her teeth and knotted the long scarf behind her head beneath her hair. It was usually a better look on camera. I didn’t care one way or another. I just liked an effective gag. I stood back and she batted her large eyes at me.

	At the moment, she was seated sideways to her desk and her back to the over-filled bookshelf behind. I knew she wouldn’t agree to me whipping out my phone for a video, and this was a little unethical, but I really wanted this. I mean, her having me do all this to save my grade wasn’t exactly on the level, either. Quickly and smoothly, I set my phone to record and placed it in the bookcase. I propped it up against books and stacked a few to cover everything but the camera lenses. And got more rope. She was enjoying herself too much to suspect anything but me checking her out from behind.

	I took another rope and wrapped it over her thighs and the long skirt of her sweaterdress. Another long rope I wound over and under her breasts, brushing against her tits to see if she would respond. Aside from a soft “hmmm” through her thick gag, nothing. It wasn’t much of a feelie, since her bra cups didn’t allow hardly any touch at all. Disappointing. But she did give me a green light for “liberties.” But she was clothed from neck to calves, and now her clothes were roped to her. I stood before her, thinking. Fondling tits shielded by a padded bra wasn’t that much of a thrill for me. But I would take what was offered. I didn’t want to untie any of the ropes because it all looked so perfect.

	I turned her in her swivel chair toward the desk. The camera now had a profile view of this beauty in bondage in her own office. I seated myself on the top of the desk for my own viewing pleasure. A lump beneath my butt prompted me to raise a cheek to see if I was breaking anything on the desk. Scissors. I put them aside and readjusted. Well, that was an idea. Cutting her dress and bra from her would be quite thrilling, but there was no way she’d go for it. What would she wear to exit her office and teach her next class?

	Idly looking around the office I saw a potential solution. Another dress on a hangar on the hook next to her overcoat. Was that a thing professors did? Have a backup dress handy? I picked up the scissors and chopped the air with them. Her eyes got really wide.

“How about I cut that dress from you?”

	She shook her head vigorously.

	I pointed to the hooks on the wall by the door, where her coat and dress were hung. “You have something else you can change into.” I air-chopped the scissors again, snick-snick. “Might be fun.”

	Her eyes darted to the dress, then back to me. “Mmmm.”

	I leaned in from my perch and slipped a finger beneath the turtleneck of her dress, feeling the smooth warmth of her bare neck. 

	Her eyes locked to mine. She nodded. She said this was okay! This situation went from awesome to beyond fantastic.

	I positioned one of the scissor blades inside the dress neck and she lifted her chin for me. Her eyes were wide, hoping I wasn’t a clutz, surely. I needed to relax a little and do this with great care.

	I began the slicing, cutting down, slowly, loving the sight of the cloth parting and more of her creamy skin revealed. I made the cut down to the first loops of rope above her breasts. Setting the scissors back on the desk, I grabbed the divide I had begun with both hands and yanked hard.

	“Mmmmmph!”

	Her dress ripped below the next rope, exposing her black bra. A lacy affair. I stared for a moment before my eyes darted to hers. Her breathing accelerated. Arousal shone in her eyes. A gleam of thrill. I tore the dress down some more as she wriggled beneath me. I pushed aside her parted and ruined dress, the ropes keeping it away from her bra cups, which became my next focus. I unclasped her bra. If it were a back clasp, the scissors would have returned to play. I set her tits free. I drew in a breath. Now, mind you, in the year I’d been doing porn I laid my eyes on plenty of breasts. Dr. Cardiff possessed a fine set of porn tits. I tucked the cups off to the side and took a tit in each hand.

“Mmmmmm.” She leaned her head back. I believe this was even more fun than she had envisioned.

	I gripped each nipple between thumb and forefinger and squeezed. Not too hard, at first, but added pressure until she squealed. Yeah, I had dreamed of her all tied up and at my mercy. This was a reminder that some dreams indeed come true. And this was a dream I never dreamed of attempting to chase.

	I positioned myself behind her and turned her to fully face the hidden phone that recorded everything. I gripped her generous breasts from behind. She leaned her head onto my chest. I slid my left hand up and placed it on her neck. Not choking, my touch was gentle. I was into breath play but I knew well enough you’d better have the participant all-in before they’re tied up. But having my hand around her slender throat was still a blast and really got me going. My right hand continued to toy with her nipple and knead her tit. I maneuvered my left from her throat to cover her gagged mouth, handgagging her tightly. She moaned into my palm. I felt her hot breath, the wet gag. Judging by her reaction, I should be getting more than a passing grade. An ‘A’ would be nice. Hell, this was so much fun I’d be okay with the fail. Well, no, maybe not.

	I leaned in and nibbled her earlobe, spinning the metal of her earring in my mouth. I dotted her neck with kisses. In front of her again, I smothered my face between her tits, then bit each nip in turn. I didn’t know how much sting she wanted on her nips, so I didn’t go nuts with the bites.

	“Mmmm-mmhmmm,” she moaned.

	I kept at it for a few moments, living large with her tits.

	Her snapping startled me from my enchanted indulgence with her breasts. I stood, aware that I pitched a tent in front of her. Her eyebrows were up.

	“Gag off?” I asked.

	She nodded.

	I spun her around and worked the knot at the back of her neck. Once loose, I pulled the soggy folded cloth napkin from her lips. She released a long sigh. “This has been fun. But it’s time to release me, Blake.”

	I wilted as I regulated my breathing. “Okay.” I wondered if I had done anything to end things. “Um, was everything okay?”

	“Nothing’s wrong. I just have to prepare for my next class. I require a freshen-up. And a change of clothes.”

	I grinned at her ruined, torn dress. And her exposed tits. I forced my eyes back to hers. “All right. I’ll get to work on the knots.” I kneeled at her ankles and began to untie. I was in no hurry. Once her feet were free, I placed the rope on her desk and went behind her. Suddenly remembering the phone in her bookshelves, I quickly pulled it down and slipped it into the inside of my jacket. Facing the opposite direction, she took no notice of the pause in the untying business.

	I got her hands undone, then worked at the elbow ropes. These were always the most demanding on the sub. She was very flexible, and made no remark as I unwound the bindings. Once her arms were free, she made no move to cover her tits, which was really nice. I stole peeks at them as I undid the rest.

	As I coiled the ropes for her, she rose from the chair and sloughed off her destroyed sweaterdress, stepping from it before balling it up and depositing it to the trash can beneath her desk. The bra was re-clasped. She apparently had no compunction regarding me seeing her in bra and panties. I felt a little awkward. I knew I was supposed to make an exit, but I somehow didn’t know how.

	Dr. Cardiff took her spare dress from the hanger by the door, a navy blue number. She looked good in any color. Her heels were black, so everything still coordinated. Not that I was a fashion critic.

	“What brings you to my Existentialism class, Blake?” she asked as she looked into the small mirror on the wall, fingers in her hair.

	“Well, I took Philosophy 101 and I was surprised how much I enjoyed it. I need a couple of upper level classes for cognates, and this class looked…well fascinating.”

	“You don’t have to say that.”

	“I’m not saying anything I don’t mean. It’s been really interesting. Sartre in particular. I really dropped the ball and I’m sorry.”

	She turned from the mirror. “Keep your end of the bargain. There’s no more shenanigans to offer if you screw up again.”

	“Thank you for the opportunity to make things right. I mean—”

	She laughed.

	“I mean,” I fumbled, “yeah, it was a fun way to do it, but that’s not what I meant.”

	“Sure. Just another day at work for you?”

	I paused. I didn’t think she was in to me, but I couldn’t read her. Such an intellectual. And pokerface extraordinaire. “You know, it’s totally different when no one else is in the room. No one telling me what to do. This was just pure fun. A lot different.”

	She nodded. “Interesting. I know nothing about the business side of it. You probably have stories to tell.”

	“Well, a few funny incidents, but really, it usually goes smoothly and the people are pretty laid back and fun.”

	“It’s not all cocaine and hottubs?”

	I chuckled. “If there are, no one invited me.”

	“Ah, well. Maybe after the semester you can tell me all about it. What a different world. In the meantime, work on that paper.”

	“I will, I will.” I picked up my backpack from the floor before the front of her desk. “See you in class.”

	She popped the lock on the doorknob for me. “See you in class. With that paper ready.”








Chapter 2

Home Hours




A week after the final, which I was confident I had aced, the grades came in. Everything was as expected except for Existentialism. Which I had failed. Shocked, not believing, jaw open in surprise, I opened the tab for the class grading particulars. The paper I had given her was listed as not turned in and zero. I made a B on the final, but it wasn’t enough to overcome the zero on the paper. I had busted my ass on that thing. I knew it was a decent paper. But she didn’t even acknowledge it. Probably didn’t even look at it.

It was now between semesters, she wouldn’t be in her office. All I had was her email. Before I shot off an angry expletive-laden message that I knew I would later regret, and endure more consequences for, I wrestled on my jacket and went for a walk. Seething. I had been lied to and used.

I didn’t live on campus, but in a neighborhood nearby. A little ghetto, but cheap. The chill of the cold wind on my cheeks did nothing to assuage my anger. Steam probably trailed from my ears.

In the intervening weeks I had watched the video I had surreptitiously made in her office numerous times. It was hot, but shot from a single, wide angle and one continuous sequence with inadequate lighting. Not remotely of a decent quality. But all that aside, it was great fap material. She looked fantastic bound to that chair, a two-piece gag in her mouth, tits out. At least I got that out of this raw deal.

I stopped walking. It hit me. Did I have leverage with this video? Or vengeance? The thoughts coming had my jaw unclenched and an evil grin spreading. I resumed my stride. I didn’t have a direction, but I found myself on campus. It was winter break, so the place was almost a ghost town. Most students and everyone else home for the holidays. Not me, I couldn’t afford the flight home. And Christmas didn’t mean much to me, anyway.

I soon stood before the building that housed the faculty offices of the science and arts departments. Where Dr. Cardiff had used me for fun and lies. I didn’t know which window was hers. Not that it mattered. She was likely gone, too. At least from campus, whether at her local house or at someplace far away with her family.

How should I approach this? The porn outfit I worked for wouldn’t post and sell the video. Crappy quality aside, they didn’t have a signed release from the model, so no way would they consider offering it on their website. That would be funny, though. I could post it on social media and spread word. The video didn’t look nonconsensual—she obviously was having fun. I could post my story on how all this happened. Hell, that would be a story in the student newspaper. But I had no proof she had promised to grade my late paper in exchange for my services. The phone wasn’t recording during our conversation.

So, releasing that video would be embarrassing. But would she be trounced for it? We’re both consenting adults. But this was on university property during office hours, so, she was on the clock, so to speak.

Shit. Kinky sex is pretty accepted these days. Other than some cheek-blushing shame from being caught and filmed…shit…it hit me that maybe I could get in trouble for this: filming someone engaged in sexual activity without their consent.

I had to do something. This situation was bullshit.

I brooded the rest of the day. That night, a friend brought over beer. Six months from twenty-one, I needed friends like these. We drank and played Call of Duty for a few hours. I made no mention of Dr. Cardiff. Usually, I would consult with him regarding personal problems. He had good ideas and angles. This was too personal. I would find a solution on my own.

Once he left, at about one in the morning, my thoughts drifted back to my betrayal. Since I got my grades, this business hardly left my mind. My anger grew as my mind circled around and around this unpleasant quandary. And I was drunk. I went to my laptop, grabbed a few screenshots of the video. I began banging out an email.




	Dear Dr. Cardiff

	This is Blake Fitz, a student of your Existentialist class. We had a conversation about me turning in a paper and you promised you would grade it despite being late. We had a deal. You broke the deal and failed me. Enjoy the pics. Others will enjoy them if you don’t fix this and honor our agreement.




I included my phone number and hit ‘send’ with great satisfaction. If nothing else, drunk me thought, it would rattle her knowing there was video of our bondage play.

◆◆◆

	Sober me in the morning had a great deal of regret churning in my stomach. What the hell did drunk me do last night? I checked my phone and there had been no reply as I had slept. I didn’t know what to think of that. It all made me more nervous, really. Slightly hung over, I went to the kitchen and got the coffee going. I made toast.

	I sat at my tiny, beat-up table and brooded and tried to push all the possible consequences of my email from my mind.

	That didn’t work.

	Could I be expelled? Arrested? Publicly humiliated? Everything? This was going to be terrible, and I knew it. I sipped coffee. I chewed toast.

	My phone dinged with a text.

	You’re a clever one, Blake. I must admit I admire the way you trounced me like this.

	Me: Why did you reneg on the agreement? You’re the one who proposed it.

	Her: I later had a change of heart in allowing the late paper to be graded. It would have been unfair to the other students who had turned theirs in on time. And to the other student who requested the same thing and I denied them.

	Me: So, without any word to me, you just “had a change of heart????

Her: Poor form on my part, all the way around. It will take some work to get things adjusted after I read your paper.

This struck me as a flag. Maybe she would just say my paper sucked and I would still fail. My mind raced. Aw, fuck it, I decided to go for evil vengeance.

Me: Okay, I’m going to change what I want now. Let’s do another bondage session. Something we both like, anyway, right?

Her: No. Out of the question.

Me: Have it your way. The video file will be sent to the student paper. Be interesting to see what they’ll do with it.

Nothing for a moment.

Then my phone rang. I answered.

“Look, Blake, this has gotten out of hand, and I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done any of this. Again, I apologize, and will grade your paper. The change will be entered into the system.”

“Like I can trust you after all of this.”

“You have that video. You essentially are in the driver’s seat.”

She had a great point. But how long would I wait for the grade change? Aw, fuck it, I was in the goddamned driver’s seat, so I may as well drive. “So, my demands are first, change my grade like you promised. Second: another session. Unlike you, I keep my word. I won’t film this time or send that other video anywhere.”

Dr. Cardiff cleared her throat. “Blake, you will still have the video. Even if you erase it from your phone, you could have copied it to other devices or the cloud. I’ll always be under your thumb.”

“I’ll just repeat that I keep my word. Maybe you’re not used to people saying what they mean, judging by the way you treat people.”

Silence on the other end for a bit. I knew she was still there. Her breathing gave her away. It wasn’t normal, relaxed breaths. She was stressed over all this. Good.

“We could do it at my place,” I offered.

“No.”

“Was that a ‘no’ to everything or just would don’t want to slum it at my apartment?”

“I don’t know where you live, so the ‘slumming’ remark isn’t relevant.”

“Your place then?”

She sighed. “Fine. Come over tomorrow night. Eight. I’ll text you the address.”

And she was gone. I had done it. I was going to get my grade and tie up and gag the gorgeous Dr. Cardiff again.

◆◆◆

Dr. Cardiff lived in an older, attractive city neighborhood. Sawtooth brickwork and Tudor-style dormers accented her modest 2-story house. The last rays of the day reflected off the snow on the yards and roofs. Backpack in hand, I slammed the door of my old Corolla and went up the steps and rang the bell.

She answered, wine glass in hand, face unreadable, and held the door open as I entered. The foyer was a very small affair. As I removed my boots, she said, “This isn’t a regular thing, Blake.”

“I know,” I replied.

Once I stood from leaving my boots on the foyer rug she placed her wine atop the end table by the sofa and held out her hand. This was my first real look at her. Her burgundy sweater was tight and wide-necked, but not revealing any boobskin. Her jeans were black and she had thick, warm-looking scarlet socks. Her hair was down. It was always up in class. “Phone please.”

I guess that was to be expected. I pulled it from my jacket and handed it to her.

“You can take off your jacket. I have a fire going.”

The fireplace at the far end of the living room blazed and crackled. The black iron firewood rack sat full beside, the neatly split wood awaiting their fate. I removed my jacket and she took it from me before I could hang it on the coat rack. Dr. Cardiff felt up my jacket, looking for other recording devices and found nothing but my car keys and a weed pipe. Next, she rummaged through my backpack, which had nothing but rope and other bondage things inside. Satisfied, she hung the coat herself.

“You’re next,” she said, as her hands grasped my waist and wandered all over me. She wasn’t shy around my ass or balls, either. I didn’t expect that and flinched as she cupped my goods. “Never been frisked before?”

“I just didn’t expect it to be so…personal.”

“Why not? You got all ‘personal’ with me.”

Again, she found nothing that could record our session.

She motioned for me to follow. Up the hardwood stairs and down a short hall we ended up in the bedroom. I figured we’d do the things here. In the closet she went right to a small safe with the door ajar. In went my phone. She closed the door with a clank and spun the dial. “It will be here when we’re done.”

“Cool. No problem.”

Back downstairs she picked up her wine glass, sipped, and seated herself on the coffee-colored leather sofa. I didn’t know how things worked. If this was my girlfriend, I’d sit beside. This was more of a transactional thing. Like a job. Like the porn. I sat on the loveseat.

“Same rules as before,” she stated. There was no negotiation with that, her tone said.

“Fine. When will I see proof that my grade is being altered?”

“Tomorrow morning.”

The timeline didn’t really matter too much, but I needed a hard deadline. This was more than acceptable. “Perfect.”

She drained her wine glass and sat it on the end table. “Shall we?”

I grinned for the first time since crossing the threshold. “We shall.” I retrieved my backpack and took out a couple of ropes. Now I sat beside her. “Hands behind.”

She scootched forward and crossed her wrists for me. I made quick work of lacing them together. I dropped to her ankles and roped them tightly. Dr. Cardiff made no comment. She looked fantastic in this simple bondage, though. Out of my backpack I retrieved a pink ballgag. I held it up as a question. She nodded, but added, “If it’s too big, find something else. Don’t pry my jaw open too wide.”

I agreed. Her mouth was a bit small I noticed in our last session, yet full lips. No one wants an aching jaw after five minutes of play. This was the smallest of my collection, so I was confident it would fit. She opened for the gag and I rolled it back and forth to slip it beyond her teeth. She nodded again, signaling it was all right. I carefully buckled it beneath her hair.

Now, for her elbows. Her tits really stood out the last time when I cinched them together. And this tight sweater she had on…oh yeah. It took a minute, but I got her elbows touching and she grunted quietly a few times during the process. Once finished, she looked up to me expectantly, big eyes above that pink ball in her mouth.

I moved the coffee table over a few feet. Taking her beneath the armpits I lifted her from the sofa and placed her tummy-down on the area rug before the fireplace. Another rope in hand, I threaded it between her wrist ropes and ankle bindings and drew her feet close to her wrists and completed the hogtie. I sat beside to enjoy the view. But there were a few things that would improve the sight-seeing.

The socks. I was never a fan of socks on the ladies in bondage. I tugged the first one from the toe and slid it from her ankle. If they were full calf socks I would have had trouble. But barely any of the fabric was pinned by the ankle ropes. Both socks I cast to the sofa. I do have a thing for soles, and I feared she might have winter dry feet, which would be kinda ick. Not so. Dr. Cardiff kept the podiatry landscape moisturized. Her nail color matched her sweater: a deep red. Her toes were adorable, smallish, but not overly so. Her arches were high and exquisite. I ran a hand along her wrinkled soles. She wriggled her feet at my touch, even though I wasn’t tickling. Her supple feetflesh was such a delight to touch. I placed light kisses on the balls of her feet. She giggled through her gag. That was a big green light. I began to nibble, beginning with a pinky toe. A hint of lotion, more of salt. I ran my tongue between several of her toes on both feet. I sucked her big toes.

I reared back on my heels. The bondage action pushed the particulars of my grade to some faraway place. Dr. Cardiff was a fun and beautiful playmate. Even if she agreed to this through a little black mail. But was it really? She obviously had a wonderful time with me in her office. The thought struck that maybe she screwed my grade in the hope of more play. Was that too far-fetched? She certainly didn’t resist much at my bold proposal.

She grunted through her gag. I moved to face her. She wasn’t signaling by clapping or snapping. She jerked her head to the fireplace. It had burned to down dark orange embers. “Want me to get the fire going?”

She nodded. Maybe her bare feet were getting cold.

I moved the screen aside and prodded the glowing pieces of wood with the poker. I added two more chunks and quickly it roared to life, heat emanating pleasantly. The extra flickering glow on my captive added to the erotic ambiance.

I turned back to the hogtied professor. Rolling her on her side, I gripped her waist and allowed my hands to wander. I lifted her sweater, slowly, revealing her cute belly button before I rolled it up above her bra. This was a bright red number, lacy as hell, her nips peeping through. To me, her wearing of super-sexy underthings was a sign she wanted this, she wanted to be sexy for me, even though she wore casual jeans and a sweater on the outside. Like, surprise! Glad you made it this far! Keep going! I’m into you, not just being a bitch about your grades.

This bolstered my theory.

I ran a hand over her thin, intricate bra cups. She purred. I’m not a huge fan of sexy underwear but Dr. Cardiff might be changing things. I gently tweaked each nipple, coaxing them to their full, erect potential. Enough with the bra. I unclasped it and leaned in to kiss and suck her nipples, eliciting gagged moans. While engaged in the worship of her titties, I slid a hand down her belly and into her jeans. The jeans were a bit tight for me to reach my goal. I paused mid-kiss on her right nip, unbuckled her belt and unbuttoned her pants, adjusted her zipper toward the down. I reapplied my lips to her perfect cinnamon nipples as my hand resumed its quest.

I felt the silk of her panties and my fingers, so close to the prize, headed more south at a leisurely pace. A tuft of pubic hair greeted my fingertips. I paused there to massage in little circles. She squirmed beneath me. My face was still absorbed in her tits. My hand inched down, toward the heat. The wet. My middle finger discovered the top of her clit and she jerked in response, squealing with that ball in her mouth. As that finger went to work, she couldn’t stop her wriggling and crying. I was pushing her button in a way she liked. Didn’t know if this was luck, skill, or she loved being bound and gagged so much literally anything would work on her sacred cleft. And I didn’t care. We were both having fun.

Evil burbled forth from my heart. I stopped.

Her moaning of pleasure now formed a confused question: “Mmmm?”

I flipped her back over on her belly, her feet to the air again. I paused and licked each sole a few times before shucking her jeans down to mid-thigh. She struggled, likely frustrated I had stopped ramping her up toward an orgasm. I positioned myself beside her, on my spread knees, ass to heels and I lifted her bound hands and feet clear of her round, firm, naked ass. I smacked her cheek with my palm, hard.

“Mmmmph!”

That was a surprise. “A good professor keeps their word to their students!”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

I had planned to do something like this from the start. Punishment for her betrayal. Reddening that ass filled me with vengeful joy.

“Betrayal! You never even meant to grade that paper, did you?”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“You took advantage of me!”

This time, I laid into that butt hard and long. Both my arms grew tired from the effort. The one keeping her extremities away from the spanking area and resisting her struggling to turn over to escape the stings that kept coming. The spanking arm, too.

“I’m a student!” Smack! “I have no power compared to a tenured professor—” Smack! “—at a respectable university!” Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!

My destruction of her ass continued unabated. I let my rage go. Thing is, she had to know this was a possibility. Or maybe this is what she yearned for since the beginning. Getting the bondage porn student angry enough to mete what she truly desired. Maybe I had been used from the beginning until now. Or perhaps even now.

I mean, she didn’t call a halt to the spanks with a clap. She took every hard spank. Each stinging slap. Every blood-vessel-popping pound. I paused, looked to her face. Tears streaked her cheeks, glistening in the firelight. Eyes squeezed shut.

Raising my hand toward the ceiling, I came down for one more strike.

SMACK!

“Mmmmmmph!”

I released her tethered hands and feet and they fell limply to her ass. Oof, her butt was looking angry and was swelling as I watched. Victorious. That’s how I felt. My breathing was rapid and labored. Who knew a prolonged spanking could be so much cardio?

Leaving her on her belly, I reached between her thighs from this side of the map. She was a little moist before, now it felt like I had broke a pregnant woman’s water. The spanking put her right to the edge. She wouldn’t need much effort from here. I found her button from the other side of the divide and she jerked with the light stimulation. Her knees bent, raising her ass in the air. A little back and forth, a little varying pressure, the good professor bucked and screamed through her gag. Perhaps she needed a better gag. For a few seconds, I feared the neighbors might hear, despite the closed windows of winter and this being an old house build as solid as Plymouth Rock. She shook and shuddered and screamed.

And then, limp. Back fully on her belly, head to the side, resting on the rug. 

I withdrew and tended the fire for a few moments, the only sound in the house Dr. Cardiff’s labored breathing through her nose and the crackling of the burning wood.

With the fire blooming its flickering orange glow again, a looked to my hogtied captive. She lay face to the rug, on her cheek, her eyes closed from the exertions. The fireglow made her reddened ass looked worse than it really was. I had spanked a few asses raw for my job, so I knew what I was doing. And the good and sexy professor didn’t have it as bad as the last model I had shot with. But still, pretty bad.

The time had come to release her. She wasn’t complaining. It had been a while and she had a good orgasm, by the sound of things. I untied the knots at her elbows first, the most taxing part of the bondage. The wrists and the connector followed. The tight ropework had left reddish grooves in her skin. They would disappear by morning.

Next, I unbuckled the gag. She raised her head from the floor, allowing me to gently pull the pink ball from her mouth. A drop of drool slipped down her chin. She wiped it on the area rug and rested her head on the floor again.

“You all right?” I asked.

She only nodded her head.

I went back to the untying work. Only the ankles remained bound, and she was free. She slowly stood, tits facing me, chucked her bra aside and pulled down her sweater. She carefully pulled up her panties and jeans. She grimaced, and the jeans were slid back down and she stepped from them. I could tell her ass was smarting and a bit swollen. She rubbed her wrists which were encircled by pink bands from the rope friction.

I thought it was weird how she wasn’t saying anything. Not that she had to be all chatty, but remaining silent after the gag removal was making things awkward. I decided to try again, “Need anything? Ice? Got any Arnica? Maybe I can pour you a glass of wine?”

At last, she met my eyes. “I have athletic cooling packs in the freezer.”

Her kitchen was tiny, common for the time period the house had been built. The refrigerator looked new, one of those stainless steel ones. The freezer was well-stocked, mostly with bags of frozen veggies. I saw the two black cooling packs bagged in plastic zipper bags. I carried them to the living room. She took both, unwrapped them, placed them together on the sofa and slowly, lowered her butt to the cool. Her eyes rolled back. The cold was exactly what her butt needed. She leaned her elbows on her knees and held her face in her hands and sighed.	

I didn’t know what to do. This wasn’t my lover, but my professor and we had a deal. And some acrimony. But now, things had inched toward a resolution. I thought maybe I should leave, but my phone was locked away in a safe upstairs. I felt out of place. Not knowing what else to do or say, I sat on the loveseat.

This didn’t feel right, either. I went back to the scene of the bondage and spanking and collected my ropes, coiling them and placing them in my backpack. I took the ballgag to the kitchen and washed it. It, too, went into the backpack. I moved the coffee table back to its original position. I zipped my backpack and placed in the foyer by the door.

She leaned back on the sofa, looking moderately more comfortable. “Where are your manners? You’re supposed to comfort your sub after a bondage and spanking session.”

Finally, some communication. I really didn’t know if she hated me or not. Despite the porn job, I wasn’t much experienced in bondage relationships. I sat beside her and draped an arm around her. She leaned into me. This was nice.

We sat there in silence for long moments, the fire spitting little snaps against the grate. I’m not that comfortable with silence, but I feared to break it. I didn’t know what to say, anyway. It was weird. After she was free of her bondage, the power dynamic had shifted. She was my professor again. And I was in her house. She had my phone hostage. It’s not that I wasn’t okay with things as they were, here in this place and time. It was fine, I guess. I had nowhere to be. This was awkward yet comfortable at the same time.

“God, I’m hungry,” she whispered.

“Um, do want me to order something?”

She looked up to me. “Can you cook? I’m a little tired.”

“Well…”

“Okay, that’s a no. Yes, let’s order something.” She drew back from me. “That’s if you want to hang around. You don’t have to.”

Now that she was talking, I did want to hang out with her. If nothing else, I was curious. I never hung out with someone so smart and knowledgeable, and I no longer had anger boiling in my belly that she had kindled with her shitty actions. The session was not only an equalizer, but resulted in a dissipation of all bitterness. Well, most bitterness. Some lingered within me, somewhere. “Sure.”

“There’s an Indian restaurant a few blocks away. You like Indian?”

Now I was hungry, too. “I love Indian. Dal Makhani.”

“With garlic naan?”

“Awesome.”

Her eyes scanned the living room. “Shit. Would you be a prince and get my phone from the kitchen counter?”

I found it and brought it back to her. She ordered. When finished, she said, “About forty minutes.”

“Cool. How much is mine?”

She shook her head. “It’s on me. I saw what you drive.”

I chuckled. “All right. Thank you.” After a beat, and I don’t know why I was hesitant to ask, but, “Can I have my phone back?”

She laughed. “Sorry, I forgot all about locking your phone up. I was all tied up and seriously distracted. Hang on.” She raised herself from the sofa with caution. She stretched, hands to the ceiling, then walked upstairs slowly, but with a normal gait. She soon returned with my phone. “I didn’t mean to hold it hostage. Now you think I’m trying make you have dinner with me.”

“No. Not at all. Like you said, the action and all.”

“I’m glad you’re perceptive enough to realize that. Yes, recovery time.” She sat back down after scooching the warmed cooling pads to the side. “This is going to complicate things the next few days.”

I raised my eyebrows.

“I meant my ass, nothing more.” She grunted in frustration. “I meant to bring my laptop down. It’s in my office upstairs. There’s only four doors. The room with the desk.”

“On it.”

“Thank you.”

I returned with the laptop and she powered it up. As she tapped, concentrating, I pulled out my phone now that it was no longer in prison. After a few minutes, she turned the screen to me. It was a PDF form and she told me the particulars. “I submitted the change of grade request. Everything will go through. Your new grade is a B.”

“Good. Thanks.” Why was I thanking her for what she should have done in the first damn place? I’m just polite, I guess. That nugget of bitterness still nestled in my heart. I had no classes with her next semester, so I didn’t have to worry about a whole semester of odd feelings.

“Is everything right, now?” she asked.

“Yeah. It is.”

Her shoulders relaxed.

I got up. “Dr. Cardiff? I—”

“Call me Nancy when in my house.”

I melted a little. Was that a strange reaction? Did we just bond?

“Okay. Nancy, could I have a drink? Water or soda is fine.”

“Now I’m the ill-mannered one. The bottle of wine is in the fridge. Pour us both a glass.”

When I returned, full wine glasses in hand, I sat beside her and handed her one. I was about to sip and she held up her hand. “We didn’t toast yet.”

“Oh. I don’t know wine rules, I guess.”

Nancy held her glass high. “To Jean Paul Sarte, to Albert Camus, and to the best bondage and spanking I’ve had in years.”

“Salut!”

We drank.

Nancy looked to me, her eyes glinting with desire and mirth. “Would you like to come over another time?”







END











If you like the story so far and wish it to continue, please leave a review to that effect on the Amazon page! Could there be a part two? Yes!
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