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   Summary:
 
   Selena has run the gamut of emotions since her snowbound weekend with her hot Professor Carl Sansom. He wants to control her and she isn’t willing to give that to him. She’s submitted to him before, but this time, she’s got other plans. She quickly finds herself embroiled in more taboo sex situations, on a rollercoaster of erotic experiences designed to regain her self-confidence, as she tries to hold on tightly to the control she needs. As she learns that Carl has a few surprises for her as well, will she discover what she’s looking for?
 
    
 
   Find out how it all started with the first and second stories in the series:
 
   Snow Day with Her Professor
 
   Owned By Her Professor
 
    
 
   Browse the author’s books at AmyAday.com.
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   Selena sat in class and watched as Professor Carl Sansom paced slowly across the front of the room, a book of poetry in his hand. It was from a little known poet that he had discovered during his tenure as a professor at the university.
 
   “…down the spiraling staircase I go, toward the bowels of my fear and pain, my sins wash over me, rinsing away what once was pure…” he read from a leather bound notebook.
 
   The words were morose and Selena shut them out, along with the sound of his voice. She was lost in her own thoughts today. The last thing she wanted to hear was the voice of the man who had doled out what he deemed fit punishment for her behavior. Her mind flashed back to the night before. It was as if she were standing outside herself, watching as her naked body lay shackled across his kitchen stool. 
 
   The welts that he had left on her backside were still clearly visible and a source of discomfort, causing her to shift often in her seat during his two hour class. She was certain that he had taken note of this on a couple of occasions. She had seen the hint of a smile cross his face and it only served to fuel her anger toward him.
 
   It had been her choice to allow him control over her body and her emotions. She had given in too easily and now he owned her. Not only did he possess her body to do with as he wished, but he controlled her thoughts, as well. Whether intentional or not, she was consumed by him to the point that she couldn’t think beyond his desires. Fuck this!
 
   Selena decided she couldn’t be here anymore. As he continued to read from the vile poetry book in his hand, she gathered her things and tossed them into her backpack. She stood and made her way out the back door to the classroom, taking note of the brief pause in his reading as the door closed behind her. She wasn’t sure if she would return to his classroom again, but she knew that she couldn’t be there today.
 
   She skipped the rest of her classes that day. Opting, instead, to go home and crawl under her bed covers and hide. Perhaps she would wake to find it was all just a bad dream. 
 
   Sure, she had enjoyed her unexpected snowbound weekend with her professor. He had exposed her to a world she had never known before. She wasn’t sure she would have otherwise opened that door to such an unexpected side of her sexuality had they not been stranded together during the snowstorm. It didn’t give him the right to punish her like a bad submissive though.
 
   Selena drifted off to sleep, her heavy thoughts giving way to vivid dreams. She was back at the cabin with Carl and he had her tied to his four poster bed, exploring her with his mouth and hands. She tossed her head back as his lips found their way to her clit and began teasing her, pulling at it with his teeth, sucking it into his mouth as she moaned loudly. He masterfully explored her drenched pink folds with his tongue, lapping up her juices that flowed so freely during her excitement.
 
   As she reached the verge of orgasm, he brought his fingers up toward her slick pussy, sliding them inside of her and finger fucking her furiously while he continued to pull and suck at her clit. She felt the waves of ecstasy rush over her, shattering across thousands of nerve endings and terminating in an explosion centered squarely between her legs, where he showed no signs of letting up.
 
   The tension quickly reached another crescent as Carl continued to rub her clit with his fingers, still slick from being inside of her. He pulled back, watching her squirm and jerk as he skillfully brought her to a series of violent orgasms. He smiled as she sprayed droplets all over him and the bed beneath them. She realized that he had made her squirt like Christina had in the video he had shown her of them together. 
 
   “Very nice, Selena. There is nothing more beautiful than watching a woman lose all control and spraying her excitement so forcefully,” Carl told her. “What shall we do with you now, my dear Selena?”
 
   “Selena? Selena?” The voice seemed so far away. It became clearer as she awoke from her dream and found her roommate, Troy, standing by her bed. He was shaking her arm and trying to wake her.
 
   “What?” she said sleepily, still a bit disoriented from the dream. “What do you want, Troy?”
 
   “You have a call on the house phone,” he told her.
 
   “Can’t you tell them I’m asleep and take a message?” she said, grumpy at being woken unexpectedly.
 
   “I did,” Troy replied. “He said that he had to talk to you. He said he was from the college and needed to speak with you right away.”
 
   “Did he give you his name?” Selena asked, though she already knew the answer.
 
   “Professor Sansom, I believe he said,” Troy replied.
 
   “Troy, I can’t talk to him right now. Don’t ask me why. Just please tell him that you were wrong about me being asleep and that I’m not here,” she said.
 
   Troy was the lone guy in a house full of women. He had learned early on not to question them when it came to their interactions with men. He also knew that any man they wanted to call would have their personal cell numbers, but they usually took calls from faculty. Still, he did not question. He did as Selena asked.
 
   In those waking moments after Troy left, Selena achieved something that felt like clarity. She understood that what she was feeling was a loss of control. She craved the level of sexual excitement and wild abandon that she had experienced with Carl, but she needed to be able to control the situation. 
 
   She knew what she needed to do. She picked up her cell phone and called Christina Church, the young woman that had starred in the video Carl had shown her. Their conversation was brief and Christina didn’t seem thrilled about talking to her again, but she told her what she wanted to know.
 
   “Listen, Selena, I just really need to put all this behind me and not think about it anymore. I have this fear that, you know, one day I’m going to get married to a kind, decent man and he’s going to run for office or something involving a lot of public interaction. Then, somehow, that video is going to surface. You know? I destroyed the copy that Carl gave me, but who knows if it was the only one. That place we were in, for all I know, they made their own tapes of those that went there. I’d be careful, if I were you,” she told her solemnly. 
 
   “Yes, I understand, Christina. I can understand that you would be concerned,” Selena replied.
 
   “One more thing, Selena. Don’t take this personally, but please don’t call me anymore.” She didn’t wait for an answer. Selena was about to apologize when she heard the click of the call being ended. 
 
   “I’m sorry, Christina,” she said anyway. Her words echoed against the walls of her room and dropped silently to the floor below. Selena felt some sort of shame, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on why. Deep down, she understood it completely, but she couldn’t bring herself to accept it. She laid her phone on the bed beside her and stared at the ceiling for a while.
 
   Before she knew it, an hour had passed and it was getting dark outside. She got up and walked over to her desk, opening her laptop. The backlight cast an eerie glow around her darkened room as she set up a disposable email address. 
 
   Then, she typed in the web address Christina had given her and created a profile. She spent the next two hours perusing the many members that had also joined in hopes of finding a suitable play partner. Finally, she found what it was that she sought. It wasn’t what she had expected, but it was even better than she had hoped.
 
   She took a deep breath and began typing a message to her intended recipient. When she was done, she closed her laptop and stepped out of her room. Her roommates were all piled up around the den watching a movie and she joined them. Sonja, a ditzy blonde that caused all the guys on campus to salivate uncontrollably, came in with a large pitcher of margaritas and cheap plastic glasses rimmed with salt.
 
   “Now, it’s a party!” Troy exclaimed. All of her roommates worked hard during the week to make sure they did well in their classes. Some of them even had part-time jobs to help with their expenses. On the rare occasions that they all found themselves together like this, they tried to let their hair down and enjoy life a little. They were just what Selena needed right now to lighten her mood.
 
   By the time she returned to her room, she already had an inbox full of email from members that had found her profile and were all too willing to accommodate her needs. What she didn’t see was the email she was looking for. She left the laptop open and went to get ready for bed. After washing her face and putting on her pajamas, she returned to the glow of the laptop and saw that she had more email. Amidst the long list of interested parties was the one she was waiting for.
 
   She smiled as she responded to the email. Then, she closed her laptop and went to bed. Sleep was a long time coming as she considered the choice she was making, but she eventually drifted off into slumber. Once again, she dreamed of Carl. She was secured to a large cross as he stood in front of her, a small leather crop in his hand. 
 
   “Tell me how much you want it, Selena,” he said. She looked at his lean, muscular body standing there in nothing but a pair of ripped jeans. His dark hair and eyes pulled her in, just as they always did.
 
   “Please, Carl. I want to feel the sting as it spreads across my skin. I need to feel the pain that only you know how to bring,” she replied.
 
   Carl stepped closer to her, dragging the edge of the crop across her breasts and then downward across her abdomen. She drew in her breath as he pushed the cold leather of the crop between her legs, letting it slide between her tender pink folds before reversing its route and bringing it back up to her breasts. She cried out as he suddenly drew it back and then brought it swiftly down across one nipple.
 
   “Now, Selena…we’ve discussed this. You must remain silent. Another outburst like that will only make matters worse for you,” he told her. His admonishment was followed with another sharp crack of the crop, this time across her opposite nipple. Selena bit her lip in an effort to remain silent. 
 
   “Oh, yes. What a lovely site to see such colorful red nipples. Let’s see if we can make them a bit rosier, shall we?” he said, bringing the crop against each of them once again. It was all Selena could do not to call out. Her nipples felt like they were on fire. Once the stinging started to settle, she found the pain somehow sensual.
 
   “That’s more like it,” Carl said, as he brought his hand toward one rosy nipple. He pinched it between his fingers, sending delicious pains racing outward across Selena’s chest. She held her breath as he pinched her remaining nipple and rolled it between his fingers before stepping back to look her over again.
 
   “You are beautiful like this, Selena,” he told her and then he lifted the crop again, striking her with it repeatedly across her breasts, stomach and legs. At first she withstood the pain well, but it soon became too much and she cried out once again. 
 
   “Oh, bad girl. What did I tell you about making noise while I enjoy painting your beautiful ivory skin with my toys?” Carl asked. 
 
   “You told me to be quiet, but I’ve had enough. I want you to stop now,” she told him.
 
   “YOU do not tell me what to do, love. You are here to accept whatever I offer with gratitude and a smile. I will stop when I am ready to stop and not a moment before,” he growled.
 
   With that, Carl began slapping the crop across every inch of her body as she begged him to stop. The pain was intense and she was helpless to stop him. She squirmed and bucked against her restraints as she tried to free herself, but it was of no use. Carl continued his assault until she passed out.
 
   When she came to, it was morning and she was safe in her own bed. It took a moment for her to realize it was a dream. It was if her subconscious was warning her to keep as far away from Professor Carl Sansom as possible. Her bed was a wreck, a certain sign that she had tossed and turned quite a bit in her sleep. She sat up on the edge of the bed to clear her head and stepped toward her computer.
 
   There was a response to her email and she answered it quickly before showering for class. She sat in Carl’s literature class, feeling better about things already. She was already regaining her confidence in her own ability to make choices that did not require giving up her control or dignity. 
 
   She noticed Carl looking in her direction several times as he spoke. She wondered if he could see the change in her somehow or if he was just obsessing because she would not take his calls.
 
   When class ended, he called out to her. “Selena, I need to speak with you for a moment before you leave,” he said, as if it pertained to his class. Selena did not want to cause a scene by ignoring him, so she gathered her things and stepped to the front of the classroom where he stood waiting.
 
   “What is it, professor,” she said, attempting to seem calm and formal despite her rapid heart rate.
 
   “Why are you not taking my calls?” he asked in a hushed tone.
 
   “I’m sorry, professor. Is there something you needed to discuss in regard to my work?” she asked coolly.
 
   He assessed her demeanor for a moment. “I don’t understand what you are thinking, Selena. I thought we had a mutual desire,” he concluded in a low tone, looking quickly around her to ensure that no one else was nearby.
 
   “I take it that you do not need to speak with me about anything important then,” she replied. With that, she turned and walked away. She could feel his dark eyes burning into her back as she walked out of his classroom…as she rebuked him. It felt good to be back in control.
 
   Safely away from him, it felt a little differently. She felt like all the breath had been knocked out of her. She leaned against the wall for a moment and gathered herself before continuing to her next class. 
 
   She was late, but she slipped in quietly and sat down in her seat. She listened intently as the hot young adjunct professor lectured about the social ramifications of sexual deviance. He was only temporary, a substitute until their regular professor returned from an extended vacation.
 
   She found it quite amusing considering her current plans, but she took notes as he spoke. Once class had ended, she made her way to his desk and leaned in toward him provocatively. “Thank you so much, Professor Orman. That was a fascinating lecture,” she said. “I’m looking forward to tomorrow.”
 
   She noted the look on his face. It was one of uncertainty. He looked at her intently for a moment before speaking. “Um, thank you, Selena. I don’t believe we have class tomorrow though,” he responded.
 
   Selena smiled at him and left the room, a smirk on her face.
 
   ***
 
   At home, she found a new email waiting for her. It said simply, “It’s you, isn’t it?”
 
   She typed in a short response to his simple question, “Yes. Be ready for me tomorrow night.”
 
   She committed the rest of her night to her studies and tried to resist the urge to recheck her email again. By the time the next night rolled around, she was beyond excited about her plans for the evening. She took her time getting ready. She straightened her long blonde hair so that it was as silky smooth as her cleanly shaven legs and pussy. 
 
   She sat on the edge of her bed as she slathered on scented lotion so that her skin was soft and supple. Then, she slid into the new things she had purchased this afternoon before checking herself out in the full length mirror on the bathroom door. 
 
   The black latex bra and boy shorts molded themselves to her skin like a glove. She put on black thigh highs and attached them to the latex garter that matched her other undergarments. Then she slid into knee length patent leather boots and admired herself in the mirror. 
 
   She had to admit that it not only looked hot, it felt amazing. There was something so empowering about wearing undergarments designed to evoke a response upon sight. If this didn’t get a man going, nothing would.
 
   Satisfied with how her ensemble looked so far, Selena put on a skin tight blue dress that showed off every one of her astounding curves. It clung to her in all the right places with a slight flourish about the knees, lending it a bit of femininity. She topped it off with an innocuous black swing jacket that hid her naughty attire and headed out the door to her Jeep, a small leather bag in hand. She was excited just thinking about tonight.
 
   “I need to pick up a room key for John Smith’s room, please,” she told the hotel clerk that greeted her in the lobby of the Grand Hilton. “I believe he had one held here for me.”
 
   The clerk eyed her knowingly and fetched a key from behind the counter. “Room 385, ma’am,” she told her. “Should I ring him that you have arrived?”
 
   “No, that won’t be necessary. Thank you so much,” Selena told her.
 
   Selena wasn’t surprised to find that she was a little nervous as she entered the hotel suite that had been booked under a false name. Her nervousness was mixed with a bit of excitement, but it was very much present. She found him inside, sitting on the edge of the bed, appearing very nervous himself.
 
   “So nice to see you here,” she said as she locked and flipped the bolt on the door behind her. She walked nonchalantly, as if she did this sort of thing all the time, over to the small desk on the opposite side of the room. She dropped her bag on top of it and removed her coat. She then turned toward him and slid her dress over her head, letting it drop to the floor.
 
   It had exactly the effect she had intended. Professor Orman couldn’t take his eyes off of her. He stood and turned toward her, drinking in the vision of her in the things she had purchased just for her liaison with him. 
 
   “Wow, that is some outfit,” he said as he reached out her hand toward her.
 
   “You will touch me when I say you can touch me, Professor,” she barked at him.
 
   He drew his hand back and stood facing her, waiting for direction.
 
   “Get undressed and get on the bed,” she told him. As he did what he was told, she removed the restraints from her bag and made quick work of placing them on his wrists. When she was done and he was properly restrained, she stood at the foot of the bed admiring her handiwork. There were so many things she could do to him, but she had no desire to humiliate him. That was not what this was about. 
 
   She made a show of taking off her boots, propping each leg onto the bed and slowly peeling off the boots, first one and then the other. She climbed onto the bed and straddled him, leaning forward and kissing him hungrily. She could feel his massive erection already brushing against her thigh as she explored his mouth with her own. She began to move downward, gently biting his nipples and pulling them outward as he moaned beneath her. 
 
   Her exploration continued toward his sides, alternately kissing and softly biting into his flesh. He continued to moan as she teased him, finally making her way down to his thighs and spreading them apart with her legs as she sank her teeth into the flesh of each inner crease. He groaned loudly.
 
   “God, yes….you’re fucking fantastic,” he panted. 
 
   Selena was enjoying having control over him. It was just what she had needed to regain her sexual confidence. She flicked her tongue slowly back and forth at the base of his balls before sucking each one gently into her mouth and rolling it around with her tongue. He arched his hips forward to give her better access as she teased him.
 
   He became more vocal as she began licking her way up the underside of his cock. “Oh, my fucking God, you are so good at that. I want you to suck my cock baby,” he grunted.
 
   Selena stopped and addressed him directly. “Shut the fuck up. You are to lay there and be quiet while I do whatever I damn well please. Got it?” she told him. It felt so out of character for her, but at the same time…it also felt so good to be able to give someone else orders for a change.
 
   He nodded silently and grew quiet, except for his low moans that escaped here and there. She returned her mouth to the underside of his cock, teasing the vein that ran up it with her tongue. She flicked it back and forth, sucking at the sides here and there as she began to stroke his erection with one of her hands.
 
   Selena leaned back on her heels, letting him watch as she unlatched the front closure of her latex bra and let it fall open, exposing her lush, firm breasts to him. She ground her crotch against his hard on, tweaking her own nipples while he watched. She continued to grind against him. She took her time, letting him get a good look at what she had to offer. Finally, she slowly unzipped one side and then the other of her black latex boy shorts and tossed them across the room.
 
   He looked up at her body, clad only in a garter and thigh highs, taking in her full breasts and smooth mound. Her clit was full and flushed with need. He continued to watch as she dragged it back and forth across the head of his cock, using it to tease herself before positioning it directly above his erect unit.
 
   He groaned loudly as she dropped down onto his erection, impaling herself and grinding her hips forward as she began to rock back and forth. She moaned as his hard cock filled her completely. She slowly rose up until only the tip of his cock was inside of her and then dropped down onto it again, grinding as her clit met the base of his eager protrusion. 
 
   The sight of her lithe young body riding him was driving the professor over the edge, but he held back, wanting her to climax before he let go of his own release. He didn’t have to wait very much longer. She began fucking and grinding him with wild abandon, her hands fondling her own breasts as he slid in and out of the tight walls of her pussy. She ground her slick cunt against the base of his cock and balls as she quivered with a heavy orgasm, using her pussy to soak his manhood with cum.
 
   The incredible sight of her as she climaxed coupled with the sensation of her cum-soaked hole against his crotch was all it took to finish him off. He thrust his hips forward and filled her with his own load of hot, sticky goo before allowing his body to relax beneath her. She sat there for a moment, still impaled on his slowly deflating cock. Then, she leaned forward, letting her bare breasts caress his chest as she kissed him softly.
 
   “You were amazing,” she told him.
 
   “As were you,” he replied. 
 
   Selena pulled herself free of him and reached for the key to his restraints, releasing him. She walked over to where her dress lay and slid it over her head, tossing her bra and underwear into the bag with the restraints she had removed from his wrists. Then she slipped into her coat and wordlessly left the hotel room. It was what they had agreed upon online and she had no intention of complicating it with small talk.
 
   She felt powerful and sexy. She had complete control. When she had gone onto the site that Christina had given her, she had not expected to find another professor, though she knew there were probably some of them there. She had been surprised when she had come across her Sociology adjunct professor there. 
 
   Though he had been careful to hide his identity by not showing his face in any of his pictures, he had neglected to cover one identifying item. She had noticed the ring on his finger on many occasions. It was a rather ornate gothic style silver ring. In the center was a blood red stone, which she thought was probably garnet. It was flanked by posts in the shape of claws that extended from the bodies of gargoyles grasping it on either side. 
 
   The ring had had been clearly visible in a picture on his profile. Below the picture were two words, “use me.” That was exactly what Selena had planned to do. As the weeks rolled by, she and Professor Orman, or Jacob, as she now called him, met on a regular basis.
 
   She made frequent visits to his home, which was both out of the way from anyone that might notice and[bookmark: _GoBack] not far from her own. She always parked down the street in front of a multiplex that would not seem unusual for her to be visiting if anyone happened to see her Jeep. He was a good lover, but there was always something missing that she couldn’t quite put her finger on.
 
   She smelled food cooking as she stepped into the house and closed the door behind her. He met her at the kitchen door and motioned for her to join him.
 
   “I made dinner for us,” he told her, smiling broadly.
 
   “Did I ask you to make me fucking dinner, Jacob?” she responded.
 
   He looked wounded. “Well, no…but we have become so close that I thought you might like to sit down and eat together for a change,” he said meekly.
 
   “You’re a real pussy, you know that?” she barked at him. “All I want from you is for you to do what I tell you to do, so you go over there, turn off the stove and stick to the plan. All I want you to do is fuck me like I tell you to do. Got it?”
 
   The look on his face was one of bewilderment, but he did as he was told. He walked over and turned off the stove beneath the food he had probably put a lot of heart into for her. She felt guilty for treating him so poorly but she wasn’t about to give in to his little game of house. She slid out of her panties and slid upon his dining room table, her slick pussy at the edge, as he walked across the room toward her.
 
   “I’m what you’ll be having for dinner tonight,” she told him and he wasted no time in parting her pussy lips with his tongue. He was good at eating her out. He didn’t mind getting as messy as he needed to in order to really give her a fantastic climax. 
 
   Tonight was no exception. He easily brought her to orgasm with his hot mouth and tongue as he sucked and nibbled at her sensitive clit and tongue fucked her furiously. She sprayed drops of cum all over his face as she exploded violently, letting out a loud howl as her body convulsed with release.
 
   “Now, you can fuck me,” she told him as she slid from the kitchen table and turned to lean forward across it. 
 
   He wasted no time in burying his already hard tool in her drenched pussy, pounding her hard enough to cause the table to slide across the floor toward the wall behind it. He was so turned on that he didn’t last long, letting loose his load and sliding out of her. 
 
   When he was done, Selena pulled her skirt down over her bare bottom, tucked her panties in her purse and walked out of the kitchen. He was left standing in the kitchen looking after her as she hurried back to her Jeep and left. As she made her way through the deserted streets toward home, she considered what she was doing. She hadn’t thought very much about it really, up until now.
 
   When she had pursued a liaison online, she had looked specifically for someone who wanted her to have the upper hand. It was if she needed to dominate the situation in order to regain her sense of balance and control. Now that she had a willing subject at her disposal, she was finding that it excited her less and less each time.
 
   What did excite her were the dreams she had after almost every encounter with Jacob. In the beginning, her dreams had scared her. Each time she dreamed of Carl, he was always brutalizing her in some way. Lately though, they had changed. It was as if she no longer believed that he wanted to harm her. The dreams were hot, erotic…but no longer about her violation at his hands, at least not in a bad way.
 
   There were other changes as well. She had caught Carl sneaking looks at her in class when he didn’t think she would notice and he was leaving messages on her papers that he graded and returned to the class. They often said things like “Please see me after class” or “We need to talk”. They were comments that many professors put on papers when students had done poorly, but her papers were all graded well above average and she knew the notes meant much more than that.
 
   Selena wasn’t ready to go home. She decided to stop at Rory’s Place, a local hangout for the jocks and frat boys on campus. It was a total meat market and just the place for a girl with no panties to go if she had some secret desire to be fucked by a Neanderthal of a man. 
 
   Selena pulled into the parking lot and found an open spot to one side of the bar. Though she was under twenty one, she had a fake ID, thanks to her older sister who could have passed for a twin. She made her way inside and had no problems finding someone willing to buy her drinks in hopes of getting laid.
 
   She sat on a bar stool tossing back some liquid courage and chatting up some behemoth that she recognized as one of the star fullbacks at her school. He was tall with broad shoulders and a sharp cleft in his chin. He flashed his dimples at her as they talked about everything and nothing and then he asked if she wanted to come back to his place. Selena had never picked up a guy in a bar before and found that it really didn’t take much at all once they thought you were tipsy enough to cooperate.
 
   As they headed toward the door, she was surprised to find herself face to face with Carl Sansom. “What the fuck do you think you are doing, Selena?” he asked.
 
   “Hey, man…back off. She’s going home with me,” her oversized companion growled at him. “I’m going to take good care of her, if you know what I mean.”
 
   Carl gave him an icy stare. “She is doing no such thing. Unless you would like for me to call the dean of students and report you for underage drinking while you are on his school’s athletic scholarship program, you will take your hands off of her right now,” Carl told him, very matter of factly.
 
   The behemoth’s eyes widened and he removed his arm from around Selena’s shoulder and threw his hands up in mock surrender. “Hey man, I don’t want any trouble. I’m out of here,” he said. He made his way quickly to the door, leaving Selena behind with Carl.
 
   “Who the fuck do you think you are?” Selena slurred at him. “What right do you have to interfere in my relationships?” she asked, her face flushed with anger.
 
   “Since when is fucking your cuckolded sociology professor or picking up some low brown jock in a bar considered a goddamn relationship, Selena? What the hell is wrong with you?” he said in a low tone.
 
   Selena was taken aback that he knew about her arrangement with Jacob, but she tried not to let it show. Her anger still showed on her face as she addressed him. “Oh, aren’t we high and mighty. I suppose it is considered a relationship to be tied to a fucking stool and whipped like some sort of lowly concubine whenever you feel you have been doubted in some way,” she hurled back at him.
 
   Carl looked around quickly; her raised voice was causing some awkward glances their way. He was sure that someone would recognize him and wonder what was going on between him and Selena, who was obviously a student. 
 
   “Let’s go, Selena,” he said to her in a soft voice. “Let me get you home.”
 
   “Home? Mine or yours? Are you making sure I’m safe or did you just want to tie me up and fuck me some more?” she said as he pulled her toward the door.
 
   Carl didn’t reply. He helped her to the door and out to his car.
 
   “I have a car here. I don’t need your help,” she yelled at him, yanking her arm free of his grasp.
 
   “Selena, you cannot drive. I will not let you. Get in my car and let me get you home,” he said in a stern voice.
 
   There was something about his tone that told Selena that he meant business. She stopped arguing with him and stomped to the passenger side of his car, yanking open the door and plopping down in the seat.
 
   His angry silence combined with the hum of the car engine lulled her to sleep and she passed out on the way home. It was no surprise that she found herself being lifted from the car and taken into his house, where he undressed her and placed her into his bed. 
 
   She had some vague memory of him undressing himself and then he was on her. He ignored her protests and pinned her down, taking what he wanted from her. In her haze, she was defenseless against him and just resigned herself to being used, just as she was always used by him. As if to further her humiliation, he pulled out and stroked himself to orgasm all over her face and chest. When he was done, he rolled over to his side of the bed and slept. She curled her naked body into a fetal position and cried herself to sleep.
 
   Selena awoke the next morning in his bed, but she was dressed. She was wearing the same tie waist sweatpants she had been loaned on her first stay at his house and one of his t-shirts. Her clothes were folded neatly over the back of a chair. They appeared to have been laundered and pressed. 
 
   She crept quietly to the front of the house to see where he was. She wanted to find a way to get out of here before he woke. She found him still fast asleep on the sofa in the den. He was still wearing his clothes from the night before. Selena put a hand to her face and then down the front of her shirt. She could still smell the stench of the smoke infested bar on her skin, so he had not washed her and there was no stickiness or smell of his semen on her skin. She had been dreaming again. It had felt so real.
 
   She tiptoed back to the bedroom and picked up her clothes, taking them to the bathroom with her. She locked the door and showered the foulness from her body and got dressed before exiting. She was surprised to be greeted by the smell of bacon coming down the hall. Damnit, he was up! She steeled herself for an early morning confrontation with him.
 
   She gathered the rest of her things from the bedroom and made her way to the living room. Carl stood in the kitchen over the stove. She did not acknowledge him until he spoke first. His tone was neutral and hard to read.
 
   “I made you some breakfast,” he said flatly. There was a certain air of resignation in his voice.
 
   “I wouldn’t care for breakfast. I’ll call a cab to get me back to my Jeep,” she replied. She made no effort to thank him for picking her up and getting her safely to shelter, again. She wasn’t feeling particularly magnanimous this morning. Before he had happened into her life, things had been fine. Now, she was so confused about her own sexuality and emotions that nothing made sense to her.
 
   “Don’t be absurd, Selena. Eat something and then I will take you back to your Jeep,” he replied.
 
   “I don’t need your help, Carl. I didn’t need it last night and I don’t need it now,” she responded angrily.
 
   “What the fuck is wrong with you, Selena? First you ignore me, then you screw around with another professor right under my nose and now you are picking up brainless jocks at bars? You’re out of control,” he said, angrily.
 
   “Out of control? Out of control? That is what it all boils down to for you, isn’t it Carl? You can’t control me. I don’t want to be punished for my doubts or decisions just because you can’t understand them. I don’t want to be treated like a bad puppy and have my nose rubbed in my own shit,” she yelled at him.
 
   Carl appeared shocked by her outburst. He didn’t say anything for a moment. He pulled breakfast off the burner and set it aside.
 
   “Is that what you think of me, Selena? You think that I want to control you? You couldn’t be farther from the truth. What goes on between you and I here in the privacy of the bedroom and what goes on in our outer lives are two different things,” he said, his brow furrowed with confusion.
 
   “Is that so? And yet, when I crossed you by questioning your relationship with Christina, you shackled me to a stool and beat me with a cane,” she spat at him, the bitterness in her voice hard to miss.
 
   Carl’s eyes grew wide. “You came back for it. You had embraced so much of what we had done together, that I thought it was something you wanted. I didn’t beat you, Selena. Was there any blood? Was there any permanent damage? The most damage you suffered were a handful of red streaks across your backside from where I barely rapped you with a thin cane,” he said quietly, his eyes searching her own for a reaction.
 
   Selena glared at him. He was right, but he had been so cold. He had hurt her pride far more than her physical being. 
 
   “I have to go,” was all she said. The truth was that she was more confused than ever. She didn’t know what to say. She would wait out in the cold for a cab.
 
   “Selena, please stop. Please, let’s sit down and talk about this like adults…” he said.
 
   “We have nothing to talk about, Carl,” she replied, her eyes cast downward as she made her way toward the door.
 
   Carl was in front of her in a matter of seconds, blocking her path. “Selena, please don’t leave. Look, I’ve been going nuts since you stopped talking to me. When I found out about you and Jacob Orman, I was angry at first. I felt exactly as you must have felt when you found out about Christina,” he said.
 
   Selena was astounded that he had actually considered her feelings.
 
   “Then, I realized that perhaps that is what you had intended. I know you found him through the site that you knew I had been a member of and assumed you did it to get even with me. Well, it worked. It worked, Selena. I’ve been consumed by thoughts of you with him. I had gone to his house to talk to him, to tell him that he had to end it with you. Instead, I saw you leave and followed you to the bar. I sat and watched you throw yourself at that punk you were about to leave with and I just lost it. I didn’t care who saw me. There was no way I was letting you go home with him. You were in self-destruct mode,” he finished.
 
   Selena looked down at her feet. She didn’t know what to say. She wasn’t sure what she felt. She had demonized him so much that practically every night brought a new dream of how he would harm her, but she realized that they were dreams and he had done none of the things that were swirling about in her mind.
 
   He reached out and lifted her chin toward him. “You are the best thing that has happened to me in a long time, Selena. I don’t know how we can make this work, but I want to try. I want to be with you and I promise you that I will not do anything to hurt you. Just give me a chance. Don’t keep shutting me out,” he pleaded.
 
   Selena looked into his dark eyes, searching for the truth and what she saw there changed everything. They were the eyes of a man who was in love. He might not have said it, perhaps it was too soon, but it was there and it was obvious. She couldn’t speak. Tears rolled down her face as she dropped her things and threw her arms around him, kissing him deeply as if they were long separated lovers.
 
   Carl picked her up in his arms and carried her to the bedroom. They were a whirlwind as they undressed one another and explored each other’s skin with hot, hungry mouths. Carl took his time kissing his way from her lips, down her neck and across her breasts. He took his time sucking at her nipples, causing her to moan softly, before he continued his way down her body.
 
   She dug her hands into the sheets as he buried his unshaven face between her legs, lapping at her pink folds like she was the most delicious treat he had ever encountered and gently nibbling at her clit. She arched her hips toward him as he skillfully brought her to orgasm and licked her juices eagerly. 
 
   “Please, Carl,” she moaned. “I want you inside of me. Please fuck me,” she panted.
 
   Carl didn’t keep her waiting, but their lovemaking was different this time. He slid inside of her slowly and began gently making love to her while he kissed her lips. His mouth was still sweetened with the taste of her cum as he kissed her with more passion than she could remember. 
 
   Their hips ground into one another over and over as their passion reached a crescendo. Carl’s chest brushed against Selena’s nipples as he moved inside of her. Their moans filled the room, evidence of their passion for one another. Carl buried his cock deep inside of Selena, his body suddenly racked with the powerful orgasm he was experiencing. He let out a low growl against her bare skin.
 
   “Please don’t ever leave me, Selena. Promise me,” he said, looking down into her big blue eyes.
 
   Selena looked back at him, a single tear escaping down her cheek as he brushed her hair away from her face and wiped her wet cheek.
 
   “I promise,” she said.
 
   Neither of them knew how this was going to turn out, but they both were looking forward to finding out what the future would hold for them.
 
   THE END
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Thank you for reading this first story in 
the Rough Sex, Hardcore Sex and BDSM Sex series. 
 
   If you enjoyed this story, then get the first story in the series now 
and find out how it all started for Selena and Carl. 
 
   Snow Day with Her Professor
 
   Owned By Her Professor
 
    
 
   Then follow the rest of the series 
and other books by the author.
 
   And please take a minute to leave a review
because it’s always so appreciated by the author and readers. 
Thank you! 
 
    
 
   Get the latest on the author’s website or her Amazon author page:
 
    
 
   Browse the author’s books 
 
   AmyAday.com
 
   Amazon.com/author/amyaday
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this story and want more hot professor sex stories, 
check out the following books 
by bestselling erotica author, Kitty Fine.
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   Naughty Nikki is a nympho sorority pledge who wants a private lesson with her hunky college professor and a hot story to tell her girlfriends. She gets off on teasing her Professor in class and seducing him to give her a bad girl spanking, oral exam and more. 
 
   Click here to read an excerpt or get it online now.
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   When young, oversexed Kelly gets confronted about having sex in class by her hot teacher, Mr. Brown, he teaches her a lesson she won’t forget. She gets disciplined with her next “Sex Ed” lesson and learns the art of spanking sex.
 
   Click here to read an excerpt online now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Visit Amy Aday’s website for the latest updates and books:
 
    
 
   AmyAday.com
 
   Amazon.com/author/amyaday
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this book, please take a minute to leave a review on this book’s Amazon page. Just visit the author’s Amazon page above to browse her collection of books to purchase or leave a review. 
 
   Thank you!
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