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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.


Content Note

⚠️ Disclaimer
This novel explores themes of:
• Humiliation, spanking, and public display
• Multiple partners and group use
• Rough sex, messy creampies, and cum play
• Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics

All sexual activity depicted is consensual fantasy roleplay. Characters may appear reluctant at times, but they explicitly choose to participate and embrace their submission.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Chapter One – Invisible Girl

Felicity Grant liked the back row.

It wasn’t that she struggled to see the slides or hear the lecturer; she could have sat anywhere and aced the module. The back row simply let her be what she preferred to be at university: a blur. Grey jumper, loose jeans, hair twisted into a knot that always looked accidental, thick-rimmed glasses that hid more than they corrected. From the aisle, she was indistinguishable from a hundred other students with laptops and coffee cups. That was the point.

On the first Tuesday of Lent term, the theatre filled slowly with the usual choreography of scraping chairs and whispered greetings. Felicity opened her notebook, paper, not digital, and wrote the date by hand. She liked the intentionality of ink. She liked, too, the ritual: uncapping the pen, smoothing the page, letting the noise around her fade until only the lecturer’s voice remained.

Dr. Victor Hale’s voice carried without effort. “Good morning,” he said, not looking at his notes as he crossed the front of the room. Silver at the temples, shirt sleeves rolled, tie discarded in a pocket as if it had offended him, he had the contained ease of someone who never needed to raise his volume to be heard. Felicity had noticed this about him even as she worked hard not to notice him at all.

“Today,” he continued, “we begin the unit on deviance, social, sexual, moral. In other words: where the private meets the public, and what happens to the mind when the line blurs.”

Pens scratched. Laptops clicked. Felicity felt the smallest tap in her chest, the quiet, precise percussion of interest. She wrote a single word on the top of her page: Boundaries.

Around her, conversation from the corridor leaked in for a moment, someone laughing too loudly, another apologising. Felicity’s gaze stayed down. When she did glance up, it was only to follow a slide: a lattice of studies, names she knew, theories she had read late at night while the city softened outside her window.

“Your midterm,” Hale said, “is a short thesis. Choose a phenomenon at the edge of the social contract, something people do in private that changes who they are in public. Study it. Argue something original. You have three weeks.”

Felicity copied the assignment without looking away from the page. Around her, the room brightened phones skittered out to check dates; two girls in the next row started whispering about splitting sources. A boy near the aisle stretched so theatrically she wondered if he practised it.

She didn’t stretch. She rarely performed anything.

If anyone had been watching closely, they might have noticed the fineness of her wrists where her jumper sleeves pushed up. Or the line of her neck when she bent to write. Or the way her mouth softened when she was thinking. But no one watched Felicity closely. She had arranged her life, so they didn’t.

After the lecture, she let the rows empty first, then gathered her things. Her reflection caught in the black glass of the switched-off projector: the knot of hair, the glasses, the oversized knit that made her look smaller than she was. Safe. Untouchable. Uninteresting.

Outside, the quad was wind-polished and bright. She crossed it with her head down, mapped by habit toward the library’s quietest floor. The world sharpened in there, cool air, a papery hush broken only by the soft thud of returned books. She took a carrel by a window, unpacked her pencil case like a ritual bowl, and opened a blank document.

Midterm Thesis: Preliminary Notes

She wrote the title and stared at the cursor blinking like a metronome. A phenomenon at the edge of the social contract. She could choose something safe and clever. She could write brilliantly about financial secrecy or the psychology of lying or why people curate grief online.

Her fingers moved before the sensible thought could form.

Submission and Public Exposure: A Psychological Inquiry

She didn’t look at what she had typed for several seconds. When she did, heat spread across her chest beneath the wool. She could delete it. No one had seen. It was still only her and the blinking cursor and the steady breath she forgot she was holding when she worked.

She sat back and stared at the title until the words blurred. Then she began.

She wrote about agency first. About the paradox of choosing to give it up, how the act of consent could coexist with the thrill of powerlessness. She wrote about shame and its double edge, how the self flares in the moment it is most diminished. She wrote about audiences: real, imagined, accidental. About the difference between being looked at and being seen.

The more she wrote, the steadier she felt. The wind tapped the window once, twice. Someone coughed two rows over and was swallowed again by quiet. Felicity’s pen drifted to the margin of her notebook and drew a single line under a new word she had just typed.

Bared

She stopped there, sun shifting on the sill, a hawk-quick flicker at the base of her throat. In the reflection of the glass, she saw herself again, softly out of focus, contained by knit and denim and diligence.

She loosened the knot of her hair without thinking and let it fall. It slid over her shoulders in a heavy, surprising rush, like stepping into a room and finding the lights already on.

No one saw. No one ever did.

She tied it back up, fingers efficient, heart inexplicably fast.

By late afternoon the document had a spine: a working structure, a handful of citations, three questions that felt like doors. She saved, backed up, backed up again. When she stood, the jumper fell around her like a curtain re-drawn. She shouldered her bag, descended the stairs, and stepped back into the ordinary world of bicycles and takeaway coffee and deadlines that looked nothing like desire.

At the exit she paused, pressed two fingertips against the words on her screen before it faded to black.

Submission and Public Exposure: A Psychological Inquiry

She didn’t know she was smiling until she lifted her hand and felt the curve of it.

On the walk home, she kept her gaze on the pavement, but the line of her mouth wouldn’t quite obey.

Somewhere in an office she had never entered alone, a professor would read the same words in a different light. But Felicity didn’t know that yet. She only knew that something had shifted, almost imperceptibly, the way a door clicks in its hinge before opening.

That night, she washed her face, folded her jumper over the chair, and slid under the duvet with a book she did not read. In the quiet, without the armour of wool or glasses or the knot at the back of her head, she thought about the word she had underlined.

Bared.

The room breathed around her.

She turned out the lamp and lay in the dark, awake longer than she meant to be.


Chapter Two – The Thesis

The title stayed at the top of the document like a dare.

Submission and Public Exposure: A Psychological Inquiry

Felicity had meant to soften it. She told herself she’d change the words later, make it clinical, detached, academic. Yet the longer she stared at it, the more it pulled her down a line of thought she hadn’t let herself follow before.

Three days after that first draft, she was still writing. Pages of notes spilled across her desk, articles highlighted in feverish blocks of yellow. But when she read back what she had produced, the academic citations seemed like scaffolding for something else entirely, something uncomfortably close to confession.

She wrote about the paradox of consent: how choosing submission is still a choice, yet it feels like losing everything. She wrote about shame as fuel, how humiliation heightens awareness, sharpens sensation, forces the self to surface.

And then, one evening when the flat was too quiet and the glow of her desk lamp felt like a spotlight, she crossed a line she didn’t know she would.

Case study: imagined subject.

The words looked safe enough. But what followed was not about an imagined subject at all.

She described a young woman, intelligent, ordinary, invisible in public, who secretly fantasised about being exposed. She described how this subject would tremble at the idea of being undressed by another’s command, of standing bared while strangers watched, of being punished, displayed, even jeered at.

Her fingers moved quickly, betraying her. She wrote about being bent over a desk in an empty classroom, skirt raised, ass stinging as each smack landed. She wrote about standing in the dark of a lecture hall, naked but for glasses, as her peers whispered and laughed. She wrote about how the humiliation itself might drive arousal, how punishment and desire might feed one another.

By the time she stopped, her chest was tight, her thighs pressed together under the desk. She read the words back, cheeks burning. This wasn’t an essay. This was an exposure in itself, her fantasies dressed up as theory.

Felicity snapped the laptop closed, stood, paced the tiny flat. She made tea she didn’t drink, opened a window to the night chill. She told herself she would delete it in the morning.

But she didn’t.

When the deadline came, she uploaded the paper as it was. Footnotes precise, references neat, structure immaculate. But between the lines, woven into the citations, were her own confessions.

Her heart raced as she pressed “submit.” The cursor spun, the document vanished into the system.

For a long moment she sat staring at the screen. Then she closed the laptop carefully, as if it might shatter.

She had just bared herself in the one place she had always been safe: the page.

No one would ever read it that way, she told herself. It was academic, theoretical, safe. Professors had hundreds of papers to mark; Dr. Hale would skim, grade, move on.

And yet, as she curled under her blanket that night, she couldn’t silence the thought.

If he did read it carefully… if he saw through the theory…

The idea left her stomach knotted and her skin flushed.

When she finally slept, she dreamed of the word she had underlined in her notebook, the one that had started it all.

Bared.


Chapter Three – The Mirror

Steam curled out of the bathroom as Felicity stepped into her bedroom, towel wrapped snugly around her. Droplets of water still clung to her shoulders, trailing down her chest, her legs, vanishing into the soft cotton at her thighs. She paused in front of the mirror, the one she usually passed without really looking.

But this morning she stopped.

Her mind returned to the words she had written in her thesis, still hot in her memory: standing in the dark of a lecture hall, naked but for glasses, as her peers whispered and laughed.

Her pulse quickened.

Slowly, with hands that trembled more than she admitted, Felicity tugged at the knot. The towel loosened, fell soundlessly to the floor.

She stood bare, facing herself.

Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, full, firm, 34C, the nipples still tightened from the cool air. Her stomach was taut and flat, her waist narrowing before her hips flared outward into soft curves. She turned slightly, her gaze catching the rounded perfection of her heart-shaped ass, the skin still damp and glowing from the shower. Her long legs were smooth, toned, pale where the sun had not touched them.

Felicity stared. For once, she did not see the baggy clothes or the messy bun. She saw the body she had always hidden.

And she pictured it, standing in the lecture hall, every stitch of clothing gone, glasses perched uselessly on her nose, one hundred pairs of eyes fixed on her nakedness. They whispered, they jeered, they giggled. Someone muttered a cruel comment about her tits, another about her ass, another about the little strip of hair just above her pussy.

Heat bloomed in her belly, sharp and undeniable.

Her thighs pressed together, but it wasn’t enough. Her hand slid down, almost against her will, fingertips brushing the slickness gathering between her folds. A gasp escaped her.

She imagined it vividly: being forced to touch herself like this in front of them, ordered to spread her legs wider, to show them everything while their laughter filled the dark. Her own hand betrayed her, sliding faster, circling her clit, pushing her deeper into the image.

Her reflection blurred as her hips rocked forward, her breath catching. The fantasy consumed her, her body bare, her shame exposed, her cunt wet under a hundred cruel stares.

She climaxed hard, her cry muffled against her own arm as she shook, her juices slick across her hand.

For a long moment afterward, she leaned against the dresser, chest heaving, skin flushed.

Her gaze met her own in the mirror.

Beautiful. Naked. Trembling.

And finally, for the first time, truly bared. Even only for her in her own imagination.


Chapter Four – Invisible in Plain Sight

The library was warm, heavy with the smell of paper and the hum of laptops. Felicity sat tucked away at a carrel, her hair pinned up, glasses firmly in place, baggy jumper loose around her frame. From the outside, she was the same Felicity everyone had always seen, quiet, studious, unremarkable.

But inside, she burned.

Every time she shifted in her seat, she felt it again: the memory of that morning, standing naked before her mirror, her towel crumpled at her feet. The way her fingers had betrayed her, sliding down until she climaxed at the thought of a hundred eyes on her body.

Now, surrounded by other students, she felt exposed even though she was covered from neck to wrist to ankle.

When two girls at the next table laughed over their phones, Felicity’s stomach knotted. They know. They can see it in my face. They know what I did this morning.

When a boy passed behind her chair, she flushed hot. He can smell it. He knows how wet I still am.

Her pulse raced as she tried to force herself back into the rhythm of notetaking, the mechanical comfort of highlighting articles. But the images wouldn’t leave her. The naked girl in the mirror. Her breasts, her stomach, her hips, her ass, revealed under cruel stares. Her own hand between her thighs, pumping frantically while she pictured them all watching.

Felicity pressed her legs together, biting her lip. She dared not move too much, afraid someone might notice the tension in her body, the way her thighs trembled under the desk.

Later, at the café near campus, she sat across from two classmates. They chatted breezily about deadlines, nights out, who was sleeping with who. Felicity stirred her coffee slowly, nodding when she had to, trying to appear calm.

But the entire time, she felt her cheeks flush, her skin prickle. They know. They’re looking at me because they know. They can see it in my eyes.

Her gaze dropped to the table, hiding her face behind her glasses.

No one knew. No one had any idea. To them, she was still the nerd, the invisible one.

And yet, every laugh, every glance, every voice around her twisted in her gut like accusation. She carried the weight of her secret arousal with her like a brand.

This morning, she had bared herself in the mirror. And now she walked the campus as if everyone could see it still.

They could see it. She hated that idea, dreaded the thought of her secret shame written across her face, and yet at the same time, it aroused her so much she could barely breathe. Why? Why did the possibility of being exposed make her wetter than any safe fantasy she had ever kept hidden?


Chapter Five – The Professor’s Office

Dr. Victor Hale leaned back in his chair, the glow of his desk lamp throwing long shadows across the paper in his hands. Felicity Grant’s thesis, Submission and Public Exposure: A Psychological Inquiry.

At fifty-two, Hale was the kind of man who carried age like an advantage. His hair was iron-grey at the temples, cut short and precise, his jaw still sharp beneath the neatly kept stubble. Broad-shouldered under his rolled shirtsleeves, he had the lean, disciplined build of someone who had never let himself go soft. His eyes, a cool steel-blue, missed nothing; they had the weight of experience and the unsettling power of someone used to being obeyed. He wasn’t handsome in the way of the boys on campus, he was better. Older, harder, a man whose presence filled the room without needing to raise his voice.

He had read it once already, fast, his brow lifting at the rawness beneath the citations. Now he read it again, slower, letting the words sink in. The case study was framed as “imagined,” but it was too specific, too urgent. There was a trembling honesty threaded through the footnotes, a pulse he recognised instantly.

This girl has bared herself already, he thought. And she has no idea I can see it.

He smiled faintly, made a note in the margin, and set the pages aside.

“Felicity Grant,” he murmured, the name tasting different now. “You’ll need to explain this to me.”



The email arrived in her inbox the next morning: Please come to my office. 3 p.m.

Felicity stared at the screen, heart slamming. She told herself it was routine, a check-in. But she knew. Her stomach coiled tight.

When the clock crept toward three, she packed her notebook and walked across the quad toward the old brick wing where the professors had their offices. Her boots clicked on the paving stones, too loud in her ears. Students sprawled on the grass, laughing, passing coffee cups and cigarettes, the easy chatter of people with nothing to hide.

Felicity’s thoughts raced. It could be about my grade. It could be about sources. He might just want to clarify a reference or ask for more structure. She rehearsed excuses, explanations, anything that would make her paper sound more academic, less… personal.

But deep down she knew. She had written too much. She had bared herself in those pages as surely as she had in the mirror that morning.

Her stomach fluttered as she reached the stairwell leading up to Dr. Hale’s office. She smoothed her jumper nervously, pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose, and tried to breathe as though this were nothing at all.

Still, the thought pulsed through her with every step: He knows. He’s read it. And now he wants to see me.

By the time she stood outside his office door, her palms were damp against her notebook. She knocked, and his deep voice called, “Come in.”

The office smelled of leather and old books, lined with shelves, the blinds half-closed against the afternoon sun. Hale sat behind his desk, sleeves rolled, spectacles low on his nose, her paper lying open before him.

“Miss Grant.” He gestured to the chair opposite. “Sit.”

She obeyed, perching stiffly, clutching her notebook as though it could shield her.

He tapped her thesis with a finger. “This is… unusual.”

Felicity flushed. “I….. It’s theoretical….”

“Is it?” His eyes pinned her, sharp, unreadable. “Because what you’ve written here reads less like theory and more like confession.”

Her breath caught. “No….”

He leaned forward, voice low. “Tell me something. Why do you think it arouses you so much? The thought of being bared, humiliated, laughed at? Why, Felicity?”

Her body jolted as though he had reached inside her. The exact thought that had haunted her on campus, the question she couldn’t silence: Why does this shame make me so wet?

Her cheeks burned. She couldn’t answer.

Hale sat back, studying her like a subject under glass. “You want to understand the psychology of submission?” His mouth curved faintly. “Then perhaps it’s time to study yourself.”

Her thighs pressed tight together, her breath unsteady.

This was no longer about an essay. This was the beginning of something else; something dangerous.


Chapter Six – The First Test

The silence stretched, heavy as stone. Felicity sat frozen in the chair opposite him, hands gripping her notebook until her knuckles blanched.

Dr. Hale leaned back, studying her like she was both puzzle and answer. “You hide yourself well,” he said at last. His eyes flicked to her hair, twisted up in its usual knot. “But you wrote about exposure, about being bared. So let’s begin simply.”

Her stomach dropped.

“Take your hair down.”

The command landed like a touch, low and steady, impossible to ignore.

Felicity’s fingers trembled as they reached up, tugging at the pins. One by one they slipped free, until her hair fell heavy over her shoulders, golden-brown waves tumbling past her collarbones.

“Better.” His voice was soft, but the way he watched her made her cheeks burn hotter.

Hale’s gaze lingered on her face. “And the glasses. Take them off.”

Her throat tightened. She hesitated, the glasses suddenly feeling like armour, the one thing that kept her hidden.

“Miss Grant,” he prompted.

With a small breath, she slid them from her nose and set them carefully on the desk between them. The world blurred at the edges, but his face remained sharp, sharp and unrelenting, eyes fixed on hers.

“There you are,” he murmured. “You’ve been hiding a very beautiful girl.”

Felicity’s heart hammered. No one had said those words to her before. Not like this. Not with such calm certainty, as if he were stating a fact she could no longer deny.

“And now,” Hale continued, his tone deepening, “remove your jumper.”

Her head jerked up. “Professor….”

“This is your experiment, Miss Grant. Isn’t that what you wrote? To understand submission, one must experience it?” His mouth curved faintly. “Well. This is the first page of your fieldwork.”

Her hands shook as she peeled the jumper upward, revealing the thin white vest beneath, the faint outline of her bra visible through the fabric. She folded the jumper in her lap, staring down, her skin burning.

“Look at me.”

She raised her eyes, unable to breathe.

Hale’s gaze travelled deliberately from her flushed face to the soft swell of her breasts under the vest, then back to her eyes. “Yes,” he said at last, satisfaction in his tone. “That’s what you’ve been hiding.”

Her body throbbed with shame, with heat, with something she couldn’t yet name.

She wanted to cover herself. She wanted to run. She wanted him to tell her what to do next.


Chapter Seven – Walk of Shame

Hale closed the folder on her paper with deliberate calm. “That’s enough for today.”

Felicity exhaled shakily, relief and disappointment tangling in her chest. She reached for her jumper.

“No.” His voice cut across the movement. “You don’t put that back on until you’re outside. You’ll walk the halls like this.” His eyes narrowed slightly. “And leave your hair down. You don’t put it up again until you’re back in your room.”

Her stomach dropped. “Professor, please….”

“You wanted to test your thesis,” he said simply. “This is your test.”

Heat flared in her cheeks, down her throat, across her chest. She could barely nod. Gathering her notebook against her vest, she rose on unsteady legs.

“Good girl,” Hale murmured, already turning back to his papers as if the matter were settled.

Her pulse throbbed in her ears as she pulled the office door open and stepped into the corridor.

The first pair of students she passed looked up mid-conversation. One girl’s gaze flicked to Felicity’s hair, loose around her shoulders, and then to the thin white vest that clung to her body. A boy’s eyes lingered on the curve of her breasts before darting away. Felicity’s skin burned as she hurried past.

At the stairwell, two more students looked up, their voices faltering as she brushed by. She could feel it, their stares on her back, the outline of her bra, the sway of her hair. She clutched her notebook tighter, heart pounding, the shame flooding her with every step.

By the time she reached the doors leading to the quad, she was trembling. She yanked the jumper back over her head as she stepped outside, desperate for cover. But the hair, her hair remained loose, spilling down her back like a banner.

The winter light caught it, and something shifted. Heads turned as she crossed the quad. She saw them, young men she recognised vaguely from lectures, others she’d never spoken to, stop mid-step, conversations breaking off as they stared.

Felicity felt it. The weight of their eyes. The shock of recognition.

A beautiful young woman they had never noticed before.

She kept her chin down, pace steady, but inside she burned.

Shame. Thrill. Arousal.

She had been seen.

And she wanted more.


Chapter Eight – Bared

Her hands were still trembling when she shut the door to her dorm room. The sound of the lock sliding home was louder than usual, final. She leaned back against the wood, breathing hard, the heat of shame and thrill still rushing through her veins.

The jumper felt suffocating. She tugged it off in one quick movement and dropped it on the chair, then turned to the mirror fixed above her desk.

Her reflection met her: hair loose, falling around her shoulders, her vest clinging to her chest. The girl staring back was not the invisible student she had been only this morning. She was flushed, alive, exposed.

Slowly, Felicity hooked her fingers under the hem of the vest and peeled it upward. Her bra came into view, pale lace pressing snug against her full breasts. She hesitated, then reached behind and unclasped it. The straps slid from her shoulders, and her breasts tumbled free, firm, perfect, nipples tightening under the cool air.

She did not stop. She unbuttoned her jeans, tugged the denim down her thighs, stepped out of them until she stood in only the small cotton panties that clung damply between her legs.

Her own words came back to her, written in the thesis that had betrayed her: standing in the dark of a lecture hall, naked but for glasses, as her peers whispered and laughed.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and drew the panties down. They fell around her ankles, leaving her utterly bare.

Her body glowed in the mirror, her breasts lifted with each uneven breath, her stomach taut, her hips full and soft, her ass curving perfectly, her thighs strong and smooth. She spread her legs slightly and saw the glisten between them, undeniable.

Her hand slid down, her fingers parting her folds, circling the wet heat that pulsed for release. Her lips parted on a gasp.

She imagined the lecture hall again, rows of faces turned toward her, whispering, laughing, commenting cruelly on her tits, her ass, her pussy. She pictured Hale watching from the shadows, calm, approving, recording her every tremble.

In her fantasy his voice reached her over the murmur of the crowd, deep and steady.
“Touch yourself, Felicity. Show them.”

The imagined command shivered through her. She spread her legs a little wider in front of the mirror, her fingers already sliding faster, obeying the voice she had conjured.

Her fingers moved faster. She rocked against her own hand, her moans filling the small room. The shame only made her wetter; the thought of being seen, mocked, judged drove her higher and higher.

The climax ripped through her, sudden and hard. She cried out, biting her lip, her body jerking against her palm as waves of heat shuddered through her. Her juices slicked her thighs, her heart raced, her chest heaved.

“Felicity? Are you ok?”

The voice came muffled through the thin wall, her neighbour’s.

Felicity froze, shock crashing through her, mortified. Oh God. Someone heard me.

Her face burned as she scrambled for words. “I’m fine!” she called back, too quickly, her voice cracking. “Just….uh….dropped something. Sorry!”

A pause, then a faint laugh. “Alright. Just checking.”

Silence again.

Felicity collapsed back against the bed, one arm over her eyes, her chest still rising and falling. Her whole body throbbed with aftershocks, but now shame prickled hotter than ever.

She hadn’t even realised how loud she had been.

Not only had she imagined a hundred eyes in the lecture hall, she had just been caught by one pair, very real, a few feet away.

And the worst part was the sharp, guilty thrill it gave her.

When it ebbed, she collapsed onto her narrow bed, skin damp, hair tangled across her face.

Her gaze slid back to the mirror.

She was bared.

And she wanted it again.


Chapter Nine – Awake

Felicity lay in the dark, sheets twisted around her legs, the ceiling a blur above. Sleep wouldn’t come. Every time she closed her eyes, two images flickered against the darkness, feeding each other until she squirmed under the covers.

Hale’s voice, calm and steady in her mind: “Touch yourself, Felicity. Show them.”

And the muffled knock of reality that had shattered her climax, her neighbour’s voice through the thin wall: “Felicity, are you ok?”

She buried her face in the pillow, mortified all over again. She hadn’t even realised how loud she had cried out. She could still hear her own voice echoing in memory, sharp with release, desperate, shameless.

The embarrassment made her stomach twist. But beneath it, hotter still, was something she couldn’t admit. The thrill. The secret pulse of excitement at being heard, at knowing someone else, even unintentionally, had caught her at her most vulnerable.

Her thighs clenched. Her skin prickled. She rolled onto her stomach, pressing her face into the pillow. The shame still burned, but beneath it was the deeper thrill, the heat coiling low in her belly. She could feel it, slickness gathering, her body betraying her.

I can’t. She’ll hear me again.

But the thought twisted, darker. I want her to hear. I want to be heard, to be seen.

Her breath came shallow as her hand slipped lower, sliding between her thighs. She spread her legs against the sheets, her fingers finding the wet folds waiting for her. The touch made her shudder; a muffled gasp lost in the pillow.

Slowly, she moved her fingers, circling, dipping, her body rocking against the mattress. Every stroke deepened the ache, every imagined whisper from her thesis crowd returned to her, every memory of Hale’s command echoed louder in her head.

Her hips lifted, desperate, and with a sharp tug she pushed her flimsy pyjama shorts down to her thighs. The air met her bare skin, making her shiver. In her mind she was no longer in her dorm, she was bared in the lecture hall, a hundred eyes watching, waiting for her to fall apart.

She raised her ass, lifted high. With her free hand she raised her palm and brought it down hard on her left cheek. The sound cracked through the room, sharp, obscene.

She gasped into the pillow, the sting radiating across her round flesh, doubling the heat between her legs. They’re watching, she thought wildly. They’re all watching me smack my own ass, hearing me whimper like a slut.

Her fingers moved faster, her ass stung hotter, the fantasy taking her deeper into shame and need.

Her hips lifted slightly, legs parting wider, her palm grinding as her fingers worked faster. She buried her face deeper into the pillow, stifling the sound, her body shuddering as the pressure built.

The climax broke over her, raw and urgent. She shook with it, biting hard into the fabric to stop the cry in her throat, her slickness flooding her hand, soaking the sheets beneath her.

When it finally ebbed, she lay spent and trembling, her face still pressed into the damp pillow, her body humming with shame and satisfaction.

She had resisted nothing. She had wanted it, wanted to be caught, wanted to be spanked, wanted to be seen.

And she knew she would want it again.


Chapter Ten – The Summons

Felicity had barely slept. The bruised sting on her ass from her own hand still throbbed faintly beneath her jeans as she crossed the quad the next morning, a secret mark no one else could see. She moved through the day in a haze, lectures, coffee, notes, all of it overlaid with the memory of her body bared in the mirror, bent over in her imagination, Hale’s voice commanding her, her neighbour’s voice breaking in from the real world.

By early afternoon, her inbox pinged.

Subject: Office Hours
From: Dr. Victor Hale
Message: 5 p.m. My office. Be prompt.

Her chest tightened. She reread it three times, as if the words might change. There was no question in the phrasing, no polite request. Just an instruction.

She told herself it was normal, routine. Professors summoned students all the time. But her body betrayed her. Her thighs pressed together under the desk, her heart pounding.

At 4:58 she stood outside his office door, pulse thundering in her ears. She smoothed her jumper down, pushed her glasses up, tried to control her breathing. Then she knocked.

“Come in,” Hale called.

The office looked the same, but she didn’t. She felt different now, carrying the weight of what she had done, what she had imagined, what he had already made her show him.

Hale was waiting. He closed the folder on his desk, his eyes rising to hers. Steel-blue, unreadable, too sharp to look at for long.

“Miss Grant,” he said evenly. “Close the door.”

Her hand shook as she obeyed.

“You’ve been thinking about our last session.” It wasn’t a question.

Felicity swallowed, her throat dry. “Yes, Professor.”

“Good.” He stood, slow and deliberate, moving from behind the desk to lean against the edge. His presence filled the small room, broad-shouldered, calm, commanding. “Today, we take it further.”

Her stomach flipped, shame and heat colliding low in her belly.

“You will do exactly as I tell you,” Hale said softly. “No hesitation, no excuses. Do you understand?”

Her lips parted, trembling. “Yes, Professor.”


Chapter Eleven – Fieldwork

Hale’s eyes never left hers. He folded his arms across his chest, his voice calm, steady, every word carrying weight.

“Your thesis,” he said, tapping the folder still lying on the desk, “requires to be tested. You agree?”

Felicity’s stomach knotted. Her voice came out barely above a whisper. “Yes, Professor.”

“Good. Then we will call this fieldwork. You and I will test your theories, gather data, measure your responses. Perhaps,” his mouth curved faintly, “this can even form the foundation of your final dissertation in your third year.”

Her throat tightened. “Fieldwork…” The word tasted dangerous, thrilling.

“Exactly.” Hale’s tone softened, almost reassuring. “This is psychology, Miss Grant. Theory is nothing without practice.”

Her body thrummed with nerves, but she nodded. “Yes, Professor.”

“Then stand.”

The word landed like a command drilled into her bones. Felicity rose from her chair, her notebook still clutched in her hands like a shield.

“Put that down,” he said.

She placed it carefully on the desk.

“Now,” Hale continued, his voice low, “you will undress. Slowly. Stop at your underwear. And you will not cover yourself.”

Felicity’s heart thundered. She opened her mouth to protest, but the words stuck. Her body moved before her mind could argue, trembling fingers tugging the hem of her jumper upward. The knit peeled over her head, falling to the chair behind her.

She stood in the thin white vest, her hair loose around her shoulders, her cheeks burning.

Hale watched, his gaze heavy, clinical, appraising. “Go on.”

Her hands shook as they slid to the button of her jeans. She unfastened it, lowered the zip, pushed the denim down her hips, thighs, calves, and stepped free. She placed them neatly on the chair beside the jumper, as if order might save her from shame.

Now she stood in only her vest and pale lace panties, her skin flushed, her body bared in the dim office light.

She fought the urge to cross her arms. Hale’s eyes flicked down her body and back up, unhurried.

“Good,” he said at last. “Very good.”

Her pulse skittered, the shame flooding her belly, hot and wet.

This was fieldwork. And she was the subject.


Chapter Twelve – The Turn

“Now,” Hale said, his voice low but precise, “turn. Slowly. I want to see you from every angle.”

Felicity’s breath caught, but her feet obeyed. She rotated in place, her arms hanging stiff at her sides, the vest clinging to her breasts, the lace panties riding high on her hips. Heat flared up her neck as she presented herself to him: front, side, back, then full circle again.

When she faced him once more, her chest was rising and falling too fast.

“Tell me, Felicity,” Hale said. His steel-blue eyes fixed on hers, steady, unreadable. “How does this make you feel?”

The question hit harder than the command. Her body was already burning from the humiliation of standing half-naked in front of him. But to speak it aloud, to confess, felt like another layer of exposure.

Her mouth went dry. “I… it’s…”

“Answer.” His tone cut clean through her hesitation.

She squeezed her thighs together, her fingers twitching at her sides. “It’s one thing standing here, nearly naked,” she whispered, “but another to… to say it out loud.”

“What, exactly?”

Her face flamed. The words clawed their way out of her throat. “That it excites me. That I… I’m aroused.”

Hale’s gaze didn’t flicker. “Good. You are baring your body, and now you are baring your truth. That is what this study requires.”

Her nipples tightened against the thin fabric of her vest, her pussy damp in the lace. Speaking it aloud had made it sharper, hotter, as though she had been stripped twice.

He watched her in silence for a long moment, letting her squirm.

Then, finally, he nodded. “Fieldwork has begun.”




Chapter Thirteen – Notes

“Your notebook, Felicity,” Hale said suddenly, his tone crisp. “Get your notebook. While it is raw, make your notes.”

Her eyes widened. “Here?”

“Yes. Here. Now. While you are still standing half-naked in front of me. You will write your feelings, your observations, your data. This is fieldwork, after all.”

Shock rippled through her. He wanted her to stay bared, trembling in her vest and panties, while she sat and wrote it all down under his gaze. Every thought about her shame, her arousal, her nakedness.

For a moment she hesitated, her body rigid, her face burning. But the command in his voice left no space for refusal.

She reached for her bag, pulled the notebook free, and lowered herself carefully into the chair. The cool fabric pressed against the back of her thighs, a reminder of just how exposed she was.

Her hand shook as she uncapped her pen.

Observations, she wrote at the top of the page, the letters almost illegible.

She forced herself to continue. Stood in front of Dr. Hale, removed jumper and jeans. Felt exposed. Ashamed. Heart racing. Tried not to cover myself. Felt arousal in spite of humiliation.

The words felt damning, each one a confession, yet once they were on the page she could not deny them. She glanced up, just once, and saw him watching her from the edge of the desk, arms folded, expression unreadable, as though she were a subject under examination.

Her thighs pressed together instinctively, but she kept writing. Being asked to record this while still half-naked intensifies the humiliation. I want to hide but also want him to keep watching. I don’t understand why.

Her pen scratched louder in the silence, the truth bleeding onto the page.

When she finally stopped, her chest heaved. She set the pen down, her eyes burning with shame.

Hale stepped closer, one broad hand resting lightly on the edge of her notebook. “Good,” he murmured, scanning her handwriting. “Very good. This is data worth collecting.”

He looked back at her, his expression calm, assured. “Now go write up your notes as an essay. Consider it a special assignment and send it through to me by nine tomorrow. Add any additional thoughts that come to you. And if, when you return to your dorm, you masturbate…” his eyes held hers, unblinking “….you will include that too. From now on, every time you touch yourself, you will make a note of it and submit that report to me the following morning.”

Felicity’s whole body jolted. Her face flamed. The idea of confessing such private acts to him, day after day, made her stomach knot with dread. Yet heat licked through her belly at the same time, slick and undeniable.

“Yes, Professor,” she whispered, her voice thin.

Hale’s mouth curved faintly, satisfied. “Good girl. That will be all for today.”

Felicity swallowed, her body trembling. She had never felt so stripped, so exposed, so utterly seen.

And the worst part was the ache between her thighs told her she wanted more.

Hale’s mouth curved faintly, satisfied. “Good girl. That will be all for today.”

Felicity stood, fumbling for her jeans and jumper. As she turned, bending to pull the denim up over her hips, Hale allowed himself the view she had so unwillingly granted him: the perfect fit of her young body, every curve taut and flawless, bared to him in nothing but her panties and thin vest. He watched the muscles shift under her smooth skin, the swell of her breasts, the roundness of her ass, committing every detail to memory.


Chapter Fourteen – The Report

Felicity shut the door to her dorm and leaned against it, her chest still tight from the walk back. Hale’s words replayed with every heartbeat. From now on, every time you touch yourself, you will make a note of it and submit that report to me the following morning.

She tried to distract herself, unpacking her bag, opening her laptop. But the damp heat between her thighs would not be ignored. Every step she had taken back across campus had reminded her that he was watching her still, even in her absence.

She tugged off her jumper and jeans, leaving only the thin vest and panties, she moved straight to the mirror, the same way Dr. Hale had studied her only an hour before. She stood there, jumper and jeans stripped away, left in her thin vest and panties.

She stared at her reflection, heart hammering. This is what he saw. Me, half-naked, exposed, waiting for instruction.

Her breath quickened. In her mind she heard his voice again, deep and commanding, as if he were standing just behind her.
“Touch yourself, Felicity. Show them.”

Heat spread through her belly. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down, letting them fall at her feet. Then she peeled off the vest, baring her breasts, her nipples stiff under the cool air.

Now she was completely naked, standing in front of her reflection, her body flushed, trembling, her thighs already glistening.

Her hand slid down, fingers parting her folds, slick and swollen. She gasped at the contact; eyes locked on the mirror. She imagined Hale watching her, not as her reflection did, but with those steel-blue eyes, sharp, clinical, unrelenting.

She spread her legs wider, her hand moving faster, her reflection baring everything she usually hid. She whispered his name, biting her lip, hips rocking forward as her fingers circled and dipped.

The climax tore through her, sudden and raw. She cried out, muffling it against her own arm, her reflection jerking and shuddering as waves of release pulsed through her. Her juices streaked her thighs, her breath shallow, her body collapsing against the dresser for balance.

When it finally ebbed, she slid down onto the floor, staring at her flushed face in the mirror.

She had done exactly as he said, even though he wasn’t here.

And she knew she would have to tell him everything.

But there was no relief.

Her pulse still raced as she sat up, pulling her laptop onto her knees. She opened a new document and began to type, her face burning.

Special Assignment Report: 22:15
Returned from Professor Hale’s office. Could not resist urge to masturbate. I removed my vest and panties so that I was completely naked and stood in front of the mirror the way you had seen me earlier. I touched myself while imagining you were there, watching me, instructing me. Climax was sudden, very strong. Felt deep shame at my lack of control, but also overwhelming arousal knowing I must confess this act to you.

Her cheeks burned hotter. She could hardly believe she had written the words, knowing he would read them.

The shame made her thighs clench again. She slid back down against the pillows, hand moving to her swollen folds almost before she had decided. This time she spread her legs wider, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room, her other hand clutching the laptop still open beside her.

The orgasm came faster, sharper, ripping through her with a muffled cry. She collapsed back against the sheets, panting, horrified by how quickly she had fallen again.

And yet she knew what Hale expected.

Face red with mortification, she forced herself upright and added to the report.

22:28 – Masturbated a second time immediately after first climax. Body uncontrollable. Shame unbearable. Did not intend to but failed to resist. Orgasm stronger than first. Mortified now to confess this in writing.

Her hands trembled as she saved the document, attached it to the email, and typed his name into the “To” field.

For a long moment she stared at the screen, her finger hovering over the send key.

Then, with her heart in her throat, she pressed it.

The message was gone.

She sat in the silence of her dorm, sticky thighs pressed together, her chest rising and falling fast.

He would read it. Every word. Every detail.

And she had never felt so exposed.

Felicity sat on the floor, laptop still open on the bed above her. The email had been sent, both reports attached in painful detail, telling Dr. Hale exactly how she had stripped naked and masturbated twice in front of the mirror, imagining his eyes on her.

She should have felt relief. Instead, heat was rising in her belly again, sharper, stronger, unbearable.

No… not again.

But her hand betrayed her, slipping between her thighs, finding her folds already slick and swollen. “Nooo,” she whispered, horrified, her head tipping back against the wall. “Not a third time. I can’t…”

Her fingers slid deeper anyway, pushing inside her wet hole as her other hand found her clit, rubbing frantically, chasing the release she swore she didn’t want.

Her body bucked, desperate, shame and arousal colliding until the climax broke over her, fierce and uncontrollable. She cried out, louder than before, the sound ripping free of her throat despite her bite against her knuckles.

A beat later, the muffled voice came through the wall.
“Felicity? Are you ok?”

Her heart stopped.

No… Oh God, no.

She had forgotten how thin the walls were.

Felicity froze; her breath caught in her throat. She scrambled upright, clutching at the duvet to cover herself as though it mattered.

“Y-yes!” she called back toward the wall, her voice too high. “I’m fine. Just… dropped something.”

A pause. Then muffled footsteps in the corridor, and silence.

Her whole body shook. Mortification curled hot and tight in her chest. Twice she could justify, somehow, but three times, in one night? And loud enough for someone else to hear? The shame was unbearable.

She sank onto the edge of the bed, burying her face in her hands. I can’t tell him this. Not a third time. It’s too much. He’ll think I’m pathetic. Weak. A pervert!

But the thought twisted immediately, darker. This is fieldwork. This is the study. He expects every detail. This is for my final dissertation.

Her hand moved automatically to the laptop, dragging it back onto her knees. She opened a new page, her fingers trembling as she began to type.

Special Assignment Report: 23:02
Masturbated a third time after submitting initial reports. Tried to resist, told myself no, but my body overpowered me. Fingers inside myself, other hand on my clit. Orgasm loud, uncontrollable. A neighbour heard and asked if I was okay. Lied to cover. Shame unbearable. Realised this moment was exactly as described in my thesis: exposed, humiliated, judged. For the first time, I lived it. And I cannot stop replaying it in my mind even now.

She stared at the words, her stomach turning. Every sentence stripped her further, but she couldn’t delete them.

She saved the document, attached it to the same email chain, and pressed send.

Then she shut the laptop with a sharp snap, burying her face in the pillow.

Tomorrow, he would read it all.

Tomorrow, she would have to face him again.


Chapter Fifteen – Reliving It

Felicity sat rigid in the chair across from Hale’s desk, her notebook balanced on her knees, her hands clutched too tightly around it. The screen of his laptop glowed faintly, her own words filling it line by line.

He scrolled slowly, deliberately, reading each report as though she weren’t sitting there, every humiliating detail laid bare in his clinical blue font.

Her face burned hotter with each paragraph. She wanted to hide, to sink into the floor.

“Felicity,” Hale said finally, his voice calm, unhurried. He looked up from the screen, fixing her with those piercing eyes. “How exposed did you feel?”

She swallowed hard, her voice catching. “Very… Professor. Mortified.”

“And aroused.”

Her lips parted, shame flooding her cheeks. “Yes.”

“Good. That is data worth noting.” He closed the laptop, folding his hands on the desk. “Stand. Strip.”

Her pulse skittered. She obeyed, her sweater tugged over her head, her jeans unzipped and stepped out of. Again, she stood in her vest and panties, her body thrumming with shame and memory.

Hale leaned back slightly, his gaze fixed on her. “That is how you stood when you first masturbated, yes? In your vest and panties.”

Felicity’s stomach twisted. Her lips parted, but no sound came. Finally, she shook her head, cheeks burning. “No, Professor… I was naked. I took everything off.”

Silence pressed between them. Hale’s eyes sharpened, the weight of them making her legs tremble.

“Then remove them now,” he said, his voice calm, unyielding. “Take off your vest. Take off your panties. If you were naked in your fieldwork, then you will be naked in front of me. This is data, Felicity. And for the first time, you will bare yourself to me.”

Her breath caught. Her fingers went to the hem of her vest, tugging it slowly upward. She pulled it over her head, her breasts spilling free, nipples stiff in the cool air. The thin cotton dropped onto the chair behind her.

Hale’s gaze never moved from her.

Her hands shook as they slid down to the waistband of her panties. She hooked her thumbs inside, hesitated, then pushed them down over her hips, her thighs, letting them fall in a small heap at her feet.

Now she stood naked before him, utterly bare, every inch of her young body revealed under the dim office light.

Felicity’s pulse hammered so loudly she could barely hear her own breath. This was no longer imagination, no longer her mirror. This was real.

Hale let his eyes travel over her with slow precision, clinical and deliberate, taking in her breasts, the curve of her hips, the smooth lines of her legs, the neat thatch of hair at her sex glistening faintly from her arousal.

“Good,” he murmured. “Now, Felicity, you are exactly what you wrote.”


Chapter Sixteen – Properly Bared

“Sit,” Hale ordered.

Felicity lowered herself into the chair, her bare skin prickling against the cool wood. She tried not to cover herself, though every instinct screamed to fold her arms, cross her legs, hide.

Hale opened his laptop again. The faint glow lit his face as her reports filled the screen. He scrolled slowly, reading each line aloud, word for word, her own shame in his voice.

“Could not resist urge to masturbate. I removed my vest and panties so that I was completely naked and stood in front of the mirror. I touched myself while imagining you were there, watching me, instructing me…..”.

Her face flamed. Her nails dug into her thighs.

“Tell me how you feel hearing your own words,” Hale said, his eyes still on the screen.

“Humiliated,” she whispered.

“Note it,” he commanded, nodding toward her open notebook.

Her hand shook as she wrote, Humiliated hearing my own report read aloud. Burning with shame.

He scrolled further, reading her second climax, then the third, the moment her neighbour had heard her through the wall.

“How do you feel now?”

Her breath caught. “Ashamed… and… aroused.”

Hale looked up at last, meeting her eyes. “Note it.”

Her pen scratched against the page. Ashamed but aroused. Cannot stop it.

The silence stretched. His gaze lingered, steady and clinical, yet heavy with intent.

Finally, he spoke. “Do you want to masturbate while I watch, Felicity? This time properly bared and exposed, here with me now?”

Her heart lurched. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, her whole body trembling at the words.

This was no longer her mirror. No longer imagination. This was Hale, watching, commanding, and waiting for her answer.

Felicity’s throat tightened. The air felt too thin, too sharp in her lungs. “I…” The word caught, trembling on her lips.

Hale waited, silent, unreadable.

Her pulse hammered. Her body betrayed her. “Yes, Professor,” she whispered.

“Good.” His voice was calm, clinical, but there was something heavier beneath it. “Then show me. As you did in your mirror. Naked. Exposed. Properly bared.”

Her stomach flipped. Her hand trembled as it slid down over her stomach, lower, between her thighs. She hesitated, her knees clamped together, shame burning her skin.

For more than a year she had been hiding, covering herself, convinced she wasn’t pretty enough to be seen. Baggy clothes, tied-up hair, glasses she didn’t even need all the time; a disguise, armour against notice.

And now here she was, for the first time in her life completely naked in front of a man. Not just any man, but her professor, older, commanding, watching. And she was doing the most shameful thing she could imagine, touching herself, masturbating while his eyes followed every movement.

“Wider,” Hale instructed.

She swallowed hard, spreading her legs apart on the chair until she was open before him, every detail of her bare sex revealed under the office light.

Hale shifted slightly, his hand reaching to the desk lamp. He angled it lower, turning the beam so it shone directly between her thighs. The light fell like a spotlight, bright and unforgiving, illuminating every glistening fold, every tremble of her body.

Felicity gasped, heat flooding her face. There was no shadow left to hide in. Her most private place was lit, displayed, studied.

“Better,” Hale murmured, his eyes steady on the place where the light fell. “Now I can see you properly.”

Her fingers brushed her folds, slick already, and she gasped. Heat surged through her belly, sharp and unbearable.

“Look at me,” Hale said.

Her eyes shot to his. Steel-blue, unwavering, watching every twitch of her hand, every flicker of her body.

She circled her clit, her hips rocking despite herself, her chest heaving, nipples taut. The shame of being so naked, so exposed under his gaze, only sharpened the pleasure.

“Say it,” Hale said evenly.

Her voice broke. “I’m… touching myself. For you.”

“Louder.”

“I’m touching myself for you, Professor,” she gasped, her body jerking as her fingers moved faster, wetter, louder in the hush of the office.

The pressure mounted, unbearable. She couldn’t stop even if she wanted to.

When the climax hit, it ripped through her like a wave. She cried out, her back arching, her thighs trembling wide apart, juices slicking her hand. Her breath came ragged, her body shuddering until she collapsed against the chair.

Silence thickened the air.

Hale leaned forward slightly, his eyes never leaving her. “Note it.”

Felicity’s cheeks burned crimson, but her hand moved shakily to her notebook, fingers still sticky. She wrote the words with trembling strokes: Masturbated in Professor Hale’s office while he watched. Exposed. Shamed. Climax uncontrollable. Felt powerless, yet more alive than ever before.

The light glared between her thighs, every inch of her sex bared under Hale’s steady gaze. Her body trembled, her breath shallow.

“Tell me how you feel,” Hale said, his tone calm, clinical, but heavy with command.

Felicity’s voice broke as she spoke. “Ashamed… humiliated… but so aroused. I feel I have behaved so wickedly in front of you. Behaved in a depraved way. But it turns me on so much.”

Hale’s head tilted slightly, his eyes never leaving her. “You feel you have behaved in a wicked way?”

“Yes,” she whispered, her thighs quivering under the lamp.

“So you feel you should be punished for your behaviour.”

Her breath hitched, her body tightening. “Y–Yes.”

A long pause, his gaze holding hers, cold and unreadable. Then:

“I can punish you, if you want me to.”

Her chest rose and fell in shallow bursts. She swallowed hard, shame and thrill colliding. “Y–Y–Ye… Yes.”

Hale rose from the desk, slow and deliberate. His height, his presence, seemed to fill the small office, the lamplight still glaring down between her thighs.

“Stand,” he said.

Felicity scrambled to her feet, naked, trembling, her hands instinctively twitching to cover herself.

“Turn. Bend over the desk.”

Her breath caught. She obeyed, turning slowly, her bare breasts pressed against the cool wood, her hips bent over the edge. The lamp still illuminated her from behind, throwing her round bottom into sharp relief.

“Hands flat,” Hale instructed.

She spread her palms wide on the desk, every muscle taut with anticipation.

“You said you have behaved wickedly,” Hale said, his voice calm, controlled. “And you asked to be punished.”

Felicity’s breath caught. “Yes, Professor.”

His hand slid over the curve of her round bottom, slow and deliberate. He traced the smooth skin, the firm flesh, letting his palm roam as if inspecting her. She shivered at the contact, every nerve on fire.

Hale’s fingers pressed lightly, then squeezed, measuring, weighing her. “Perfect flesh,” he murmured, almost to himself. “Made to be punished.”

Her cheeks burned hotter, shame flooding her chest and belly. Yet her thighs pressed together, the heat between them unbearable.

Hale shifted behind her, the leather of his shoe brushing her ankle. With a firm press, he nudged her foot outward. Then the other.

“Wider,” he ordered.

Her legs trembled as she obeyed, spreading until she was open for him, bent over the desk, her swollen folds glistening in the lamplight.

“You must be exposed,” Hale said, his tone steady, deliberate. “On show. Imagine me spanking you at the front of the lecture hall, everybody watching, your cunt exposed, open, dripping, as it is now.”

A strangled sound caught in Felicity’s throat. The shame twisted through her, brutal and hot, her pussy pulsing, wetness slicking her thighs even as his hand rose again to strike.

Then, with no warning, the first sharp smack landed, echoing in the quiet office.

The first smack landed sharp across her bare cheek, the crack echoing in the quiet office. Felicity gasped, her body jerking.

Another, harder, on the other side. Heat bloomed where his hand struck, a sting that deepened with every blow.

He spanked her again and again, deliberate, measured, until her skin glowed crimson, until she was whimpering, her body trembling with the mixture of pain and arousal.

Finally, he stopped, his hand resting lightly on the curve of her burning flesh.

“Stand up,” he said.

She rose slowly, her face flushed, her bottom throbbing, the shame and heat tangled into one unbearable knot.

Hale pointed to her notebook on the chair. “Sit. Write. Every detail.”

She lowered herself gingerly onto the seat, wincing as the raw sting pressed into the wood. Her hand shook as she picked up the pen.

Punished by Professor Hale. Bent over the desk, spanked until my bottom burned red. Felt pain, humiliation, but also overwhelming arousal. Felt owned. Felt seen. Felt wicked, but alive.

Her voice shook as she read it aloud, her face crimson, her thighs trembling.

Hale’s eyes stayed steady on her. “Good. That is data worth collecting.”

Felicity dared to glance upward, her ass still burning against the hard wood of the chair. Hale stood over her, tall, imposing. Her eyes widened as she saw the unmistakable bulge in the front of his smart trousers, thick and straining against the fabric.

Her breath caught.

“Have you ever sucked cock, Felicity?” Hale’s voice was low, steady, clinical as though it were another line of inquiry in her fieldwork.

Her lips parted, trembling. “N-No, Professor.”

Hale’s eyes sharpened, his tone dropping heavier. “Do you want to?”

Heat flooded her chest and face. Her gaze fell to the floor, unable to meet his. The silence dragged, thick with her shame.

“Well?” His voice cut like steel. “Do you want to suck my cock, Felicity, like a true slut?”

Her throat worked, the word clawing its way free. Still staring at the floor, she mumbled, “Y-y-ye… yes!”

Hale’s mouth curved faintly at her stammered reply. “Then kneel.”

Her heart lurched. Slowly, trembling, she from the chair and sank down onto her knees before him. The carpet scratched against her bare skin. Her body burned, her breasts bare, her ass still stinging crimson from his hand.

From this angle the bulge in his trousers was unavoidable, intimidating.

“Unfasten them,” Hale instructed.

Her fingers shook as they reached for his belt, fumbling with the buckle, then the button, the zipper. The sound of the metal teeth lowering filled her ears, impossibly loud. She pulled the fabric apart, the swell of him pressing through his briefs.

Her breath caught.

“Take them down.”

She obeyed, tugging the waistband lower. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, the sight of it making her pulse skip wildly. She had imagined cocks, read about them, even written clinical notes about arousal and exposure. But never had she seen one. Never touched one. Never this close.

“Look at me,” Hale said.

She forced her eyes up, meeting his steady, unreadable gaze.

“Now take me in your mouth.”

Her lips trembled as she leaned forward. The heat of him brushed her face first, musky and masculine. She parted her lips, pressing them to the swollen head, her tongue darting out in a shy lick.

“Deeper,” he said.

Her mouth opened wider, sliding over him. The weight filled her, stretching her jaw, making her eyes water. She gagged softly, pulling back, but Hale’s hand settled lightly on the back of her head, guiding, not forcing, steady.

“Breathe through your nose. Good girl.”

She tried again, her lips sealing around him, her tongue dragging along the underside. She moved carefully, slowly, finding a rhythm. The shame was suffocating, naked on her knees, sucking her professor’s cock, yet arousal throbbed between her thighs, wetness spilling despite the humiliation.

Hale’s voice was calm above her. “Your first time. You’re doing well. Now show me you can take more.”

She obeyed, sliding deeper, choking softly, tears streaking her cheeks as she worked him with her mouth. Her hand curled at the base, pumping where her lips couldn’t reach, her body trembling with every humiliating sound.

Hale groaned softly, his fingers tightening in her hair.

“Good, Felicity. Very good.”

Hale’s cock slid deeper with every stroke of her lips, her tongue working frantically along the underside, her hand twisting at the base. The weight of him filled her mouth, stretched her jaw until it ached. Her eyes streamed, saliva slicking her chin, humiliation burning through her chest.

Above her, Hale’s voice came low, steady, edged with heat. “Good girl. Take it. Take all of me.”

Her pace quickened, his hand firm in her hair, guiding her rhythm. She gagged softly but forced herself back down, the taste sharp, the smell overwhelming, her own arousal pulsing between her thighs.

Then his voice hardened. “Don’t stop. I’m going to finish in your mouth.”

Her stomach clenched. She tried to pull back, but his grip kept her steady, not cruel, but unyielding.

A second later his body tensed, his cock jerking against her tongue. The first hot spurt hit the back of her throat, thick and shocking. She gagged, eyes wide, but he held her there.

“Swallow,” he commanded.

She obeyed, throat working, gulping him down as more spilled, salty and heavy, filling her mouth faster than she could manage. She coughed, choked, but swallowed again and again, tears running freely down her flushed cheeks.

Finally, he groaned low, the last pulse spent, his grip loosening in her hair.

Felicity pulled back with a gasp, her lips wet, her chest heaving, his taste still coating her tongue. She swallowed one final time, shuddering.

Hale’s gaze held hers, calm, unwavering. “Good girl. You swallowed it all. Now…” he nodded toward her notebook still waiting on the chair, “note every detail. The taste. The shame. The arousal. Everything.”

Felicity’s hand shook as she reached for the pen, her body still trembling from the act. She bent over the page, her words blurring through tears as she wrote: Sucked Professor Hale’s cock for the first time. Forced to swallow his seed. Humiliation unbearable. Felt degraded, but body soaked with arousal. Could not stop trembling.

Hale adjusted his trousers with calm precision, fastening his belt as though nothing extraordinary had happened. Felicity knelt at his feet still trembling, her lips swollen, her chin damp, the taste of him lingering on her tongue.

“Back to your dorm, girl,” Hale said, his tone flat, clinical. “Write up your notes, then send them to me straight away. Every detail. How it looked, how it tasted, how it felt.”

Her cheeks burned crimson. “Y-Yes, Professor.”

He leaned forward slightly, his eyes cold, unblinking. “And if you masturbate at all, even touch yourself, you will write it up and email it to me. Every time. No omissions. No excuses.”

Her breath caught. “I… I understand.”

“Good.” He waved a hand, dismissing her as if she were another experiment concluded. “Go.”

Felicity gathered her clothes in a blur, tugging the vest over her head, fumbling with her jeans. Her body ached, her bottom still stung from the spanking, her throat raw from his climax. Yet as she opened the office door, stepping back into the corridor, her thighs trembled with something she couldn’t suppress.

She was wet again.

And she knew she would have to confess it.


Epilogue

Back in her dorm, Felicity sat at her desk, the glow of her laptop the only light in the room. Her body still ached, her bottom raw from his hand, her throat tight from his climax, her thighs trembling with an arousal that refused to fade.

The cursor blinked on a blank page. She began to type, her hands shaking:

Assignment Report – 23:47
Sucked Professor Hale’s cock for the first time. He made me swallow. Taste was sharp, salty, thick. Could not stop gagging but obeyed. Felt degraded, humiliated, yet also deeply aroused. My body responded even as my mind told me it was wicked. Spanked until my bottom was crimson. Felt punished, owned. Wanted more. Shame unbearable. Arousal uncontrollable.

She stopped, staring at the words. Her chest tightened.

Her hand drifted lower, almost against her will. Her thighs parted. She was wet again, unbearably wet. Hale’s voice filled her head: “If you masturbate at all, even touch yourself, write it up and email it to me.”

Her fingers slid into her slick folds, her body jerking at the contact. Her climax came fast, violent, muffled against her pillow as she cried out into the sheets.

Moments later, still shaking, she sat up and added the line she knew she must:

23:59: Masturbated while writing my report. Could not resist. Orgasm uncontrollable. Shame unbearable, but I am sending this truth to you as ordered.

She pressed send. The email flew into the night.

Felicity collapsed back on her bed, naked, her body marked and used, her soul twisted between humiliation and hunger.

Somewhere across campus, Dr. Hale would be reading every word.

And she knew: this was only the beginning.


Book Two Teaser – The Study Deepens

Felicity Grant thought she had reached the limits of what Dr Hale could draw from her. She was wrong.

The next stage of his experiment will take her far beyond the safety of his office—into settings where every glance is a test, every command a temptation. The boundaries between research and ritual, punishment and pleasure, begin to blur until she no longer knows whether she is the student or the subject.

Each lesson strips another layer of control, forcing Felicity to face the thrill of being truly exposed, body and soul, to the man who owns her surrender.

The study continues. The heat rises. And Felicity’s education is about to become dangerously public.
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