
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Professor to Prisoner 
 
    Anna Ritter 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. Your non-refundable purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use.  You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book.  This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee. Warning:  The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal.  Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.  Publisher’s Note:  This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be consenting adults over the age of 18. The cover model is also over the age of 18. Cover via Shutterstock. 
 
      
 
    Please be aware that this book includes a lot of fantasy. The acts, images, and characters portrayed in this title are not real. This is a book—a work of fiction—and thus does not include real people. If you are not comfortable with simulated (literary) descriptions of sexual behavior, then you should not purchase or review this book. 
 
      
 
    First Edition 
 
    Binding Books Erotica 
 
    ©2018 
 
   
  
 



  
 
      
 
    She had stars in her eyes, butterflies in her stomach - and a pain in her heart. As with so many other college girls, her life was dominated by dramatic clichés. She didn’t know her English teacher - and famed novelist, Braden Hart - would leave her broken in ways she could never have imagined. Taking his course in her freshman year of college, Misty Webb spent many nights swooning over him - many nights dreaming of him. 
 
    Now they spent their nights together - him, bound and restrained, quaking at the dominant touch of the woman he couldn’t even dream of. He changed her life in ways he could never have imagined - but as their lives changed, the world changed. Women fought and marched and bled as wars swept the Americas, and when the sorority emerged - their lives truly changed forever. Her lover, the once-influential writer and the most influential teacher she’d ever had - Braden Hart - quivered under her powerful grasp. She wasn’t the shaky student she’d been in college. She had grown and was ready to take control. 
 
      
 
    “Who has feelings about Hemingway?” Dr. Hart asked his classroom, only to be answered by a veil of painful silence. Not a word was uttered; the only sound any student could hear was the twitch of a pencil tip against an errant notebook or an uncomfortable cough.  
 
    No one could say anything, though it was hard to tell whether the silence stemmed from the nature of the question, or the position of the man asking the question - after all, few of the students were ready to take a class with a genuine celebrity. Dr. Braden Hart had spent his entire life writing and reading. The author of dozens of books in his life, he was surprised when a big publishing house picked up his title, Eat It Up, for publication. One of Dr. Hart’s own guilty pleasures, it featured pages and pages of rough, raunchy sex - just the sort of thing he had spent countless nights thinking of, dreaming of or chattering about over drinks with other close-minded guys. They loved objectifying anything attractive that popped up on the dingy TV in whatever bar he’d decided to frequent that week. 
 
    With society in upheaval and the election of a master, abusive misogynist as president of the US, Dr. Hart’s book proved a surprise hit with womanizing men across America. Young, successful, stylish and smart, Dr. Hart’s star exploded - so much so that he almost decided to pass on teaching for that particular year. But things didn’t work out that way, and Dr. Hart nonetheless found himself on the prestigious, sunny Stetson University campus for another year. So many students were talking about him now.  
 
    Controversial and racy, the content of the book shocked both his superiors and the politically-charged climate of the Stetson campus with the loudest feminist students deriding him as a sex-crazed, demeaning anti-feminist adolescent. Seeing the opportunity for publicity, Dr. Hart played the opponent to his anti-fans, displaying a braggadocio that had worked wonders for the president-elect, a man of immense public profile.  
 
    “Anybody? Anybody at all?” he asked; one could hear a pin drop in the thirty-student classroom, its walls paneled in polished oak and the sun gleaming through the trees and into tall, glass windows.  
 
    Dr. Hart paced at the head of the classroom, and while the protests and the arguments and the media attention burned like blistering-hot embers dancing on a campfire just outside of the classroom, the silence struck him as eerie; almost peaceful, to live for a few moments without the press gabbing into his face and his feminist foes on campus chirping angrily into his ears. His footsteps echoed along hardwood floors, the sound of an awkward student shifting in his creaking timber desk accompanying the loud cough of another uncomfortable student. His eyes scanned the freshman-year class - fresh-eyed and hopeful kids full of curiosity - and probably full of liquor, frat parties and the hard wiles of campus life no doubt draining them of vim in their first few weeks of life away from their small towns and small families. Pretty young women in blouses and makeup, their hair done up, fingers clacking away at laptops to appear busy; guys dressed casual, their eyes wandering along the walls; to the clocks, anywhere.  
 
    “Well,” Dr. Hart followed up, taking on that patronizing tone that had begun to make him profitable and famous on television, “did anyone bother to read the assignment, then? Anyone at all?” he scolded the assembled students; he expected this by now from most first-year classes.  
 
    There’d either be a room of stunned silence, no one wanting to make a move for fear of bringing this collective boycott crumbling down, or there’d be that one loud, chattering, irritating personality, often a fixture of the front row of the classroom, arm shooting excitedly into the air at any and every opportunity to drone in an intolerable tone until Dr. Hart’s ear fell off. His second question brought some activity from the crowd, though - a single hand meekly rose up before timidly falling back down.  
 
    His eyes flew to the daring individual who’d offered herself as sacrifice - or perhaps, she’d simply had it in her to answer honestly, whereas the rest of the classroom remained still in hopes of avoiding a singling-out. A woman - a meek and pretty blonde, and Dr. Hart could tell from the sheen of hope in her eyes that she had always been the over-achiever; the girl that her friends secretly hated for always following the rules, for always making them look bad. The perfect victim for a first-day chew-out. 
 
    “You!” Dr. Hart exclaimed with his flair for the dramatic alive in his tone, “Thank you, miss, for being brave enough to look like an idiot in front of your friends. That’s why you volunteered, right?” Dr. Hart said, the other students in the room chittering with hushed laughter. “You certainly don’t look to be the type of woman to bury her nose in Hemingway. Certainly, what sort of loser of a woman does that?” he teased.  
 
    The pretty blonde girl with her big, round blue eyes wore a rather frumpy earthen-tone skirt and sun-colored blouse; she recoiled, the pained expression in her eyes showing that she had immediately begun to regret her rather hesitant attempt at showing her knowledge of the material all the students had been expected to know of by today. “Besides, you ruin the fun of the rest of the class by being the one loser who happened to read the material, right? Just like a woman, huh?” he played up the role, and the entire freshman class was far too hesitant and stricken with fear to voice any opposition to his claims. A few of the guys started to laugh. She shook her head quietly, as if begging for the professor not to assassinate her character so freely or so early into her college career. “What’s your name, young lady?” he asked. The blonde waited a long moment to answer, biting her bottom lip.  
 
    “M-Misty, Misty Webb,” the woman’s voice warbled weakly in response. In spite of her weak response, she seemed to try to challenge him in her own way. “I app… appreciate your commentary, Dr. Hart, but I do enjoy Hemingway. I thought A Farewell to Arms was amazing. And I really appreciate his selflessness in fighting in the Spanish Civil War, for a cause he truly b… believed in,” she said, still weak, but with a fresh sense of conviction. She swallowed hard as Dr. Hart’s appraising gaze feel across her face; he smirked his contemptible smirk, rolling his tongue across his lips. Dr. Hart kept himself in shape - young and smart and in the prime of his life, Braden Hart worked hard to maintain rock-hard abs, a comfortable bronze to his skin, his sandy-blonde hair always kept free and wild like his carefree and libertine spirit. His striped button-down clung tight to his firm and strong muscles, he stroked his chin confidently. 
 
    “You seem to know a lot about the material, Ms. Webb. Not something I’d expect a freshman whose lifestyle presumably consists of campus parties and long nights spent in the Student Union Building,” Dr. Hart slyly commented, bringing another jostle of weak laughter from the assembled classroom. “And perhaps you know a lot about Hemingway. So tell me, why are you in my intro to twentieth-century lit class, then, and not one of my classes for majors? A woman who knows so much about Hemingway must have a certain interest in my particular subject matter,” he derided her playfully. 
 
    “Perhaps I saw a class being taught by an… interesting, new author, and decided to take it,” she retorted bashfully, her cheeks blooming with a rosy tint. Dr. Hart, taken aback at the sudden mention of his ‘extracurricular’ activities, sighed. 
 
    “So you’re here to harangue me for writing a book about my desires as a man? You’re one of those, huh? A lot of your type among freshmen classes lately,” he grumbled sarcastically, bringing a loud laugh from the classroom. 
 
    “Or maybe I was curious, not angry, when I read your book,” she responded brashly, bringing a silence and stunned eyes from across the room. She immediately realized the folly of her statement and shrunk away in her seat like a flower withering under a blistering-hot summer. 
 
    “Perhaps I ought to ask someone else what they think of Hemingway, then,” Dr. Hart briskly moved along, feeling satisfied at having readily - and awkwardly - eviscerated the brave young blonde student. “What about you?” he motioned to a rather blank-faced athletic guy near the rear of the room, who blinked and stammered a dull noise as empty of life as the look on his face. 
 
    The remainder of the lecture went as it usually did; lots of awkward silence, lots of hesitant arms extended, and very little actual discussion of the writer or topic at hand. Still, that question the blonde girl had asked, and the way she’d responded, stuck with him - and he found his eyes wandering through the aisles of stuffed backpacks and clacking laptop keyboards and meeting her again, her face always pained in embarrassment each time their eyes briefly met.  
 
    When the time came for class to dismiss Dr. Hart watched the blonde gather her things, her face blistering-red; she talked to no one, and waited for most of her classmates to breeze past her. When her opportunity came, she stuffed her books into her messenger bag and grasped her laptop and rushed across the front of the classroom in a harried frenzy, hoping not to attract the attention or the ire of any of the people she’d made a complete fool of herself in front of. 
 
    “Ms. Webb, was it?” Dr. Hart called out to her, his face still bearing that contemptible and brimming smirk from end to end. “That’s an interesting opinion you had on my book. Not one I expected to hear from a student, but interesting nonetheless,” he said, terminating her retreat rather suddenly and definitively. She swallowed hard, aiming to simply brush past him and pretend she hadn’t heard his comment; instead he stepped in path as the rest of the class filtered out of the room, making his presence - and his words - completely unavoidable.  
 
    “Y-yes, Ms. Webb,” she sighed, eyes downcast. “I’m, just… I didn’t mean to br-bring up your book, if you didn’t want it to be a part of the discussion.” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I want you bringing up my book? It’s making me a lot of money, and it’s pretty much all true,” he bragged with a grin. “Is that the kind of thing you’re in to?” he teased. “It’s not exactly the sort of book women, especially in this day and age, express ‘interest’ in. At least, not publicly,” he purred. She felt her heart hop in her chest as a realization struck her young, nubile body.  
 
    The words in his book came rushing back to her mind. She looked at her professor - and saw he was everything he had said he was in the book. It struck her profoundly; she felt a heat build up inside of her, realizing she had been thinking - even dreaming - about encountering the man who had been so dominant and so depraved in all of the encounters he wrote about. And now she stood flush with him, listening to his confident purr; squirming at the feeling of his words on her skin, she realized he had been just what she dreamed of. 
 
    “Dr. Hart, I don’t… I don’t know if I should ask you, about the book, about…” she gulped. “It’s pretty… well, it’s pretty crazy for a… a student to talk about, with her professor. I think,” she expressed a weakening second-guessing about the subject. 
 
    “What’s wrong with it? You’re an adult, aren’t you? Or are you not?” he teased. “I know you’re certainly blushing like a little girl right now,” he flirted. She giggled. 
 
    “I’m j-just, it’s not something I talk about a lot. Especially,” she snickered, “not… not with professors.” 
 
    “You’re a freshman. What have you talked about with professors, so far? Why not this?” he retorted charismatically. 
 
    “I… I guess you’re right,” she admitted hastily, looking towards the door where freedom awaited. But something pulled her back… a strange desire, to talk to him; to ask him about all the things he’d written about in the book. Because when she’d read it she had never even imagined the debauchery, the desire… the feeling of subjugation, or even the feeling of dominance. She hated to admit it but young Misty had gone to college a virgin - and until that moment, she had never met someone like Dr. Hart. “I… well, I liked your book.” She admitted, her cheeks full rosy again. 
 
    “Saying that’s dangerous on this college campus,” Dr. Hart warned. “You’d better watch who you say it to. Especially among the women on campus. They’re not too happy about my opinions on sex and women, and I guess the way the world’s going they’re not shy to let everyone know.” 
 
    “Well… women, we just want the right to be equals with men, to make men realize what they do to us, how they make us feel in society,” Misty quaintly protested. 
 
    “Now you sound like one of them,” Dr. Hart rolled his eyes. “What we do in the bedroom is what we do in the bedroom. And women like to feel the way I make them feel,” Dr. Hart bragged. “They put themselves in that position. And I’m not the only one who feels that way, clearly, by how my book is selling,” he continued rather smugly. 
 
    “Dr. Hart, I… I didn’t…” she thought about admitting the truth; that reading his book had opened her eyes, made her want so badly to experiment; to feel free and comfortable in who she was, and what she enjoyed. And while she never knew for sure, she thought she wanted to be the one dominating him - with his face against the carpet, as he had put the women in his stories. The more she thought about it, standing in front of the author, she began to breathe harder, her entire body titillated beyond sensation at the thought of putting him in that place. 
 
    She wanted to admit it, but instead, she fell quiet, looking away; embarrassed. 
 
    “…Maybe we should talk about my book tomorrow - in my office? In the afternoon,” Dr. Hart commented with a casual yawn. “I think we might want to get into some of the… themes, I wrote about. Maybe you’d be interested in a discussion of it?” he offered. Her heart brimmed in her chest and before she could think better of it she pipped up a loud answer. 
 
    “Yes!” she chirped, before her eyes widened and she realized what she’d just agreed to. “Or, well… tomorrow, maybe I shouldn’t?” she said - or more accurately, asked, not sure whether she really wanted to go through with this. 
 
    “Are you looking for my advice?” he hummed. In that voice, anything he said made her knees shiver. 
 
    “I just don’t know if I should…” her voice quaked. 
 
    “You should,” he implored her, moving in close enough that she could feel the tickle of his breath against her ear. It sent a shiver down her spine and she gulped loudly, almost dropping her laptop and her messenger bag right there. When he breezed past she imagined everything he had written in his book, all at once, and she almost felt faint. She left behind him, forking at the hallway, rushing in the opposite direction, still full of indecision - but so curious, and so enticed. 
 
      
 
    “Is this what you like?” 
 
    She whimpered. It had been such a revealing day, and as she laid bent over his desk, gasping hard, her body shaken down to her spine by the feeling of his words and his dirty-talk, she couldn’t keep herself together. When she had first arrived at the office, their discussion began normally, and frankly, enough. She mentioned she had seen her mother reading the book, and even commenting in disgust on its contents, which inspired her to pick up the book and begin reading.  
 
    The story soared into places she hadn’t ever seen - places she never understood, and had never thought about. The story had made her question her own place in society, just as it had made her question the very heart of everything happening in Canada—with the revolution—with the presidential election—with everything. 
 
    The discussion moved slowly from book, to the world; Dr. Hart derided the feminists, and with confidence in his words he talked up the success of his book and his way of thinking. She couldn’t completely agree with him, but the way he talked moved her; just like reading Hemingway, and learning his convictions, she swooned silently at the way her professor put his words together. She had moved like a hungry slave to him when he came closer and asked her, tensely, what her favorite part of his book had been. She hesitated to answer, at first; she didn’t want to be honest, because she feared that revealing her favorite part would turn him off completely; that she’d sabotage whatever this feeling between them was before it even happened. She lied; he could tell. 
 
    “Be honest,” he had implored her, whispering now hotly into her ear; her hands shaking, she ran her fingers along his arms, tracing the lines of his muscles beneath his shirt; tugging calmly at him, wanting to feel him do to her what he had done in his book.  
 
    But she remembered one passage…one she had savored. She remembered a passage he had written about a woman he had been with in Prague, a territory in the midst of its own feminist revolution, with feminism and the sexual dominance of women in full-swing. He had allowed himself to be dominated by the woman in the tight leather with the heels on her feet and force in her words. He admitted, deviously, to enjoying the shift of position - if only for a fleeting moment, before reasserting his masculine position of power over the woman. 
 
    She had fantasized about that scene… over, and over, and over. Over and over she had dreamed of her in the position of the strong woman with her long black hair and her tight, gripping leather; of the woman commanding him, telling the man what to do and insulting him with so much lust in her voice as he responded. 
 
    “I couldn’t stop dreaming about the scene in Prague,” she hesitantly admitted to him, her voice cracking weakly and loaded with want. She reached out to bite his ear just as the dominatrix had done to him in the scene in the book, and when her teeth met the lobe of his ear desire filled her like it never had before. She felt something her body had never experienced, exploding in every limb with orgasmic pleasure; she almost fell right out of the chair there, shaking and shuddering with climax, feeling even the faintest bit of dominant control over the man who had been so sexy an object of her desire. He had been an enigma, but now he was here; he was her professor, he was her teacher, he was her everything. 
 
    He recoiled. Her breath gasped in her throat, she feared for a moment that she had ruined it. Instead, his hands moved to her hips; he picked her from the chair, and she was taken, so confused by the sudden aggression rushing through his blood. With a sigh, she recalled the book…how the scene had gone. 
 
    He had misunderstood her…he had believed she truly desired to be dominated in the end, just as the dominatrix in his book had bowed to him after she had been so dominant over him, instead of the truth - her desire to be dominant over him, to experience what it was to have so much power over his handsome, delicious body. She cringed, she felt pain fill her as he bent her over the desk and spanked her, cooing dirty into her ear. It felt good…but it just felt…wrong. 
 
    And she began to regret her feelings; she began to fear she should be ashamed. The more he spanked, the more she pretended to like it; she wanted him, after all. But then a different thought took ahold in her mind. Maybe she could get the chance to dominate him, but only if she lulled him into a false sense of security. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Invigorated by that dirty thought working through her mind, she fell deeply in love with that notion; she fell for him as he kissed along her back, manhandling her, leaving deep handprints emblazoned into her ass. She bit her lip, thinking about the end - about when she’d finally win him over, and when she would pin him down, pressing her hips against his, fucking him until he couldn’t think anymore, burying her thighs against his body and pumping herself down hard against his shaft until he begged to be able to release inside of her - and she would deny him, over and over again, humiliating him, making him beg and plead until he was fucking pathetic beneath her, and only then would she let him cum deep inside of her succulent, powerful feminine folds.  
 
    The secret desire buried in her mind kept her hot as he pulled her skirt up and manhandled her flesh, pulling her panties from her dripping folds and fucking her ruthlessly as she lay bent over his desk. It hurt, but at the same time it felt so good when she imagined how he would be cowering for her soon enough.  
 
    He took her virginity and with her breath alight and her body climaxing hard on top of him, fueled by her secretive and delicious desires, she cooed his name as he came in her and filled her with steamy, sticky rope upon rope of tempting white seed. He picked her up, kissed her, nibbled along her neck; they shared a taboo filth with their bodies bound together in the dark corner of his office, and she was stricken; so completely taken now with the relationship between them.  
 
    “Is that what you were expecting, after reading my book…Ms. Webb?” he teased, straightening his pants as he ran his hands through his wild hair. It had felt amazing - but only because she had so hungrily imagined herself atop his pliable and subservient body, making him feel what he felt about women; making them feel the same way she had felt. She wanted to spank him; she wanted to bind him up, she wanted to make him her slave. 
 
    “Yes…” she admitted breathily, her fantasies still heavy on her mind. 
 
      
 
    The next day, she strolled in to class… only to find class had been canceled. Worry immediately set in; it wasn’t characteristic of the professor to simply disappear. She texted him, and he explained it as part of his book’s publicity tour. Then, the next week… canceled again. The more she texted him, the more he avoided her; and when he finally showed up again to class, nearly a month later, she confronted him after the class ended. 
 
    “Where have you been?” she had spent a month in quiet terror; with only thoughts of him to haunt her dreams and her memories, she had only her fantasies of her dominating his strong body to keep her company every day. 
 
    “Busy,” he coldly responded, packing up his collection of textbooks and notes without so much as a look her way. 
 
    “Busy? Too busy for me?” she responded, her voice weak and unsure. 
 
    “Too busy for everything,” he stated with a sense of finality, as if he expected her not to respond. She waited, defeat stewing in her expression, before speaking again, pursuing him as he began to walk out the door. 
 
    “We…we haven’t even really talked about the day we met, in your office,” she alluded to the moment hesitantly. “I really hoped we could…sometime soon.” 
 
    “We had a productive meeting. That’s it,” he responded, giving her a stiff shoulder as he walked towards his office. “I think that’s all that needs to be said. Don’t you agree, Ms. Webb?” the man responded. It dawned painfully on her - she had been used. The hungry chauvinist had used her and made her an object, just another one for his book, or maybe for the sequel. She had been a sexy story to him - another victory to brag about. She whimpered, chasing after him, though he remained wordless. 
 
    “There’s a lot more to it than that, don’t you think, professor? You haven’t talked to me in almost a month,” she pleaded. 
 
    “I told you, I’ve been busy. Too busy for students,” he declared, stepping up the short staircase leading in to his office. Light burst slowly from within as he pushed the door open, and she bit her lip bitterly as he stepped inside. 
 
    “You shouldn’t have used me like that,” she said bitterly. “It might not mean anything to you, Dr. Hart. But it meant everything to me.” He looked on her from within, a hard edge to his expression. He shook his head, slamming the door shut in her face. Her books gripped in her arms and tears beginning to stream along her cheeks, Misty sniffled loudly, storming through the halls as the sobs began to come on loudly, cutting a tear-stricken path across campus, throwing herself painfully onto the bed of her dorm room. 
 
    “Let me guess,” her roommate, Maria, asked from her side of the room. Maria had always had her mind deep into the political goings-on in the Americas - the revolutions taking Canada by storm and spreading even now to the United States, as the feminist nations began to form and fight for the freedom of women across the globe. “That bastard of a professor broke you, didn’t he?” 
 
    “Wh…what?” her voice quivered. “What…do you mean?” 
 
    “I know you had a thing for him. You talked about him all the time,” Maria added slyly. “He used you and dumped you like garbage, didn’t he? Just like he did to women in that book of his,” she sneered. 
 
    “How did you…” she sobbed, trying to collect herself. 
 
    “There’s something you can do about men like that. They’re making the world a disaster, one by one, Misty,” Maria warned. Misty’s voice fell to a whisper; she knew the president hadn’t been quiet about finding ways to monitor campuses, to stop feminists wherever he could. 
 
    “What…do you mean?” 
 
    “Come to a meeting with me tonight,” Maria implored. “You won’t regret it.” 
 
      
 
    Things had been complicated after that. College campuses became one of the key battlefields in the war between the women and the men. Activists on campuses joined forces, taking up arms when things came to violence. As the president and his friends in business slowly lost control over the United States, and the feminist armies stormed the White House, Misty joined up with them.  
 
    While she was busy with politics, she worked hard with Braden Hart, her freshman professor, always on her mind. She had never given up those filthy fantasies of hers - of controlling a man who had helped contribute to the chauvinistic rule of the men of the world. And she still dreamed of him at night - of those fantasies she’d had of him, of his body pushed beneath her, his voice deferential as he begged and pleaded for her; as she made him her slave, and treated her the way he had treated so many women.  
 
    And she wanted to get him to admit the truth she knew lay in his heart - that he had enjoyed that night of domination, and that he wanted more and more of it. 
 
    She didn’t remember the rest of that year, spent in his class… she vaguely recalled that she passed the class, maybe even with an A, something she knew he had done just so that he could move on and ignore her. By then - the end of her first semester - things had changed. His book had become a target of the feminist armies, and their program of changing culture to treat men the way they had treated women made it a target of mockery, scorn and book-burnings. Misty had even organized the meetings and movements against the book herself - and Dr. Hart became a recluse, as so many of the men who feared the feminist revolution had done, retreating after the attempts on his life began.  
 
    But Misty didn’t want that. She didn’t want him to die - she didn’t want his book burned or destroyed or forgotten. Because she knew it was the secret of getting him to admit the truth - something she knew she would get out of him, if it killed her. When she’d met him she’d been an ignorant virgin - and when they’d made love she had learned just what she wanted out of not just him, but out of her life. She wanted to see women - powerful and proud, standing above the rest of the world. She wanted to see victory. And she wanted to show him what it meant to be a woman - to be dominated, to be demeaned, to be treated the way he had treated her. 
 
    Eventually the chauvinists lost - and it started on the campuses. Maria and Misty had worked together to bring Stetson under the control of the feminists; it became one of the most powerful strongholds for the feminist forces in the entire country, with abusive and destructive male faculty - including Dr. Hart - held captive in their own classrooms. When the feminists finally claimed the White House as their own, with the president resigning and the governments of North America falling under the control of the sorority of feminist states, Misty gained a great amount of influence - particularly in the new administration of education by the new American government. She’d be in control of the feminist power on the universities across the Americas, thanks to her successful campaign during the war between man and women. Most importantly to her, though, she’d administer her old school - Stetson University, its female faculty in control of what had been not just a university but a power base for the entire feminist movement during the war that erupted between men and women. 
 
    And, most importantly… she’d now be the one in control of the fate of the man who had scorned her; the man who had destroyed her fantasies with his chauvinism, his selfishness, and his abuse. The man she had dreamed of, in both love and hate, since he took her virginity hot and heavy and hard in that cramped office.  
 
    Each professor came before Misty, now a powerful, influential woman; her blonde hair still kept long, her skin a golden tone, her eyes a striking shade of blue. But no more did she dress in unflattering skirts or frumpy blouses; instead she wore the uniform of victory, custom-made by herself. Leather, tight and black to her bosom, beneath a school uniform jacket; stiletto heels of perfect craftsmanship on her feet, long stockings on each of her plump, pretty and perfect legs.  
 
    The men came to her office, one by one, led by Maria, her loyal assistant; the woman who had fought alongside her, helped her to transform their university from a school into a base for the women’s armies. After a long string of men pledging loyalty and being assigned to the pleasure and desire of any of the various women on the campus, Maria smirked as she led in the very last of them, knowing that her comrade Misty couldn’t wait to resolve the fate of this last man. 
 
    “Someone special here, just for you,” Maria snarked, dragging the man behind her, chained up, bound in leather - though even after all the years, his body was just as fit, that same tone of striking bronze, and his hair that elegant sandy-blonde that she remembered from their very first day together. Maria threw Dr. Hart down at Misty’s feet, and the new leader of the Sorority State’s Department of Education strutted forward. She pressed her heel against the subjugated professor’s cheek; he grunted, falling onto his back, and immediately she realized her fantasies had finally come true - it had taken longer than she had expected, perhaps, but it was happening now - just as she had hoped. Just as she had always imagined. Realizing the turn of fate she felt a surge of desire push through her so fiercely that she stared fire at her partner. 
 
    “Maria, leave,” she demanded; she sat wildly straddling the prone professor, her breaths quivering; she grasped his shoulders, digging her fingernails deep, so deep it burned. Then she grasped his ass, exposed beneath the simple straps of leather that kept his hardening cock concealed. Maria hastily left the office, slamming the door shut behind her. 
 
    “Misty…” Dr. Hart’s voice quaked. “Please…”  
 
    “Good,” she hissed. She pressed her palm against his cheek, flattening his face forcefully against the carpet, doing what she had always wanted to. “I want to hear you beg. Beg,” she repeats, her voice dripping with honeyed desire. She felt his cock stiffen beneath her; she pumped her hips against his lap, and when his hands shook weakly, she grasped his wrists and flattened them at his sides. “I want you to admit it. Admit that you want this,” she hissed, leaning down to bite down on his lip, leaving him weakened and prostrate before her. “You want to be dominated. You always did,” she breathed against his lips. He hesitated, feeling powerless; he squirmed, but he could do nothing here. He served her - whether he wanted to or not, he lay at the mercy of the student he had once taught; the woman he had once slept with, whose virginity he had taken. And now with her head full of filthy fantasies and her thoughts possessed with her need to live out every twisted desire on his muscled body, she reached her hand into the leather strap keeping his cock concealed, gripping it at its base and teasing it. He ached, pressing his hips out against her. 
 
    “No,” she demanded. “I want to hear it. Now. From your lips, you useless fucking slave. You do what I want you to do - and nothing more. Now, tell me,” she groaned, pressing all of her weight and all of her strength down on top of him. He whimpered. And he begged. 
 
    “Please,” his voice shook. “Please, Misty…” 
 
    “You will call me Mrs. Webb,” she roared, her voice hot and thick with stewing desire now as she began to jerk his shaft hard. “Is that understood?” 
 
    “Y… yes, please,” he answered obediently. 
 
    “Good. This is the beginning of something magical,” the student hissed - though, no longer the student, but now - the master. “Mr. Webb… beg for me.” 
 
      
 
    The End…? 
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