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– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: The Assigned Challenge

Elise sat at the front of the lecture hall, spine straight, notebook open, pen poised. She was the best in her cohort, always had been. Every professor until now had bent to her precision, her relentless perfection.

The room smelled of chalk dust, faint and dry, clinging to the blackboard behind her. Late afternoon light sliced through the tall windows, catching motes in the air. Her peers shuffled papers, half-listening, but Elise was dialed in, waiting to impress.

The door creaked at the back of the hall.

Footsteps. Slow. Deliberate.

Professor Ashworth entered, and the air shifted. Six-foot-three, tailored navy suit, silver at his temples catching the light. He moved with unhurried grace, a predator who knew the hunt was already won.

He didn’t glance at her. Not yet. He set his leather briefcase on the podium, opened it with a soft click, and pulled out a single sheet of paper.

“Most of you will follow the syllabus.” His voice was low, a controlled rumble that filled the room. “But one of you has a separate assignment.”

Her pulse ticked up.

He turned, finally, and his eyes found hers. Gray, piercing, dissecting her in one unblinking sweep. A gaze that stripped past her pressed blouse and neat bun, straight to something raw beneath.

“Miss Elise.” He held up the paper, a faint smirk curling his lips. “Come forward.”

Her chair scraped as she stood. Every eye in the room followed her—colleagues, competitors, witnesses. She walked to the podium, heels clicking on the hardwood, chin high despite the heat creeping up her neck.

He handed her the list. Their fingers didn’t touch, but the air between them crackled. She glanced down—ten texts, handwritten in precise ink, titles she’d never seen on any syllabus.

“Power and surrender,” he said, voice dropping just for her. “Recurring themes in literature. I expect your insights by tomorrow, Miss Elise.”

Her breath caught.

Tomorrow. Ten texts. Impossible.

She nodded, lips tight. “Yes, Professor.”

His smirk deepened, just a flicker, before he turned back to the class. Dismissed. But she felt his gaze linger, a weight on her skin as she returned to her seat.

The list burned in her hand. She tucked it into her notebook, fingers trembling slightly. Her mind was already racing—library hours, databases, sheer willpower.

Class ended. Students filtered out, their chatter a dull hum. Elise stayed, packing slowly, waiting for the room to empty.

She needed to understand. Needed to conquer this before he could wield it against her. Perfection was her shield, and she’d be damned if Ashworth shattered it.

The hallway echoed as she left, her footsteps sharp in the quiet. The university library loomed ahead, a fortress of knowledge she’d mastered years ago. She’d read every text on that list tonight, no matter the cost.

Hours bled into midnight. Her dorm room was a battlefield—books splayed open, laptop glowing, coffee cold in the mug. Her eyes burned, but she pushed through, annotating, dissecting, chasing the thread Ashworth had laid out.

Power and surrender. Every text circled it, mirrored it, forced her to stare at it. A king yielding to a usurper, a maiden bound by her own vows, a soldier broken by his commander’s will.

Her stomach twisted. Not just academic. Personal.

She saw herself in every page—her need to control, to excel, to submit to the grind of expectation. Ashworth had chosen these for her. Curated them to crack her open.

Her pen stopped. She stared at the last title, a obscure treatise on dominance in Victorian prose. The words blurred, but the implication didn’t.

He knew. He saw her. Three steps ahead, always.

Her thighs pressed together under the desk. A traitor heat, unbidden, pooling low. She hated it, hated how her body reacted to the challenge, to his invisible hand guiding her through these texts.

She slammed the book shut. No. She’d finish this, walk into his office tomorrow, and prove she was untouchable.

Dawn broke gray through her window. She hadn’t slept. The stack of notes was meticulous, her analysis razor-sharp, but her hands shook as she dressed—crisp white shirt, navy skirt, hair pulled tight.

His office was at the end of the humanities wing. The hallway was empty, her heels echoing off the polished floor. Each step felt like a march to judgment.

The door was heavy oak, his nameplate gleaming in brass. She knocked once, sharp. Waited.

“Enter.”

Her heart stuttered at his voice, smooth and commanding, even through wood. She pushed the door open. Stepped inside.

Ashworth sat behind his desk, a leather-bound book open before him. He didn’t look up immediately, pen moving across a page with deliberate strokes. The room smelled of old paper and faint cologne, a mix that made her dizzy.

“Close the door.”

She did. The click was too loud. Her reputation, her control, everything teetered on this moment.

He finally looked up. Those gray eyes again, pinning her where she stood. “You’ve read them.”

“Yes, Professor.” Her voice was steady, barely. She clutched her notes like a lifeline.

“Sit.”

She obeyed, perching on the edge of the chair across from him. Her skirt rode up slightly, and she cursed herself for noticing how his gaze flicked there, just for a fraction of a second.

“Begin.” He leaned back, fingers steepled, watching her with that calculated calm. “Tell me what you found.”

She launched into her analysis, voice crisp, academic, every point polished. Power dynamics in text one, surrender motifs in text three, the psychological interplay in text seven. She was flawless, untouchable, reclaiming ground with every word.

He listened. Silent. Unreadable.

Her words faltered only once, on the final text, the Victorian prose. “The author posits dominance as... as a form of intimacy.” Her throat tightened. “A binding contract, unspoken but absolute.”

His lips twitched. Not a smile. Something darker.

“And what do you make of that, Miss Elise?” His voice was silk over steel. “Intimacy through control?”

Her mouth went dry.

Her mind scrambled for a professional response, something detached, but her body betrayed her first. Heat flared between her thighs, a shameful pulse she couldn’t ignore. She shifted in the chair, praying he didn’t notice.

He did.

“Interesting.” He stood, slow and deliberate, rounding the desk to stand before her. Towering, his presence filling the room, making her feel small despite her twenty-four years of hard-won confidence.

She didn’t move. Couldn’t. Her notes trembled in her lap.

“You see yourself in these texts.” It wasn’t a question. His voice dropped, intimate, cutting through her defenses. “The need to be perfect. To be seen. To yield when the right hand demands it.”

Her breath hitched.

“No, I—” She started, but the lie died on her lips. Her pussy clenched, wet heat seeping into her panties, and she hated how her body answered him before her mind could.

He stepped closer. Close enough she could feel the warmth of him, smell the faint spice of his cologne. His hand rested on the arm of her chair, caging her without touching.

“You’ve done well, Miss Elise.” His tone softened, but the edge remained, sharp enough to cut. “But perfection isn’t enough. Not for me.”

Her heart pounded. Loud enough she was sure he heard it. Her fingers dug into the paper in her lap, crumpling her precious notes.

“What do you want, then?” Her voice was a whisper, barely controlled. She hated how it sounded—needy, exposed.

His gaze dropped to her lips, then back to her eyes. A predator assessing prey. “I want to see how far you’ll go to meet my expectations.”

Her thighs squeezed together. Traitorous, pathetic, the heat spreading despite her clenched jaw. She wanted to argue, to stand and leave, but her body rooted her to the chair.

He straightened, stepping back just enough to let her breathe. But his eyes never left her, pinning her in place. “We’ll discuss your... deeper insights tomorrow. After you’ve had time to reflect.”

Her chest heaved. Reflect. A word that felt like a threat, a promise, a key turning in a lock she didn’t understand yet.

“Tomorrow?” She echoed it, voice small. Her mind spun—what game was he playing with this curated list of power and surrender?

“Yes.” He returned to his desk, picking up his pen as if nothing had happened. “Don’t be late, Miss Elise.”

She stood on unsteady legs. Her notes were a crumpled mess in her hands, her skirt slightly askew. She didn’t dare adjust it under his gaze.

The door felt miles away. She reached it, hand on the knob, and paused. His voice stopped her cold.

“And Miss Elise?” She half-turned, caught in his trap again. “I’ll know if you hold back.”

Her stomach dropped.

She fled into the empty hallway, the echo of her heels chasing her. Her body burned—wet, aching, humiliated by how much she wanted to return, to hear more, to see what he’d demand next. Tomorrow loomed like a sentence, and she wasn’t sure if she dreaded it or craved it.

The list was still in her bag, ten texts, a map to something she couldn’t name. Power and surrender. What game was Ashworth playing, and how far would she let herself fall to win it?


Chapter 2: Mirrored Reflections

Elise stood outside Ashworth’s office door. Her pulse hammered, a traitor in her chest. The hallway was empty, but the weight of the university pressed in—colleagues, cameras, her pristine reputation teetering on a knife’s edge.

She’d barely slept. The reading list haunted her, each text a mirror reflecting something raw, something she didn’t want to name. Her bag felt heavier with the crumpled notes inside, her perfect handwriting now a mess of ink and shame.

Her hand hovered over the knob. Cold metal bit into her palm. She could walk away—preserve the image of the flawless grad student.

She didn’t.

The door creaked open. Ashworth sat behind his desk, unhurried, a leather-bound book open in front of him. His charcoal blazer draped over the chair, shirt sleeves rolled to his forearms—deliberate, controlled exposure.

“Miss Elise.” His voice was a low drawl, smooth as polished stone. “Punctual, as always.”

She stepped inside. The door clicked shut behind her, a sound too final. Her skirt brushed her thighs, a reminder of how exposed she’d felt yesterday under his gaze.

“Sit.” He didn’t look up from his book. A command, not an invitation.

Her legs obeyed before her mind caught up. The chair was cold, the leather biting through her thin blouse. She crossed her arms, bare skin brushing the desk’s icy surface.

He closed the book. Slow. Deliberate.

Her breath hitched.

His gaze lifted, piercing, dissecting her without effort. Those eyes—gray, unrelenting—stripped away her carefully curated armor. She shifted, the rustle of papers in her bag louder than it should have been.

“You’ve reflected on the texts.” Again, not a question. His tone carried certainty, as if he’d already read her thoughts.

“I have.” Her voice aimed for steady, professional. It wavered instead.

He leaned back in his chair. Broad shoulders filled the space, his presence a physical weight. “Tell me, which spoke to you most clearly?”

Her stomach dropped. The question was a trap, baited with her own honesty. She clutched the edge of the desk, fingers digging into the wood.

“I... I found the Victorian piece compelling.” Her words felt like a confession, raw and unpolished. “The idea of dominance as intimacy, a contract beyond words.”

His lips curved. Not a smile—something sharper, predatory. “Elaborate.”

Her throat tightened. She wanted to retreat, to hide behind academic jargon, but his gaze pinned her. “It suggests control isn’t just power—it’s... connection. A surrender that binds.”

Heat crept up her neck. She cursed her body for reacting, for the flush she knew he could see. Her pussy pulsed, a shameful ache she couldn’t ignore.

“Connection.” He repeated the word, tasting it. His voice dropped lower, intimate, cutting through the sterile air of the office. “You see yourself in that surrender, don’t you?”

Her jaw clenched. “No, I—” The denial died fast. Her thighs pressed together under the desk, desperate to hide the wet heat building there.

He stood. Moved around the desk with that unhurried grace, each step deliberate. He stopped just behind her chair, close enough she could feel the warmth of him.

She froze.

His hand rested on the back of her chair. Not touching her—yet the proximity was a cage. “Don’t lie to me, Miss Elise.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. Loud, too loud. She was sure he heard it.

“You’ve built your life on control.” His breath brushed her ear, soft but commanding. “Top of your cohort, perfect grades, every professor eating from your hand.”

She swallowed hard. Her fingers trembled on the desk, the cold surface grounding her against the heat of his words.

“But perfection bores me.” He leaned closer, voice a whisper now. “I want the cracks. The parts of you that ache to be seen.”

Her pussy clenched. Wetness seeped into her panties, humiliating and undeniable. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to shift in her seat.

He stepped to her side. Towering over her, his presence suffocating. “Stand up.”

Her body moved before her mind agreed. She rose, unsteady, her skirt brushing her thighs. The rustle of papers in her bag sounded obscene in the silence.

“Face the desk.” His tone was calm, but the command carried steel.

She hesitated. Just a second. Then turned, her bare arms brushing the cold desk again, a shiver racing through her.

He moved behind her. Not touching, but she felt him—his heat, his control. Her reputation loomed in her mind—colleagues down the hall, cameras in the corridors, her perfect image at stake.

“You answered honestly.” His voice softened, but the edge remained. “That’s a start.”

Her chest heaved. Relief and dread warred inside her. What did he mean by ‘a start’?

“But honesty has a price.” He stepped closer, his shadow falling over her. “Bend forward. Elbows on the desk.”

Her breath caught. Resistance flared—academic decorum, professional boundaries—but her body betrayed her. She leaned forward, elbows pressing into the cold wood, ass slightly raised under her skirt.

“Good girl.” The praise hit like a physical touch, warm and owning. Her clit throbbed, pathetic and eager.

She hated herself for it.

His hand hovered near her hip. Not touching, but the threat was there. “You’ll learn that every truth you give me comes with a consequence.”

Her mind spun. Consequence? Her pussy ached, wet and desperate, even as her brain screamed to stand, to leave.

“You chose the Victorian text.” His voice was a low rumble now. “Dominance as intimacy. Let’s test how much you meant it.”

Her heart stopped. Test? Her elbows dug harder into the desk, the cold biting her skin.

He stepped back. Just enough to let her feel the loss of his heat. “Lift your skirt.”

Her fingers froze at her sides. Shame burned through her—anyone could walk in, see her bent over like this. But her body screamed to obey.

“Do it.” His tone was quiet, unshakable. A command she couldn’t refuse.

Her hands moved. Trembling, they gripped the hem of her skirt. Pulled it up, exposing her thighs, the thin fabric of her panties.

The air hit her skin. Cool, invasive. She felt his gaze on her, heavy and assessing.

“Pathetic.” The word dripped with warmth, not cruelty. It sent a jolt straight to her clit, her pussy clenching against nothing.

She whimpered. Barely audible, but he heard it. She knew he did.

His hand finally touched her. Just a brush against her hip, guiding her to bend further. “You’re wet already, aren’t you?”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Her face burned, pressed against her own forearms on the desk.

“Answer me.” His fingers tightened, a warning. Not painful—just enough.

“Yes.” The word slipped out, broken. Her pussy throbbed, soaking her panties further. She wanted to die of shame—and beg for more.

He hummed. A sound of approval that made her squirm. “Honesty again. Good.”

His hand slid lower. Not to her pussy—not yet. Just along the edge of her panties, teasing the line of her thigh.

Her hips twitched. Traitorous, desperate. She bit down on her lip to stifle a moan.

“You’ll learn to crave these consequences.” His fingers traced higher, brushing the damp fabric. “Every time you bare yourself to me—mind or body—I’ll take more.”

Her clit pulsed under his touch. Light, barely there, but enough to make her gasp. She was so close already, embarrassingly so.

But he pulled back. Left her aching, empty. Her body screamed in protest, hips shifting toward nothing.

“Not yet.” His voice was firm, a lock snapping shut. “You don’t cum until I say.”

Her whimper was louder this time. Needy, pathetic. She hated how much she needed his permission.

He stepped away completely. The loss of his warmth was a punishment in itself. She stayed bent over, skirt hiked up, exposed and trembling.

“Straighten up.” His tone returned to neutral, as if nothing had happened. “We’re not done with your reflections.”

She stood. Legs shaky, skirt falling back into place. Her panties clung to her, wet and humiliating.

He returned to his desk. Sat down, picked up his pen. As if he hadn’t just unraveled her.

Her chest heaved. She wanted to scream, to demand release, but his gaze silenced her. Calm, controlled, always three steps ahead.

“We’ll continue this discussion tomorrow.” He didn’t look up, but the promise hung heavy. “I’ll expect deeper insights, Miss Elise.”

Her stomach twisted. Deeper insights. What did that mean after this?

“And remember.” His eyes flicked to hers, sharp and unrelenting. “I’ll know if you hold back.”

She nodded. Barely. Her body still burned, aching for a release he’d denied.

The door felt like an escape and a betrayal as she reached for it. Her reputation, her control, her perfection—all of it lay in pieces on that cold desk. How would Ashworth use her honesty against her tomorrow?

She stepped into the hallway. The echo of her heels was a mockery of the confident grad student she’d been yesterday. Tomorrow loomed larger now, a shadow she couldn’t escape.

Her bag weighed heavy with the reading list. Those texts—mirrors of her own cracks. What would he demand next to shatter her completely?


Chapter 3: Rules of Engagement

Elise stood outside Ashworth’s office door. The hallway stretched empty, the echo of her own footsteps still lingering like a ghost of yesterday’s confidence. Fluorescent lights hummed overhead, a sterile buzz that matched the knot in her stomach.

Her thighs still trembled from yesterday. That desk. That cold, unyielding surface against her skin.

She adjusted her bag, the weight of his latest reading list dragging at her shoulder. Her perfection had always been her shield—top of the cohort, every professor charmed by her precision. But Ashworth saw through it, sliced it open with a glance.

The door loomed. Solid oak, his nameplate gleaming under the harsh light. A barrier she both dreaded and craved to cross.

Her hand hovered over the knob. Yesterday’s shame pulsed low in her belly—her skirt hiked up, her wet panties, his voice calling her pathetic in that warm, damning tone. Her pussy clenched at the memory, traitorously eager.

She knocked. Sharp, professional. A last grasp at control.

“Come in.” His voice cut through the wood, calm and unhurried. Always unhurried.

She stepped inside. The office smelled of old books and faint cedar, a scent that already felt like a cage. Ashworth sat behind his desk, charcoal blazer tailored to his broad frame, tie a perfect knot against his throat.

He didn’t look up. Pen scratched paper, deliberate and slow. Every movement a calculated display of power.

“Close the door.” A command, not a request.

She obeyed. The click of the latch echoed in the small space. Her heart thudded louder than the hallway’s hum.

“Sit.” He gestured to the chair across from him, still not meeting her eyes.

She sat. Her skirt rode up slightly, and she tugged it down, hyper-aware of the fabric against her thighs. Yesterday’s exposure burned in her mind—how easily he’d stripped her of dignity.

He set the pen down. Finally looked at her. Those gray eyes pinned her, dissecting every inch of her composure.

“You’ve read the new list.” Not a question. A statement, laced with certainty.

“Yes, Professor.” Her voice aimed for steady. Failed.

He leaned back. Legs crossed casually, but his gaze was anything but casual. It stripped her, layer by layer, as if he could see the dampness already forming between her legs.

“Good.” His lips curved, a faint smirk that made her stomach flip. “Then we’ll discuss your reflections. But first, we establish rules.”

Rules. The word landed heavy, a stone in her chest. Her fingers tightened on the armrest.

“Office hours with me are not like others.” His tone was smooth, a lecture delivered with surgical precision. “You will adhere to my guidelines precisely.”

Her mouth went dry. She nodded, a small, involuntary motion. Her body was already bending to him.

“First rule.” He stood, rounding the desk with that unhurried grace that made her pulse spike. “You arrive exactly on time. Not a minute early, not a minute late.”

He stopped beside her chair. Towering, his presence filled the room, pressing against her like a physical weight. Her breath hitched.

“Second rule.” His hand rested on the desk edge, close enough that she could feel the heat of him. “You speak only when prompted. Interruptions will be… addressed.”

Addressed. The word hung, a threat wrapped in velvet. Her clit throbbed, shameful and unbidden.

“Third rule.” He leaned down, voice dropping to a near-whisper. “When I assign a task, you complete it without question. Hesitation is disobedience.”

Her thighs pressed together. A futile attempt to stop the heat pooling in her pussy. She hated how her body responded—how it craved his control.

“Do you understand?” His breath brushed her ear, warm and deliberate.

“Yes, Professor.” Her whisper trembled. She couldn’t look at him.

“Eyes on me.” Sharp, immediate. A command that snapped her head up.

His gaze locked with hers. Calculating, unyielding, as if he could see every crack in her facade. Her cheeks burned under that scrutiny.

“You’re already slipping.” His tone softened, but the edge remained. “Hesitation. I see it in your posture.”

She straightened. Too late. His smirk deepened.

“Stand.” One word, and her legs moved before her mind caught up.

She rose. Her skirt brushed her thighs, the fabric suddenly too tight, too revealing. The fluorescent hum above seemed louder, mocking her vulnerability.

“Turn around.” His voice was a tether, pulling her deeper.

She turned. Faced the wall, her back to him. Her heart slammed against her ribs.

“Hands on the desk.” Quiet, but unbreakable.

Her palms pressed to the wood. Cold, just like yesterday. A shiver raced down her spine.

“Bend forward.” His words were a slow drip of control, each one sinking into her.

She bent. Elbows touched the desk, her ass tilted up slightly. Shame burned hot in her chest, but her pussy ached, wet and desperate.

His footsteps approached. Slow, measured. Each click of his polished shoes echoed in her ears.

She felt him behind her. Not touching—yet. Just close enough that the air between them crackled.

“You need structure, Elise.” His voice was low, intimate, as if he were peeling back her skin. “Your intellect is sharp, but undisciplined. I’ll teach you to submit.”

Submit. The word seared through her. Her clit pulsed, humiliatingly eager.

His hand brushed her hip. Light, barely there, but it sent a jolt straight to her core. She bit her lip to stifle a gasp.

“Lift your skirt.” Familiar words, laced with new weight. A test of her compliance.

Her fingers shook. Gripped the hem. Pulled it up, exposing her thighs, the thin lace of her panties.

The air hit her skin. Cool, invasive, just like before. Her face burned, pressed against her forearms.

His hum of approval vibrated through her. “Good. You’re learning.”

Her pussy clenched. Wetness soaked her panties, and she knew he could see it. The shame made her dizzy.

“Look at you.” His voice wrapped around her, warm and damning. “So eager to follow my rules already.”

She whimpered. Soft, pathetic. She hated how much she needed his praise.

His fingers traced the edge of her panties. Slow, deliberate, teasing the line where fabric met skin. Her hips twitched, begging for more.

“Pathetic.” That word again, spoken with such affection it made her ache. “Your body betrays you every time.”

She couldn’t deny it. Her pussy throbbed under his touch, light and maddening. She wanted to grind against his hand, to beg.

“But not yet.” His fingers withdrew. Left her trembling, empty.

Her whine slipped out. Needy, desperate. She clamped her mouth shut, mortified.

“You don’t get release until I decide.” His tone was final, a lock snapping shut. “Discipline first, Elise.”

She stayed bent over. Skirt hiked up, panties damp and clinging. Her body screamed for him to touch her again.

He stepped back. The loss of his heat was a punishment worse than any words. Her thighs quivered, aching for contact.

“Straighten up.” Neutral again, as if he hadn’t just unraveled her. “We’re not done.”

She stood. Legs shaky, skirt falling back into place. Her panties stuck to her, a humiliating reminder of her arousal.

He returned to his desk. Sat down, picked up his pen. That same calculated indifference that drove her mad.

“We’ll discuss your reflections now.” He glanced at the clock. “Exactly on schedule, as per my rules.”

Her chest heaved. She sat, thighs pressed tight, trying to ignore the wet heat between them. Her mind spun—how could she focus on theory after this?

“Your analysis of Foucault.” He tapped a paper, eyes flicking to hers. “Start there. And remember—speak only when prompted.”

She nodded. Her voice felt trapped, locked behind his rules. Her body still burned, aching for a release he’d denied.

His gaze held hers. Sharp, unrelenting, always three steps ahead. “Begin.”

She opened her mouth. The words came, halting at first, academic precision clashing with the raw need pulsing through her. Every sentence felt like a surrender.

He listened. Pen poised, face unreadable. But she felt his judgment, heavy as a touch.

Her analysis faltered. A pause too long, a hesitation. His eyebrow arched—a silent warning.

“Continue.” One word, and her body jolted as if he’d touched her.

She pushed through. Words tumbled out, her mind scrambling to meet his standards. Her pussy ached with every syllable, a cruel reminder of her position.

He interrupted. “Deeper, Elise.” His tone cut through her, demanding more than just theory.

Her throat tightened. Deeper. What did he want—her mind, or something else?

She tried again. Dug into the text, pulled apart power dynamics with a trembling voice. Her clit throbbed, mirroring every word about control.

He nodded. Once. A small gesture that hit deeper than it should have.

“Good.” That single word sent warmth through her, owned and humiliating. “You’re capable when guided.”

Her cheeks flushed. Praise shouldn’t feel this good—not from him. But it did.

“We’ll stop there.” He set the pen down, gaze locking with hers. “You’ve followed the rules so far. Barely.”

Barely. The word stung, even as her body hummed with need. She shifted in her seat, desperate for friction.

“Tomorrow’s office hours.” His voice dropped, a promise and a threat. “I expect perfection. In thought—and obedience.”

Her stomach twisted. Perfection. After today, what would that cost her?

“Dismissed.” He returned to his papers, as if she were nothing more than a student again. As if he hadn’t just bent her over his desk.

She stood. Legs unsteady, bag heavy in her grip. The hallway awaited, empty and echoing.

Her hand touched the doorknob. Yesterday’s shame and today’s rules churned in her chest. Will Elise bend to these rigid rules, or push back?

She stepped out. The fluorescent hum followed her, a relentless reminder of Ashworth’s control. Tomorrow loomed darker, a shadow she couldn’t escape.


Chapter 4: Posture of Obedience

Elise stood outside Ashworth’s office door. Her bag weighed heavy on her shoulder, knuckles white from gripping the strap. Yesterday’s humiliation still burned—bent over his desk, skirt hiked, his voice unraveling her.

She shouldn’t be here. Not after that. But the pull of his rules, his expectations, dragged her back like a leash.

Her reflection stared back from the polished nameplate: Professor Ashworth, Literature Theory. Cold, formal, untouchable. Just like him.

She knocked. Once. Sharp and precise, the way he’d expect.

“Come in.”

His voice cut through the wood. Low, unhurried, a command wrapped in velvet. Her stomach twisted, heat already pooling where it shouldn’t.

She opened the door. Stepped inside. The office smelled of old books and faint cedar, a scent that clung to him.

Ashworth sat behind his desk. Charcoal blazer tailored to his broad shoulders, tie knotted with surgical precision. He didn’t look up from the papers he marked, pen moving in deliberate strokes.

“Close the door.”

She did. The click echoed in the small space. Her heart thudded louder.

“Sit.”

She moved toward the chair across from him. Her skirt brushed her thighs, a cruel reminder of yesterday’s exposure. She lowered herself, spine straight, hands folded in her lap.

He looked up then. Eyes sharp, dissecting her in one glance. A predator assessing prey.

“Not like that.”

Her breath caught. Confusion flickered, but her body tensed under his gaze. What did he mean?

“Stand.”

She rose. Legs unsteady, palms damp against her skirt. His tone hadn’t shifted—calm, certain, always three steps ahead.

“Over here.” He gestured to a spot beside his desk, closer than the chair. Too close.

She hesitated. The office walls seemed to shrink, the weight of unseen eyes pressing in—colleagues down the hall, cameras in the corridor. Her reputation hung by a thread.

“Now, Miss Elise.”

Her feet moved. Betraying her mind, as always. She stood where he pointed, inches from his chair.

His gaze dropped. Scanned her posture, her hands, the way her skirt fell. That slow inventory made her skin prickle.

“Shoulders back.”

She adjusted. Chest lifting, vulnerable under his scrutiny. Her cheeks burned.

“Chin up.”

She tilted her head. Exposed her throat, as if offering it to him. The shame of it licked at her core.

“Hands behind your back.”

Her fingers twitched. She obeyed, clasping them tight. The position thrust her chest forward, and she felt his eyes linger there.

“Good.” His voice softened, just enough to sting. Praise shouldn’t feel this heavy.

He stood. Towering over her, his presence filled the room. Her pulse raced as he stepped behind her.

“Feet apart. Shoulder-width.”

She shifted. The movement made her hyper-aware of her body, of the space between her thighs. Heat crept lower, uninvited.

His hand landed on her shoulder. Firm, warm through her blouse. She froze.

“Straighten your spine.” His fingers pressed, guiding her into alignment. “This is the posture of obedience.”

Her breath hitched. Obedience. The word sank into her, heavy and wrong.

His touch lingered. Thumb brushing the nape of her neck, a fleeting caress that shot straight to her core. Her pussy clenched, traitorously wet.

“You’ll sit only as I instruct during consultations.” His voice was close, breath warm against her ear. “Understood?”

“Yes, Sir.” The words slipped out. Automatic, humiliating, and far too eager.

He stepped back. Returned to his desk, sat with that same calculated grace. As if he hadn’t just dismantled her composure.

“Take your seat now.” He nodded to the chair. “Exactly as I’ve shown you.”

She moved. Sat with shoulders back, chin up, hands behind her. The position felt unnatural, exposed, but her body complied.

The desk was cold against her bare arms. A stark contrast to the heat building between her thighs. She pressed them together, desperate to hide her arousal.

His eyes flicked to her legs. Noticed the movement. A faint smirk tugged at his lips.

“Discomfort, Miss Elise?” His tone was clinical, but the undercurrent mocked her. “Or something else?”

She swallowed. “No, Sir.” A lie, and he knew it.

He leaned back. Pen twirling between his fingers, a slow, deliberate motion. “We’ll discuss your latest assignment. The Derrida piece.”

Her mind scrambled. Theory. She could do this—focus, reclaim control.

“Begin.” One word, and her body jolted as if he’d touched her. Her clit throbbed, mirroring the ache of his command.

She spoke. Voice tight, academic precision clashing with the wet heat pooling in her panties. “Derrida’s concept of deconstruction challenges binary oppositions, exposing the instability of meaning…”

His gaze held hers. Unrelenting, peeling back every layer she tried to rebuild. She faltered, a pause too long.

“Continue.” His voice cut through. A warning, sharp as a blade.

She pushed on. Words tumbled, dissecting text while her body screamed for something else. Her pussy ached with every syllable about instability, control, power.

He nodded. Once. “Adequate.”

Adequate. The word stung, even as warmth spread at his acknowledgment. She hated how much she craved more.

“Stand again.”

Her heart sank. She rose, assuming the posture without prompting. Shoulders back, chin up, hands clasped behind her.

He watched. Eyes lingering on her form, a silent assessment. Her skin burned under that gaze.

“Turn around.”

She froze. Turn? Her mind raced—colleagues outside, the risk of someone walking in. But her body moved, betraying her again.

She faced away. Vulnerable, skirt brushing her thighs, aware of how it framed her curves. Her breath came shallow.

“Hands on the desk.”

Her stomach twisted. She leaned forward, palms pressing into the cold wood. The position arched her back, lifted her hips.

His chair creaked. He stood, steps slow and deliberate behind her. Her pulse hammered in her ears.

“Maintain this posture.” His voice was closer now. “It’s essential for discipline.”

Discipline. The word echoed yesterday’s punishment, and her pussy clenched at the memory. She bit her lip, stifling a whimper.

His hand touched her lower back. Light, guiding, but it seared through her blouse. “Hips level. Don’t shift.”

She nodded. Barely. Her body trembled under his touch.

His fingers traced upward. Along her spine, slow and deliberate, mapping her surrender. Heat flared where they lingered.

“You’re tense.” His tone was almost tender, but the edge cut deep. “Relax into it, Miss Elise.”

Relax. Impossible. Her clit pulsed, desperate for friction, for anything.

He stepped closer. His heat pressed against her back, not quite touching but overwhelming. She felt the outline of his cock through his trousers, hard against her hip.

Her gasp slipped out. Loud in the quiet office. Shame flooded her, but so did need.

“Quiet.” His voice was a low growl, hand sliding to her hip. “Control yourself.”

She tried. Bit down on her lip, thighs quivering. Her panties were soaked, clinging to her, a humiliating proof of her state.

His grip tightened. Just enough to hold her in place. “This is how you’ll present yourself when I require reflection.”

Reflection. A laughable word for this—bent over, trembling, aching for him. Her mind screamed against it, but her body begged.

His other hand brushed her thigh. Barely a graze, under the hem of her skirt. Her knees buckled, a pathetic shudder she couldn’t hide.

“There it is.” His voice dipped, satisfied. “Your body always tells the truth.”

She hated that he was right. Hated the wet heat, the way her pussy throbbed for more. Hated how much she wanted him to keep going.

But he didn’t. His hands withdrew. Left her cold, aching, bent over the desk.

“Stand.”

She straightened. Legs shaky, skirt falling back into place. Her panties stuck to her, a cruel reminder of her denied need.

“Turn around.”

She faced him. Cheeks flushed, chest heaving, unable to meet his eyes. He stood there, composed, as if he hadn’t just unraveled her.

“Sit as I’ve instructed, Miss Elise.” His voice was calm, final, a lock snapping shut. “We’re not finished with your analysis.”

She sat. Posture rigid, hands behind her back, the cold desk biting into her arms. Her pussy throbbed, a relentless ache under his rules.

He returned to his seat. Picked up his pen, gaze flicking to hers. “Continue with Derrida. Deeper this time.”

Deeper. The word hung between them, heavy with unspoken meaning. Her voice trembled as she spoke, theory a flimsy shield against her need.

He listened. Face unreadable, but his eyes tracked every quiver, every hesitation. Her clit pulsed with every word, mirroring the power he wielded.

She finished. Breathless, exposed in more ways than one. His silence was worse than any critique.

“Good.” One word, and warmth flooded her, owned and humiliating. “You’re learning.”

Learning. Not just theory, but this—obedience, surrender, the posture of his control. Her cheeks burned at how much it thrilled her.

“We’ll stop here.” He set the pen down, gaze locking with hers. “But tomorrow, I’ll expect more than posture.”

More. Her stomach twisted, fear and anticipation tangling. What other instructions would Ashworth impose next?

“Dismissed.” He returned to his papers, as if she were nothing more than a student again. As if he hadn’t just bent her to his will.

She stood. Legs unsteady, bag heavy in her grip. The hallway awaited, a gauntlet of unseen eyes.

Her hand touched the doorknob. Shame and need churned in her chest, his rules a weight she couldn’t shake. Tomorrow loomed darker, a shadow of his design.

She stepped out. The fluorescent hum followed her, a relentless reminder of Ashworth’s control. Whatever came next, she knew she’d obey.


Chapter 5: Written Surrender

Elise sat at her desk in the graduate lounge, the fluorescent lights buzzing overhead like a persistent accusation. Her laptop was open, the cursor blinking on a blank document, mocking her inability to start. The weight of Ashworth’s latest assignment pressed down heavier than any textbook—write a response on surrender, due by end of day.

Surrender. The word alone twisted her gut. It wasn’t just theory; it was personal, invasive, a mirror held up to every trembling moment in his office.

Her fingers hovered over the keys. She could still feel the ghost of his touch on her lower back from yesterday, the way her body had betrayed her with heat and need. Shame clawed at her chest, but so did that pathetic ache between her thighs.

The lounge wasn’t empty. Other grad students milled about, discussing theses, sipping coffee, oblivious to the storm inside her. Any of them could glance at her screen, see the word “surrender,” and wonder.

She minimized the document. Her heart raced, palms slick against the laptop’s edge. Exposure wasn’t just a fear; it was a blade, sharp and close.

The clock ticked toward noon. Ashworth’s office hours loomed in her mind—2 p.m., the deadline he’d set with that unhurried, cutting tone. She had to write something, anything, before facing him again.

Her fingers moved. Hesitant at first, then faster. Words spilled out—academic, detached, a shield of theory to hide the raw truth beneath.

“Surrender, as explored in postmodern texts, represents a relinquishment of agency, a deliberate act of submission to a greater structure.” She typed, her voice in her head steady, professional. But her thighs clenched under the desk, remembering his command to relax, to obey.

The rustle of papers nearby snapped her focus. A colleague shuffled notes, the sound grating against her nerves. Chalk dust lingered in the air from the lecture hall she’d left hours ago, a faint grit on her tongue, tying her back to Ashworth’s domain.

She wrote more. Deeper. “To surrender is to expose vulnerability, to invite control where none was sought.”

Her breath hitched. The words weren’t just analysis; they were confession. Her pussy throbbed, a humiliating pulse she couldn’t ignore, as if typing the truth summoned her body’s betrayal.

Another student passed by her desk. Too close. Elise angled the screen away, cheeks burning, her professional facade a fragile shell.

She forced herself to finish. Three pages, dense with citations, but the core was bare—her own surrender, thinly veiled as theory. She saved the document, hands trembling, the file name a neutral “Response5” to hide its weight.

The clock read 1:45 p.m. Her stomach twisted. Time to face him.

She printed the pages in the lounge’s shared printer, the machine’s hum a public exposure of her task. Every rustle of paper as it emerged felt like a spotlight. She snatched the sheets, clutching them to her chest, and hurried out.

The hallway to Ashworth’s office stretched like a gauntlet. Colleagues nodded as she passed, their smiles innocent, unaware of the wet heat lingering between her thighs. The university’s cameras blinked from the corners, silent witnesses to her shame.

She reached his door. Knocked. Her knuckles barely made a sound, but it echoed in her ears.

“Enter.” His voice, calm and commanding, sliced through the wood.

She stepped inside. The office smelled of old books and authority, the chalk dust from the board behind him still faint in the air. Ashworth sat at his desk, charcoal blazer unbuttoned, tie a perfect knot, every inch of him controlled.

“Miss Elise.” His eyes flicked up, pinning her in place. “You have something for me.”

She nodded. Held out the pages. Her hand shook, the rustle of paper deafening in the quiet room.

He took them. His fingers brushed hers, deliberate and brief, sending a jolt straight to her core. She hated how her body responded, that pathetic flutter she couldn’t suppress.

“Sit.” He gestured to the chair across from him, the same one where she’d sat trembling under his rules. “As instructed.”

She sat. Posture rigid, hands behind her back, the cold wood biting into her wrists. Her skirt rode up slightly, the fabric pressing against her damp panties, a cruel reminder of her state.

He read. Slowly. His face unreadable, but his gaze was a weight, dissecting every word she’d poured out.

Her heart pounded. What if he saw through the theory? What if he read the truth—her longing, her shame, her need for his control?

Minutes dragged. The silence was torture, her clit pulsing with every second under his scrutiny. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to shift, to ease the ache.

He set the pages down. Looked at her. That slow inventory, cataloging what was his.

“Your work here is exceptional, Miss Elise.” His voice was low, deliberate, each word a hook sinking into her chest.

Warmth flooded her. Owned, humiliating, but undeniable. His approval was a lure, pulling her deeper into his web.

“Thank you, Sir.” Her voice was small, barely a whisper. But her body screamed, heat pooling low, desperate for more than words.

He leaned forward. Just enough to close the space, his presence overwhelming. “But exceptional work demands exceptional response.”

Her stomach twisted. Fear and anticipation tangled, sharp and immediate. What did he mean by response?

“Stand.” His command was quiet, but it cut through her haze. “Present yourself for reflection.”

She stood. Legs shaky, breath shallow. She knew what he meant—yesterday’s posture, bent over, exposed under his rules.

“Turn.” His voice didn’t waver. Never did.

She turned. Faced the desk, hands gripping the edge, her skirt brushing her thighs. Her pussy throbbed, wet and aching, as she bent forward at his unspoken command.

“Hips level.” He stood behind her now, his heat close but not touching. “Don’t shift.”

She nodded. Barely. Her body trembled, anticipation a knife-edge.

His hand touched her lower back. Light, guiding, but it burned through her blouse. Heat flared, spreading low, her clit pulsing harder.

“You wrote about vulnerability.” His tone was clinical, dissecting. “Show me.”

Her breath caught. Show him? Her mind raced, but her body was already complying, hips steady, waiting for his next move.

His fingers traced upward. Slow, deliberate, along her spine. Her skin prickled, a shiver she couldn’t hide.

“Relax into it.” His voice dipped, softer but no less commanding. “Let go.”

She tried. Bit down on her lip, thighs quivering. But relaxing meant surrender, and her body was already there, wet and ready.

His other hand brushed her thigh. Under the hem of her skirt, just a graze, but it sent a shockwave through her. Her knees buckled, a pathetic shudder escaping her.

“There it is.” Satisfaction laced his tone. “Your body always tells the truth.”

She hated that he was right. Hated the wet heat, the way her pussy clenched, aching for more. Hated how much she wanted him to keep going.

His hand slid higher. Fingers brushed the edge of her panties, the fabric soaked, clinging to her. Shame burned her cheeks, but need burned hotter.

“Such a pathetic thing.” His voice was warm, affectionate, the degradation cutting deeper for it. “So wet from a few words on surrender.”

She whimpered. Couldn’t stop it. The sound was humiliating, a confession in the quiet office.

He pressed closer. His cock, hard through his trousers, grazed her hip. Her gasp slipped out, loud and desperate.

“Quiet.” His growl was low, hand tightening on her thigh. “Control yourself.”

She tried. Clamped down on her lip, thighs shaking under his grip. But her pussy throbbed, relentless, begging for friction.

His fingers curled inward. Found her through the fabric, tracing her clit with agonizing precision. Her hips jerked, a traitor to her will.

“No moving.” His command was steel, pinning her in place. “Take it.”

She took it. Bit back a moan, her body a live wire under his touch. Her clit pulsed, each stroke pushing her closer to the edge.

He circled faster. Pressure building, her breath ragged, every nerve screaming for release. She was so close, teetering, desperate.

Then he stopped. Withdrew his hand, leaving her cold, aching, bent over the desk. Denial was a physical pain, her pussy clenching around nothing.

“Stand.” His voice was calm, as if he hadn’t just unraveled her. “Turn around.”

She straightened. Legs unsteady, skirt falling back into place. Her panties stuck to her, a cruel reminder of her denied need.

She faced him. Cheeks flushed, chest heaving, unable to meet his eyes. Shame and frustration churned, but so did longing.

He stood there. Composed, blazer still perfect, as if he hadn’t just driven her to the brink. His gaze tracked every quiver, every breath.

“Good.” One word, and warmth flooded her again, humiliating and owned. “You’re learning.”

Learning. Not just theory, but this—obedience, surrender, the posture of his control. Her body ached for more, even as her mind recoiled.

“We’ll stop here.” He returned to his seat, picking up her pages again. “But tomorrow, I’ll expect more than words.”

More. Her stomach twisted, fear and anticipation tangling sharper than before. What did he mean by more?

“Dismissed.” He didn’t look up, as if she were nothing more than a student again. As if he hadn’t just bent her to his will.

She stood. Legs shaky, bag heavy in her grip. The hallway awaited, cameras and colleagues a gauntlet of unseen judgment.

Her hand touched the doorknob. Shame and need churned, his rules a weight she couldn’t shake. But so did curiosity—what would Ashworth do with her words of surrender?

She stepped out. The fluorescent hum followed her, a relentless reminder of his control. Tomorrow loomed darker, a shadow of his design.


Chapter 6: Voice of Submission

Elise sat rigid in the hard wooden chair, her spine a steel rod of tension. The fluorescent hum of Professor Ashworth’s office buzzed louder today, a relentless drone that scraped at her nerves. Her hands clenched the essay pages in her lap, the paper already creased from her grip.

Yesterday’s lesson lingered. Her thighs still trembled faintly, the ghost of his touch a cruel echo. Shame coiled tight in her chest, but so did that traitorous heat, pooling low.

She couldn’t shake it. His voice, his control, the way her body had betrayed her over that desk. Even now, her pussy clenched at the memory, a pathetic pulse she couldn’t ignore.

The door clicked open.

Ashworth entered. Unhurried, as always, his tailored blazer framing broad shoulders, his tie a perfect knot of authority. He didn’t glance at her—not yet—just crossed to his desk with that deliberate grace that made her stomach twist.

“Miss Elise.” His voice was smooth, a blade wrapped in velvet. “I trust you’ve prepared for today.”

She swallowed. Her throat was dry, her carefully rehearsed defense of her essay crumbling under the weight of his presence. “Yes, Professor.”

He settled into his chair. Finally, his eyes met hers—dark, assessing, stripping her bare in a single look. Her breath hitched, and she cursed herself for it.

“Your essay on surrender.” He lifted the pages from his desk, the rustle of paper slicing through the hum of the room. “I’ve read it. Thoroughly.”

Her cheeks burned. She’d poured herself into those words—every theory, every argument, every veiled admission of weakness. Now, in his hands, they felt like a confession.

“I’d like you to hear it.” He leaned back, holding the pages with a casual grip that belied the intensity in his gaze. “In my voice.”

Her stomach dropped. Hear her own thoughts, her own vulnerabilities, shaped by his control? The idea was unbearable—and yet, her pulse quickened.

“Professor, I—” She stopped, professional decorum her last shield. “Is that necessary?”

His lips curved, a faint, knowing smirk. “Listen carefully to your own thoughts, Miss Elise.” The command was quiet, but it pinned her in place.

She nodded. Barely. Her hands gripped the chair arms, knuckles whitening.

He began to read. His voice rolled over her words, slow and deliberate, each syllable a weight that pressed into her skin. “Surrender, as Foucault argues, is not merely capitulation but a restructuring of power dynamics…”

Her ears burned. Hearing her academic precision in his timbre was worse than she’d imagined. It was intimate, invasive, like he’d crawled inside her mind.

“…the subject, in yielding, finds a paradoxical freedom within constraint.” He paused, letting the sentence hang, his eyes flicking to hers. Her chest tightened—she couldn’t look at him.

She stared at the desk instead. The wood grain blurred, her focus fracturing under the steady cadence of his voice. Her thighs pressed together, an involuntary reaction, and she hated the damp heat building there.

“…to submit is to be remade.” Another pause, deliberate, his gaze a physical thing she could feel. “A choice, Miss Elise, or an inevitability?”

Her breath caught. Her own question, thrown back at her, now sounded like a plea. Her pussy throbbed, a traitor to her poised exterior, and she shifted in the chair, desperate to hide it.

“Look at me.” His command cut through her haze. Calm, unyielding, a tether she couldn’t refuse.

She lifted her eyes. Met his. The intensity there pinned her, stripped her, and her face flamed hotter under his scrutiny.

“Good.” One word, and it sent a shiver down her spine, warm and owned despite her resistance. “Keep listening.”

He continued. Each paragraph, each carefully crafted argument on submission, became a mirror in his voice. Her body responded, heat pooling, her clit pulsing with every measured word.

“…the body often speaks before the mind consents.” His tone dipped, a subtle shift that made her flinch. He knew—damn him, he always knew.

Her hands trembled in her lap. She wanted to interrupt, to reclaim her words, but her throat locked. Her professional facade was crumbling, and her wet panties clung to her, a humiliating secret under her skirt.

He turned a page. The rustle was deafening, a sharp counterpoint to the fluorescent hum. Her nerves frayed further, every sound amplifying the tension coiling inside her.

“…power reshapes desire, bends it to its will.” His eyes flicked to hers again, holding her in that unrelenting gaze. “Sound familiar?”

She couldn’t answer. Her lips parted, but no sound came. Her pussy ached, a desperate need she couldn’t suppress, and she hated how exposed she felt.

“Stand up.” His voice shifted, a new edge of command slicing through the air. “Come here.”

Her legs moved before her mind caught up. She stood, shaky, her skirt brushing her thighs as she crossed the small space to his desk. The cameras in the hallway, the colleagues beyond the door—her reputation hovered like a specter, but it only sharpened her shame.

“Closer.” He set the pages down, his posture unchanged, still the perfect picture of control. She stepped nearer, her breath uneven, the hum of the room a relentless pulse in her ears.

He leaned forward slightly. Just enough to close the distance, his presence towering even seated. “You wrote this with such clarity, Miss Elise. But do you feel it?”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. Feel it? She felt too much—the wet heat between her legs, the ache in her clit, the weight of his expectation.

“Answer me.” His tone was quiet, but it demanded everything.

“Yes.” The word slipped out, barely audible, a surrender in itself. Shame burned hotter, but so did desire, a twisted knot she couldn’t untangle.

“Good girl.” The praise hit deep, a warmth that spread through her chest and lower, stoking the fire she couldn’t douse. She hated how much she craved it.

He stood now. Moved around the desk with that same unhurried grace, until he was behind her. His breath brushed her neck, and she froze, every nerve alight.

“Bend over.” His hand pressed lightly on her lower back, guiding her down until her palms flattened on the desk. Her skirt rode up slightly, and cold air kissed her thighs, a stark contrast to the heat building inside her.

She complied. Her body was ahead of her mind again, hips tilting, back arching under his touch. Shame screamed in her thoughts, but her pussy throbbed, eager for whatever came next.

His hand slid down. Slow, deliberate, tracing the edge of her skirt before lifting it. The fabric bunched at her waist, exposing her soaked panties, and she bit her lip to stifle a whimper.

“Look at this.” His voice was warm, almost affectionate, as his fingers brushed the damp fabric. “So wet from hearing your own submission.”

She shuddered. His touch was light, teasing, but it sent a jolt through her clit, her hips twitching despite herself. “Professor, please—”

“Quiet.” His other hand gripped her hip, steadying her. “You don’t beg until I allow it.”

She bit down harder. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her body a live wire under his control. The fluorescent hum seemed louder now, a witness to her humiliation.

His fingers pressed firmer. Traced her through the fabric, finding her clit with unerring precision. Her knees buckled, a pathetic tremor she couldn’t hide.

“No moving.” His grip tightened on her hip, pinning her in place. “Take it.”

She took it. Every slow circle, every deliberate stroke, pushed her closer to the edge. Her pussy clenched, desperate, her mind a haze of need and shame.

He leaned closer. His cock, hard through his trousers, pressed against her thigh, and she gasped, the sound slipping out before she could stop it. The reality of his arousal—because of her—sent another wave of heat through her.

“Control yourself.” His growl was low, a warning, as his fingers worked faster. Her clit pulsed, pressure building, her breath ragged and broken.

She was close. So close, teetering on the brink, her body screaming for release. Every nerve was raw, every touch a spark that threatened to ignite her.

Then he stopped. Pulled his hand away, leaving her cold, aching, bent over the desk with her skirt hiked up. Denial was a physical ache, her pussy throbbing around nothing, her clit a desperate point of need.

“Stand.” His voice was calm, as if he hadn’t just shattered her. “Adjust yourself.”

She straightened. Legs unsteady, skirt falling back into place, the damp fabric of her panties a cruel reminder of her denied release. Her chest heaved, shame and frustration churning, but so did that longing for more.

He returned to his seat. Picked up her essay again, as if nothing had happened, his composure untouched. “We’ll revisit this tomorrow, Miss Elise. With a new assignment.”

A new assignment. Her stomach twisted, fear and anticipation tangling sharper than before. What could he possibly demand next?

“Dismissed.” He didn’t look up, his focus already on the pages, as if she were nothing more than a student again. As if he hadn’t just unraveled her completely.

She stood there. Legs still shaky, her bag heavy in her grip as she turned toward the door. The hallway awaited, cameras and colleagues a gauntlet of unseen judgment.

Her hand touched the doorknob. Shame burned, need ached, but curiosity gnawed deeper—how much further would Ashworth pull her into this dynamic? How much more could she surrender before she broke?

She stepped out. The fluorescent hum followed, a relentless echo of his control. Tomorrow loomed darker, a shadow of his design waiting to claim her.


Chapter 7: Locked After Hours

Elise lingered in the graduate lounge, the weight of the late hour pressing against her. The campus was a ghost at 9 PM, silent except for the faint hum of vending machines and the occasional creak of a distant door. Her laptop sat open, Ashworth’s latest assignment glaring from the screen—a dense text on power dynamics in Victorian literature, paired with a handwritten note: Tutorial. My office. Tonight.

Her pulse quickened.

She shouldn’t go. Every instinct screamed to email an excuse, to retreat to her apartment and bury herself in safe, solitary analysis. But her body hummed, traitorously alive with the memory of yesterday—his hand, her shame, the ache of denial.

The hallway to his office stretched empty, echoes of her footsteps bouncing off tiled floors. Security cameras blinked red in the corners, silent witnesses to her descent. Her reputation—top of the cohort, untouchable—felt like a fragile shell, cracking with every step.

She reached his door. Polished wood, nameplate gleaming: Dr. Thomas, Professor of Literary Theory. Her knuckles hovered, trembling, before delivering a sharp knock.

“Enter.”

His voice, calm and unhurried, pulled her in. Ashworth sat behind his desk, charcoal blazer draped over the chair, sleeves rolled to reveal forearms corded with quiet strength. The room smelled of old books and faint cedar, a trap of intellect and control.

“Close the door, Miss Elise.”

She did. The click of the lock snapped through the silence, sharp as a reprimand. Neither of them mentioned it.

“Sit.”

She perched on the edge of the chair across from him, thighs pressed tight, her skirt too short for the way her nerves skittered. The locked door loomed in her mind, a barrier between them and the world—colleagues, cameras, consequences. Isolation wrapped around her like a noose, tightening with every breath.

Ashworth leaned back, his gaze dissecting her. Dark eyes, unreadable, lingered on her hands fidgeting in her lap. “You’ve read the text I assigned.”

“Yes, Professor.” Her voice aimed for steady, professional. It cracked anyway.

“And your analysis?” His tone was velvet, smooth with expectation, as if he already knew her thoughts before she spoke.

She straightened. “The power dynamics in the text mirror institutional hierarchies—control veiled as benevolence, submission framed as duty.” Her words felt like a shield, academic precision her last defense.

He nodded, slow, deliberate. “Astute. But incomplete.”

Her stomach twisted.

Ashworth stood, rounding the desk with that measured grace she couldn’t escape. He stopped behind her, close enough that the heat of him brushed her awareness. “You miss the visceral, Miss Elise. Power isn’t just theory. It’s felt.”

Her breath hitched.

His hand rested on the back of her chair, not touching her, but the weight of his presence pinned her in place. “Stand up.”

She stood. Legs unsteady, her professional facade crumbling as her body responded—heat pooling low, a pathetic flutter she couldn’t suppress.

“Face the desk.”

Her mind screamed resistance, a flurry of this is wrong, this is career suicide, but her feet moved. She turned, staring at the polished wood, her palms itching to brace against it. The empty hallway beyond the locked door echoed in her thoughts—safety so close, yet impossibly far.

“Bend over.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

She hesitated. “Professor, we’re on campus. Someone could—”

“No one will.” His voice cut through, calm, certain. “We’ll continue uninterrupted now, Miss Elise.”

Her body betrayed her again. She bent forward, palms flattening on the desk, skirt riding up just enough to expose the edge of her thighs. Cold air kissed her skin, a stark contrast to the heat throbbing between her legs.

Ashworth stepped closer. His hand brushed the hem of her skirt, lifting it with agonizing slowness. Fabric bunched at her waist, revealing the lace of her panties—already damp, a humiliating confession.

“Look at this.” His tone was warm, almost tender, as his fingers traced the edge of the fabric. “So wet, and we’ve barely begun.”

She shuddered.

His touch was light, teasing, skimming over the lace to find her clit. A jolt shot through her, hips twitching despite her clenched jaw. Her pussy ached, desperate for more, even as shame burned her cheeks.

“No moving.” His other hand gripped her hip, steadying her. “You take what I give.”

She bit her lip. Every featherlight stroke over her clit pushed her closer to unraveling, her knees trembling under the strain of holding still. The locked door, the empty campus—they amplified every sensation, every humiliating second of her surrender.

His fingers pressed harder. Slipped beneath the lace, finding her slick and ready, circling her clit with precision that made her gasp. Her mind hazed, professional resistance drowning in the flood of need.

“Professor, please—” Her voice broke, a plea slipping out.

“Quiet.” His grip tightened, thumb brushing her clit faster now. “You don’t speak unless I ask.”

She swallowed a whimper. Her pussy clenched, pressure building, every nerve alight with the torment of his touch. She was close—too close, teetering on the edge of release she hadn’t earned.

He felt it. His hand stilled, pulling away just as her body tensed for the fall. Denial sliced through her, sharp and cruel, leaving her clit throbbing, her pussy empty and aching.

“Stand.”

Her legs shook as she straightened. Skirt fell back into place, the damp lace of her panties a cruel reminder of her denied release. Frustration churned, but so did that gnawing hunger for more of his control.

Ashworth returned to his desk. Picked up her annotated text as if nothing had happened, his composure a wall she couldn’t breach. “We’re not done with this analysis, Miss Elise.”

Her chest heaved.

He flipped a page, pen in hand, marking a passage with deliberate strokes. “There’s a deeper submission in the text—bodily, not just intellectual. You’ll write on that by tomorrow.”

Her stomach twisted. A new assignment, layered with unspoken intent, loomed darker than the last. How much further could he push before she shattered completely?

“Dismissed.” He didn’t look up, his focus on the page, as if she were just another student. As if he hadn’t just dismantled her with a touch.

She stood there. Legs still unsteady, her bag heavy as she gripped it. The locked door waited, a silent judge of her compliance.

Her hand touched the knob. Shame burned hotter with every second in this room, but curiosity clawed deeper—what unspoken boundaries would be crossed in this locked space? What more would Ashworth demand before she broke?

She turned the handle. The click echoed, a final snap of his control as she stepped into the empty hallway. Tomorrow’s shadow stretched ahead, a promise of further descent.

---

Elise walked the corridor, each step a battle against the tremor in her thighs. The security cameras stared down, red lights unblinking, and she wondered if they caught the flush on her cheeks, the disarray in her posture. Her reputation—perfect, pristine—felt like a lie now, unraveling with every memory of his fingers on her.

She passed a janitor’s cart, the clank of metal a jarring intrusion into her haze. No one else was here, not at this hour, but the risk lingered—colleagues could emerge from late-night offices, could see the evidence of her shame in the way she moved. Her pussy still throbbed, a cruel echo of denial, and she hated how much she wanted to return to that locked room.

Her apartment key felt heavy in her hand as she reached the parking lot. The cold night air did nothing to cool the heat under her skin, the ache between her legs a constant reminder of Ashworth’s control. She slid into her car, gripping the steering wheel, her mind replaying every second—his voice, his touch, the locked door.

Tomorrow’s assignment sat in her bag, a ticking bomb of expectation. She knew it wasn’t just about Victorian literature, not anymore. It was a mirror, a challenge, another step into his design.

Her phone buzzed. A notification from the university portal—Ashworth had uploaded additional notes for her analysis. Her thumb hovered over the screen, dread and anticipation tangling tighter than ever.

She opened it. A single line stared back: Focus on the body’s surrender, Miss Elise. We’ll discuss in detail.

Her breath caught. The car felt too small, the night too vast, as his words sank in. What did he mean by in detail? What new humiliation awaited under the guise of academic rigor?

She started the engine. The hum of it vibrated through her, a poor substitute for the release she craved. Her clit pulsed, untouched but desperate, as she drove into the dark.

The campus faded in her rearview. But Ashworth’s shadow didn’t. It followed, a specter of control she couldn’t escape, promising more boundaries to cross, more of herself to surrender.

Her grip tightened on the wheel. Tomorrow would come, whether she was ready or not. And with it, another chance to fall deeper into his rules.

---

Back in her apartment, Elise dropped her bag by the door. The silence of her space felt oppressive, a stark contrast to the charged air of Ashworth’s office. She kicked off her shoes, the cool floor grounding her for only a moment before her thoughts spiraled again.

She moved to her desk. Opened her laptop, the assignment document glaring back like an accusation. Her fingers hovered over the keys, but no words came—only the memory of his hand on her hip, his voice commanding her stillness.

Her skirt felt too tight. She stood, pacing, trying to shake the tension coiled in her body. But every step reminded her of the damp lace between her thighs, the evidence of her weakness.

She stopped at the mirror. Stared at her reflection—cheeks still flushed, eyes wide with something between fear and need. Who was this woman, bending over a professor’s desk, aching for more of his control?

Her phone sat on the counter. Part of her wanted to email him, to withdraw from the tutorial, to reclaim some semblance of power. But her body hummed, traitorously eager for whatever came next.

She didn’t touch the phone. Instead, she sank onto her bed, the mattress creaking under her weight. Her hand slipped beneath her skirt, fingers brushing the damp fabric, a poor imitation of his touch.

Her clit throbbed under her own fingers. But it wasn’t enough—not without his voice, his command, the weight of his gaze. She pulled her hand away, frustration biting deep, knowing only he could grant the release she craved.

Tomorrow loomed. Another tutorial, another assignment, another chance to unravel under his rules. And in that locked room, what boundaries would she cross next?

She lay back, staring at the ceiling. Sleep felt impossible, not with her body still wired, her mind replaying every second of his control. The night stretched endless, a prelude to whatever Ashworth had planned.

Her breath slowed. But the ache didn’t fade. It lingered, a promise of more to come, a tether to the man who held her surrender in his hands.


Chapter 8: Embodied Words

Elise woke to the gray light of dawn seeping through her curtains. Her body ached, still wired from the restless night, the memory of Ashworth’s last message—Focus on the body’s surrender, Miss Elise—etched into her mind.

She sat up. The assignment sat on her desk, a silent accusation. Her laptop glowed, tempting her to reread her analysis of Victorian restraint and desire, knowing it was more than academic now.

Her reflection in the bathroom mirror looked haunted. Flushed cheeks, wide eyes, lips parted as if waiting for his next command. She hated how much she wanted it.

A cold shower did nothing to dull the heat between her thighs. Every drop of water felt like a tease, a poor mimic of his touch. She dressed mechanically—skirt, blouse, professional armor that felt like a lie.

The campus loomed as she parked her car. Her heart thudded, each step toward the literature building tightening the coil in her gut. Ashworth’s office waited at the end of the hall, a predator’s den.

She checked her watch. Ten minutes early. Punctuality was her shield, but it felt flimsy today.

The hallway was empty. Silent, save for the click of her heels. Every sound amplified her nerves, her body already betraying her with a damp heat in her panties.

She reached his door. Knocked once, sharp and precise. Her knuckles stung from the force.

“Come in.”

His voice sliced through the wood. Low, unhurried, a command wrapped in velvet. Her hand trembled as she turned the knob.

Ashworth sat behind his desk, charcoal blazer tailored to his broad frame, tie knotted with surgical precision. His gaze lifted from a stack of papers, locking onto her. That slow, dissecting look stripped her bare before she even spoke.

“Close the door, Miss Elise.”

She did. The lock clicked, a sound louder than her heartbeat. The room shrank, the air thick with unspoken rules.

“Sit.”

She lowered herself into the chair across from him. Her skirt rode up slightly, and she felt the cold leather against her thighs. His eyes flicked down, noting it, before returning to her face.

“Your analysis of Jane Eyre was... intriguing.” He leaned back, fingers steepled, each word deliberate. “Particularly the section on bodily surrender to authority.”

Her throat tightened. She nodded, clutching her notebook like a lifeline. “Thank you, Professor.”

“But words on a page are theory.” His voice dropped, a quiet blade. “Today, we embody them.”

Her breath hitched. Embodied? The implication sank in, heavy and inevitable.

“Stand up.”

She rose on unsteady legs. The room spun for a moment, her professional facade cracking under his gaze. She smoothed her skirt, a futile gesture.

“Come around the desk.”

Her feet moved before her mind caught up. Each step felt like a surrender, the hardwood floor cold under her thin soles. She stopped beside him, too close, his cologne a subtle invasion.

He swiveled his chair to face her. His presence filled the space, six feet of calculated control towering even while seated. Her pulse raced as he studied her, silent and predatory.

“You wrote of Jane’s conflict—resistance against desire.” His hand rested on the armrest, deceptively casual. “How her body yielded before her mind.”

She nodded, unable to speak. Her mouth was dry, her clit already throbbing under her damp panties. Traitorous, pathetic, desperate.

“Turn around.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. She pivoted slowly, facing the desk, her back to him. The vulnerability of it—the unseen weight of his gaze—made her skin prickle.

His chair creaked. He stood. She felt the heat of him behind her, not touching, but close enough to steal her air.

“Bend over the desk.”

Her mind screamed no. But her body obeyed, leaning forward, palms flat on the cold, polished wood. Her bare arms shivered against the surface, goosebumps rising.

“Good girl.”

The praise hit like a drug. Warmth flooded her, shameful and intoxicating, pooling low in her belly. She hated how much she craved more.

His hand settled on her shoulder from behind. Firm, deliberate, a weight that anchored her to the moment. Her breath stuttered, the contact searing through her thin blouse.

“You wrote of surrender as inevitable.” His voice was a murmur, inches from her ear. “Follow the words you wrote, Miss Elise.”

Her knees buckled slightly. She pressed harder into the desk, the cold surface a sharp contrast to the heat of his hand. Her pussy clenched, wet and aching, as his words mirrored her own essay.

His fingers tightened briefly on her shoulder. Then slid down her arm, slow, tracing the outline of her trembling limb. Each inch of contact burned, a promise of more.

“Spread your legs.”

She froze. Resistance flared—colleagues could walk by, cameras could catch a glimpse through the blinds, her reputation could shatter. But her body moved anyway, feet shifting wider, skirt stretching tight.

“Wider.”

Her face burned with shame. She complied, thighs parting further, the cool air brushing against her damp panties. The exposure, the risk, only made her wetter.

His hand left her arm. She heard him step back, the faint rustle of fabric as he assessed her. Her pulse roared in her ears, every second stretching into eternity.

“Look at you.” His tone was warm, laced with possession. “So eager to embody your own words.”

She bit her lip. The desk dug into her palms, her arms shaking from the strain. She wanted to protest, to reclaim some dignity, but her body screamed for his touch.

His hand returned, this time at the hem of her skirt. Fingers brushed her thigh as he lifted the fabric, slow and deliberate. Her breath caught, the cool air hitting her exposed skin.

“Such a pathetic little thing.” The words were soft, almost affectionate, cutting deeper than any cruelty. Her clit pulsed, desperate for friction, as humiliation fueled her need.

He tucked the skirt up, baring her completely. Her panties clung to her soaked pussy, the lace a flimsy barrier against his gaze. She felt his eyes on her, cataloguing every detail.

“Wet already.” A statement, not a question. His finger traced the edge of the lace, barely grazing her skin.

She whimpered. The sound escaped unbidden, a confession of her weakness. Her hips twitched toward his touch, shameless now.

He chuckled, low and dark. “Your body doesn’t lie, Miss Elise.”

His finger slipped beneath the lace. Brushed her swollen clit, a single, torturous stroke. Her gasp echoed in the quiet office, her body jerking against the desk.

“Still.”

The command froze her. She gripped the desk harder, nails digging into the wood, as his finger circled her clit again. Slow, deliberate, driving her to the edge.

Her thighs trembled. Each touch was precise, calculated to unravel her, to strip away every shred of control. She was nothing but sensation, nothing but need.

“You don’t cum until I say.” His voice was steel beneath the warmth. “Understand?”

“Yes, Professor.” Her whisper was broken, barely audible. Her pussy clenched around nothing, aching for more.

His finger pressed harder. Rubbed her clit in tight, relentless circles, the pressure building fast. Her breath came in shallow pants, her body teetering on the brink.

“Not yet.”

She groaned, frustration clawing at her. Her hips strained to stay still, every muscle taut, as he kept her suspended in that agonizing limbo. The cold desk, his hot touch, the shame of her position—it all collided, overwhelming.

He leaned closer. His breath brushed her ear, his free hand gripping her hip to hold her in place. “You’ll wait for my permission.”

Her mind spun. The threat of colleagues outside, the locked door, the risk of exposure—it amplified everything. Her pussy dripped, soaking her panties further, as his control consumed her.

His fingers slowed. A cruel tease, dragging out her torment. She bit down on her lip, tasting copper, fighting the urge to beg.

“Good girl.” The praise again, a balm and a blade. Her chest heaved, pride and shame tangling as her body screamed for release.

He pulled his hand away. The loss was a physical ache, her clit throbbing in protest. She nearly sobbed, the denial sharper than any touch.

“Stand up.”

She pushed herself off the desk. Her arms shook, her legs unsteady, as she straightened. The skirt fell back into place, a mockery of modesty.

He stepped around her. Sat back in his chair, posture immaculate, as if nothing had happened. His eyes, though, burned with intent.

“You did well.” His tone was measured, approving. “But we’re far from finished.”

Her breath caught. The promise in his words sent a fresh wave of heat through her, her body still humming, unsatisfied. She stood there, exposed in spirit if not in body, waiting for his next move.

“How far will you let yourself be guided by my will, Miss Elise?” His question hung in the air, a challenge wrapped in silk. Her heart pounded, knowing the answer was already written in her trembling frame.

She didn’t respond. Couldn’t. Her silence was her surrender, and they both knew it.

The room held its breath. Outside, the campus hummed with oblivious life—students, professors, deadlines. Inside, she was his, caught in a web of desire and shame she couldn’t escape.

Her clit still pulsed, aching for the release he denied. Her mind raced, replaying every touch, every command. Tomorrow loomed larger now, a specter of deeper submission.

Ashworth tilted his head. Watched her with that unhurried gaze, already three steps ahead. “We’ll continue this discussion soon.”

Her stomach twisted. Anticipation, dread, need—it churned within her, a storm with no outlet. She nodded, barely, as his shadow loomed over her future.

“Dismissed.”

She turned to the door. Each step felt heavier, her body still wired, her mind a mess of want and fear. The lock clicked as she opened it, the sound a reminder of her captivity.

The hallway greeted her with cold indifference. She smoothed her skirt, adjusted her blouse, rebuilt her facade. But beneath it, she burned, marked by his will in ways no one else could see.

Tomorrow would come. Another tutorial, another assignment, another descent. And she knew, deep down, she’d follow wherever he led.


Chapter 9: Explicit Confessions

Elise sat at her desk in the graduate study room, the fluorescent hum above her a relentless drone. The campus outside buzzed with late-night stragglers, but here, in this sterile corner, she was alone. Or so she felt.

Her laptop screen glowed, the cursor blinking like a heartbeat on the open document. The second essay. Raw, unfiltered, obscene in its honesty.

She’d written it in a fever after yesterday’s tutorial, Ashworth’s touch still burning on her skin. Every word was a confession, a mirror of her unraveling. Her fingers had trembled as she typed, detailing the heat between her thighs, the ache of denial, the shame of wanting more.

Her pussy clenched now, just thinking about it. Traitorous body. Always betraying her before her mind caught up.

The essay wasn’t academic. Not even close. It was a surrender in ink, a catalog of her descent under his control—every command, every denied release, every moment she’d hated and craved.

She shouldn’t submit it. Couldn’t. Her reputation hung by a thread, her perfection a shield she’d wielded for years.

But Ashworth had assigned it. A “personal reflection” on the texts, he’d called it, his voice smooth as sin during their last meeting. A trap, tailored for her.

Her heart thudded. The study room door was closed, but the walls felt thin. Colleagues could walk in, see her flushed cheeks, guess at the filth on her screen.

She scrolled through the essay again. Words like “wet” and “throbbing” stared back, unapologetic. Her own voice, stripped bare.

Her clit pulsed under her jeans. Shame coiled tight in her chest. She hated how much she wanted him to read it.

The clock ticked past midnight. Deadline looming. Submit or shred it—those were her choices.

She clicked save. Her breath hitched. The file name—“ReflectionElise”—felt like a brand.

Her finger hovered over the submit button on the university portal. Cameras in the corner blinked red, watching. Someone, somewhere, could see her hesitation.

She pressed submit.

A confirmation popped up. Sent. Irretrievable.

Her stomach dropped. What had she done? Her thoughts, her filth, now in his possession.

She slammed the laptop shut. The rustle of papers on her desk filled the silence, a pathetic echo of her panic. She needed to leave, to hide, to pretend this never happened.

But her body stayed rooted. Heat pooled low, her pussy slick with the thrill of exposure. She was disgusting, wasn’t she?

Minutes dragged. Her phone buzzed on the desk. A new email.

Her heart stopped. Ashworth. Subject: “Received.”

She opened it with trembling fingers. One line: Come to my office. Now.

Her breath caught. Now? At midnight?

She stood. Legs unsteady. The study room felt smaller, suffocating.

Her bag slung over her shoulder, laptop tucked away, she moved to the door. The hallway stretched empty, fluorescent lights casting harsh shadows. Every step toward his office was heavier.

Her mind raced. He’d read it already. He knew.

Her pussy throbbed harder. She hated herself for it. The betrayal loop—shame, arousal, shame again—spun relentless.

His office door loomed at the end of the corridor. Closed, but a faint light seeped under it. He was waiting.

She knocked. Soft, tentative. Her knuckles barely made a sound.

“Enter.”

His voice, low and unhurried, sliced through her. She pushed the door open. Stepped inside.

Ashworth sat behind his desk, posture immaculate, suit jacket draped over the chair back. His white shirt sleeves were rolled to the elbows, forearms lean and corded, a pen poised in one hand. He didn’t look up.

“Close the door.”

She did. The click echoed. Trapped again.

“Sit.”

She took the chair across from him. Her skirt shifted, denim pressing against her wet pussy. She crossed her legs, desperate to hide it.

He set the pen down. Finally met her eyes. That gaze—calculating, piercing—stripped her bare.

“Your submission.” He tapped a printed stack of papers on his desk. Her essay.

Her chest tightened. He’d printed it. Physical, permanent.

“I’ve read it.” His tone was neutral, but his eyes burned. “Every word.”

Her face flamed. She wanted to disappear. But her clit throbbed, traitorously eager.

“Miss Elise, do you understand what you’ve given me?” He leaned forward slightly, elbows on the desk. Authority radiated from him, unyielding.

She swallowed. “I… I wrote what I felt.”

A faint smirk curled his lips. “You wrote what you are.”

Her breath hitched. Shame and heat collided, drowning her. She couldn’t look away.

He picked up the essay. Thumbed through the pages, the rustle loud in the quiet room. Each turn of paper felt like a touch on her skin.

“This passage.” He stopped on a page, tapped a line. “Where you describe the ache of denial, the way your pussy wept for release.”

Her eyes widened. Hearing her words in his voice—it was obscene. Her thighs clenched.

“You wrote, ‘I hated how much I needed your permission to cum.’” He looked up, pinning her with that gaze. “Did you mean it?”

She nodded. Barely. Her voice was gone.

“Speak.”

“Yes, Professor.” Her whisper cracked. “I meant it.”

He set the papers down. Stood. Moved around the desk with that deliberate grace, never rushed, always in control.

She froze. He stopped behind her chair. His presence loomed, heavy, inescapable.

His hand rested on the back of her chair. Not touching her, but close enough to feel the heat of him. Her skin prickled.

“You’ve exposed yourself, Miss Elise.” His voice dropped lower, intimate. “This isn’t just an essay. It’s a confession.”

Her heart pounded. She felt naked, more than if he’d stripped her physically. Her words were her undoing.

“And now it’s mine.” He stepped to her side, picked up the essay again. Held it like a trophy.

Her stomach twisted. “What… what will you do with it?”

He tilted his head. Watched her squirm. “This stays with me, Miss Elise.”

Her breath stopped. Stays with him. A permanent piece of her soul, in his hands.

“Stand up.”

She obeyed. Legs shaky, she rose. Her skirt brushed her thighs, a reminder of her soaked state.

“Face the desk.”

She turned. The wood gleamed under the desk lamp, cold and unyielding. Her hands gripped the edge instinctively.

“Bend over.”

Her pulse spiked. She hesitated, just a second. Then leaned forward, elbows on the desk, ass presented.

He stepped behind her. His shadow fell over her, consuming. She felt the weight of his gaze on her body.

“You wrote about this position.” His hand hovered near her hip, not touching. “How it made you feel—vulnerable, owned.”

Her pussy clenched. She hated how right he was. Her shame burned hotter.

His fingers brushed the hem of her skirt. Lifted it slowly. Cool air hit her thighs, then the damp fabric of her panties.

“Look at you.” His voice was a caress and a blade. “Already so wet from confessing.”

She whimpered. Couldn’t stop it. Her body screamed for more.

He pressed a palm against her lower back. Held her in place. The pressure was firm, commanding.

“You’ll stay like this.” His other hand traced the edge of her panties, teasing. “While I decide how to punish this honesty.”

Her clit throbbed painfully. Punish. The word alone nearly undid her.

His finger slipped under the fabric. Grazed her slick folds, just enough to make her gasp. Then pulled away.

“Not yet.” Cruel, deliberate denial. Her groan was desperate, pitiful.

He stepped back. The loss of his touch ached. She heard the rustle of papers again—her essay, in his hands.

“You’ve given me everything, haven’t you?” His tone was almost tender, but the edge remained. “Every dirty thought, every need.”

She nodded against the desk. Tears of frustration pricked her eyes. She was his, utterly.

He moved closer again. His hand returned to her back, pressing harder. “Good girl.”

The praise hit deep. Warmth spread through her, shameful pride mingling with lust. Her pussy dripped, soaking her panties further.

“But we’re not done.” He slid a finger along her inner thigh, collecting her wetness. “Not by a long shot.”

She shivered. His touch was torture, light and fleeting. She needed more, needed release.

He pulled away again. Stepped around the desk, sat in his chair. Watched her bent over, exposed, trembling.

“Stay there.” A command, not a request. “I want to see how long you can hold this position, knowing I have every piece of you.”

Her breath came in pants. The humiliation was excruciating. And yet, her body burned for it.

Minutes ticked by. The fluorescent hum was deafening now. Her thighs ached, her clit pulsed, her mind spun with the weight of his possession.

He flipped through her essay again. Read silently, his expression unreadable. Each rustle of paper was a taunt, a reminder of her exposure.

Her legs trembled harder. She wanted to beg, to collapse, to cum. But his silence held her captive.

Finally, he set the papers down. Leaned back in his chair. “You’ve done well, Miss Elise.”

Her chest heaved. Relief and need tangled tight. She clung to his words like a lifeline.

“But this confession is only the beginning.” His eyes darkened, promising more. “Tomorrow, we’ll see how much deeper you’ll go.”

Her stomach flipped. Tomorrow. Another descent, another surrender.

“Straighten up.”

She pushed off the desk. Her body ached, her pussy still throbbing, unsatisfied. She smoothed her skirt, a futile gesture.

He stood. Moved to the door, opened it. “Dismissed.”

She nodded. Stepped into the hallway, legs weak. The cold air hit her flushed skin, a stark contrast to the heat inside.

The door clicked shut behind her. She stood there, alone, marked by his will in ways she couldn’t erase. Her essay—her soul—remained with him.

Tomorrow loomed. What would Ashworth do with this explicit piece of her soul? She burned with dread and desire, knowing she’d find out soon enough.


Chapter 10: Earned Distinction

Elise stood in the empty hallway outside Ashworth’s office, the echo of the door’s click still ringing in her ears. Her thighs trembled from the strain of yesterday’s position, bent over his desk, exposed. Her pussy still ached, a dull throb of unmet need that hadn’t faded overnight.

She shouldn’t be here. Not again, not after baring every filthy thought in that essay. But his command—“Tomorrow, we’ll see how much deeper you’ll go”—pulled her back like a leash.

The corridor was silent, too early for colleagues or students. Her polished heels clicked on the linoleum, a sharp, betraying sound. Every step toward his office felt heavier, her body already anticipating his gaze.

She stopped at the door. Her hand hovered over the knob, breath shallow. What was waiting on the other side?

A rustle of movement inside. Her heart stuttered. He was already there, always three steps ahead.

She knocked once. Firm, professional. Hiding the quake in her bones.

“Enter.” His voice, smooth and unhurried, sliced through the wood. It wasn’t a request.

She pushed the door open. Ashworth sat behind his desk, charcoal blazer unbuttoned, white shirt crisp against his broad frame. His eyes lifted from a stack of papers—her essay on top, marked in red.

“Miss Elise.” He leaned back, fingers steepled. “Punctual, as always.”

Her mouth went dry. She stood frozen in the doorway, clutching her bag like a shield. The weight of his stare pinned her in place.

“Close the door.” A quiet command, laced with intent. “Lock it.”

Her fingers fumbled with the knob. The click of the lock snapped through the room, louder than it should have been. A final seal on her escape.

She turned back to him. His gaze hadn’t moved. That slow, calculating inventory—down her blouse, her skirt, her trembling knees.

“You’ve been thinking about yesterday.” Not a question. A fact he already knew.

Heat crept up her neck. She wanted to deny it, to maintain some shred of academic dignity. But her body betrayed her, a flush spreading, her clit pulsing at the memory.

“Yes, Sir.” The words slipped out, quiet, damning. She hated how easily they came.

He stood. Moved around the desk with that deliberate grace, each step measured. The air thickened as he closed the distance.

“Stand here.” He pointed to a spot directly in front of his desk. No room for argument.

She obeyed. Her bag dropped to the floor with a soft thud. Her hands hung useless at her sides.

He stepped behind her. His presence loomed, a shadow she couldn’t escape. Then, his hand settled on her shoulder—firm, warm, possessive.

Her breath hitched. That single touch sent a jolt straight to her core. She pressed her thighs together, desperate to hide the heat pooling there.

“You wrote about this.” His voice was low, intimate, right by her ear. “Being touched while standing, powerless to move, while I decide what you deserve.”

Her knees buckled slightly. She caught herself, barely. The memory of her own words—every shameful fantasy spilled on those pages—burned through her.

His hand slid down her arm. Slow, deliberate. Fingers brushed the edge of her sleeve, then back up, tracing her collarbone.

“You described this exact pressure.” He pressed harder on her shoulder, anchoring her. “How it made you feel small, owned.”

A whimper escaped her. Her pussy clenched, already wet, soaking her panties. She hated how accurate her own words were in his mouth.

“Look at the desk.” His tone sharpened. “Imagine yourself there again, bent over, waiting for me.”

Her eyes snapped to the polished wood. The image flooded her mind—skirt up, thighs exposed, trembling under his gaze. Her clit throbbed painfully.

His hand left her shoulder. Moved to her lower back, guiding her forward. “Step closer.”

She did. One step, then two, until her hips brushed the desk’s edge. Her pulse hammered in her throat.

“Bend.” A single word, heavy with promise. “Just as you wrote.”

Her hands gripped the desk’s edge. She leaned forward, ass presented, skirt stretching tight over her curves. The position was humiliating, academic decorum shattered in an instant.

He stepped back. She felt the loss of his touch like a physical ache. Then, the sound of his chair scraping as he sat—watching, always watching.

“Lift your skirt.” Calm, controlled. A professor assigning a task.

Her fingers shook as they gripped the hem. She pulled it up, inch by inch, cool air hitting her thighs. The damp spot on her panties was impossible to hide.

“Pathetic.” His voice held that warm, cutting edge. “So wet already, just from following orders.”

Her face burned. Shame and arousal twisted tight, her body a traitor to her mind. She bit her lip to stop a moan.

He stood again. Moved behind her, close enough that she felt the heat of him. Then, his hand was on her hip, steadying her.

“You’ve earned this, Miss Elise.” His tone softened, but the authority remained. “Every word in those essays led to this moment.”

Her chest heaved. Earned. The word hit deeper than it should have, a twisted kind of pride swelling inside her.

His fingers hooked under the waistband of her panties. Pulled them down slowly, letting them drop to her ankles. Her pussy was bare to him now, slick and aching.

She tensed. Anticipation clawed at her. What would he do next?

His hand slid between her thighs. Brushed her wet folds, collecting her arousal on his fingers. A slow, deliberate tease.

She gasped. Her hips jerked toward his touch, desperate for more. She couldn’t stop herself.

“Stay still.” A warning, sharp and final. His fingers paused, hovering just over her clit.

Her thighs trembled. Holding still was torture, every nerve screaming for contact. Sweat beaded on her forehead.

He circled her clit once. Light, barely there, but enough to make her whimper. Her body arched, begging silently.

“Good girl.” The praise sliced through her, warm and owning. Her pussy dripped, the ache unbearable.

Then, his fingers pressed harder. Rubbed her clit in tight, controlled circles, building the pressure. Her breath came in short, ragged pants.

“Please.” The word slipped out, raw and pleading. She didn’t care how pathetic it sounded.

“Not yet.” He pulled his hand away. The denial was a physical blow, her body screaming in protest.

She groaned. Frustration and need tangled, tears pricking her eyes. She was so close, teetering on the edge.

He stepped back. She heard the faint rustle of fabric—his belt, maybe, or something worse. Her mind spun with possibilities.

“Turn around.” His voice was steady, unyielding. “Face me.”

She straightened. Turned slowly, skirt still bunched at her waist, panties around her ankles. Her face burned under his gaze.

He stood there, towering, flawless. His eyes dropped to her exposed pussy, then back to her face. That look—calculating, possessive—sent a shiver through her.

“On your knees.” A quiet command, heavy with intent. “Now.”

Her legs gave out before her mind caught up. She sank to the floor, knees hitting the cold linoleum. The position was degrading, a graduate student reduced to this.

He stepped closer. His hand tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his eyes. “You wrote about this too—kneeling, waiting for permission.”

Her throat tightened. She had. Every detail of that fantasy, now real, stared back at her in his gaze.

His thumb brushed her lower lip. Pressed lightly, parting her mouth. “Open.”

She obeyed. Her lips parted, trembling. Her heart pounded, anticipation and dread mixing in her chest.

He unzipped his trousers. Slow, deliberate, the sound cutting through the silence. Then, his cock was free, hard and thick, inches from her face.

Her breath caught. She stared, unable to look away. Her pussy clenched, wetter than ever, despite the shame burning through her.

“Take it.” His voice was low, commanding. “Show me how much you’ve earned this distinction.”

Her hands reached up, hesitant. Wrapped around the base of his cock, warm and heavy in her grip. She leaned forward, lips brushing the tip.

He groaned softly. The sound sent a thrill through her, a rare crack in his control. She took him deeper, tongue swirling, tasting him.

Her rhythm faltered at first. Clumsy, desperate, but she adjusted, sucking harder. His hand tangled in her hair, guiding her pace.

“Deeper.” A growled order. His grip tightened, pushing her limits.

She gagged slightly. Tears welled, but she didn’t stop. Her pussy throbbed, aroused by the degradation, the power he wielded.

His breathing grew ragged. Hips rocked slightly, fucking her mouth with controlled thrusts. She moaned around him, the vibration earning another groan.

“Enough.” He pulled back suddenly, cock slipping from her lips. Her mouth felt empty, aching for more.

She looked up, dazed. His eyes were dark, burning with something raw. He tugged her to her feet, rough but precise.

“Back on the desk.” His voice was strained now, control fraying at the edges. “Face down.”

She scrambled to obey. Bent over again, ass up, skirt hiked, her body open to him. Her clit pulsed, desperate for release.

He moved behind her. She heard the faint tear of a condom wrapper, then the press of his cock against her entrance. Slow, teasing, not yet inside.

“Please, Sir.” Her voice broke, raw with need. She didn’t care how pitiful she sounded.

He pushed in. One slow, deliberate thrust, filling her completely. Her pussy stretched around him, the sensation overwhelming.

She cried out. The desk creaked under her grip, nails digging into wood. Every inch of him claimed her, relentless.

He pulled back. Thrust again, harder, setting a punishing rhythm. Each movement drove her closer to the edge, her body screaming.

Her moans grew louder. Uncontrolled, echoing in the empty office. She didn’t care who might hear—only this mattered.

His hand slid around. Found her clit, rubbed in time with his thrusts. The dual sensation shattered her last restraint.

“Cum for me.” A growled permission, the final key. “Now.”

She shattered. Her pussy clenched around his cock, waves of pleasure ripping through her. She screamed, body shaking, cum soaking her thighs.

He didn’t stop. Fucked her through it, prolonging the orgasm until she sobbed. His own groan followed, low and guttural, as he came inside her.

Her body slumped. Spent, trembling, barely holding onto the desk. His weight pressed against her briefly, then lifted.

He pulled out. Adjusted himself, the rustle of fabric loud in the aftermath. She stayed there, wrecked, unable to move.

His hand brushed her back. A tender gesture, almost out of place. “You’ve earned this, Miss Elise.”

The words sank deep. Pride and shame mingled, her body still humming from the release. She’d surrendered everything, and he’d taken it all.

He stepped back. Helped her stand, smoothing her skirt with clinical precision. His touch lingered, a quiet claim.

“Straighten up.” His voice was calm again, controlled. “We’re done—for now.”

She nodded weakly. Legs unsteady, she adjusted her clothes, the ache between her thighs a constant reminder. Her mind spun, still processing.

He moved to the door. Unlocked it, the click echoing like a warning. “Dismissed.”

She stepped into the hallway. The cold air hit her flushed skin, a stark contrast to the heat of his office. Her body still buzzed, marked by him in ways she couldn’t undo.

Tomorrow loomed again. What new lessons awaited Elise in Ashworth’s classroom? She burned with dread and desire, knowing she’d return to find out.
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